[image: Couverture : The Billionaire's Power, Parts 10-12]
In your store:
Under the Billionaire's Power
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: Under the Billionaire's Power]
In your store:
Under the Billionaire's Domination Parts 1-2
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: Under the Billionaire's Domination Parts 1-2]
In your store:
The Billionaire's Fantasies
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: The Billionaire's Fantasies]
In your store:
Obeying my Billionaire
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: Obeying my Billionaire]
In your store:
Captivated (The Billionaire's Hold trilogy, parts 1–2)
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
[image: Captivated (The Billionaire's Hold trilogy, parts 1–2)]

Phoebe P. Campbell

The Billionaire's Power

Parts 10-12


1. A New Mystery
I step out of the black dress that I wore to Darius’s aunt’s funeral. It was a very solemn ceremony, with barely a dozen of us there. There was a handful of people I had never met: business acquaintances apparently. I can’t help thinking that Alix de Saintier’s disagreeable nature had something to do with it. I shake my head, uncomfortable with thinking such thoughts on such an occasion.
Obviously, Darius and I were there, and so was Blanche, with Adam at her side. Oscar had come back especially from his rehab clinic in California, and André Nail, the man who Darius employed to take him to California, was there to support him. I was really worried that the two cousins might argue, but in the end, it all went far better than I could have expected.
I can’t get what Darius said just after the suicide out of my head: “It’s all my fault. I blame myself for her death.” At the time, I was stupefied that he could feel guilty for Alix de Saintier's act. I was tempted, of course, to show him he had no reason to blame himself, but I was afraid of not being able to totally convince him. Contrary to all expectations, Oscar managed to find the right words to free Darius's conscience.
I was so afraid he would create a scandal.
Luckily, Oscar, who I was dreading seeing, surprised me with his good manners. When he arrived, he looked younger than before, and almost serene, even though his eyes were bloodshot from crying. He squeezed his twin sister tightly, then turned to his cousin. Darius’s face was blank until Oscar held out his hand and said, “I know I’ve not always been fair with you, Darius. And… neither has our mother. I hope one day you’ll be able to forgive us.”
Blanche started sobbing in Adam’s arms, and I wasn’t far from tears myself. I saw Darius’s expression falter, then he shook his cousin’s hand. Oscar seemed relieved. Just those few words from him did more good than anything I could have said to Darius.
Later, I found out that the specialist psychologists in his rehab center had told him everything: his mother’s dark past, her revelations to the press, the consequences of this bad publicity… and its fateful results.
Darius looked surprised by his cousin’s attitude, to say the least. Later, during the ceremony, looking dignified in his black suit, he held back slightly, like Blanche and Oscar. Still, he gave his last respects to this woman who had made him suffer so much.
I don’t know if anyone else could have done the same.
I thought Oscar would stay for a while after the funeral, but he jumped straight into a cab to head back to his rehab center. He really does look better, but he’s still fragile. I noticed that he was constantly glancing over at André Nail, visibly reassured by his presence.
Adam quickly explained to me that he was taking Blanche home to get some rest, whilst Darius took care of the last details with Pénélope.
A few minutes later, both of us were in his black sedan on our way to the hotel where he stays in Paris. His face was closed as he told me he had to leave for Canada right away to direct a real estate consortium.
He didn’t ask me to come with him this time.
As I stand there in my lingerie looking for something to wear, I hear the door of my suite opening. I grab the first sweater I find and put it on. The wide slit neckline leaves one of my shoulders bare. I scramble for something to cover my lower half.
“Juliette? Can I come in?”
Darius.
“Yes, of course, I’m on my way!”
Nothing seems right. A skirt? Too sexy. Jeans? Too casual. Standing there in my panties, I feel Darius behind me and I turn around.
He’s changed his clothes too. He’s wearing dark gray pants and a white shirt, and he looks as irresistible as ever. His golden eyes are tinged with a melancholy that makes my heart bleed. But when he sees me, his gaze takes on a wild glint. His gorgeous dimples crinkle up his manly face as he smiles and takes me in his arms.
“I want you.”
Before I have time to say a word, he picks me up and pins me against a wall. His hands are already under my sweater, and his abdomen is pushing between my legs. I loop them around his waist, his kisses making me lose my mind. I want him too, badly.
***
When I wake up in my little Parisian studio, my thoughts immediately turn to Darius, who has been in Canada for a few days now. Our last lovemaking session was almost animal, leaving my head spinning for several minutes afterwards. I don’t know if it was the situation and the thought of him leaving, but both of us desperately needed to make love. After we came, we stayed close against each other, right where we were, standing against the closet wall…
I wanted to do it again, to see him orgasm again, for him to add a new clause to the sexual contract that I agreed to follow. I wanted him to surprise me again, take me over another boundary, but he just placed me gently back on the floor, murmuring that he mustn’t be late for his flight. With my heart heavy, I said goodbye to him, forcing myself not to ask if I could go with him. I know he would have said no. He needs time, and this consortium thing must be a particularly delicate affair, judging by his assistant’s tense face.
But I miss him more than ever.
For once, I would have liked us to spend some time together quietly, for us to finally have time to make love all day… and all night.
I sigh, thinking of our precious moments together in New Caledonia, on the barge, in California… Then, I tell myself it’s time to get a grip and take a shower. The reason I came back to my studio was to stop myself from pining for Darius. I have to get on with my work on stars with humanitarian commitments, see my friends, and basically, have a life of my own.
And I really need to make time to talk to Adam.
In truth, if I had stayed to sleep in the bed we had shared, I would only have spent my days counting the hours until we would see each other again. It would have been unbearable.
I head for the bathroom, pulling off my pajamas on the way. Completely naked, I turn on the tap and get into my little shower cabin, eager to get under the hot water. I savor the feeling of it streaming over my skin, closing my eyes and tilting my head back to let the jet rain down on my face. Suddenly, like a flashback, I can almost feel Darius’s skin against mine. I can smell him. I can feel my body responding despite myself. I fight it for a second, trying to think of anything but his mouth, his hands, his strong thighs and unbelievable butt, his perfectly toned stomach, and his proud cock. It’s no use. I give up.
Better to get it out of my system now than spend all day in this state.
With my eyes still closed, I unhook the shower head and caress my skin with the stream of water, imagining Darius’s tongue playing with my nipples, making my breasts quiver, then moving down…
***
An hour later, I’m snuggled up in my bathrobe, cradling a cup of tea, with my computer switched on. I absentmindedly look through the news, surfing from site to site, doing my little daily press review.
The celebrity magazines haven’t got hold of Alix de Saintier’s death yet. This time, we have managed to keep it out of the press. They’ll find out eventually, obviously, but it will be too late to write about it by then.
Their current target is an American star’s botched plastic surgery… Darius was right. For a press tycoon, he has a pretty sensible approach to the media. He knows exactly how they work, and he refuses to get caught up in it.
I should have trusted him from the start.
What's more, he’s great at keeping his private life private. I’ve seen it plenty of times now. In fact, before Pénélope called him to tell him his aunt was dead, I had just asked him a question, and I never got my answer.
Why the hell did he come back to France after making his fortune in the United States? 
I try to put my mind at rest, telling myself he’ll explain eventually, but I can’t help fearing the answer. What could be important enough to make him leave the country where he became a success, not to mention the warmth of his friend Francesco, to come back where his aunt could get to him?
For a second, I even consider asking the Italian chef, who so loves to talk about his “little Dario,” but I know that would be betraying Darius’s trust.
Even if I am sure Francesco knows why he did it.
No, I mustn't even think of contacting him directly. Darius would be so wounded, and there’s no way I would ever want to do something that might upset him.
If I want an answer, it’s best just to ask him directly.
My mind made up, I put my cup of tea on the desk and write an email.


From: Juliette.Coutelier@gmail.com

To: DW@winthrope.inc.com

Subject: Sweet kisses from France...

 

Darius,

I hope everything is going well for you. I think about you all the time, and I miss you terribly, but this morning, there’s something worrying me, and I can’t get it out of my mind. I hope you’ll be able to stop me obsessing over it by answering my question…

When we were in San Francisco, it seemed to me that your time in the United States, after you broke free when you were 16, was the start of the rest of your life. I was really touched that you shared that with me, and that you introduced me to your friend Francesco and let him tell me everything you endured when you were still so young. Still, I’m wondering why you came back to France when you were 18, when it was clearly so full of bad memories for you…

I don’t want to force you to tell me, but I just want to understand you better.

I miss you (yes, again!).

Juliette xxx.



Sent!
I feel better already, just for getting it off my chest. It’s the middle of the night for Darius, so I don’t expect an answer immediately. I go back to reading the news, while I finish my cup of tea.
My brain starts working, and I begin jotting down notes, planning to get in touch with Marc Roga, a young French actor who is a favorite for the Oscars. He has an apartment in Paris. Recently, he helped with fundraising for Handicap International, and my journalist’s instinct tells me he could make it big.
Still, I need to find other stars to contact.
If I learned one thing when I started this job, it’s that you should never put all your eggs in one basket.
Not like in love...
I sigh. These days, whatever I’m doing, I end up thinking about Darius. He really has turned my life and my habits upside down.
My thoughts are interrupted by a ping from my computer. Automatically, I open the email that has just arrived and am surprised to see that Darius has answered me!


From: DW@winthrope.inc.com

To: Juliette.Coutelier@gmail.com

Subject: RE: Sweet kisses from France...

 

Juliette,

You’re right, I took you to San Francisco to share a part of my past with you. Now, you know far more about me than most people do. Maybe you could see me other than as a puzzle to be solved … I’m not a subject for one of your articles.

As it happens, I am right in the middle of some important negotiations, and I’d thank you not to pressure me. I’m afraid you’ll have to make do with what you already know. I’m sorry if you’re still not satisfied.

Darius.



That’s a bit much! 
I feel my face burning with rage. Darius’s sharp answer frightens me a little. I’m ashamed for having let my curiosity get the best of me, but also annoyed to be refused an answer so flatly. My fingers hover over the keyboard. For a second, I think about sending him back a cutting reply, but luckily, I manage to stop myself. I get up and decide to get dressed and go for a walk.
It will do me good to get some air.
If I answer him now, I won’t think about what I’m saying, and rather than communicating, I’ll just be arguing. I need to calm down first. I throw on some clothes without thinking: jeans, an old mauve pullover, and ballet flats.
Who cares what I look like anyway?
Finally, I go out, not even glancing back at my computer, where Darius’s message is still on the screen.
He could have worded it a little more gently.
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