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Phoebe P. Campbell

The Billionaire's Power

Parts 7-9


1. Paradise for Two
Darius woke up long before me, and left a freshly plucked hibiscus flower and a little note on the large teak table, bathed in the sun on the balcony.
My love,
I didn’t have the heart to wake you: I want you full of energy for my surprise! I’ve gone for a dip. I’ll be back for you at lunch. You’ll just need your swimsuit and your sunhat. I’ll take care of the rest.
Love,
Darius
Another surprise! 
Ever since we left, Darius has showered me with surprises, and every one of them has been fantastic. First, it was the destination: Nouméa, in New Caledonia... and just as I was getting nostalgic about our stay in Hawaii! This is even better! The turquoise sea, so clear that you can see the exotic, rainbow fish swimming near the bottom, the wonderful landscapes, the unbelievable sunsets, and of course Darius’s house… I could hardly believe my eyes!
The building is elegant: modern, and completely white, with bay windows letting the light stream in. Most surprising of all is the living room. The massive room is tastefully furnished, one wall is made entirely of glass… and the whole thing opens out! I arrived to see the sunlight shimmering on a huge swimming pool, which stretches from the middle of the lounge out into the garden, so you can swim indoors or outdoors. On the night we arrived, Darius and I spent the evening in the pleasantly warm water, swimming under the stars, going back inside from time to time to enjoy the exotic fruits and cold champagne in the living room… then we made the most of the master bedroom and its huge bed with drifting voile curtains, which meant we could sleep with the window open. Darius and I spent our first night in Nouméa sleeping, exhausted by the jet lag, but passion soon took over when we woke up.
Mmm, Darius...
The day after, as Darius had suggested, we talked to his cousin Blanche by videoconference. Adam was with her, and I have to say that my friend seems to be head over heels in love.
Darius told his cousin what he had found out about Alix de Saintier, but he skipped the most sordid details. Now Blanche knows that her mother is partly responsible for the death of Darius’s parents, and that she stole his inheritance. Alix de Saintier had already told her daughter how much she detested Darius, and she even threatened me, just to make her nephew suffer… As a result, Blanche took her cousin’s revelations quite calmly. It didn’t seem to upset her finding out that her allowance would be paid by Darius now, rather than her mother.
I took the opportunity to thank Blanche for what she did to help Darius find me after Alix de Saintier had me kidnapped… Adam heard the whole conversation, holding Blanche’s hand throughout, stayed for a private chat with me afterwards. He stuck to his principles, and told me he didn’t think it was such a bad thing that Blanche would no longer be getting money from a stolen fortune.
“I mean… think of the karma!” he said, only half joking.
He surprised me by telling me that he had managed to persuade Blanche to go away to Spain with him, with just the basics in a backpack, and some good walking shoes. I couldn’t help thinking that it was a far cry from the luxury Alix de Saintier’s daughter must be used to, but I know Adam is making compromises too: if he had gone alone, he would have headed for some isolated village on the other side of the world, to work in the fields in exchange for meals…
This morning, I am looking at the first photos of the trip on Adam’s Facebook. I can see how content he is from his massive smile. I know he’s never as happy as when he’s traveling, but there’s no doubt about it: being with Blanche makes it even better. Almost all the photos show the two of them posing together, and when they’re not, whichever one of them is in the picture is looking tenderly at the other behind the camera.
I sip on my litchi tea, flicking through the photos, adding a little comment here and there. Suddenly, I realize it’s nearly midday, and I’ve not even taken a shower. If I want to be glowing for Darius, I’d better get moving!
I head for one of the five bathrooms. I’m trying a different one every day. They each have something different and wonderful to offer, not to mention a huge stash of toiletries and cosmetics.
Darius really has thought of everything.
Today, I go for the blue bathroom, with its power shower, its mosaics, and its view over the ocean. I am in and out of the water in a few minutes, then I dry off and slip on a simple, blue and white bikini, and a pair of pleated leather sandals. I quickly tie a matching sarong around my waist. My hair is still damp, but it hardly matters, given that Darius and I are spending all day every day in the sea and the swimming pool.
“Juliette!”
There he is!
I quickly head for the garden, where it sounds like Darius is waiting for me. The property overlooks the Baie des Citrons beach, and we sometimes go for a dip there in the morning.
The sun is already high in the sky, and I relish the warmth on my skin. When I see Darius, I feel even hotter. He’s still dripping wet, standing there in front of me, with a massive smile on his face. His black swimming trunks hang low on his hips, showing off his flat stomach and his perfectly defined muscles. As ever, it has only taken him a few days to get a golden tan, and he looks like a Greek statue. The droplets of saltwater on his skin add to the illusion, shimmering in the sun. He walks towards me.
“How are you, my love?”
My love...
The words never fail to make me melt.
“Fantastic…”
He leans towards me and kisses me. I tremble, feeling his soft, cool skin against mine. His lips taste salty, and his warm, agile tongue slips into my mouth, setting my senses ablaze. I can’t take my mind off the fact we are both half naked.
Suddenly, he pulls away from me and smiles teasingly.
“I have a problem,” he says in a serious tone that doesn’t match his twinkling eyes.
“What?”
“I’d like to take you for a picnic on one of the islets in the lagoon… a magnificent, deserted little island. I went out there this morning to get everything ready: hammocks, food, the lot…”
He looks downcast, and my heart thuds.
So that’s why he got up early! He’s so romantic!
“What a great idea!” I exclaim. “But I don’t get it. What’s the problem?”
“I can’t steer the jet ski in this state…”
Darius looks down his body, and my eyes follow his. Immediately, I see what he means and burst out laughing.
“Now, according to our new contract, as punishment for laughing at my problem, is up to you to solve it!” he announces, pretending to be stern.
Hmm the new contract, the one where you can do what you like with me, when you like, for your pleasure and mine? Sounds fantastic...
“I love this new contract,” I murmur, kneeling down in front of him.
I gently slip him out of his trunks, which are far too tight now, and set about solving his problem… and I have to admit, it’s a pretty big one.
***
“You know, I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy…”
Curled up together in a double hammock in the shade, we both gaze out at the glimmering turquoise water in front of us, as a softly perfumed breeze caresses our skin. Darius’s confession takes my breath away. His hand is stroking my stomach rhythmically.
He’s never been so happy... and that’s thanks to me.
Obviously, the enchanting desert island helps, but I know being together is just as important…
“I feel the same, Darius,” I tell him softly.
For the first time, I’m not afraid of showing my feelings. I know we’ve still got a long way to go, that Darius has been through some terrible things, and that there are probably plenty that I still don’t know about, but I know, I can sense, that he is serious about me
And these few days in New Caledonia, just the two of us, feel a lot like a honeymoon.
For a week now, all we’ve done is swim, eat fabulous meals, make love, and sleep, as if nothing mattered but us. I feel like I’m living in a dream.
In any case, this is the best holiday I’ve ever had! 
“My feelings for you are very deep, Juliette,” Darius adds seriously.
I feel him tense slightly against me.
The way he always does when he’s trying to open up...
I push myself up against him, grab his hand which is still wandering over my body, and push it against my thudding heart.
“Can you feel that?” I ask, holding his palm against my left breast, which immediately responds to his touch.
“Yes,” Darius says after a few seconds, with a smile in his voice.
“I have very strong feelings for you too,” I murmur, dropping his hand.
Then, Darius slides his hand under my body and swiftly undoes my bikini top, freeing my breasts from the scrap of material, then resting his head on my already swollen breast. I tangle my fingers through his hair, and watch him smiling at the mad beating of my heart. Suddenly, he turns his head and kisses my nipple. I give a moan of surprise…
***
Today, Darius went harpoon fishing, and I went alone to the only museum at Nouméa. Now, I’m having a drink at the Château Royal, as Darius recommended. I’m not disappointed: the view of the Anse Vata beach is unbeatable!
While I am sipping on my cocktail made with fresh fruits, I hear voices.
“I’ve had enough rest! We’re doing the press conference the minute I arrive, and you won’t convince me otherwise. These people need me. See you tomorrow.”
The man who has just said this is tall, blonde and athletic. He drops into a seat on the other side of the huge and almost deserted balcony. It’s easy for me to watch him unseen, from behind my sunglasses.
When he turns to face me, obviously staring at me too, I recognized him immediately. Rather than look away, I just nod politely.
Michael Reilly! The soccer star all the clubs are fighting over!
The wealthy sportsman nods back, then turns his chair to face the ocean, like me.
My brain is buzzing, and I can feel the journalist in me stirring impatiently.
What’s he doing here? What was he talking about? Would he give me an interview? 
I force myself to stay calm and finish my cocktail, thinking it over. Why might Michael Reilly be in New Caledonia? There’s nothing much going on at this time of year, so he must just be passing through. But where from, and where is he going? Who are these people who need him? Suddenly, it hits me:
The hurricane in the Tonga Islands!
The soccer player is well known for supporting humanitarian causes. There has recently been a terrible hurricane in the Tonga Islands, not far from New Caledonia.
I have to know if I’m right.
I decide to wait until Michael Reilly has had some time to get settled, then just ask him straight out. After all, if I’m right, he must want to raise money for the cause, and I might be the first one to get my hands on the story!
And if I’m wrong, I’ll just apologize and leave him alone.
I give him a few minutes, then get up and walk towards him calmly, wearing a friendly smile.
“Excuse me, this might seem like an odd question, but… have you just come back from the Tonga Islands?” I ask.
The sportsman, who was looking at me in a rather unwelcoming way, stands up and nods silently. I get a business card out of my bag, and pass it to him.
“I’m a journalist for Winthrope Press... I write for Shooting magazine. I don’t want to bother you, but if you need to raise awareness about the situation out there after the hurricane, feel free to call me. Maybe together, we can do some good.”
He takes my card without answering, and I’m about to leave. I have no intention of pushing him.
“Hang on a minute!” he blurts out suddenly.
I freeze. Then, the sportsman gestures for me to sit down next to him.
“My press officer will be furious, but these people need help as soon as possible. Tell me: what did you have in mind?”
***
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