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In your store:
Falling for a Billionaire
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
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In your store:
Irresistible Billionaire
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
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In your store:
Rocked by a Billionaire – Vol. 1-3
Liz is young and beautiful, Sacha is seductive and filthy rich. Maybe they're not destined to be together, but their affair is red hot! Just how far is Liz willing to go to follow her fascinating new lover? And what does Sacha really want from here?

Enter the extraordinary world of Lisa Swann's new saga...will Liz succumb to the lure of luxury and pleasure? Will Sacha be able to satisfy the burning desire of this young woman?
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In your store:
Vampire and Billionaire Boxed Set
The world is divided between mortals and vampires. Society seems to have adapted to the coexistence of the two species, but doubts persist.
One night, a big sedan comes careening down the road and runs over Héloïse, a 22-year old woman. The man who steps out is obviously in a hurry. He picks her up and carries her to the car. This man is Gabriel, a gorgeous, mysterious vampire. Héloïse is going to have to stay at his house until the next new moon, 27 days later.
Sienna Lloyd describes their sensual and fascinating relationship with eloquence. A troubling, enchanting book at the crossroads between Twilight and Fifty Shades of Grey!

[image: Vampire and Billionaire Vol.1-6]
In your store:
Boxed Set: All Yours
Alice accepts an unexpected offer from her friend Fabien to look after his erotic bookstore in Paris...but she's no idea she'll be running a book-signing event for famous author, Adrien Rousseau. She may admire him, but she's not the only person fascinated by Adrien: he's seems to have a magnetic pull over all the women around him. Where did he learn the secrets of a woman's soul? 
But now, to Alice's shock, she's the focus of his his attention. Should she accept his disturbing proposition, and it's risk of drawing her into a world of uncontrollable sensuality?
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Lucy Jones

At the Billionaire’s Command

Vol. 10-12


1. Prisoner
The moment I open my eyes I can feel a pain in the back of my head. For a few seconds everything is fuzzy: I don’t understand what’s happening.
Where am I?
Slowly the memories start to return: Clothilde, Daniel, Hugo, Ray and I are on a street in Geneva; a car stops alongside us; I’m being pulled by the arm and forced into the car, and I’m screaming Daniel’s name. And then nothing.
How long have I been here? Where’s Daniel? Why was I kidnapped?
An intense pain makes me groan as I try to get up. The room spins a little, then finally I am able to take stock of my surroundings.
I’m alone, in a bedroom I’ve never seen before. There’s not much in the way of furniture. Apart from the bed I’m lying on, there’s only a nightstand, and, in a corner, a toilet and sink. There’s just one window, across from the bed. The room is rank with a horrible musty smell. When I feel steady enough, I decide to get up so I can walk to the window. It takes me a few tries: I really must have been hit hard. Once I’m able to take a look outside, all I can determine is that I’m being held several stories up. There’s no balcony here to escape from. And I notice that I’m not in the city anymore; it’s just fields, as far as the eye can see.
How am I going to get out of here?
“You’re awake. That’s good.”
I jump. I didn’t hear the door to the room open. In front of me there’s a tall, broad-shouldered man. His dark eyes scare me because I can’t read any expression in them; they’re just cold. I try to observe him, despite my fear. He’s got short black hair, a large forehead, and very thick eyebrows. His nose is fairly small and contrasts with his thick lips. He’s clean-shaven with dark skin, which makes all the more visible the scar that goes across his left cheek, from his ear to his chin. Instinctively I pull back and press myself against the wall without looking away. He smiles at me. I can’t hold back a shiver of fear.
Like a predator. Calm but ready to pounce.
While the idea of escaping through the door has crossed my mind, I now know that it’s pointless to think about that. Not only is this man’s square frame blocking the entrance to the room, but I also noticed the glint of a revolver’s barrel at his waistband.
“Who are you? What do you want from me?” I ask in a trembling voice.
“Calm down. You’ll know soon enough. In the meantime, you are my… guest. Make yourself at home,” he tells me in a soft voice.
But this gentleness is not reassuring in the slightest. I meet his eyes once again: there’s nothing but emptiness there. It seems like this man feels nothing.
“I’ll come back soon to bring you some food,” he says to me before leaving and locking the door behind him.
“Wait!” I cry out, suddenly panicked by the idea of being alone again.
But the man has already disappeared.
Obviously he’s taken my smartphone. I realize that I don’t even know what day it is. Was I out for long? It’s daytime, but I can’t tell if it’s early or late in the day. My insides twist with anxiety: did my friends manage to escape from their attackers? The last time I saw them, Clothilde had a gun aimed at her and the others were fighting. What happened to them?
I hope they’re safe!
I sit back down on the bed and force myself to hold still. My headache will eventually go away, then I’ll be able to think up a plan.
To try to relax, I attempt a meditation technique that I saw on TV; it involves sitting cross-legged and breathing calmly and deeply while emptying one’s mind.
Whoever invented this anti-stress method was never held prisoner!
Rather than “emptying” itself, my mind fills with all sorts of terrifying images. When I imagine Daniel lying motionless in a pool of blood, I start crying.
Why is all this happening?
The most logical response brings me back to one couple: Diane Wietermann, Daniel’s mother, and Benoît de Saint-André, the uncle of Daniel’s ex-fiancée. When I think about the first time I ever saw Daniel, I tell myself that nothing could have led me to imagine that I’d find myself in this situation…
Daniel Wietermann is the man I love more than anything, but loving a Wietermann means accepting his family and those who surround him. And that’s hardly restful.
Daniel comes from a very rich family and runs Tercari, a large luxury jeweler. He recently took over the company from his mother, Diane Wietermann. This woman, though she has indisputable charisma, also has a terrible personality. Granted, she knew how to position herself well in a world of men, but she only got there thanks to her limitless opportunism and aggression. This attitude even led some of her children to hate her. To spite their mother, Daniel’s sister Agathe refused to speak for several years. And then there’s Jérémie, the older brother. He fell seriously ill. Fearing a scandal, his mother preferred to institutionalize him. So she hid her son from the press, disowning him of all his rights to Tercari. There’s nothing quite like that to arouse hate and resentment. A few weeks ago, Jérémie took his entire family and myself hostage at the manor. He was killed in a shootout that he started when the police came. It was the worst moment of my life.
Until now…
I often still ask myself how Daniel manages to live with a family like this. Besides being a great strategist and a businessman who’s used to managing millions of dollars every day, Daniel has certain personality traits in common with his mother. He’s very secretive, and has grown a shell that it’s taken me some time to break through. At the beginning of our relationship, I often resented him for his coldness. I didn’t understand that he just wasn’t used to expressing his feelings.
Diane Wietermann is so full of ambition that she doesn’t tyrannize just her family. Tercari has one main competitor: Saint-André. These two jewelers have been involved in a ruthless war with each other for years, using the press as a proxy. To do so, they have long since moved from business magazines to tabloids. This is why Diane was quick to arrange Daniel’s engagement to Clothilde de Saint-André, who currently runs Saint-André. They broke it off once they understood that they were being manipulated. Diane wasn’t alone in the scheme; Benoît de Saint-André would have also liked to have a foot in the door at Tercari through his niece. Even more so since this disreputable character has also been, for quite some time, Diane Wietermann’s lover.
Two great enemies in the world’s eyes, who are more than friendly in private. It would almost be romantic if the two involved weren’t such awful people!
Daniel and I found proof of this very recently, when we discovered that Diane and Benoît were staying in the same hotel suite in Switzerland. I was so intrigued to see the two of them together that I managed to slip into their room to figure out what they were doing there. That’s how I found out that Benoît and Diane are working together to buy a diamond mine in South Africa, with Tercari’s money. Their goal is to work together to ruin Daniel and Clothilde, and take back control of their two companies.
Obviously I hadn’t planned on finding myself locked in their suite and needing to go out the balcony to escape… I didn’t know either, at that time, that Daniel owned the hotel... which I discovered when I found him at the bottom of a ladder trying to help me down!
I don’t think I’ve ever been so ashamed! What a nightmare!
But Daniel took it well. We laughed a lot about my botched adventure; I even think I might have impressed him. He agreed to share with me his doubts, his fears, and also some information about his mother’s schemes.
At that moment, for the first time, I really felt like Daniel and I were a couple. I miss him so much!
The minutes drag on slowly in this empty room. All I can do is replay all these events in my head over and over again. After asking “Why?” I ask “Why me?” – and I can’t come up with answers anymore. I’ve balled myself up into the thin quilt that covers the bed. I’m cold and hungry. There’s no sign of my kidnapper. There are no sounds. Out the window, I see the day drawing to an end. The most frustrating thing is not having any precise idea of the time or of my location. I want to throw myself at the door to try to leave, but I know that would be pointless and dangerous. Instead, I stare at the wall and imagine that I’m somewhere else.
Daniel is holding me tight in his arms. I’m okay. I’m safe. He kisses me, tenderly at first, grazing my lips, then more and more passionately. My hands clutch Daniel’s shirt and tear it off of him. My palms are pushing him to lie down, and he smiles at me while he takes my top off. I want him, now. I…
“Eat!”
I open my eyes and I’m back in the empty room. It feels like being woken up with a cold shower. A second goes by and I’m completely lost. The room is filled with shadows. In the pale glow of the ceiling light, my kidnapper is staring at me with a nasty look.
Could he know what I was dreaming about?
It’s absurd, but I feel myself reddening at the thought. He has placed a tray in front of me on which there are two slices of black bread, some cheese, and an apple. It seems like he doesn't want to leave the room until I’ve eaten. I take a bite out of a slice of bread and am surprised by the strange taste. It’s something I’ve never eaten before.
Now I understand why chocolate is the only food Switzerland is known for…
My thoughts are definitely ridiculous. Just like this situation. Again, despite my fear, I try to understand what I’m doing here:
“Please, this must be some kind of mistake! Can you tell me why you kidnapped me?”
He’s ignoring me. I keep going anyway:
“Answer me! I have a right to know!”
My kidnapper is getting ready to leave. I don’t know exactly what comes over me, but I rush towards him:
“I demand to know why I’m here!” I cry out at this man who terrifies me.
The man comes back into the room and pushes me against the wall. I fall backwards, knocking the tray over. The violence of the impact makes my head spin. My kidnapper takes the time to pick up what’s left of my meal before speaking to me again. He looks at me with contempt:
“You’re in no position to demand anything,” he says coldly. “You’re nothing here. I can kill you if I want.”
He turns around to leave and my whole body starts to tremble. I’m just beginning to realize the horror of my situation. Up until now, alone in this room, I thought time was moving slowly. Now, I’m beginning to understand that there’s an angle to my detention that I don’t have any control over at all.
The question now haunting me changes again: who stands to benefit from my abduction? Could this man be the intermediary that Benoît de Saint-André was talking about with Diane Wietermann during the conversation that I overheard? Is there a link to the shady business that Clothilde’s uncle is involved in? But in that case, why was I kidnapped – why me? Or is it just a caprice on the part of Diane Wietermann to distance me from her son? She never liked me, and never considered me worthy enough to see her son. That would be a truly crazy thing to do, but I wouldn't put anything past this woman anymore.
It doesn't matter how much as I ponder, nothing comes to mind that makes any sense. It must be late when I finally collapse from exhaustion, overwhelmed and terrified at the same time.
What is this man’s plan? What is he going to do with me?
The last picture in my mind before I drift off into a dreamless sleep is Daniel’s smiling face, which I hold onto like a drowning soul clutching a life preserver.
***
The next day, I am awoken by the slam of the room’s door. I had an awful night, dreaming over and over again about Daniel’s death. I’m covered in sweat. I look around me, haggard. My kidnapper has left another tray in the middle of the room: a bowl of hot water and a teabag. I have a fleeting thought about the continental breakfast in the hotel where I stay with Daniel.
Unlike the night before, I can hear the man talking in a room adjoining mine. Unfortunately the wall is too thick for me to be able to hear what's being discussed. However, I gather that he’s talking on the phone, because I only hear one voice.
Ever since I got to know the Wietermann family, I’ve definitely changed the way I think. I never would have asked myself these kinds of questions before! But it’s true that I wouldn’t have gotten myself kidnapped either…
My stomach is clenching and growling: I’m hungry. My fit of rage last night meant I missed my meal. I try to drink a little, but the bitterness of the tea makes me wince. Suddenly I hear footsteps close by. Fear returns over me like a wave. I almost let go of the cup, which I miraculously manage to place back on the tray in one piece. As the knob turns, I press myself against the wall at the end of the bed. I clench the quilt to stop the trembling in my hands.
My kidnapper stands facing me. His look alone is enough to annihilate all of my efforts to remain calm. In my fright, one name alone comes to my lips:
“Daniel…” I murmur several times like a mantra.
Since he’s ignoring me, I should ignore him too…
“How touching,” my kidnapper says tersely, “but it’s not your boyfriend I’m interested in.”
He picks up the tray and leaves, locking the door behind him.
Is this a first piece of information? The man says he’s not interested in Daniel. In fact, that only renders even more urgent the question that I keep asking myself without an answer: “Why kidnap me?”
It doesn’t make any sense! If Daniel’s not the one they want to get at by kidnapping me, then who is? My parents?
Such an idea seems absurd and horrible: my parents are “normal” people. A soon-to-be-retired couple who lead quiet lives a hundred miles outside of Paris. I can’t imagine that anyone would threaten them or make any demands on them for anything. They were already deeply shocked to learn on TV that I was one of the hostages taken when Daniel’s brother lost his life.
Dad might not live through it! I hope that I’m wrong!
I press my ear against the wall in the hopes of hearing my kidnapper’s conversation, so I can finally understand what this is all about. The conversation becomes audible:
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