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​​​​​​​A STEAMY BILLIONAIRE Romance Series 

Being a permanent guest in a villa in the Italian Alps wasn’t the worst thing in the world, but when the jailer was her hot, sexy alpha, billionaire boyfriend Tony Petrides, former Ford model Grace Delacourt is tormented by more than incarceration in Petrides’s palatial prison.

When she is caught trying to break out of the villa, he takes her to Milan so he can keep an eye on her while he navigates the tricky business deals that could make or break his company. What’s worse, he may have found another woman while he and Grace were broken up.

As always, their hot-headed bickering blazes into an inferno of passionate sex, though only time will tell if those smoking embers can ignite a real love again. Only one thing is for certain: Grace proves to be a valuable partner through the turbulent times for Tony’s business.

Will she be enough to save him? Can Grace learn to truly love her dominant, smolderingly sexy Greek god, one of the richest men in the world? 

––––––––
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Chapter 1
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THE PICTURE WINDOWS in the villa were heavy, and it was the wrong moment for Grace to realize she wasn’t as in shape as she thought she was. They were sealed by several layers of paint over their dense wooden frames, or maybe it was the moisture from the lake that held them in place. “Hmm. The mountain climate is pretty dry, right?” she asked herself. “But what do I know?” For all she knew, it was the solid mahogany sashes themselves; perhaps she simply couldn’t lift them. Not one to be easily dissuaded, though, she persisted, and after leaning her tall, lithe frame into the effort, the stubborn thing finally gave way.

Grace leaned through the opening, craned her neck to peer outside, and judged the height. She was sure she could do it. If I can just hang from the ledge and extend my six feet as long as possible, the drop won’t be so bad, she reasoned. But then what will I do? Lake Lugano wasn’t exactly DuPont Circle, and she was little more than a clueless tourist in the Italian Alps. She couldn’t just hail a cab and leave, and she didn’t even have one of those handy-dandy tour books. She decided she’d have to hoof it to the next estate, but as she looked out at those rolling hills, she had no idea how far a trek that would be. 

She draped her body across the windowsill, half-in and half-out, and the unthinkable happened. Due to its weight, the ancient villa window succumbed to gravity and slowly, silently lowered. She was totally unaware of it as she tried to stand up to head back into her room, but just like that, she found herself stuck between wood and a wooden place. A wildfire of terror ripped through her, because as much as she squirmed and writhed, she couldn’t get up. Mercifully, the window stopped when it made contact with her body, so she didn’t have to worry about suffocation. Nevertheless, she was in quite the predicament, because even if she did squeeze out a scream, no one would hear her cry for help. She had alienated her imprisoning hosts, namely her estranged boyfriend, rich boy Tony Petrides. He was in Milan, so he wouldn’t come to her beck and call to save her from the window trying to bite her in half. 

Rob Zingg, her bodyguard, was out doing whatever he did between all the trouble she caused. When Tony wasn’t around, Grace and Rob had an understanding that she wouldn’t be too difficult and he wouldn’t be too overbearing. As such, she had not seen him for days. There was the aging Italian maid, seemingly the last woman Tony would keep in his pumpkin shell of a villa on a glacial lake; even if she did hear Grace with her old ears, she certainly wouldn’t be able to rescue the damsel in distress. 

Stuck in the middle of the wealthiest of nowhere, Grace cried for help anyway. It was hard not to let the panic squelch her voice, almost like trying to shout for help in the middle of a laughing fit. Truly, it was a tough, tiring effort to emit any sound at all. Grace had to pause between attempts in order to catch her breath, due to the tightness of her mahogany corset.

She heard her bedroom door open and close. Good. Somebody’s here to help, she thought, sighing in relief. If they can’t lift the window themselves, they can go find someone who can. She felt strong legs powerfully brace either side of her hips and thighs, and a flicker of arousal caused her to clench. She had not had sex in over a month, ever since she and Tony had a major difference of opinion about her visit to Italy. Now, it was probably more the excitement of rescue from her ridiculous circumstances that gave her the rush, but the feel of the body brushing up against hers was delicious. 

The window lifted easily, and Grace rolled onto her back to behold her rescuer. Wait. Tony? But when... How...

He glared down at her, having caught her in the act of a failed and embarrassing escape attempt. 

The generous, broad windowsill actually provided amazing support and was quite comfortable as a makeshift bench. After having been on her stomach for long enough for her back to ache, lying on the sill was actually very relaxing, except for the fact that the window was poised over her like a guillotine. Also, it placed her in a provocative position with her former, very annoyed boyfriend. She knew she could simply extend her very long limbs and imprison him between them, but she was sure that wouldn’t be the wisest move at the moment. Instead, she attempted to sit up. When he prevented that, she felt a lecture coming on. “What are you doing here?” she asked, taking a preemptive strike.

“Glad to see you, too. You’re coming back with me,” he said.

“Back to where?” she asked.

“Milan,” he said. “I’m moving my operations to Genoa. That bastard Rob Zingg got in a fight in Locarno. I think he might be deported.”

Grace panicked; at that very second, she realized just how much she relied on her bodyguard to help her feel safe and secure. “Rob? Deported? Really? What’s that got to do with moving to Genoa?”

“If you don’t approve of my approach, I guess I will have to live with it. None of my security personnel think it’s stupid or overbearing for me to place you in a secluded location,” he argued.

“Well, then let them stay in my room,” she quipped.

He glared at her, his eyes teeming with that jealousy he was so famous for. 

Grace rolled her eyes. “I don’t mean it like that, Tony. I only meant... Look, I don’t want to fight with you. I just have a nasty case of cabin fever, being locked up in here all the time,” she said.

“Right, so you shouldn’t have any problem traveling to Milan with me,” he said. “You’re a model. You’ll fit right in.”

“Was,” she corrected. “I was a model.”

“You’re still as beautiful as one,” he said. “Any runway would be lucky to have you to traipse up and down it.”

It was tough to resist him when he laid on the charm. The heat of his words reached across the table and made her squirm. “You have to stop that,” she said, barely able to speak above a whisper.

“Why?” he asked bluntly.

“Let me up,” she said.

“Not until you hear what I have to say,” he replied in a chastising tone.

“I’ve been listening, Tony. Why are you back from Milan so soon?” she said, unable to look him in the eye.

“No thanks for your knight in shining armor?” he asked, arching an eyebrow at her. “You would have starved if I hadn’t come. No one else is here,” he said.

Grace flinched with terror. She really wasn’t able to free herself from the window, and she would have only exhausted and hurt herself trying. She really might have died, from starvation or a number of other reasons. Still, she took the opportunity to spar with him. “Why don’t you find that cute chauffeur of yours? She has ears, too, you know, not that you noticed that,” replied Grace. “If you want someone to listen, I’m sure she can hear what you have to say.”

Alphonso, Tony’s driver in every port they had connected in so far, was a loyal Greek man who took great care of Grace. At the lake, though, Tony’s alleged driver was twenty-something, petite, perfect, and beautiful. Grace immediately hated her, and that hate only stewed when the two of them communicated in Italian, giggling and saying things she couldn’t understand. 

“I should have left you in that window. You were in the perfect position to take your medicine,” he said with a snarl.

“My medicine? I’m not sure I’m the sick one here,” she spat. “The way I see it, you’re the one holding someone against her will. Now let me up! I can’t breathe.”

Grace was shameless; all she had to do was mention that she was in physical distress, and that macho Greek god of hers would come to her rescue. He thought he was controlling her, but it was really the other way around, and she resisted the urge to smile at that as he offered her his arm and helped her to stand. “Tony, there was no point in dragging me halfway across the world if you intended to keep me in a damn room like a prisoner,” she complained.

“You have plenty of space to roam around,” he said.

“I’m not a grazing animal,” she replied.

His face twisted up, and a storm brewed in his eyes. Lately, he lost his cool a bit more quickly and easily with her, and now was no exception. He stepped closer to her, with some sort of threat lingering in his contorted expression and the timbre of his voice. “I do not want any of those fanatics to find you!” he said with a scowl.

Of course he was referring to Earth Peace, which the person who had pretended to be her best friend was a member of. They had stalked and terrorized her to get to Tony, in protest against his family business allegedly ruining the environment. They claimed to be an organization of peace, but they were willing to harm and kill to get their way.

“You hired a bodyguard,” Grace reminded him, “and I had plans. I already spoke to an admissions counselor about enrolling at George Washington University. Now that you ripped me away from my life, which you had no right to do, I’ll have to wait another year.”

“I’m sorry about that, but some things are out of my control,” he said.

“So stop trying to control them!” she said. “It’s one thing to vacation here, and I know it’s expensive and is more than generous of you, but I do have a life of my own, and I’d like to get back to it.”

“It isn’t safe,” he replied flatly, shaking his head, “at least for now.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she fired back.

He looked at her, one eyebrow raised. “What a mouth you have,” he reprimanded. “I cannot believe you kiss anyone with it.”

“Must you always be so...sexist and horrible?” She stomped. “Besides, I’ve heard a few choice words come out of that mouth of yours.”

“I wasn’t cursing you out at the time,” he rebutted wickedly. “That was...a request, one we both enjoyed as I recall.”

That made her squirm and hot at the same time. “If you don’t let up, I’m going to stop being nice,” she threatened lamely. “Forget those fanatics. The one you really don’t want to deal with is me.”

“If I was so sexist, would I hire women to drive limos?” he toyed.

Grace knew he said it just to stoke her fires of envy, and she certainly wasn’t very good at hiding it. She turned her head defiantly, and in an instant, they were practically pressed up against one another, but it was the best she could do. 

His body swayed slowly in a hot, erotic dance. “Come,” he said. “I have to get back to Milan. We’ve a train to catch.”

He then arrogantly sauntered toward the door, assuming she would follow him. As he did, she secretly admired his backside; Tony was as good-looking leaving as he was when he made an entrance. His broad shoulders cascaded down to a tight, narrow waist that erupted in the perfect rounds of his buttocks. He did his trousers justice.

“Yeah, but, uh...no. Thanks for the rescue, but if I’m gonna be kept in a pumpkin shell, I might as well stay here.”

“Grace,” he began, his voice smooth and sultry, “I’m not asking. You are coming to Milan. Please stop with this nonsense. We haven’t time for childish games or tantrums.”

“It’s not nonsense, Tony!” she screamed, looking him dead in the eye.

“Are you suggesting that my plans are? If your safety and wellbeing are nonsense, sweetheart, I really would have to be a fool,” he said, his face bunching up. “I think we both know I’m not that.”

“What exactly does that mean?” she said. “And I still don’t understand why I have to go to Milan.”

“Rob Zingg was arrested in Genoa, as I told you. I cannot protect you here without him,” he explained.

Her focus turned to her room. It was elegantly decorated, in colors of frosted blue. The curtains and comforter were made of the same silky fabric, with the slightest sheen. Technically, it was a very cozy room, something most travelers would only dream of, but she’d had her fill of it. She was beginning to feel claustrophobic in those luxury accommodations, and she wanted out. Most of all, she wanted to go home.

“Come have lunch with me. Let’s catch up,” he said softly.

His charming approach was working, but Grace knew she had to maintain the wall between them. “I doubt we’ve anything worthwhile to say. You’ve kept me prisoner here in this villa. All I have to catch you up on is the décor in this room, because it’s all I’ve seen. I don’t care how posh it is, Tony. This is a deal-breaker,” she said, but she wasn’t sure she owned it. She had to a lot of soul-searching to do to figure out why she wasn’t willing to totally relinquish Tony Petrides. For one thing, he was devastatingly and disarmingly handsome. She chastised herself for being shallow, but she couldn’t think of a single person – man or woman, not even among the Hollywood elite – who wouldn’t admit he was intensely good-looking, maybe the best-looking man on the planet. Tony was tall, with all the proportions of the best on the runway. Plus, all the genetic pay-dirt aside, he had looks that curled their way to her insides and made her want to yield, fully and often.

“We’ve been down this road before, haven’t we?” he asked softly. “Neither of us is perfect, but we can’t hash things out if we don’t come together for something other than hot, hot sex.”

The sensuality in his voice was her undoing, and Grace released an involuntary sigh. There was no denying it; it sounded like she was haunting the room.

“Are you okay there?” he teased.

Tony moved a little closer to her, and she was instantly enveloped, swallowed up by the magnetism between them. It was so intoxicating that she couldn’t walk away from it. She closed her eyes and experienced it, letting it light up her erogenous points for a spectacular high. She took advantage of the moment, knowing she might not let herself engage another time.

When Grace finally opened her eyes, she caught Tony gazing at her like a hungry lion staring at an injured gazelle. What she felt for him was as undeniable as it was infuriating. She knew what she felt for him, that all the passion and the yearning could be boiled down to addiction. It probably wasn’t love after all, but it hurt like hell when she took steps to get over it.

Her obsession with Tony was also selfish; she didn’t want anyone else to know it or feel it. The thought of him being with another woman made her instantly sick to her stomach, yet she knew it was really just the cat-and-mouse game that enticed him most, that he probably had many helpless mice caught in his snare. He was a power-tripper, and she was just the current object of his dominance. He swore he was a one-woman man, but she had no way of knowing that for sure.

“So we can’t even share a meal together?” he asked.

“That depends. What’s on the menu?” she asked like a spoiled child.

“A nice antipasto, followed by Cipollini, with pan-seared tuna,” he said.

“Hmm. I’m not a seafood fan. I’ll just have my pasta plain,” she said, scrunching up her nose as she imagined the fishy aroma of the tuna. The truth was that she had no appetite for anything when she was stressed. Not only that, but deep down she knew it probably drove him insane when he couldn’t control her food intake.
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