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Lucy Jones

Embrace
At the Billionaire’s Command

The Complete Series


In your store:
The Billionaire's Secret, part 1
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
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In your store:
Rocked by a Vampire - Vol. 1
I look like a typical hipster in my slim jeans, Converse, black vest, and checkered shirt.
She must see a stream of girls like me every day, who have flown across the country just to spend five minutes with Benjamin Marlowe.
What makes me any different from the rest? 
Gloria Robin, a young and talented rock musician, is contacted by Benjamin Marlowe, a legendary New York producer. Benjamin wants her to sing in a group. It's all going well, the group are nice and Gloria feels welcome. What's more, Benjamin is insanely charming! So everything is perfect, right? Too perfect! Because Benjamin is a vampire, he is 239 years old, and Joan, Kim, Alex and William, the members of the group, are all vampires too. 
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In your store:
Friends with Benefits : Lucy et Arthur - 1 (Season 2)
Lucy pushed her friend Chloe into the arms of the handsome Alistair, but she was a long way from imagining that she would end up falling for Arthur, Alistair’s twin. Wilder and more rebellious than his brother, but equally good looking, Arthur has a magnetic charm and raw sex appeal that completely overwhelm the young girl. She had only planned to stay in New York for three days before going back to London... but these three days may well be the kind that change a life forever!

Did you like Chloe and Alistair? Then you will love Lucy and Arthur, the heroes of the spin-off series to Eva Bennett’s successful saga!

Friends with Benefits: Lucy and Arthur - volume 1 of 3

***

Eva Mary Bennett was born in 1989 in New York. Her English mother is an opera singer and her American father was a rocker in his day. After excelling in communication and literary studies, she became a freelance journalist and works for a range of celebrity magazines. After the success of her series Friends with Benefits, this is her spin-off series, Friends with Benefits: Lucy and Arthur.
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In your store:
Boxed Set: A Billionaire's Charms Parts 1-3
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
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In your store:
The Billionaire's Fantasies
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: The Billionaire's Fantasies]
1. Thunderstruck
Certain journeys are only made thanks to a dream. One night, I dreamt I was walking through Central Park as if it were the garden of my childhood, wandering around the exhibition rooms of the MOMA as if I knew them by heart. Manhattan seemed so familiar and so real to me that it triggered something in my head. When I woke up, I made the decision to fly off to New York. For such a shy, young, provincial girl – who'd never travelled further than London on a school trip in ninth grade – it was a big leap. But I knew I needed to do it. I needed to plunge into the unknown, to learn to stand on my own two feet, to gain self-confidence.
I was thinking about my departure and everything I’d done since, as I sat behind the desk in the lobby of the luxury hotel where I had found a job as a receptionist nearly six months ago. My contract was due to end in two weeks and the prospect of returning home filled me with a combination of nostalgia and enthusiasm. There was no doubt that this trip had transformed me. New York had swept me away. I had walked its streets, visited its museums and readily immersed myself in its odours, its sounds, its rhythms, its faces and its images. Here, I was someone else, far away from the people, things and thoughts which composed my life in France. I had discovered unimagined resources within myself.
Suddenly I stood up; I'd just heard the muffled sound of the revolving door starting up. I turned my head towards the entrance, but was still preoccupied enough to keep the pencil that I was holding between my thumb and index finger in the corner of my mouth, chewing on it unthinkingly. Four people, all dressed in perfectly tailored black suits, entered the lobby, followed by two trolleys packed so high with luggage of all sizes that I could hardly see the bellboys who were pushing them.
As the group made its way towards the lifts, one of the men broke away and walked athletically towards me. Wide-angle view: he was tall and slender, his build masculine yet graceful at the same time. There was something rather feline about the way he moved. Everything about the way he carried himself was imbued with effortlessness, agility and elegant power. This body coming towards me acted like a magnet; I felt attracted to him, but could not move a muscle. The frame was shrinking. How old could he be? I couldn’t say. The few lines in the corners of his eyes and lips seems to be less signs of age and more expression lines. The small dimple on his chin conferred on his face the seal of eternal youth. His complexion had the pallor of a matte skin which has not yet been kissed by the sun. His brown hair was unkempt, but with a controlled elegance. His prominent cheekbones and his large, slim nose, lent his face a rather noble air. The complete look, a combination of strength and finesse, had a fascinating harmony. Close-up: he was now less than a metre away from me. I noticed a glimmer of gold in the green of his eyes, eyes which penetrated my heart like daggers. His smile lit up his whole face. I had to smile too, and welcome him to the hotel, but I remained silent, hypnotised by the beauty of this man.
"Julia?"
He pronounced my name in the French way. The noise of the pencil hitting the counter made me jump and brought me back to my senses. My mouth was already half-open and I completed the picture by blushing…
"Julia Belmont. It’s written on your badge."
Did he really take my idiotic look for surprise or was he trying to put me at ease? I absolutely had to say something. I stammered:
"I’m sorry, Sir. You're Mr...?"
"Daniel Wietermann. Suite 607 and adjoining rooms", he said calmly.
Check the register, ask for identification, find the key… I seemed to have forgotten these gestures, although they had become so familiar to me; it was as if I had just parachuted in behind the reception desk. I tried to drag my eyes away from the man, in order to not completely lose my mind. But with my feeble voice and tentative actions, I felt as if my body was betraying me.
"May I have your identification and that of the people accompanying you, please?"
"Here you are," he said, placing four passports on the counter.
"Thank you. If you could also fill out this form…"
"Of course. Anything to make you happy…"
Did he realise the destabilising effect he was having on me? Was he trying to make a joke to relax me, or was he mocking my incompetence? Who knows? Nevertheless, he continued to stare at me with his devastating smile and I felt physically nailed to the spot. Once the formalities were done, I took the keys from the rack. When I handed them to him, he covered my hand with his, lingered and then carefully took the keys. The effect was immediate and bewitching: a wave of heat washed over me, slight tingles ran up and down my body and into my groin. I tried to hide my turmoil despite my panicked breathing.
"Enjoy your stay, Mr Wietermann."
"I am sure I will, Miss Belmont," he said, as he walked away.
I went from stupor to excitement. As soon as he was in the lift, I pounced on his registration file: “Nationality: French”, “Age: thirty-three”, “Reservation: ten days”. That was all. I knew nothing about this man. I had only seen him for a few minutes. A few minutes which had been enough to make me feel agitated, a sensation which was all the more troubling in that it was new and it would not go away. His last sentence, said with a mysterious, amused and mischievous little smile, undoubtedly didn’t have anything to do with me at all, but to me it sounded like an invitation. As crazy as that might seem, I think that at that moment I could have followed the man anywhere. If the simple touch of his hand on mine produced such sensations, what would be the effect of his caresses on my neck, on my shoulders, on my stomach, on my lower back…? The brushing of his hand was like a foretaste of pleasures to come, I told myself. I closed my eyes. The soft heat and the tingling feeling returned.
"Julia? Julia!"
It was Tom. We usually worked together, but this evening he was standing in for one of the night watchmen. Tom had been kind and friendly to me ever since I arrived. He was a tall, gangling young man, slightly awkward and a few pounds overweight, but a reassuring gentleness radiated from his whole being. I had immediately felt comfortable with him. He was discreet, kept himself to himself, listened to others and could eloquently and passionately discuss subjects which interested him. I was always surprised to see how different he was when he played the piano, drew or even when he was just talking about these subjects. He became almost otherworldly and I was astonished by his talent. Tom wanted to be an architect and was working at the hotel to pay for his studies. I was so lucky to have met someone I could share my love of the arts with! Even though our timetables didn’t give us much time to do so.
"Julia, are you ok? You look strange."
"I’m ok Tom. I’m just tired. I need a rest," I said, moving away. I could see Tom would like to chat for a few minutes, but my thoughts were elsewhere and I didn’t want give anything away.
"Ok, have a good night, Julia."
"Thanks, Tom."
I was pleased that Tom had dragged me out of my reveries. I had to get a grip on myself. If only I could talk to Sarah! But when I was going up to my staff bedroom on the top floor of the New York hotel, she would be sleeping soundly in her Paris studio…
The hotel provided reduced-price accommodation for its foreign seasonal staff, which had been a godsend for me. My room, with its beige walls and thick, cream carpets, was small but very nice. A narrow patio door led to a small balcony, whose stone border almost came up to my waist. On the left, it ran right along the whole floor. On the right, at the corner of the building, it ended at an iron gate which led to the outside fire escape ladder. These metallic serpents, which wound their way around the historic buildings of Manhattan, were like picture postcard images for me, a little taste of elsewhere on film and a source of imagination. When I leant on the balcony up in the New York sky, and the noise of the avenue reached me, I really felt as if I were in a film. This time I wasn’t watching it, I was in it. Near the window, under two rows of shelves covered with books, there was a fawn leather club armchair – no doubt considered too worn for the fastidious décor of the lower floors. It was slightly sagging and a bit scratched, but that was what gave it its cosy, comforting look, like an old friend waiting for you. A small desk, a dark wooden bedside table and a bed with white sheets adorned with the initials of the hotel embroidered in blue thread completed the room. The tiny en-suite bathroom had everything I needed. Pedestal washbasin, metro tiling, tulip wall lights and a toilet with a suspended tank and hanging chain; I loved its retro look.
I closed the door, took off my shoes, picked up my computer and went to snuggle up in my old armchair. Although I was exhausted, there was no way I could sleep. I had to write to Sarah.


From: Julia juliabelmont@gmail.com

Date: Thursday 12 July 2012 22 :16 

To: Sarah sarahzinelli@gmail.com

Subject: Thunderstruck

 

Dear Sarah,

How I wish I was with you at the moment, I'm sure you'd be able to dispel all the confusion I'm feeling and be able to reason with me! I'm far too wound up to go to sleep and I hope that writing will manage to calm me down at least a bit…

I have to tell you something. A French customer arrived today. Oh I can hear you snigger from here. “There’s nothing amazing about that, my dear, it’s obviously time you came home! Is the US making you so homesick that you're lusting after Frenchmen?”. No, you’re right, it’s not the fact that he’s French that’s amazing, HE is amazing. As soon as I saw him, all my senses became muddled. He is unbelievably good-looking and he has the most disarming smile. Yes, he smiled at me, but probably only out of politeness. I should also tell you that our hands touched and it was… electric.

No, I'm just jumping to conclusions based on simple friendly body language. The fact that I couldn’t speak, my blushing cheeks, plus my bewilderment and stunned expression, probably amused him. I have to stop fantasising about this stranger, he's different from me in every respect: looks, wealth, age… we weren’t on the same side of the desk… But it's a man like that I'd like to hear say “I love you”. But a man like that would never really look at me. And although for a moment I thought he was attracted to me, the illusion was certainly due to me being an expat, my loneliness and my imagination.

I'm feeling doubt and hope mixed together, fear and enthusiasm. I'm trying to be rational but my rationality is hanging by a thread and it'd be a relief if it snapped. Resistance is futile, faced with the strength of my desire. I have never felt such a powerful bodily attraction.

We need to see each other soon!

lots of love,

Julia



I put my computer down, still full of all these new and uncontrollable emotions, by this apparition which, after being repeated over and over, had become filled with illusions. But I was also overcome with tiredness. I closed the blinds, got undressed and got into bed. My eyes closed and I fell into a half-sleep. In the heat of the summer night, somewhere between dreams and reality, my mind began to wander. The light sheet slid gently over my bare skin. The material brushing against me was making me quiver and it felt good. My body was half uncovered now. I bent one leg and caressed the sole of my foot with my fingers, moving up over my ankle, calf and knee, slowly, up to the inside of my thigh and my stomach. I lingered, my fingers tracing circles. My breathing deepened and I could feel my breasts becoming swollen and taut. I massaged them and then returned to my stomach, moving lower. I plunged my fingers into my pubic hair and the dampness between my legs. The hand running over my body was his. It was his fingers I could feel inside me, so much so that my back arched, my breathing quickened and my body contracted, becoming aroused to the very tips of my fingers. My mouth opened slightly, my breathing froze and as my whole body shook, I moaned and sighed. Suddenly my muscles relaxed, I sank into the mattress as if it were a bed of feathers and I fell asleep.
When I woke up I felt calm again and the previous day seemed like a dream.
I had only been at my workstation for a few minutes when the telephone rang. It was an internal number.
"Good morning, Julia Belmont speaking"
"Good morning Miss Belmont. I was hoping it would be you."
I recognised his smooth voice and all the composure I'd recovered disappeared. I tried to speak in a professional voice, but my intonation was awkward:
"What can I do for you, Mr Wietermann?"
"What a wonderful question, Miss Belmont…" he said with a languor which tightened the knot I already felt in my stomach.
The silence which he left deliberately made me nervous. When he spoke again, his voice was different and had become authoritarian rather than seductive.
"For the moment, a light meal for four people, something savoury, something sweet and some coffee."
I was thrown by this sudden change of tone, but relieved by this request which was completely devoid of innuendo; I told him I would inform the kitchen immediately.
"Don’t send anyone else, I want you to bring the food up," he ordered before hanging up.
But that’s not my job! Who did he think he was?
There was no point cursing, so I obeyed. The customer is always right, and I was dying to see him again and compare my memory with reality. To see whether this man would have the same effect on me as he had the day before. When the door to suite six-hundred and seven opened and he appeared, I completely forgot my annoyance. His green, smiling eyes, his unreadable fine lines and his charcoal-grey suit (which made him look so sexy) literally made me melt. I almost dropped the tray and he just managed to catch it.
"I'm very pleased to see you again, Miss Belmont. Tell me, how long have you been working here, Julia? I've been coming here for years, but I have never seen you before."
"Oh, I'm just here temporarily, I have been here about six months. When I go home, I will be taking Art History classes in Paris. I would like to work in a gallery. I thought it would be useful to be able to speak English. And also there are so many museums and exhibitions here…"
Why on earth was I telling him my life story?
"How old are you, Julia?"
"I will be twenty tomorrow."
"twenty? So you’ll be having a party."
"Oh no, no. Tom, the only person I really get on with here, is working and so am I. I'll celebrate when I go home, which is soon."
"What a sad little face! You miss your family, don’t you?"
Why would he care about that? He was talking to me as if I were a child. Was he making fun of me?
"No… yes… well, I sometimes feel a bit lonely here."
Oh, I was talking nonsense…
"I have to go. Have a good day, Mr Wietermann."
2. My twentieth birthday
From the moment I'd arrived in New York, I'd had to cope on my own, and I'd managed rather well. Six months working as a receptionist had dispelled my shyness. But I certainly wasn’t completely cured yet; my timidity had just played a dirty trick on me. The disclosures I had just made to Daniel Wietermann were one of its pernicious effects.
Luckily, I was so busy that morning – with arrivals, departures and the visit of the Head of Personnel, Mr Guttierez -, that I didn’t have time either to be too annoyed at my verbal diarrhoea or to think about the effect that Daniel Wietermann had on me, or even to analyse his words.
Slightly before midday, I received a phone call:
"Hello, Miss Belmont. This is Candice, Mr Wietermann’s secretary. He would like to see you. Without delay."
She had added “without delay” after a short pause, kindly, as if she were giving me the information for my own good.
What does he want with me? Regardless of his earlier request, I was not completely at his beck and call!
Tom was at the reception desk with me.
"Is everything all right, Julia? You seem annoyed about that phone call…"
"Don’t worry Tom. Just a guest who wants to speak to me, but I don’t know what about."
"Another guest who’s hard to please…"
"Looks like it… Could you stay here on your own for a while?"
"Of course Julia. Good luck!"
There was no point telling Tom which client it was. I left my workstation and went to the lift.
I listened at the door to suite six-hundred and seven for a while before knocking. I couldn’t clearly make out what was being said, but I could hear Daniel Wietermann giving instructions in a commanding voice. I rang the bell. Candice opened the door. I had been struck by her stature when I had seen her crossing the lobby. With her long legs, slender build, generous chest, flamboyant red mane, pretty face and haughty bearing, she really was extremely classy.
"Come in Julia. I’ll tell Mr Wietermann you’re here."
Suite six-hundred and seven was the biggest in the hotel. I had read the description of the hundred and eighty metre squared apartment in the hotel brochure, but I had never entered the room. Alone in the entrance, I took a few steps as discretely as possible and had a look around. To the right, I discovered a living room whose decor and atmosphere were warm and personalised, a far cry from the standardised, characterless interiors which usually typify hotels. Candice had left the door on the left ajar. I could not see much, but by twisting a little I could make out a sort of large office, a meeting room, and I could see piles of small black briefcases. Suddenly, the door burst open, taking me by surprise. I jumped, broke out in a terrible sweat and blushed with shame at being caught spying. Daniel Wietermann was standing there in the doorway. I could clearly see on his face that he was preoccupied, irritated and annoyed.
"Julia. Over the next few days, it is possible that someone may ask for me. The name is Camille Wietermann. Whether I am here or not, you must say that I am absent. You and your colleagues – I’m relying on you to pass on the message – will not give out any information about me, my room number or my departure date, nothing. Do you understand?"
Did I really have to reply?
He stood there, still and silent. He was waiting. His frosty look obliged me to say “yes”. I was furious inside. I understood that my curiosity was not the cause of his annoyance, as he probably hadn't even noticed anything. I had made myself afraid, imagining that he might notice me, but he was far too focused on himself to do that. And if I wasn't the cause of his annoyance, why was I the target? And was it really necessary for me to come here for this? Before I turned away, I couldn’t help muttering that he could just as easily have told me that on the phone.
"Keep your insolent comments to yourself, Miss Belmont," he said aggressively and closed the door on me.
I was devastated and hated myself for it.
Why am I so sensitive to the way this man talks to me? Why do his demonstrations of coldness seem to take away the very air I need to breathe? Why, behind his charming appearance and kind words, was there a world of sensuality which stirred and aroused my body and heart? And who is this Camille Wietermann? His wife?
I had to pull myself together. When I got back to the lobby, I tried to look indifferent and asked Tom to look after reception, using the pretext of a backlog of paperwork to be filed; I shut myself in the office behind the reception desk without really waiting for his answer. I needed to be alone and lose myself in work which required more precision than thought.
Late in the afternoon, I went back to join Tom, calmed and slightly dazed by the daunting filing work. We were waiting impatiently for the next shift to arrive so we could finally leave our workstation, when Daniel Wietermann walked across the lobby.
"Wow, did you see the way that guy looked at you?"
I shrugged my shoulders. How did he look at me? Tom thought it was obvious that I had caught his eye. I burst out laughing to forestall the way the conversation was heading and hide my embarrassment. Two minutes later, the telephone rang and Tom answered:
"For you."
Mr Wietermann wanted to see me immediately. I had the unpleasant impression that I was a student summoned by the headmaster for something she didn’t realise she’d done wrong. I had a strong urge to tell him to get lost, but I was afraid of the consequences. And after all, perhaps he wanted to apologise? I took advantage of the fact that Tom was talking to the colleagues who had come to replace us and escaped.
"Come in!"
I closed the door of suite six-hundred and seven behind me. When I turned round, I discovered a very different Daniel Wietermann to the one I had seen that morning. His mask of hardness had been exchanged for a seductive air. Not knowing what to expect from this man who was by turns charming and distant, warm and cold, but also motivated by a kind of hope and still captivated by his good looks, I remained in front of the door without speaking.
He didn’t say anything either. He came towards me in a way which I found extremely sensual. He was very close, and came closer still. We looked at each other. The tension between us was palpable.
"You know, you're very attractive, Miss Belmont."
Me, attractive? Was he serious?
"Don’t look so astonished. What this suit you're wearing hints at is… stunning."
As he spoke, he moved his right hand over my left shoulder and down my side as far as my hips. Despite the barrier of the material, this light touch made me quiver.
"Those golden curls which always escape from your bun…"
And he slowly tucked a lock of hair back behind my ear. I closed my eyes so I could savour the moment better.
"The delicate nape of your neck..."
He stroked it. His touch was so enchanting. I felt all my resistance desert me. He was bewitching me with the tips of his fingers.
"These cheeks as fresh as dew…"
He put his hand on my face. I couldn’t take it anymore. I was finding it hard to breathe.
"Your dreaminess and the way you hold a pencil in the corner of your mouth when you are behind your desk… How I would love to be that pencil…"
And he ran his thumb over my lips.
Why did he not just kiss me?
I opened my eyes. He took a step backwards. Was he playing with me? I wanted to throw myself at him, but something made me hold back. He was in control, I knew it, I felt it.
Suddenly, he grabbed me quickly and almost brutally around the waist, pulled me towards him and kissed me forcefully. Our tongues entwined and our mouths twisted. I no longer knew where his face began and mine ended. I could scarcely catch my breath.
He pushed me back against the door and leaned against my arms so I couldn’t move at all. He was devouring my face and biting my lips. I could feel his hot kisses on my neck. My head was spinning. I uttered some sharp, almost stifled, sounds. This controlled violence was terribly arousing.
But then he pulled away brusquely. I was panting and gave him an enquiring look. His apparent character had changed, he looked serious. After a few seconds’ silence, which seemed to last forever, he said, with a hint of irritation in his voice:
"What is it, Miss Belmont?"
"I don’t know… that’s for you to tell me. It’s… this way you have of becoming so… cold after being so… nice…"
He came closer, leant over me and said, between acknowledgement and regret:
"I am not nice, Julia."
After this verdict? This warning? Daniel Wietermann disappeared into his living room and I left the suite and ran back to my room. I threw myself into the comforting arms of my old armchair and closed my eyes. My lips still tasted of his kisses. But the bliss which I should have felt (He kissed me! That means he feels something for me!) was tainted with incomprehension and fear. All these enigmatic changes were totally disconcerting.
I stood up, grabbed my computer and turned it on, hoping for a message from Sarah.


From: Sarah sarahzinelli@gmail.com

Date: Friday 13 July 2012 9 :21 

To: Julia juliabelmont@gmail.com

Subject: Thunderstruck at last!

 

What good news! Don’t be so worried, Julia, the turmoil you're feeling is completely normal. The feelings aroused by desire can often be disconcerting, but that’s what makes them even more exquisite. Reason doesn't really come into it. You think you are losing your mind, but you'll actually discover an important part of yourself.

And stop torturing yourself! So he’s rich? You’re not the same age? Is he really that old? Can’t you see how pretty you are? Sometimes I despair of you…

Stay true to who you are.

love,

Sarah

P.S. I’m leaving tomorrow. I’m going to join my family in our house in Sicily! Who knows, I might even bump into Luca again…





From: Julia juliabelmont@gmail.com

Date: Friday 13 July 2012 22 :07 

To: Sarah sarahzinelli@gmail.com

Subject: Fire and ice

 

Everything seems so simple and so clear with you, Sarah. Your words are comforting after the trying day I’ve just had. I saw the man again several times but didn’t manage to work him out in the slightest. He is, by turns, Prince Charming and an ice-cold monster. It's making me really angry! He behaves like someone who just issues orders and likes everyone to be at his service. But there’s something I find irresistibly attractive about him.

I’ve just left him. Even though our exchange of kisses was very passionate, I am incapable of knowing what he feels. He ended our meeting very strangely, leaving me plagued by doubt, ignorance and fear.

I have to face facts, how could I be the object of his desire? He, as well as being married, could have beautiful women falling at his feet.

And also, I wonder how he made his money… I have seen black briefcases in his suite. Could they contain arms? And the two men who accompany him? Bodyguards? Assassins?

Enjoy your Italian holidays!

Baci,

Julia



The next day, nothing. Daniel Wietermann didn’t send for me at all, which annoyed and saddened me. He stayed in his suite and had meeting after meeting, judging by the procession of attaché-cases which passed through the lobby and the comings and goings of Candice, who welcomed and accompanied the businessmen, smiling warmly at me, but not saying a single word, whenever she walked past. She even found time for some luxury purchases between two meetings. Around six pm, she stopped by the desk. Despite her busy day there wasn't a hair out of place, her make-up was perfect and she showed no sign of tiredness; she looked immaculate.
"Well that was the last client. Mr Wietermann is expecting you at seven pm. Don’t be late."
I hoped that Tom, who had just arrived, had not heard this invitation, which had been accompanied by a wink from Candice.
"Hi Tom!"
"Happy birthday, dear Julia!" he said, opening his arms wide to hug me. For you. Tom held out a flat packet. He had slipped a note into a fold of the wrapping paper, saying “voucher for a proper celebration”. I tore open the paper. In a clip-frame was a magnificent drawing of a place in the city that we liked a lot, which Tom had drawn in Indian ink.
"Oh…thank you. Thank you, Tom, I said, very moved."
Five fifty-five pm. I found an excuse to leave. My curiosity had won out over my resentment. I knocked at suite six hundred and seven.
"Come in Julia! It’s a big day today! I am taking you out for dinner."
However pleasantly surprised I was, however jovial Daniel Wietermann was, I wasn’t going to get carried away.
"That’s very kind, but I can’t."
"Yes, you can. It has been arranged with Mr Guttierez."
Was this man all-powerful? Was it impossible to resist him?
"Go and get changed, I’ll wait here for you," he said, indicating the room behind the living room.
I tried to protest.
"Do me a favour, Julia, do what I say, you’re not going to the restaurant in your receptionist’s uniform," he said, drily.
In the bedroom, I recognised the bags with the haute-couture logos I had seen Candice carrying. They contained a black dress with a lace back, a set of satin lingerie and court shoes, all the perfect size for me…
As I crossed the lobby, I glanced apologetically at Tom, who was looking at me, stunned. One of the two men who accompanied Daniel Wietermann took us to an establishment in a completely different league to the places I had been to so far. Discrete atmosphere, exquisite dishes, I allowed myself to be carried away by the magical location and the excellent champagne. Daniel Wietermann was pleasant, he asked me questions and I replied politely. At dessert, he handed me a small packet.
"Happy birthday, Julia."
I had lost some of my shyness and reserve under the combined effects of Daniel Wietermann’s entrancing voice and the alcohol. I untied the ribbon enthusiastically, tore open the paper and found a small black box. I opened it. I was stunned and speechless to discover a magnificent diamond bracelet.
"I couldn’t leave a compatriot, and a very charming one at that, alone on her 20 th birthday."
"I can’t accept it."
"Don’t refuse it, it makes me happy and it’s not much for me."
I was pensive during the journey back to the hotel. This dress, this evening, this gift… it all seemed excessive. What did it all mean? I couldn’t tell my benefactor what I was thinking. I did not want to seem ungrateful and I couldn't spoil this moment when he was being so adorable and cheerful.
When we arrived at my room, where he had insisted on escorting me, Daniel Wietermann pulled me towards him to kiss me.
"Invite me in."
We rushed into the room. His put his hands around my face, kissed my eyelids, my chin and my neck and bit my earlobes.
I was so absorbed in his kisses that I didn’t even notice that he had unfastened my dress and bra. In no time at all, I was almost naked opposite him. He looked at me. I was trembling slightly.
He carefully lay me down on the bed and began to lick my body.
The wanderings of his tongue over my skin overwhelmed me. When he took the tip of one of my breasts in his mouth, my budding arousal intensified.
He took off his shirt. His smooth, muscular torso touched mine. I could feel the heat of his body and I felt intoxicated by his woody aroma.
He slid my knickers down my legs and buried his head between my thighs. He licked the outside of my lips, then the inside. Then my clitoris. He lingered over it, licked around it, sucked it. The movements of his tongue were precise and sensual. They varied in length and their speed quickened. My pelvis rose, sank and rose again as my pleasure mounted. I moaned. I was about to implode, when suddenly Daniel stopped and moved his head away…
I stared at him, wide-eyed.
"Be patient, Julia, and be confident that your pleasure is the object of my desire."
As he said this, he took off his trousers and uncovered his erect penis. I looked at him pleadingly.
He then picked up his jacket and took a small shiny packet out of the pocket (I had been carried away by my arousal and had completely forgotten about a condom!) He tore it open and, looking at me, slid the latex onto his rod slowly, surely and intently, as if he wanted to make me wait for longer and enjoy looking at his penis.
Daniel came back towards me with the look of a predator who doesn’t want to scare his prey, lay on top of me and penetrated me gently. His slow backwards and forwards motion re-aroused my pleasure. My breathing became erratic. He gripped my hips tightly and began to move faster. I exploded with a cry and he came with a muffled moan.
Silently, Daniel stood up, got dressed and left, leaving me half asleep. I no longer knew anything, I was entirely overwhelmed by bliss and I could feel nothing else.
I would never forget my twentieth birthday.
3. A rough diamond
The reality of certain journeys can be the source of dreams. Daniel Wietermann had given me a one-way ticket to a new land and my first steps in this unknown territory had been promising. I felt like an explorer and I dreamed of unfurling the maps of pleasure and discovering them to the full. This stay in New York was definitely full of surprises and was constantly revealing new facets of my character.
Sleep had not diminished either my feeling of completeness or my desire; on the contrary, it had etched them onto me, carved them onto my being in a lasting memory and a permanent desire. I felt so different that morning and it felt as if my rapture were visible to everyone.
"You seem so dreamy, Julia. Are you here?" asked Tom in a worried voice tinged with sadness.
He made no reference to what he had seen the previous day and I was grateful to him for that. He must have suspected something, but he didn’t dare mention it and as for me, I couldn’t say anything, it was all too new and confusing for me to share it with him. But I felt that he was worried, like a protective big brother. I told him I was thinking about my impending departure, but that he was right, I was still here and I should make the most of it, so I proposed that we spend our next day off together.
I took advantage of Tom giving some information to a customer to check my emails. Sarah had replied.


From: Sarah sarahzinelli@gmail.com

Date: Saturday 14 July 2012 11 :38 

To: Julia juliabelmont@gmail.com

Subject: D Day

 

Happy birthday my dear!

Don’t worry, the big party we are preparing for you will make you forget this D Day of loneliness and work.

I can understand that you might find the whole bad boy thing exciting, but I think it’s a bit crazy to imagine your charming monster as a dangerous arms dealer. However, the man you describe seems a bit strange… He’s married??? Are you sure? Do you know any more about him today?

I have to go, I’m about to leave for the airport!

Ciao!

Sarah





From: Julia juliabelmont@gmail.com

Date: Sunday 15 July 2012 10 :16 

To: Sarah sarahzinelli@gmail.com

Subject: Re D Day

 

D Day as in “Delights Day”! You couldn’t have chosen a better title for your message, my dear Sarah… My terrible prince swept me away last night. He dressed me from head to toe in famous haute couture, took me to the chicest restaurant, gave me diamonds and then made love to me. He opened up a whole new world for me and I loved it. I have so few, if any, reference points in this domaine, that this was the most adventurous journey imaginable. I don’t know any more about him today, but I know more about myself. So I salute your clairvoyance, Sarah, because the discovery of such sensual pleasure was a real revelation.

We have been told to keep a certain Camille away from him; she has the same surname as him. So yes, I deduce that he is married, but that the situation between them is not very good…

I have to go, I can see his secretary coming towards me.

I’ll write more soon,

Julia



I just had time to close my emails and raise my head; Candice was standing in front of me.
"Hello, Miss Belmont. Mr Wietermann needs you this evening. Everything has been arranged with your work, you finish at six pm. I can’t stop, I’ve got some shopping to do," she said with a mischievous, knowing little smile.
Can he not run his own errands?“Needs me?” That much! And to do what? Does he think he can use people however he wants? This tendency to control everything and everybody is really exasperating. Damn!
This time, I had to say something to Tom who, having heard what Candice had said and my face changing colour from powder pink to crimson, was looking at me, taken aback.
"Julia, are you in trouble with that guy?"
"No Tom, no, there’s no problem, don’t worry. Don’t worry"
"You know you can tell me anything, don’t you?"
"I know Tom. Really, don’t worry about me. I don’t want to talk about it now. OK? Don’t ask me about it, please. I’ll tell you later."
"Ok Julia. Whatever you want. I don’t want to bother you. But if you need anything, you know I’m here for you."
Tom was really great.
The later it got, the more my resentment towards the despotic Daniel Wietermann disappeared and the more my curiosity and excitement grew. At six pm, I went quickly up to my room to have a shower, before ringing the bell of his suite. A long ivory dress, slit to half way up my thigh, with a sequin-embroidered bustier, was lying on my bed. Next to it was a bag containing high-heeled sandals, underwear and a clutch bag. There was a note on the dress:
“This dress will suit you perfectly. And when you wear it, I will be desperate to take it off you. Be ready, in front of the hotel, at 7 pm.
D. W.”
The afternoon spent waiting had allowed my imagination to run riot and I was feeling nervous when I arrived in front of the hotel. At seven pm on the dot, a limousine stopped just in front of me. The door opened and Daniel Wietermann moved over on the seat, inviting me to get in. The car set off as soon as I was inside.
Daniel told the driver to raise the tinted glass screen which divided the passenger compartment and asked me to turn round. I turned my back to him. My heart was beating fast. I was surprised I was being so docile, but I knew I was still in the grip of the previous day’s sensual pleasures. I heard the sound of a box being opened, then Daniel placed his hands around my neck and put a necklace on me. I could not help a sensuous quiver when the coolness of the precious stones touched my skin. Once the clasp was fastened, Daniel took hold of my left arm so that I turned towards him, and he could fasten a bracelet around my wrist.
"Now you are beautifully adorned. In less than half an hour we will arrive at a reception, which doesn’t give us much time. But time is what you make it," he said with a mischievous smile. A ball gown, sumptuous jewels, a reception, all of it shrouded in mystery; it was too much information at once for me to grasp straightaway. His words and his manner were an incitement to pleasure.
"Where are we…"
Daniel placed a finger on my mouth to stop me talking.
He pressed down for a few seconds, then brushed his finger against my lips and opened them slightly so he could place his finger on my tongue. The compartment had to be soundproofed, as I couldn’t hear a sound and the tinted windows were intended to hide us from curious eyes, but I couldn’t suppress my concern. Could the driver really not see us at all? Daniel didn’t seem the slightest bit worried, so I convinced myself that we were invisible… His other hand dipped into the neckline of my dress, under the light fabric, and caressed my stomach and the top of my cleavage. I could not move, could not even look at him; I could barely breathe.
I felt both aroused and paralysed by the confident, skilful way his hands caressed me. I closed my eyes and let my head fall backwards. While he devoured my neck, he opened my legs slightly and stroked the inside of my thighs with the palm of his hand. His movements were fluid, smooth, gentle and seamless, like a perfectly executed dance step and I was overwhelmed. I was totally under his control and I surrendered to pleasure.
He then took one of my hands and placed it between his legs. I could feel his penis hard and swollen under his trousers.
"Take it out."
I did as he said. I undid the button and the zip and my hand grasped his rod, which was burning with desire. Hesitantly – I was so inexperienced that I was afraid of doing it wrong – I started to caress it. He leaned back against the head rest, put one hand on the back of my neck and pushed my head towards his crotch. But I was such a novice. He guided my movements with his words and with the hand he had in my hair. The more I felt his pleasure increasing, the more mine grew.
Soon, he raised my face and climaxed with a start.
"You surprise me, Miss Belmont. You are a rough diamond. And I think I will very much enjoy shaping you."
When we entered the reception room, all eyes turned towards us and a round of applause rang out. Men and women came to greet us, each one more beautiful than the last and wearing outfits that would put Hollywood stars to shame. Well… they came to greet Daniel Wietermann to be precise. Nobody paid any attention to me. Cries of “Bravo Daniel!”, “Well done Mister Fire !”, “Congratulations!”, “Long Live Mister Fire!” burst forth from all around the hall. Everyone wanted to shake his hand, talk to him and congratulate him. He soon found himself cornered, caught up in a whirlwind of people. I was outside the circle, but I felt dizzy. I wondered who these people were, who Daniel Wietermann was, who this Mister Fire was and what I was doing there. I had never felt as alone as I did surrounded by all these people.
I looked for a quiet spot where I could sit down before I passed out. At the end of the hall, near the enormous buffet, I noticed some empty seats. After a few deep breaths, a glass of rosé champagne and two or three petits-fours, I felt better and could finally have a good look around. The decor was splendid: it was a huge Art Deco hall whose ceilings were adorned with mouldings and geometrical painted motifs and whose dark walls were embellished with light wood panelling and golden mosaics. Large posters had been put up, all showing magnificent jewels, except for one, on which I recognised Daniel Wietermann… An advertising streamer revealed the prestigious name of a French jewellery family: Tercari. Samples of jewels were exhibited in small cases all around the room.
"It’s magnificent, isn’t it?"
A pretty brunette had just sat down next to me.
"Yes, it’s beautiful."
"Daniel has done a remarkable job."
"He is very talented…"
Just in case she had seen me arrive on Daniel’s arm, I decided to pretend in order to hide my ignorance and, if possible, get her to tell me more.
– Yes, his first collection, I mean the first one entirely under his responsibility, is a real success. His mother must be pleased that she passed the torch on to him.
I agreed with a smile.
It all became clear! My arms dealer was actually the rich heir to a luxury establishment! Suddenly it all made sense: the small black briefcases, my birthday present, those gemological comparisons…
"He’s looking at you."
"Pardon?"
"Daniel, he’s watching you."
I looked around, searching for him. The crowd had thinned out, but Daniel was still in demand. And yes, he was looking at me. And now that I was looking at him too, he smiled.
When I turned round, the pretty brunette had disappeared.
I decided to look around the room. I had noticed a lectern at the entrance and I was keen to look through the book which was on display. And I also wanted to see Daniel’s creations close-up. It was not a book on the stand, but a folder containing the catalogue of the “Fire” collection and some newspaper articles. “Luxury jewellery gets a makeover!”, “Daniel Wietermann dares and wins!”, “The Tercari heir causes an explosion!”, “Fire: which is the more flamboyant, the master or the jewel?”, “Call him Mister Fire!”. The trade press was eulogistic. Daniel Wietermann, alias Mister Fire, was described as a creative genius.
After skimming through the articles, I inspected each little display case. I took my time, dragging it out until it became interminable. My feet were hurting from walking so much. I needed to sit down. Although the chair next to the buffet was uncomfortable for any length of time, it was my only refuge.
So much for etiquette, I took off my shoes and rubbed my aching ankles.
Finally, I saw Daniel coming towards me. He seemed weary, bored and annoyed.
Was he going to reproach me for not behaving correctly? After leaving me on my own all evening? That would be the last straw.
"The car is waiting for us," he said, offering me his arm.
In the confined compartment, there was silence. I was shattered and angry (and annoyed that I didn’t dare express the reasons for my irritation). He was inaccessible, taciturn and filled with an inexplicable anger.
After a while, when I couldn’t take the atmosphere any longer, I tried to break the ice.
"I didn’t know you designed jewellery.
"And what did you think of it?
"Very beautiful, you are talented.
"I know-"
"And you know it."
Spontaneous irony. Tension dissipated. We laughed.
It was late when we got back to the hotel. Daniel took me up to his suite, and as soon as we were in the bedroom he undid my dress without preamble.
"Get undressed," he said matter-of-factly.
My hands were trembling and my breathing was shallow, but I decided to return his gaze. I let my dress slip down and removed my underwear. I felt self-conscious, but the desire I could see in his eyes made me more courageous.
"What a beautiful sight," Miss Belmont.
He got undressed too, standing just a few metres away from me. Although intimidated, I have to admit that I was also terribly aroused. I raised my arms to remove my necklace.
"No, keep the jewellery on. I want to fuck you with all your finery on," he said siting down in an armchair.
"Come here," he murmured in his sultry voice.
I was standing in front of him. He took hold of my hips and kissed my stomach. Then he raised his head towards me and looked me in the eyes while he spread my legs and gently introduced a finger into my wet vagina. My excitement was intensified by holding his gaze.
"You are so receptive Julia. You have a sensual relationship to life which makes me want you, want to make you come over and over again."
Daniel could reach a bedside table from the armchair he was sitting in. He opened a drawer and took out a condom.
"Help me," he said, taking hold of my hands.
"There. Like that…"
On my hands, I could feel the pressure of his hands. Under my hands, I could feel the power of his throbbing rod. My hands were willing prisoners.
Daniel pulled me towards him, made me sit down and, with his hands around my waist, pushed my pelvis up and down. I could feel his penis deep inside me. I suddenly removed his hands, placed mine on his thighs, leaned backwards slightly and rocked at my own speed.
"Oh Julia, I love the way you let yourself go so readily."
I began to utter small cries as I came closer to ecstasy. Then he said:
"Stand up."
He stood behind me, positioned me facing the armchair, pressed down on my back so I bent over and placed my hands on the chair arms. He buried one hand in my hair and pulled on it as he penetrated me roughly. My neck was stretched and the necklace banged against my skin as he moved in and out, faster and faster, even faster, even deeper, even harder… Our bodies contracted with the convulsions of orgasm.
I collapsed onto the thick carpet, feeling limp. Daniel leaned towards me.
"Get dressed," he ordered matter-of-factly.
4. Insubordinate
I stared incredulously at Daniel Wietermann. How could he be so indifferent after we had just shared such intimacy?
I was suddenly overcome with embarrassment. The way I had let myself go, my nudity, his sudden coldness… I wanted to disappear, wanted the ground to swallow me up. I gathered my clothes together quickly. But while I was clumsily getting dressed, my embarrassment was gave way to anger.
"No, I won’t leave," I shouted angrily, although I felt terrified.
Daniel stared at me and his features tensed.
"I will not tolerate any refusal on your part, Miss Belmont. I hope that is clear to you."
"No. No, actually, it isn’t clear. Do you think you can use me and everyone else however you see fit? Do you think you can subjugate me by buying me with your dresses and your jewels? I’m very sorry if I gave you that impression. I let my curiosity and naïve enthusiasm get the better of me. I shouldn’t have. And why did you take me to that reception? Did you “need me”? I would find it amusing, if I didn’t feel so humiliated. You left me alone in a corner for the whole evening! You must have been ashamed of introducing me to anyone. In fact, I'm curious to know how would you have introduced me?
I had let all that out in a whisper. I was about to faint, but I felt relieved. Daniel looked at me, his face a picture of irritation but mixed with surprise and a certain sadness.
"Have you finished, Miss Belmont? I don’t like the unexpected, I don’t like being resisted, I like to be in control of my time, my actions and my movements, I like to be in charge of the situation. That’s how I am, that’s how I operate and I have always been like that. You’re right, giving you clothes and jewels is a way for me to control the situation. I do it for my own satisfaction, so that things look how I want them to, fitting and appropriate."
"But how do you expect anyone else to express themselves if you impose your own way of seeing and being on them? I'm not a puppet that you can manipulate, a doll you can dress up, a girl you can exhibit because it makes you feel good!"
"Perhaps you could also consider my actions as a rather old-fashioned interpretation of my masculinity, but I accept that. I pay, I provide for the women who accompany me and I find that completely normal, it’s not a problem for me, on the contrary I consider it my role, it’s what I have to do. I also did it to make you happy and because it suits you, because you deserve it. Think of it only as a natural, benevolent impulse. You are far too pure and far too strong to let yourself be bought, and that was never my intention."
"But who are you to judge what suits me, and what I like? You don’t know anything about me! You don’t want to buy me, but you take and you give as you please, without worrying about my feelings."
I shouted to compose myself, and restore a little confidence, but faced with Daniel Wietermann’s calm demeanor and impenetrable face, I suddenly felt ridiculous.
"Be honest, Julia, it’s not my gifts but your desire which has put you in this submissive position. In actual fact, it is your desire you are obeying."
This comment instantly shocked and stunned me. When I came to my senses, I realised that the egotistical, dominating, indifferent Daniel Wietermann had seen right through me, before I had seen it myself. I was impressed and I had to admit that he was right.
"And I didn’t introduce you," he said, after a long, heavy silence, "because I was afraid all those people would bother you. And I wanted you to accompany me so I would have at least one thing to look forward to during all that tedious small-talk. I’m sorry that the evening was such an ordeal for you. I would like to sleep now, Julia."
I must not lose my nerve, I cannot give in, I must stand firm.
I took a deep breath and in a calm, determined voice, I said:
"I will only leave because I have decided to and not because you've ordered me to."
Suddenly, Daniel’s features relaxed. He had a cunning look on his face and a small smile appeared on his sexy mouth. He put his arms around me and, holding me very tightly, muttered in my ear:
"So really, you would like me to keep you here, wouldn’t you?"
I resisted and tried to free myself from his arms, but however much I wriggled, I could not escape his grip.
Because he was squeezing me too tight? Because I didn’t really want to?
"Your impertinence deserves to be punished, Julia, I’m going to take away your urge to stand up to me…"
I abandoned my struggle. The heat of his body and his scent enveloped and captivated me and I felt him harden against me. Physical resistance was impossible. My senses were aroused and taking control. Our desire was growing and I forgot about everything else. I would think about it all later.
"You have such a gift for the pleasures of the flesh, Julia, that it would be a shame not to make the most if it. It’s time to get serious…" said Daniel, in a sultry voice which drove me crazy.
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