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Heather L. Powell

Under the Billionaire's Power

Parts 7-9


1. Letters in blood
“I’m here to destroy your happiness.”
I can’t think about anything else. The words seem to be stuck in my head; rolling through it insistently like some sort of aggressive advertising ticker.
We just got back on board the Richard Parker, William’s luxury yacht. I am curled up on one of the plush benches in the cockpit with my towel wrapped tightly around me and a ton of questions running through my mind. In the meantime, I can hear William making calls, issuing instructions, organizing an investigation.
His voice is firm and steady. It’s the voice of a man who is used to giving orders and having those orders obeyed. But even William seems to be struggling with this situation. His face has tightened almost imperceptibly. The lines of tension are barely visible, so faint that I could almost think I’m mistaken. But I know him now. I know I’m not mistaken.
Who could have written those words in blood on the hull of the Richard Parker ?
When? While we were celebrating my birthday last night? This morning, while we were sleeping?
And most of all, why?
Just a few minutes ago, we were overwhelmed with happiness, basking joyfully in our new-found love for one another.
The kind of love that only happens once in a lifetime. Probably not even that often.
And as for the question he asked me, well, I hardly even dare think about it.
William hangs up and sits down next to me, a towel wrapped around his hips. Perfectly casual; perfect hips. I can’t resist snuggling into his arms, still scared but hopelessly in love.
If he is worried, he’s very good at hiding it. Everything about him seems to suggest that the problem is solved. It’s as if nothing had happened.
I don’t say anything. I know he’s trying to protect me and there is no point showing him how worried I am. In a way, he already knows.
I force myself to smile.
He plays gently with my damp curls and says:
– I’m sure it’s nothing, Solveig, just a joke in very poor taste. In a few hours, it will all be sorted out and we’ll be able to write a letter of complaint to whoever wrote that message, ordering them to give back the precious moments they stole from us.
I smile again. Nothing could be more unexpected or charming than a flash of humor from William Burton.
You know me too, don’t you my love.
Without a word, I snuggle up even closer to him. I wish I could press every inch of my skin against his.
– But we’ll have other precious moments, sweetheart, he says gently, dropping a soft kiss on the curve of my shoulder.
– What if it was Maria Lima? I say suddenly, sitting up to look at him. I can’t get the thought out of my head.
Maria Lima destroys lives. She’s sick. She’s the one who put that huge scar across William’s chest, after kidnapping and torturing him. She followed me and held me at gunpoint until William rescued me in extremis. I hate that woman. And, worst of all, she scares me. I know that she’s capable of anything.
After a short silence, William says firmly:
– That’s impossible. The night she attacked you, Cole and Matt took her to a psychiatric facility where she is being cared for and monitored continuously. That sort of facility is more secure than a prison, Solveig.
– So who then? I ask with uncertainty, after barely a nanosecond of relief.
– I’ll soon find out, he says calmly, keeping a tight rein on his self-control. I don’t like having my boat vandalized and whoever did it is going to regret it, trust me.
His calmness is impressive. While I am totally panicking beneath the surface, the whole thing seems to be just a trifle to him.
– Your eyes are exactly the same color as the water, Solveig, he murmurs seductively, watching me blush beneath his smoldering gaze.
This man really knows how to take my mind off things, even my worst and most terrifying problems. 
We collapse together onto the deep, soft cushions, swept along on a wave of passionate kisses and caresses that make everything else around us fade away. Our bodies are burning with desire.
Unfortunately…
– I have to deal with this straightaway, he murmurs, lazily nibbling my bottom lip. One more kiss and there’s no knowing what I’ll do my darling, he adds, his eyes sparkling as he pulls reluctantly away from me.
– William! I protest breathlessly, both indignant and amused by his flirting.
We both stand up and quickly put on our clothes. A few minutes later, we are speeding towards Hannah Beach in William’s fabulous motorboat, his cherished Riva.
– Cole, we’re leaving the Richard Parker. I’m counting on you to secure the area immediately. The usual procedure is apparently not good enough, says William curtly into the phone. Matt is keeping an eye on Hannah Beach. Lana and Jason are making enquiries. I want answers before nightfall.
He barks out a volley of short, sharp commands in less than five seconds, leaving no room for argument. I can’t help frowning when he mentions Hannah Beach. I wish he would have consulted me before taking that kind of action.
– Will… I start, scowling.
But he just smiles at me radiantly as if nothing was wrong. You really would think that everything, absolutely everything, was perfect. My heart melts.
Seriously Sol? You’re not going to let him do this, are you? I think, raging furiously at the cheek of him.
– You could have talked to me about it before making any decisions, I say, trying to be as stern as possible despite his dazzling smile.
– I could have, he agrees placidly. You would have said protecting Hannah Beach was out of the question, and then I would then have found a hundred indisputable reasons to go ahead and do it. In the end, you would have agreed with me.
– But! I try to protest.
– But? he echoes, eyes shining, certain that he has won. Then he continues in a softer, much more serious tone: It has to be done, sweetheart.
He’s right of course.
– Thank you for taking such good care of me, William, I give in at last, reassured deep down by what he is doing.
In no time at all, we get to the beach in front of my Aunt Sabine’s guest house. She has just had the property seized for no valid reason at all. We will soon be packing our boxes and I really don’t know what is going to happen. Not only to this beautiful house, but to Sab especially, who has been living in the Bahamas for such a long time and has just lost her most precious possession: the home left to her by her beloved late husband, Ian.
The love of her life.
I watch William moor his Riva to the little wooden jetty. He is so handsome and graceful. He moves like a cat.
Like Sabine, I have also found the love of my life. I have no doubt about that. Just a few hours ago, he asked me to move in with him and gave me a beautiful Miller White photo of a heart-shaped island. “This is just a clue”, he said, adding that the “real surprise will come later.” What could it be? I have absolutely no idea. But whatever he has up his sleeve, the real surprise is that he asked me to live with him.
He has offered to give me everything I have ever dreamed of. So why couldn’t I just say “yes”, since I want to be with him more than anything else in the world?
Because I’m only 20 years old, I haven’t finished my education, and my work – helping my aunt to get Hannah Beach afloat again – is meaningless right now. What would I do here without a job? Depend on William? That’s out of the question. Would even he put up with that for more than just a few weeks?
But when I think about Sabine and her lost love… She gave up everything for the man she loved. She took a huge risk, ignored her family’s disapproval. Sabine followed her heart and, even though her happiness was short-lived because of Ian’s illness, I know she doesn’t regret a thing.
Love like that doesn’t happen twice.
So what should I do?
I shiver as I stare into the blue-gray distance. William notices straightaway and pulls me against him.
– What’s wrong sweetheart? he asks anxiously.
– I… I’m worried about Sabine, I say to avoid talking about the other stuff that’s bothering me. I wrap my arms around him and press my face against his superbly muscular chest.
– I know, love. We’ll find a solution, says William with a sigh.
We stand on the beach for a while, locked in each other’s arms. Then William loosens his arms and laces his fingers in mine.
– My parents have just arrived on the island, he announces. I’d like to go and see them and make sure they are settled in comfortably at the Grand Hotel.
– Your parents? Now, that’s good news! You must be really pleased to see them, I say, smiling.
– I am, he says seriously.
– Aren’t they staying with you? I ask, surprised.
– With me? No way! he says, laughing. We’re all much too independent. And the Grand Hotel belongs to me so, technically speaking, they are staying at my place, he adds mischievously. My father’s next novel takes place in the Bahamas so he’s come to do some research.
– I see, I say, happy that William is going to be able to spend some time with his parents, who live in San Francisco.
And the Grand Hotel is amazingly luxurious , I think, blushing at the memory of our antics in William’s private suite.
– I have to go and meet them now, he says, kissing the backs of my hands. I miss you already, gorgeous.
– I love you, I murmur, blushing. It feels so strange being able to express my feelings at last.
– Oh, my darling. I never knew the meaning of love until I met you, he says, gazing deep into my eyes. You’re the light of my life Solveig, he adds, his voice throbbing with emotion. I hate being apart from you, even for just a few hours, he smiles. But I have to go say hello to my parents.
Grudgingly, we let each other go. I watch him walk back to the jetty and jump nimbly onto his boat. Then his voice rises above the hum of the engine:
– And I’m still waiting for an answer! he calls, smiling.
I smile stupidly. I think he already knows that I’m going to accept his crazy offer and move in with him. But he also knows that I need more time.
I blow him a kiss as he moves away from the shore, and mouth those precious, magical words to him again:
– I love you, William.
Then, when the boat is just a dot on the horizon, I start to walk slowly back up the beach.
By the time I reach my aunt’s house, I’ve made my decision: I’m going to explain the situation to Sabine. I know that she’ll give me the right advice, although I am a little worried about how she will react. She dislikes William, to say the least.
Right now, it’s my job to support her. I know that the next few hours aren’t going to be much fun.
Slowly, I go back up the beach, dazed by all the emotions running through my head.
There was something really frightening about those letters written in blood.
When I get to the house, the patio doors are wide open. The guest house and the bar are now both closed to customers. To think that we were finally starting to turn the business around; Hannah Beach was beginning to make money at last, and we were even going to be able to do some renovation work and repairs. The house is built on the island’s most beautiful beach. With a lot of hard work and patience, it could have become a very popular holiday destination and Sabine could have lived peacefully in the place she loves more than anywhere else in the world.
My throat tightens.
I feel a rush of sadness when I walk into the silent bar. A few things have been tossed carelessly into a box. Everything is tidy, clean, and silent. What’s going to happen to the place now? Who will be taking it over?
I can’t find Sabine. I cross the terrace toward her apartment. It’s cloudy today and the wind is blowing strangely, as if it were sad too.
I have barely pushed open the door to the lounge when I hear voices coming from inside.
Violaine is here!
My best friend works at Village Hermann, the holiday village next door. My childhood friend Robin, who is also my ex, works there with her. They both came here to do their final-year internship. I know Violaine well, and I know that she isn’t here by chance: she knew that I would be spending the night on the Richard Parker for my birthday and that Sabine would be alone, so she came to help out.
Violaine really is a great person.
A few seconds later, I can see that I was right: my friend is kneeling in the middle of the floor, carefully packing the ornaments that my aunt kept on her now empty shelves. Sabine is sitting in a corner on a small stool made out of driftwood, sorting through her things. But I’m more surprised to see Robin emerge from behind the sofa. He came to lend a helping hand too, although from where I’m standing, he doesn’t seem to be doing much at all. A slightly nostalgic Creole tune is playing on the old radio against the back wall.
I walk in without making a sound. The air of peace and quiet in the room is surprising: anyone would think it was just an ordinary removal, with the usual blend of joy, impatience and happiness. Apart from Sabine’s ashen face, there is nothing to suggest a sudden and brutal eviction.
I cough quietly to let them know I’m here. Immediately, three faces turn to look at me. Three soft, sad smiles.
– Did you sleep well? I ask, unsure what to say. I walk toward Violaine, who is the closest to me. Thank you! I say, kissing her on the cheek.
– You’re welcome, she whispers, winking at me. We all wanted you to enjoy your birthday as much as possible, she adds conspiratorially.
I just smile without saying anything and walk toward Robin.
– Hey! Thanks for being here. And thanks for coming last night too, I say, hugging him warmly.
– At your service, Miss, he says a little derisively, while continuing to roll up a cotton rug.
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