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I’m not like this.

At least, that’s what I like to tell myself. 

At first, everything was clear to me. The impulse that moved me was strong, sharp and pristine. I wanted to destroy this man.

But now I feel confused and guilty. Nothing makes sense anymore. Have I failed? Am I the target now? Or is it just that he has become a different kind of target? My motivations are muddy, my hate has lost its temper and now I don’t know whether to slap his face or fall into his arms.

He’s dangerous, to be sure. A cold, calculating man; his despicable actions warrant all the hate I can muster. But he’s also able to say the sweetest words...

 

* * *

 

Lara Everwood faces a dilemma. Her father is lying in a hospital bed, victim of a man who’s set out to take the work of his whole life. She knows the name very well: Theo Lambert, eccentric billionaire, playboy, traveller, alpha male, owner of an economic empire, and general asshole. Lara has a plan: she needs to get close to him, work with him, to find a way to make him pay for what he’s done.

But as her plan comes to fruition and she gets to know the bad boy a bit better, things start to get complicated. Is she getting too close? Why is she suddenly not to sure about what she must do? What makes her dream about Theo punishing her when she knows just how bad he really is?

Lara is discovering the hidden side of the monster, and deep inside, she’s hoping to find a heart of gold. But at the same time, Theo is coming closer and closer to discovering her own secret, her web of lies. And this is a dangerous thing.

Will Lara be able to exact her revenge? Is her father condemned to lose it all? Can Theo show that there is something of true value below all the layers of wealthy jerk? Will he end up discarding her as he does all other women? What will be the price to pay after being BOUGHT by him?

This is a romantic novel with no cliffhangers and a happy ending.
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1. HERE NOW

I’m not like this.

Or, at least, that’s what I like to think.

When this all started, just a few months ago, everything was clear to me.  The impulse that moved me was  strong, sharp and pristine. Hate, revenge, justice. There was a target, and I was  set on hitting it at the exact center, destroying it. Destroying him, for my target was a man.

Now I feel confused and guilty. Nothing makes sense anymore. Have I failed? Am I the target now? Or is it just that he has become a different kind of target? My motivations are  muddy, my hate has lost its temper and now I don’t know whether I want to slap his face  or fall into his arms.

He’s dangerous, to be sure. A cold, calculating man who’s built his success on not  being afraid of using people and then discarding them; his actions warrant all the hate  I can muster. But he’s also able to say the sweetest words... and there is also the  matter of his imposing presence, his features, his eyes, all of what he offers to the sight and the touch.

Am I falling under the spell of a demigod? How could I surrender myself to this  powerful man when I despise him so much? And yet, there’s no way to deny it:  I can’t find the strength to even want to harm him anymore. I just crave for his sweet caress.

He’s bought me, as he’s bought everything else he’s set his eyes upon.  I should be striving to get free from him. But I don’t want to be free.  Deep inside, I just want to be his.

It’s all kinds of wrong, I know. Especially in light of how he treats women.  But it can’t be helped.

At least I have a consolation: one way or the other, this will all be over very soon.

 

* * *

 

I was surprised when the call came, even though Callie had assured me that it would  definitely come.  It was as inevitable as death and taxes, she said. Powerful men never let this kind of  chance slip. They take what they want, as soon as they can. In this case, she was talking  about me.

“It’s a job interview,” I objected. “He’ll be thinking about what I say and my  qualifications. He probably won’t even register me physically. I bet he won’t remember my hair color.”

“Trust me, honey, he will. And then he will want to have you sitting near his office  every day. He’ll make the call,” she assured me.

Callie had come up with the plan herself. She had been working for Theo for just a few months,  and she had figured out some things about him. For starters, she knew that he liked to  work closely with beautiful young women. But she had dug deeper into this knowledge.  And she knew that he specifically wouldn’t  be able to resist a woman like me, if I played the part well. I was his type, apparently.

So, when I told her about my father’s company and what Theo was doing to him, she started  thinking about it. A couple of days later, she came to see me with the news.

“There’s an opening,” she said. “This is your chance. How about being Theo’s assistant?”

I jumped at the opportunity. I understood that assistant was an intentionally vague  term, and what Theo really wanted was to have a young attractive woman beside him at all  times, more than someone who’d help him manage his appointments and obligations.  Handsome billionaires rarely need to do this kind of thing to get company, and this  was certainly not his case, but every man has his weakness, and Theo’s was pretty brunettes  with big eyes, sharp brains and long legs. I fit the bill perfectly.

Of course, I couldn’t tell him who I was —not at first,  anyway. I’d have to pose as someone else. I’ve never been one to live in deception,  but extraordinary circumstances require extraordinary actions, and my father was lying in  a hospital bed.

“Just be sure to dress appropriately,” Callie said. Then she leant closer and whispered:  “Appropriately... to kill.” She winked at me, and both of us laughed.






2. THEO

He doesn’t have a clue who I
am, but I know all I need to know about him.

That’s what I thought as I sat still in a couch
on the fifty-second floor of the Lambert Tower, waiting for Theo
Lambert to appear. It was the top floor, the King of Hearts: Theo’d
had them all named from a deck of cards, each floor decorated
according to their suit. The top floor was white and red, and the
elevator buttons and other details were shaped as hearts.

It was appropriate enough for the moment, I
thought. Everything hinged on that moment, and I had to play my
cards well. More accurately, I had to play myself as a card. I’d have just a few minutes to
catch his eye and secure a position that was close to him. If I did
it correctly, I’d become his right hand. Then I could do whatever
it took to annihilate him.

I’d been sitting there for a while, turning my
attention to the sober red-on-white decoration of the room, and
letting my mind wander into dark thoughts. I
must smile, be courteous and agreeable, I thought... but in
truth, I wanted to kill the man. He thinks I’m
here for a job, but I’m here to try to stop him.

No, not to try. I’m here to stop him, I thought.
I must.

Theo Lambert: eccentric billionaire, playboy,
traveller, alpha male, owner of an economic empire, and general
asshole. If everything went according to plan, I’d become his right
hand in just a few hours.

I told myself silently the words I had spoken in
front of the mirror countless times. “I have what it takes” (which
meant that I had a very, very revealing dress and a smile that had
already taken a thousand victims). “I have it. My name is Lara
Everwood, and I cannot fail. I must do this. I must do it for
dad.”

Just like half the women in town, the business
magazines (and some general magazines too) were in love with Theo
Lambert. They used to publish pieces about the way he’d risen to
the top, hard and fast, without ever stopping to take prisoners.
His strategy was to be growing always, with no mercy and making
zero compromises. He’d beat one competitor after another, and if he
couldn’t, he’d move their spot in the list for a future new attack.
This applied both to business and love. He never really lost. The
narration invariably went from his riches to his wits and from
there to his looks, since his attractive features were what had put
him in the spotlight after all. Other billionaires tended to be
more reclusive, but he couldn’t. How could he, if he had the face
of an angel and the muscles of a wrestler? (Not by chance, perhaps,
most of these articles were written by women. It was easy to see
that they had a hard time being objective and impartial.)

What all those magazines conveniently left out
was the long list of victims that his tactics left squirming on the
ground. People who’d worked hard all their lives to build a
business, only to be struck by his mighty blow and end up empty
handed, bleeding metaphorically as Lambert absorbed or destroyed
everything they had built, sometimes in a whim.

I happened to knew this firsthand. As I sat there
waiting patiently, dad was lying in a hospital bed, in a coma,
after suffering a heart attack. Theo Lambert had done that to him.
Until then, Philip Everwood had always been a strong man, as strong
as a bull. Even mom’s death hadn’t been enough to take him down.
But the risk of losing everything he had built had taken a big toll
on him. I could have lost him in a minute. I still could.

No, no, don’t think about
him now, I thought, because I was already feeling a burning
sensation around my eyes: tears that were pushing from inside my
soul, looking for a way out. I couldn’t let them out, not right
there and then. He can’t see you crying. You
must be strong, you must be cold. Revenge is a cold thing.

I didn’t even know what the plan was. I only knew
that I’d destroy Theo Lambert somehow. And save dad’s company, if
possible. But in any case, I’d destroy that arrogant pig.

“Hi.”

I jumped in my seat and blushed a bit. His
unexpected appearance had startled me. I’d been lost in my
thoughts, and I hadn’t noticed when he entered the room.

“Hi,” I said, getting up and offering him my
hand. He grabbed it delicately and kissed it. I would have laughed
if I hadn’t been trying to stop my face from reddening. “I’m
Lara.”

“Lara Bold,” Theo said. “I’ve read your resume.
Follow me, please.”

There was something about him, to be sure. His
voice was as deep and magnetic as one could imagine. The way he
moved his hands, the precision and accuracy in his gestures, the
way he looked at you right in the eye, all of it was undeniably
charming. I knew he was handsome because I’d seen countless
pictures of him, but meeting him in person was a completely
different experience. Gosh, I thought,
I could even like the man if I didn’t hate him
so much.

I followed him to the adjacent room, which turned
out to be his office. I found it surprisingly small, all things
considered. Through the window it could be seen a strikingly
beautiful view of the city from above. I’ve never s [...]




