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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:
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:
Obeying my Billionaire
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
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In your store:
Dominated by a Billionaire
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.

[image: Boxed Set: Dominated by a Billionaire - Part 1-3 ]
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!
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Hannah Taylor

Under the Billionaire's Domination

parts 7-8


1. The End of an Era
The glorious holiday gala has lost its sparkle. Silence has fallen over all the guests invited by the Goldstein Foundation to gather round the Christmas tree at this snowbound resort here in Lapland. Sergio announced the fire at Chateau Goldstein and the cancellation of the competition. All the joy in the room evaporated instantly and was replaced by expressions of worry or utter stupefaction.
This is the first time something like this has happened since the competition was created. I'm affected by the news, but also puzzled... Since it was canceled just before the start of the final challenge, there's no means of determining the winner. Did I do it all for nothing? Me, Lucie the architecture student, who had the unbelievable good luck of being invited to participate in this extraordinary competition—should I conclude that all this sweat and effort was in vain?
And what about Chris? Why did he leave so suddenly? We've become so close. He should have given me some explanation, right? Sometimes it feels like the veil of mystery is drawing over him again, just when I thought I had finally tamed him. He's disappeared; should I be afraid? Will this time be the last?
And that bitch Elaine! I still don't know what to think about her reaction. I can't help thinking there's some link between the fire at the chateau and the hateful diatribe she unleashed on me.
Am I just being carried away by my imagination?
I don't sleep a wink all night. Early in the morning, as the Foundation's fleet of cars are taking us back to the airport, we're shrouded in deathly silence.
Back in my Paris apartment, I log on to the Goldstein Foundation website. It's displaying a loop of images of the razed chateau. I think back on how I felt when I first arrived there for the qualifying round of the competition—so excited and joyful. I recall the moment on the first day when, overwhelmed by the heat, I passed out in the arms of a man I barely knew. Chris... Where are you, my love?
I check my email. Spam, bills, an official message from the Foundation explaining that the competition has been canceled...
Ding!
An email from Chris!


From: Christopher Lord

To: Lucie Lerner

Subject: Love from Malta

 

Lucie, my darling. I don't have much time, but I had to write and tell you that I'm thinking of you. I should have contacted you sooner, and I'm sorry. I'll be back soon. Set aside Thursday evening for me.

Dreaming of your lips,

CL



Whew!
My heart already feels lighter. I reply immediately, overjoyed by the thought of seeing him soon. Then, I take a deep breath. Is it ridiculous to keep imagining that I might lose everything from one day to the next? The more attached you become, the more afraid you are of losing... I guess that's only human.
***
Today I'm swinging by Chris's luxury hotel to pick up a necklace that I had left in the suite Chris gave me there. Just by walking into the grand lobby again, I get a little chill and a feeling of nostalgia all at the same time. New Year's is coming soon, the competition has been canceled, all the drama related to Chris's father is over: it's like the end of an era.
And the beginning of a new one?
Lost in thought as I stand at the counter waiting for the concierge to come back from the storage room, I don't even notice that a familiar figure is walking towards me.
"Lucie. I didn't expect to see you here."
It's Alan, Chris's brother. I'm a little taken aback. I don't know what to say. Our interactions have always been tense, and this is the first time I've talked to him since his troubles with the mafia. But he continues to address me calmly.
"If you came here to find out about Chris, there's nothing for you to worry about. He's still in Malta. He's handling the situation as fast as he can. I'm sure he'll be back in touch with you soon."
His concern for me is touching. His voice is kind. Does this mean we can see past our differences?
"Thank you, Alan. I'm happy to see you feeling more at ease."
Alan smiles. I think this might be the first time I've ever seen him open up so earnestly.
"It's nice to see you, Lucie. I think we'll have reason to see each other more regularly from now on. In any case, please excuse me. I have to get going—I have to tie up the loose ends that are keeping me here in Paris, so I can finally go back to San Francisco. Start off on the right foot. On a new foundation this time, a stabler one."
"Right, of course, Alan. See you soon."
He turns and walks away, his gait calm and poised. It does me a world of good to see him like this. Does this mean all the Lord family conflicts have been resolved? And what did he mean by "we'll have reason to see each other more regularly from now on..."?
***
Thursday afternoon. Anabelle and Jules have come over to my place for a drink, just the three of us, like the good old days. It's been forever since we've done this.
"Poor Lucie. I feel so bad for you. It must really suck to have the competition canceled like this; it almost makes me want to cry myself."
"That's sweet of you, Anabelle. Yeah, it hasn't been easy. More than anything, I keep thinking about the Goldstein Foundation and its loss. Their property in Malta was just fabulous. I swear, all the buildings were out of this world! And it all went up in smoke... But… I keep thinking about all that work, too. We all put in a crazy amount of effort—all the competitors. Was it all for nothing? It just burns me up inside."
"Yes, Lucie, but even if you didn't win the grand prize, you've got yourself quite a consolation prize, don't you?" Jules says, a wry smile on his lips.
"That's an understatement!" Anabelle exclaims.
"You guys mean, if it wasn't for the competition I never would've met Chris? When you put it that way, I feel like the luckiest loser in the world!" I laugh.
Spending time with my best friends is better than any medicine. It's so easy to get lost in the daily grind...
Suddenly, my phone rings.
"Ah, speak of the devil..." says Jules.
"Handsome devil..."
Anabelle giggles.
I look at my screen.
"Oh, wait! No, it's Jack! You know, my friend from the competition.”
As I answer the phone, I notice Anabelle blushing. It's easy to see that Jack had an effect on her. Too late! He's with Fiorenza now. Oh, but I'm not too worried about Anabelle. She falls in love easily. And she always does well for herself!
"Hey, Jack!"
"Well, hello, Lucie! It's so good to hear your voice."
"You're so sweet. So, how's it going?"
"It's going great, actually. I wanted to invite you up here for New Year's this weekend. We're having a big party at a friend's place."
"In London, you mean?"
"Yes, of course. Fiorenza will be there, and of course Christopher is invited, too."
"Oh, wonderful! That sounds great. Hey, by the way, Anabelle and Jules say hello."
"Are they with you, now? Invite them, too! It would be great to see them again."
"They'll be thrilled, Jack. I'll tell them right now."
"Okay, Lucie. I gotta go. I'll send you the address and all the details for getting there, okay?"
"Perfect. Kisses from Paris."
"Back at’cha, ma petite Lucie."
As I hang up, my eyes meet those of my two friends sitting on the sofa. Anabelle—blushing bright red—must already be thinking about which super-low-cut dress she's going to wear, while Jules is looking a little sulky. Anabelle, I understand—no explanation needed. But what about Jules?
"What's the matter, Jules? Something wrong?"
"Pffft... No, it's just that I'm on duty at the hospital on New Year's Eve. So hearing about this awesome party in London... it just got me down a little, that's all."
"Aww, sweet pea. I'm sorry."
"Nah, don't worry about it. It's all part of the job. I already know what kind of emergencies we're gonna have: drunken idiots blinded by a flying champagne cork, hands sliced open with an oyster knife... just the best of the best!"
Anabelle and I laugh. In spite of it all, Jules loves his job. Especially when he gets to tell us stories of all the bizarre things that happen to him at work—it's always stranger than fiction!
***
My friends just left, and now I'm dashing into the bathroom to get ready. I can't wait to see Chris tonight. These few days apart from him have done nothing but kindle my longing... And my desire! I lean towards the mirror to apply my mascara. As I look at my reflection, I try to look at myself through Christopher's eyes. His imaginary voice echoes through my head. I giggle at myself.
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