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In your store:
At the Billionaire’s Command
Young, pretty Julia is spending six months in New York. Working as a receptionist in a luxury hotel, she's found the perfect way to improve her English. But just before she's due to go home, she unexpectedly meets the multi-millionaire Daniel Wietermann, aka Mr Fire, heir to a large jewellery label. She's captivated, submitting to his wildest fantasies and in the process discovering her own desires... How far will she go to satisfy the whims of this unfathomable man?


Discover the new saga by Lucy Jones, the most sensuous series since At the Billionaire’s Command!

[image: At the Billionaire’s Command – Vol. 1]
In your store:
Rocked by a Billionaire

Rocked by a Billionaire: the saga that will make you forget about Fifty Shades of Grey!

[image: Rocked by a Billionaire Band 1]
In your store:
A Possessive Billionaire
Emma Maugham moves to Paris to study...At least, that's what she thinks when she moves into the little attic apartment in a building owned by the mysterious multimillionaire Charles Delmonte.


Like a magnet, subjected to an uncontrollable attraction and then a sudden separation, Emma discovers the sensuality of an sensual relationship in the arms of the young and handsome Charles...but where is this going to lead?


A Possessive Billionaire is the most sensational sensual novel to have been released since Fifty Shades of Grey.
[image: A Possessive Billionaire vol.1]

Sienna Lloyd

Vampire and Billionaire

Vol. 1-6


1. That night...
I'm used to all these fat, creepy alcoholics that drool on the counter at the Melvin Club - used to them and sick of their disgusting advances. A 22-year-old waitress in a pub where romantically dissatisfied men wash up each night is like a piece of meat surrounded by a pack of hungry wolves. Some nights a few classy guys bring the average up, but my workplace is not a watering hole for prince charmings - more like toads. And you'd have to pay me millions to kiss one of them. I know I'm better than this, but I don't really have a choice. I have school to pay for and ever since the blood shortage, "success" is a question of survival. I remember how easy life was, before my parents died, just one year apart from each other. Leaving me behind, alone.
For my measly salary, I have to put up with their eyes watching me, touching me... Maybe I should be flattered. Being attractive is pleasant apparently, however each day disgusts me a little more. 
That November night, my routine was the same: wash, rinse, wipe, serve, collect, and put up with the men. Nothing was different, but apparently a single straw can break a camel's back, and the after effects of that camel's injury changed my life. 
As usual, old Joey came in around 10 pm and plopped down on his favorite stool. He was in particularly good spirits, already drunk, and staring longingly at my cleavage. I knew the night was going to be a long one. He was making me bend over to pick up whatever he deliberately dropped on the ground to get a good look at my crotch. It was hot, and I was wearing my mini jean shorts and the white tank top, the mandatory uniform as ordered by Boss. Too small, too short... ideal to get the guys drinking and to make money. Joey, in a moment of bravery, grabbed me by the hips and rubbed my ass. Nothing new, and yet, for the first time, I refused to keep quiet. I pushed the old man, threw my apron in his face and walked out, with the intention of never turning back. Boss tried to stop me, but it was too late, it had to stop.
"Girls like you are born to get guys worked up, with a body like that, it's a vice, it's in your blood", Joey slurred, from the door to the bar.
Vulgar words that should have had me rushing back to defend this "body" and also my ego, but I preferred to clench my fists and continue on my way. It wasn't the first time I'd been accused of provoking such a reaction. Society asks us all to be thin, with feminine figures, I inherited mine from my mother, but I've never really been proud of them. I hate this shape that is too "womanly" and that more often than not gets me insulted or threatened. 
I was annoyed, furious, and that is surely why I didn't look before crossing the road. It was dark and humid out, the moon was full and bright. Without my coat, I was cold. I wanted to hurry back to my tiny apartment, take a burning hot shower to wash all those dirty stares off of me, get away, far away... experience something new.
I remember there were two little yellow lights that were coming at me fast, their halo amplified as each second passed and instead of moving away, I stayed there, frozen, as if hypnotized. There was a deafening noise, a pain, and then nothing... 
It's crazy how one action, by a domino effect, changes the course of a life. If Joey had not been there, if I had turned back to slap him in the face like he deserved, if the car had arrived just a few seconds later, nothing would have happened. Everything I had done in my life up to that point brought me to this precise moment where I was waking up in the sheets of a stranger, completely naked.
***
I opened my eyes, shivered, panicked, and a man's finger covered my mouth firmly.
"Shhh, calm down. I'm Gabriel, you've had an accident, you need to rest. I'm right here." 
My eyelids lowered, but I had time to get a glimpse of my host, leaning over my face. I was struck by his large green eyes, piercing through his ivory skin. Beautiful brown curls tumbled across his light forehead. He had a nice build, broad, the type of man you felt safe with. But it was his smile that really got me, it was mysterious and evasive, and I could see two long, pointed canines between his smiling lips. What a shock. My blood froze when I realized what he was, and it was the first time I had seen one up so close. A shiver went down my spine. I don't know how to describe what I felt at that moment. I was afraid, of course, but there was also a sort of excitement, tinged with desire. Then I fell asleep, thinking: "A vampire".
I have very foggy memories of that night, caresses, a mouth, the heat of my skin, electrified by the coolness of an expert hand. It was like a dream, delicious and extremely unsettling. 
The night had begun to fall when I pulled myself out of this sweet sleepiness. Gabriel was gone. I was in a large bedroom, on a huge bed. The room was decorated tastefully, tastefully as in very expensive. My mother often told me that luxury was hidden in the details, this room was a perfect example. The wooden four-poster bed was covered with a fine, soft sheet and a thick bordeaux-colored blanket to keep warm. There was a large cream-colored rug to welcome your feet as you stood up, and a small pedestal table from another era. A powder pink reading lamp gave the room a warm, dimmed light. The heavy curtains were drawn... ramparts against the killer light. I sat down to better observe my surroundings. The ceiling was so high that I had the feeling I was in a church, ironically, but the portraits on the wall quickly reminded me of the worrying reality. There were a dozen paintings decorating the high walls, portraits, sometimes very old, and always of the same subjects. Gabriel's family, I thought, throughout history, without ever changing. A long line of vampires, who had traveled the world, lived through the tragedies, wars, inventions... in the shadows up to 2012. 
In each of the portraits that included Gabriel, I had the impression he was watching me with his big green eyes.
I was lost in those unsettling eyes when a draft of air surprised me from the door to the room... which was open. Gabriel was standing in front of me. Scared and embarrassed by my nudity, I burrowed into the bed. As nothing happened, I stuck my head out of the sheets to see if he had left. He was there, leaning against one of the columns of the bed, strong, gorgeous, dark. The transparent sheet did not hide my body and Gabriel was staring at my chest.
- Excuse me, where are my clothes?
I didn't want to be aggressive, he had welcomed me in his home so far, and not knowing the man, I didn't want to risk irritating him. I smiled, timidly.
- I undressed you myself. You were sleeping at the time, from shock, I suppose. But you allowed me to take care of you and it was a rather pleasant moment.
His voice was warm and deep, a hint of authority punctuated each of his words; there was no need to look at the man, or even his home, to understand he was powerful. A natural sense of superiority emanated from him and when he looked at me, I shriveled back.
Sensing my discomfort, he came closer. He gave a little satisfied laugh. 
- Your clothes are drying. I had them washed after the accident, they needed it, and if I may say so, given the chill of the evening, they were not exactly appropriate...
- Those are my work clothes. I'm a waitress at the Melvin Club. Thanks for the clothes, I'd like to get them back and be on my way, it must be late already, and I don't want to impose...
- What's your name?, he asked, interrupting me. 
- I... I'm Héloïse and I...
- Nice to meet you Héloïse, before you go any further, I'd prefer to clarify a few things. For the moment, it is impossible for you to go outside. First of all because you have suffered a trauma due to the accident and require care, which I will provide you. Also, as you know, since the blood shortage, "we" have committed to venture into the human areas of the city only on nights where there is a full moon. The same is true for girls in the red district. You may therefore leave in 27 days.
It took me a few seconds to comprehend what he was saying. I was in shock.
- I need to go home, I can't stay here. I have a job, well I had one, and I have to go to the university.
- I'll have your coursework brought to you, I have friends who can take care of that. The rest is none of your concern, but rather mine, Héloïse. Don't worry, you are safe here.
- But people are going to worry, they'll be looking for me.
Gabriel understood that this was a lie. My parents were dead, no friends, a few casual acquaintances at school, and a job I just quit... I had used an argument I didn't believe in. No one would be worried about me, maybe my landlord, but he would just throw my belongings out in the street if I was late with my rent. Alone, I was alone, and the realization broke my heart.
- I'll explain the rules of the house a bit later. You are still tired, and I suggest you get some sleep.
He stared through the transparent sheets again and wet his red lips.
His body leaning into mine made me nervous. His words were firm, but his physical closeness was real. As for my anger at feeling I was being held prisoner, it was stifled by a new sensation, a wave of warmth that traveled through my pelvis whenever I looked at him. Gabriel had some sort of power over me and it only took a brief exchange to make that clear. He attracted me and I was having trouble containing my embarrassment. I was naked and freezing, and yet flushed scarlet. On the other hand, I was afraid and my brain did not understand this sudden weakness. I didn't usually give in so easily, and yet I was in control of absolutely nothing. I was trying to think of what to say, dumbstruck, when this internal debate was interrupted by Gabriel's cold, large hand on my thigh. He kept sliding it inward, through the fabric.
- You'll be happy here, Héloïse.
He pushed his hand in further, trapping it between my trembling thighs. He leaned in toward me and lightly kissed my lower lip. 
- You will be very happy here, I'll make sure of it.
Completely overwhelmed by this exchange, I broke down on the bed. Nerves, fatigue, everything came over me and I began to sob, post-traumatic shock I'm guessing, but most of all, fear. 
What does this... thing... want with me?
- I left you a notebook. I write a lot and I think it helps to put things into perspective, analyze things. I don't believe in accidents. Maybe it will help to get this whole "misadventure" down on paper. Don't cry, the month will go by quickly.
I felt so small in the big bed, my legs only reached halfway down and my tiny frame was out of sync with the immense surroundings. I would have liked to call my mom, tell her a vampire was here and that I was stuck, take refuge. Faced with my distress, Gabriel's face tightened and he took me in his arms. He whispered, trying to calm me.
- Héloïse, you know I am not going to hurt you. I made an oath two years ago during the blood shortage, I'm one of the peaceful ones. I've been experiencing the human/vampire conflict for almost 400 years and I was so happy when the "solutions" were proposed by our governments. I haven't bitten in years.
Tucked in against his neck, my heart slowed, Gabriel was cold, but extremely soft. I wanted to touch his skin with my lips.
- I... I'm not afraid... I'm upset. What am I going to do for a month?
He sat up and smiled.
- Write... And many other enriching activities. Life is full of surprises, believe me.
He stood up, walked away with confidence, and turned back to look me over one last time before slamming the door. 
I took up the gold notebook he gave me to begin writing: "What an unsettling guy."
***
Day 1, 2:30 pm
I don't know if it's destiny that brought me here, but dad always said: "Everything happens for a reason." I don't really understand what is happening, but what I do know is that I feel fragile when Gabriel is around. Am I normal? Do I have Stockholm syndrome, have I fallen under the spell of my kidnapper so as to better handle the anxiety? Because, despite his coolness, I find him very attractive. He's not just handsome, he's... perfect. Long eyelashes, shining eyes, a mouth so... I don't know why I'm writing all this, but I think he's right, I'm going to take life as it comes, I have no choice, and I've always wanted to learn more about their behavior... Now's my chance.
Someone knocks at the door, I'm dreaming of only one thing, a shower.
A small woman enters the room, about 40, blond hair, pulled back into a tight bun. However, her face is sweet and round, smile lines elegantly traced into her skin. The poor thing is carrying a huge tray with a steaming porcelain tea set. She sets the luxurious snack on the bed and introduces herself sweetly, and very formally.
- I am Magda, the governess for Monsieur Gabriel's apartment. I would like to welcome you to our home.
At first comforted, I'm quickly disillusioned when I see her familiar green eyes... another vampire. I may find my host charming, but I haven't forgotten his condition and I'm nervous about how things will progress. How long before they all lunge at my neck? Bite me? Since mandatory blood donation was implemented, no vampire attacks have been reported... But am I really safe at this stranger's house? The war is over, but there are still rumors of the "thirsty ones". My college friend Mélanie told me that the government sends prisoners out into pasture in the red district to deal with the overpopulation problem in the prisons.
And vampires are smooth talkers, lots of young girls have disappeared and then returned with two new razor-sharp canines. Who should I believe? They don't injure people anymore, but does that mean I'm safe? I'm usually a pretty suspicious person, but when I think of Gabriel's beautiful eyes, I'm not myself anymore...
- I'm going to have to interrupt your musings, my dear! The shower is at the end of the hall, your things are waiting for you there, take this robe to walk there, my child. We don't often have guests... like you. I am really delighted, if you need anything, press this.
Oh! A "panic alert" button straight out of an old James Bond movie is hidden in the tapestry.
- Thank you so much, ma'am.
- Magda! We will be living together for a month, call me by my first name, dear.
- Thank you, Magda, I'm sorry, I'm a bit flustered.
- Don't be, Mister Gabriel will take good care of you, you have nothing to fear... And don't worry, I ate a good breakfast this morning, ha ha.
Vampire or not, her joyous, melodious laugh puts me at ease. Her humor is a bit debatable, but I can tell we are going to get along.
***
At the risk of repeating myself, everything is majestic at Gabriel's place, especially his apartment, but the most beautiful spot is the amazing bathroom. An enormous walk-in shower takes up half the room. On the other side, a cheval mirror and a marble sink line the slate wall. Everything is so gorgeous. Standing in front of the mirror, I look at my body, still overwhelmed by Gabriel's somewhat inappropriate touch. A few scrapes, a bump... the accident didn't do too much damage, and yet I think I look different. Maybe I just never took the time to look at this body that has so often been a burden. Am I pretty? I look at my brown hair that falls heavily to my shoulders, the tips brushing against my nipples. I'm thin, with dark eyes... 
hmm, does he find me attractive?
When I turn the two spigots, five jets of water come shooting out of the large square shower head above me. I don't remember the last time I experienced such a pure moment of pleasure. Since my parents died, I've merely survived: odd jobs, tiny apartment, university... moments of pleasure are completely inaccessible to me, so I will not complain at this luxury! I may be held prisoner, but at least my jail is a luxurious one!
Fog quickly invades the room. In a few minutes, I manage to create a warm, blanketing steam bath. I love water, and while the situation I'm in may be uncomfortable, feeling the heat of the droplets on my skin exhilarates me beyond words. I let the water flow over me, close my eyes and relax. I have so many questions to ask Gabriel. I want to know everything about him, he attracts me as much as he intimidates me, and it's the first time that the presence of a man has had this effect on me. Just thinking about it, my entire body is awakened, burning. 
I open my eyes and a stream of cold air tickles my feet. It's hard to see in the steamy room. Then a shadow approaches. I jump when I see Gabriel appear in the shower, completely naked. He has the same little smile he gave me earlier. It's the second time he's surprised me in less than two hours.
- I'm sorry, I thought I closed the door.
- I took pleasure in undressing you, Héloïse. Infinite pleasure. I took a few liberties while you were sleeping, tracing my fingers across this pink flesh, so tender. You smiled, and I took that reaction as a tacit approval so I ran my hands across your body. Your breasts were firm, tense, you were offered to me. I nibbled them and they became hard. You liked it, I was hard, but I needed to see your eyes. I came here to continue where we left off.
All of the flashes in my memory this morning were not just my imagination, but rather scenes from my night with Gabriel. I am very angry that he took advantage of my defenseless body, but what bothers me more is that I only have vague memories of it. 
No words leave my mouth, however, I am overwhelmed. The water is still streaming across my skin, I am lost, he moves in, my body backs up, but my mind has jumped ship. The cold, wet tiles cool my back... I can't step back any further. Gabriel moves closer, he is only a few centimeters from me and slams his body into mine. 
- I am going to take care of you and you don't want to upset me.
- No.
He takes my wrists and holds them tight. He moves his face in, and places his lips on my neck, it's over, he's going to bite me, but instead, he slides his mouth to my ear and whispers:
- Spread your legs, Héloïse, my tongue is dying to explore you.
I moan and obey. He kneels between my thighs, spreads my lips and gently places his tongue on me. One tremor, two, three... My body loses control. I want him to devour me, burn me, damage me and feeling my ardor, he pushes his head hard into me. His tongue quickly moves back and forth on my swollen clitoris, breaking his rhythm by sucking exquisitely. He breathes in, licks, and I die, I am hysterical, crazy and high-pitched screams replace my shy moaning. He starts to alternate kisses with little bites. His two pointed canines arouse my outer labia, and my entire sex is devoured by his fervor. 
From above, I watch this disconcerting assailant explore me and I am about to implode. As I cry out louder still, he suddenly stops.
He orders me to kneel down and return the favor. My legs fold under me and I begin my task with enthusiasm. I want his big, long penis, standing proud. I want to honor him as he honors me. 
Gabriel grabs my hair and pulls it into a pony tail, taking control of our melody. The rhythm accelerates, he wants to be at the back of my throat, he's worked up. Each penetration makes me want him more, he groans and his cock swells against my cheeks. Docile, I lick diligently. Who am I? What is going on? I have never been the type of girl who "knows what to do", and here I am, a swollen cock in my mouth, driving a man I barely know completely crazy.
- Lie down baby, you want to play with me, you'll see what I have in store for you.
This new pet name is a surprise and makes me feel closer to him, but Gabriel is clearly in charge of the situation, he could finger me, tie me up, spank me, ask anything of me... I'd do it. I am lying down on the silvery tiles of the big shower, water flowing over and between my thighs.
- Spread your legs.
I obey.
- Spread them further.
I can't go any further, I am completely open to him, a knee in each hand. My whole body is offered to this stranger who I desire more than anything. He takes his time, his smile wide and triumphant. He strokes his cock, admiring the tableau I have presented him with, I am his own private "origine du monde" and that seems to be the most arousing image possible for him. He lets go of his penis to save his energy and continues to play with me with his hands, in tune with my reactions. His wet index finger massages me and then he lifts it to his mouth and tastes me with pleasure. The torture is unbearable and I beg him to come inside me.
His member in his hand, he asks if I want "it". 
- Yes.
My breathing stops as Gabriel penetrates me firmly, deeply. I have never experienced anything like it. His body fills mine completely and I am suffocated with pleasure. I feel my heart beating in my loins and I try to twist, but his thrusting continues, I feel each square inch of my skin burning bit by bit. A violent pleasure overtakes me, his face presses against mine and when I open my mouth to scream, he smothers the sound by shoving his tongue in. I orgasm like I never have before, a thousand times, so strong, I am dying. I quake, my head is a whirlwind, his penis is ramming hard into me and I jolt with pleasure. His hands squeeze my wrists more violently and I watch him come. His green eyes darken, his pectorals become more defined and the veins in his neck appear. A warm liquid flows into me, like a sweet balm to soothe me.
Then he kisses my hand, pulls out and leaves me there, without a word, overcome with pleasure.
***
Day 1, 6:30 pm.
I don't know how long it took me to get out of the bathroom, but I was in there at least an hour. My legs are like jelly. Making love to him is like running a marathon and my body has never felt so good. I have new scars, scars of pleasure, bites, scratches, my hair is a mess. 
The fresh memory of our bodies fused together makes the desire rise in me again already. I am ashamed, I think of the sensation I had when I was little, sneaking chocolates when I wasn't allowed to have them. Did Magda drug the tea? Like an addict, I want more of Gabriel, further, stronger, more violent. My crotch is hot again and I am exhausted. It's time to sleep.
2. Ties
Day 10, 9:25 am.
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