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Lisa Swann

A Billionaire's Charms

Parts 10-12


1. What Nasty Habits!
I hang up right away. I don’t want to hear another word. There's such a huge gulf between the worry that prompted me to call Dayton to find out what time he’d be home, and the cheerful tone of voice I heard him use as he announced to his “colleague” that they had all night ahead of them… And Ruby Carmel answered him in the same tone. I’m shocked. I feel like I’ve just been punched in the stomach.
What the hell is he up to?
I want to throw up. I feel like this queasiness has been haunting me for days, and it's still there, constantly in the background. I’m so dumbstruck that I don’t even feel like crying. I should call Dayton back, ask him to explain what I heard, but I can already imagine myself humiliated by his answer: ‘Come off it, Anna, what are you imagining? We’re working all night, that’s all!’ That’s what he’s going to answer, and that’ll most likely be the truth.
I want it to be the truth!
Still, I get the feeling something else is going on.
Dayton and I have carefully avoided the “Ruby Carmel” topic since the Thanksgiving dinner we invited her to. I mean, it’s more like I avoided the topic – so much so that I've kept myself from even thinking about it. But we all know how that works: the more you try not to think about something, the more that something takes root inside you. That’s how Ruby Carmel has become the gigantic dark cloud over the happiness we were starting to share in San Francisco.
I walk in circles in the living room. I glance at the already-set table and I want to knock it all over with a sweep of my hand, send everything crashing to the floor. All kinds of unpleasant ideas collide inside my brain. I shake my head as if trying to get rid of the irritating buzz of some giant insect. I hold my face in my hands and the tears finally come. The thought that Dayton could act tenderly towards another woman is unbearable. The thought that he could desire that woman – who has all the winning cards she needs to arouse that desire – literally rips my guts apart.
I fall down on my knees, hiccupping and retching. My tears turn into sobs. I hear myself moaning with pain and I hate myself for getting worked up into such a state.
I should’ve talked to him earlier! We wouldn’t be in this spot if I had! I wouldn’t be kicking myself!
I stay that way for at least an hour, before I manage to drag myself upstairs to bed. I leave my clothes in a pile on the floor and roll up into a ball under the comforter, holding a Kleenex in my fist, but my eyes are dry; I’m no longer crying.
I’m tense and stiff as a branch, dry as if ready to snap. As always, the tears have worn me out so much that sleep takes the upper hand. I’m allowed four hours of respite, before opening my eyes as if in broad daylight.
What time is it in Hong Kong?
That's the question I ask myself as I think of Dayton, supposedly working with an employee on assignment over there.
I reach out my hand to grab my cellphone in the totally idiotic hope that Dayton has sent me a little message in the middle of the night, to tell me anything whatsoever: that he misses me, that he’d rather be with me…
Nothing.
Of course, nothing, you fool! If he has to spend the night working, there’s no time to be sending you little love notes. Especially since he told you and he's supposed to join you tonight. His good little girl, waiting for him at the house…
That’s precisely the problem. He knows he’s going to find me here tonight, that I’m going to wait for him, that I’m not going to imagine god-only-knows-what and pack my bags, go back to square one.
I’m overdoing it! I’m overreacting!
Yep, maybe, but all the same, I didn’t imagine what I heard on the phone when Dayton thought the call had already been cut off.
I get up. I rub my face angrily and I go downstairs to turn on my computer… and check the day’s San Francisco to New York flights. There’s a plane at 12:30 that gets me to New York nine hours later. Perfect! That gives me time to greet Summer at the airport – Dayton’s protégé went to spend a few days at the Reeves, her foster parents and Dayton’s adoptive parents – and to tell her that I have to leave during the day. It also lets me slip away before Dayton gets back…
All of a sudden, I have to get up and run to the bathroom where I fall to my knees, shaken by more retching. I force myself to swallow some muesli, one small spoonful after another, but I won’t make it through a whole day nibbling like this.
I go up to gather a few things and my basic drawing supplies so I can work the way I need to, back in Brooklyn. In any case, I still have everything I need back there, what with Dayton’s habit of re-equipping me every time I set my butt down somewhere.
As far as supplies go, he’s got me covered! As for the rest, he sometimes forgets the important stuff…
Maybe I’m being unfair, but whatever. Once again, my feelings are hurt.
The hours between now and when I leave for the airport seem to contain twice as many minutes as usual. I spend them brooding, being mad at myself, being mad at Dayton… not knowing who to be mad at anymore.
***
I don’t inform Dayton. I swear I would’ve told him if he'd given me a call before my departure; which doesn’t happen. At the airport, I greet a radiant Summer, thrilled to have spent a few days at the Reeves and even more thrilled to get back to her boyfriend in San Francisco, Tommy, the young man she met at her new design school.
“I’m catching a plane for New York, Summer,” I say when she asks me what I’m doing with a carry-on.
She stares at me, looking surprised.
“Is it for work?” she asks.
“Yes, for work,” I answer, almost relieved that she's given me a ready-made answer. “It’s kind of last minute, so I didn’t have time to tell Dayton. I’ll call him later.”
She frowns.
“Why do I get the feeling you’re hiding something from me, Anna?” she says, looking me straight in the eye.
“It’s complicated, Summer,” I halfway mutter. “Don’t worry, I’m just making a quick trip to New York for a few days.”
“OK,” she says at last, understanding that I won’t say more. “Give Saskia a hug from me. She sent me pictures of her latest paintings. They’re awesome!”
***
On the plane, I engage in self-criticism. I didn’t tell Dayton I was leaving. I don’t even know if I’ll have the courage to call him when I arrive. I didn’t tell Gauthier or Saskia that I was showing up in New York. High in the sky, I feel empty and lost, with a strong desire never to land so I won’t have to face up to the situation I’m in. Barely hours after making up my mind to go back to Brooklyn, I’m already practically regretting what I’ve done.
I’ve run away again!
When I land at JFK and turn my cellphone back on, I’m not surprised to see the number of calls and messages from Dayton. In the taxi taking me to Brooklyn, I listen to the messages, my stomach in knots.
“Anna, what’s going on? I don’t understand. Summer told me you had to go back to New York. Why didn’t you call me?”
Then:
“Anna, it’s me again. I called Gauthier and Saskia to find out what time you were arriving and they weren’t even aware you were coming! Damn, what’s going on?”
Finally:
“Me again, I know you turned off your phone during the flight. You’re going to land soon and I get the impression that you aren’t going to call me, that this trip is something more than a simple work thing. I hope I’m wrong.”
On the last message, his voice is both cold and worried. Whatever, just hearing him talk breaks my heart. I feel nauseous again and I lower the taxi window to try to cool off. I’d like to be pressed up against him, snuggled up in his arms. Why am I inflicting this on us yet again? I get the impression I have some kind of manufacturing defect that makes me screw everything up.
Something’s intrinsically wrong with me.
***
An honest-to-goodness welcoming committee is awaiting me at the Brooklyn apartment, and this time, I’m not going to be able to squirm out of an explanation.
“What about Churchill?” Gauthier asks me. “Did you leave him there?”
I stare at him bug-eyed.
Damn, I even forgot my cat!
“I’m not staying long,” I answer, "and Summer loves having him around."
Saskia doesn’t fall for it. She sees by the way I look that something isn’t right. She comes closer to speak to me in a whisper.
“But what happened, Anna?” she asks. “Tell me, I can definitely tell something’s wrong.”
I look down and shake my head.
“I'm losing it, Saskia,” I answer in a faint voice. “I swear, I feel like I’m going crazy. Sure, there was the stuff I already talked to you about; the fact that settling into life as a couple so quickly is complicated. But now there’s something else. I overheard a conversation between Dayton and his colleague, Ruby. That was last night, and he didn’t come home. He spent the night with her…”
Saskia stands there dumbstruck, baffled. Jeff stares at her looking puzzled.
“Are you talking about Ruby Carmel, Anna?” he asks, coming closer to us.
Gauthier and Micha are also tuned into the conversation. I feel like I’ve dropped a bomb.
I nod my head to answer Jeff.
“Yes, I mean, have you seen the girl?” I snap back. “She’s a walking fantasy! Dayton spends his days with her. He’s been coming home later and later, and then last night he stayed with her…"
“He stayed with her AT THE OFFICE!” Saskia emphasizes, refusing to draw conclusions too fast. “You have no proof of anything whatsoever.”
Jeff looks really uncomfortable.
“I don’t actually know much about this girl,” he begins, before starting over differently when he sees my stunned face.
After all, he’s the one who advised Dayton to hand more responsibility over to her!
“Anna, by that I mean that I know her professional skills like the back of my hand, but that, as a person, I don’t really know what she’s like. Oh, and damn it all! I’m mad at myself for being at the heart of the problem. If I hadn’t screwed up, I wouldn’t be going through rehab and I’d still be at the head of DayCool, Dayton would still be in New York and…"
“Stop!” Saskia interrupts him with a wave of her hand. “There’s no sense imagining. We can’t undo what’s been done. The situation is what it is and we just have to help Anna get it straightened out. We’re not here to whine about what we didn’t do.”
Then she turns to me.
“OK, Anna. What did Dayton say to you when you told him that you were leaving because of what you heard between him and Ruby?” she asks, ready to deal with the problem head on.
And at that point, all I can do is remain speechless. Gauthier is tugging on his hair by the fistful. I’m suddenly afraid he’ll pull all his nice brown hair out in a fit of pique.
“No, you couldn’t have!” He exclaims. “She’s done it again!”
Micha and Jeff stare at him, uncomprehending, but facing me, there are two other pairs of eyes glaring at me…
“You mean you didn’t talk to him?” Saskia says, as her nostrils dilate with annoyance.
I shake my head. Gauthier gets up and paces around the room, shaking his hands and his head and bawling like a Nadine de Rothschild who's discovered some silver place settings are missing.
“Saskia, you’re wasting your time,” he says to god-only-knows-who, since he’s wandering around not even looking at us. “She’s done it again! She doesn’t know how to act any different. She’d rather keep quiet and split up, than be straightforward. You never know,” he shouts almost coming to a standstill, “maybe for once she’ll realize that what she’s imagining all on her own in her little corner is wrong!”
He holds his face in his hands for a few seconds, then looks up with a calmer expression.
“Forgive me, Anna! I couldn’t help myself,” he says with an apologetic look.
I don’t know what’s worse: him haranguing me in the Baronne’s tone of voice or apologizing for having reacted naturally…
Saskia takes a deep breath.
“OK, let’s not panic! So now I understand why Dayton called us to find out when you were arriving. He wasn’t even aware you were leaving and, apparently, he was even less aware of the reasons for your departure…” she concludes.
I don’t unclench my jaw. I feel stupid.
“That doesn’t sound like Dayton, Anna,” Jeff interjects. “I’ll stake my life on it that there’s nothing between Ruby and him. I think you've misinterpreted something that you took out of context. Dayton would never be unfaithful to you; he loves you too much, Anna. But don’t forget that his job can sometimes put him in very stressful situations. Sometimes he needs to unwind.”
I stare at him uncomprehending. What does he mean by that? That my guy needs to sleep with another girl to let off some steam? Seeing my face, Jeff picks up on the misunderstanding right away.
“You have no idea what a state we can get ourselves in when we have to solve a problem in a hurry, from a distance. Especially when we’ve been working on it for hours. We can go totally off our rocker, say anything... but we certainly aren't in the mood for hanky panky!” he says in an attempt to reassure me.
“Call Dayton,” Saskia adds. “Please, do it, Anna! Just to tell him you got here safely. Then be brave and ask him to clear up what you heard.”
I turn towards Gauthier.
“Do it, Anna!” he insists, clenching his jaw, in an authoritative voice.
Gauthier’s right, and if only for the fact that my friend means a lot to me. I can’t let him get worked up into such a state.
I get up and head to my bedroom, holding my cellphone. Just as I close the door, I hear Micha ask Gauthier and Saskia shyly:
“Is it always like that when you help your friend?”
And Gauthier answers:
“Listen, it’s that or spend all night re-writing the story without knowing anything, and emptying boxes of Kleenex. Trust us.”
***
“Anna,” Dayton answers immediately when I dial his number. “You got there safe and sound?”
I hear worry and a hint of coldness in his voice that he controls very well.
“Yes, I’m in Brooklyn with Saskia, Jeff, Gauthier and Micha. I just realized I forgot Churchill,” I say, my voice quavering.
I’m suddenly overwhelmed by emotion, without knowing if it’s because of my cat, Dayton’s voice or simply because, once again, I feel stupid for letting my nasty habits catch up with me again, namely putting off the confrontation until later then running away without talking.
“Summer’ll take care of him, don’t worry,” he answers. “As a matter of fact, he's already with her in her apartment.”
An uncomfortable silence follows our almost trivial chatting.
“Did you leave for work, Anna, or is it for another reason? Why didn’t you call before to tell me?” he asks.
There’s a hint of accusation in his question. I remember a note from him, after the last time we had an argument and I ran away without saying goodbye to him. The note said: ‘Don’t leave ever again without saying something’.
“I thought you were too busy. That it was no big deal if you didn't find out until tonight when you came home,” I answer automatically. “Especially since Summer knew.”
“I don’t really want Summer acting as a messenger between us for unexpected news like this, Anna.”
He’s annoyed now, I hear it.
“It’s unpleasant for her, for me, but you, you don’t give a shit since you’re not here anymore…” he goes on.
For a thousandth of a second, I say to myself that it’s not worth trying to talk, not in this tone, then a sort of super-heroine warrior wakes up inside me, and she isn’t happy at all…
OEBPS/nav.xhtml


        

          Sommaire



          

            		

              Début de l'extrait

            



          



        

        

          Liste des pages



          

            		

              Page 1

            



            		

              Page 2

            



            		

              Page 3

            



            		

              Page 4

            



            		

              Page 5

            



            		

              Page 6

            



            		

              Page 7

            



            		

              Page 8

            



            		

              Page 9

            



            		

              Page 10

            



            		

              Page 11

            



            		

              Page 12

            



            		

              Page 13

            



            		

              Page 14

            



            		

              Page 15

            



            		

              Page 16

            



            		

              Page 17

            



            		

              Page 18

            



            		

              Page 19

            



            		

              Page 20

            



          



        

      

OEBPS/images/conseil_Passion-bond-collectionVol-1-2.jpg
NOLLYNIHOQ

S\ TAIVNOITIIE AHL YAAN1

NOLIVNIWOa

S TAIVNOITIII AHL ¥TAN1?






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
LISASWANN

A - Y
45%‘
PARTs79

CHARMS





OEBPS/images/conseil_Pack-The-Billionaires-Fantasies-Collection-1-3.jpg
pART2  PART1

PART3

XAVIN
VNIN

XAVIN
VNIN

XAVIN
VNIN

VINVH
S AYIVNOITTI4 FHL

STISIVINVS
S.3HIVNOIT1I9 FHL

SIISIVINVA
SAUIVNOITII IHL





OEBPS/images/conseil_Truth-or-Dare-trilogy-parts-1-2.jpg
2
=
N

THE BILLIONAIRE’S
PLAYTHING






OEBPS/images/conseil_Pack-Obeying-My-Billionaire-Serie-1-3.jpg
=
=
=
<
=
=
~

CHLOE WILKOX
R

87

YING
%%%wﬂm

CHLOE

5 |55 | 33
i\
2N E§ E§
LB
Ik






OEBPS/images/conseil_Pack-Under-The-Billionaires-Power-1-3.jpg





