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Enemies with Consequences

Michelle Smart




Chapter One

MARNIE WARE ENDED the call from her solicitor with shaking hands.

The marriage she’d entered with the wildly unrealistic dream of a fairy-tale ending was over. She was officially divorced.

Covering her mouth, she frantically swallowed back a swell of nausea that felt much different to the sickness that had been plaguing her for days and staggered back to the bathroom, the only vaguely cool room in the tiny flat she’d spent all but one year of her life in. A ray of mocking sunlight shone on the white stick she’d left upside down on the sink. By the time she psyched herself up to turn it over, her whole body was trembling.

Her chin was wobbling before she’d dared look at the window on the stick.

Two pink lines.

Sinking to the floor, Marnie hugged her knees to her chest and burst into tears.





Domenico Cannavaro ended the call from his divorce lawyer and closed his eyes.

Failure, he’d learned since his wife had left him, tasted bitter. And now she was no longer his wife. She was now officially his ex-wife. That she was his second wife, specially chosen for the role thanks to her unswerving loyalty and devotion to him, along with her compliant, meek and mild manner, made the bitter taste especially acrid.

His mousy little wife, a woman who wouldn’t say boo to a goose (if that was the correct English saying) had got her way and severed herself from him. She’d dumped his surname the same day she’d had the temerity to dump him. It still made him incredulous to remember how he’d gone out of his way to take her out for dinner to celebrate their first wedding anniversary, presented her with a beautiful bracelet chosen with great care by his PA, and been handed divorce papers in return. Galling didn’t begin to describe how that had felt.

To think this was a woman he’d talent-spotted working the reception desk of his English branch as an eighteen-year-old, promoted onto his personal team and then promoted numerous more times until she reached the dizzying height of his PA, and then, all those years later, promoted to wife! This was the thanks he got for plucking her out of obscurity and nurturing her career and then giving her the most lavish lifestyle any woman could wish for? He was well rid of her.

Forget failure and bitterness; this called for a celebration. Not just any old celebration, a party.

Lifting the receiver on his desk phone, he summoned his latest PA.

Janie was in his office in a flash, all buxom, busty beauty with tumbling, glossy black hair. The contrast between her and Domenico’s wife could not be greater, in both looks and demeanour.

‘I want you to call the usual caterers and have a buffet for two hundred people delivered to my home by seven this evening,’ he ordered. He didn’t need to tell her to order the best stuff. ‘Champagne too. Crates of it. Cocktails. A full bar. And call that DJ we used for the staff summer party. Tell him to set up in the basement.’

Janie didn’t bat an eyelid. ‘All this for tonight?’

‘Yes.’

‘No problem. Anything else?’

‘Let Washington know I won’t be flying over tomorrow, and reschedule all my appointments. I’ll fly over on Sunday.’

‘On it.’ She tilted her head and made the coquettish sweep of her eyelashes she’d adopted in recent months. ‘Are you celebrating anything special?’

‘Indeed I am, Janie. My divorce.’

She raised a perfectly plucked eyebrow and smiled. ‘Congratulations.’

‘Thank you.’

She made no effort to leave. ‘Shall I attend the party to make sure everything runs smoothly?’

He didn’t let his smile drop. ‘That won’t be necessary.’

She sidled to the door and swept her eyelashes at him again. ‘I’ll keep myself available in case you change your mind.’

‘That’s very thoughtful, but you enjoy your evening… Close the door on your way out.’

The moment the door was shut, Domenico dropped his smile and grimaced. Since it had become common knowledge that he and Marnie had split up, Janie had dropped more than a few hints that she would be a willing replacement. While she was an excellent PA, he had no desire to make her anything more, but her subtle flirtations were an excellent reminder that he was now officially free to flirt and sleep with whomever he wanted. His six-month celibacy had been broken only once during a night of madness he would give anything to eradicate from his memories, and it was time to throw himself back into the dating scene and enjoy his newfound freedom.

He hoped Marnie choked on hers.





Marnie got out of the cab and stared through the electric gates at the magnificent three-storey mansion she’d walked out of six months ago. An abundance of cars was parked on the sprawling driveway. It seemed like every light was on.

To her surprise, her fingerprint still worked to open the gate, which was just as well as Domenico was ignoring her calls. Which wasn’t a surprise, not after the way things had ended the last time they’d seen each other. That had been exactly six weeks ago, the day their decree nisi had come through.

She didn’t like to remember that night. Especially didn’t like to remember the morning after. She’d practically thrown Dom out of the flat she’d moved back into after she’d left him. His parting shot had been a cruel, ‘One day you’ll wake up and look around this shithole, and it will hit you; everything you threw away.’ His light brown eyes had been dark with anger. ‘You threw it away, Marnie. Remember that. You did it.’

She’d shut the door in his face without responding.

She would never regret her decision to end their marriage, and while the flat she’d moved back into seemed impossibly dingy and tiny compared to the luxury she’d lived in as Domenico’s wife, there was comfort in the familiar. In any case, the settlement she’d accepted had meant that moving into something bigger was impossible.

He’d expected her to fight over the paltry settlement. A man worth billions could expect to hand over a decent chunk of his fortune in the event of divorce, even after only a year of marriage, but Marnie had taken the derisory lump sum offered in his opening gambit. Her solicitor had been horrified, the sum being equivalent to two years of the salary she’d been on before quitting—not through choice—her role as his PA for the much more exclusive role of his wife.

She hadn’t wanted his money. She hadn’t wanted to fight him—she hated fights, always retreated inside herself at the first sign of confrontation. All she’d ever wanted from Domenico was the one thing he would never give her. The one thing she’d spent her life craving.

The closer she walked to the house, the more attuned her ears became to the music vibrating through the walls. He was throwing a party. Celebrating the end of them. Why he should celebrate being rid of a wife he’d cared nothing for was a mystery she no longer cared to solve. None of the fights he’d tried to engineer after she’d left him or his general crappy behaviour over the divorce had been because he felt anything for her. Domenico just hated losing.

Marnie’s love for him had died a death of a thousand cuts of his indifference.

She pressed her finger to the doorbell and willed the nausea to stay away for a little longer while she had the conversation she couldn’t delay. As much as she hated Domenico, he deserved to know now, not later, and this was the first time that day she’d felt well enough to leave her flat and make the trek across London.

When no answer came, she placed her hand flat on the security lock and was again surprised to find the door opened for her. She’d assumed all her security clearance had been voided the day she walked out.

The noise blaring out explained why none of the staff had heard the bell. It was deafening, not just the music but the screams of laughter floating up from the basement.

Uncaring that she was wearing a floaty, pale green everyday summer dress and flat Roman sandals while the female guests milling around on the ground floor were dressed in all their high-heeled party finery, Marnie didn’t allow any eye contact as she passed curious stares at her appearance and slipped down the stairs to the basement.

Domenico’s basement was a party room. He loved entertaining. All his many homes had a dedicated entertaining room, and this, his London one, was his gaudiest, the one most designed for partying rather than corporate entertaining. When she’d still been his PA, she’d been expected to attend all his parties and functions to ensure everything went smoothly, and she prayed her replacement, Janie, wasn’t one of the many bodies glittering under the strobes of the disco balls on the dance floor. Janie had once been Marnie’s junior, a beautiful, vivacious creature who’d made her feel even more insignificant than she usually did. In Janie’s presence, she felt as invisible as she had as a child.

As well as the people boogying on the dance floor, other bodies were taking a breather on the plentiful plump sofas. There were many faces she recognised. Most of them. Make that all of them. Domenico’s friends and acquaintances. Marnie had always felt invisible amongst them, had been too shy to make any of them friends of her own. Invisibility could have been her superpower.

She didn’t feel invisible now. Over the pulsing music, eyes began to clock her and widen with the same surprise she’d felt when finding herself able to enter the grounds and then the house.

One of the last people to notice her presence was the tall man in the centre of the dance floor, letting loose to the disco beat with a group of beautiful, scantily clad women. Almost a head taller than everyone else, his back was to Marnie, and she saw him bend his neck and cup his ear to hear what one of the women was saying to him.

He turned, bemusement on his face…bemusement that faded when he met Marnie’s stare across the vast room.

As much as she wished it didn’t, her heart twisted painfully, and for a moment, the tiniest moment, everyone vanished, leaving only her and Domenico.

She would never forget the first time she’d set eyes on him. She’d only been working on the reception desk of Cannavaro Law International for three days when he’d strolled through the revolving door with his entourage. She’d guessed from the way all the female staff had been acting in the hour before his arrival, constantly checking their compacts and touching up their lipstick and fluffing their hair, that he was good-looking, but she’d been wholly unprepared for just how good-looking he was. Still only eighteen and living in her childhood bedroom with walls covered in posters of the pop stars and film stars she wanted to marry, Marnie would have gladly ripped them all down and plastered the walls with posters of him.

All the lawyers at the firm wore business suits, and all wore them like armour. Domenico wore his in an almost ironical way, his clothing and the artful messiness of his dark brown hair giving the air of a man happy to conform to the niceties of the business world, but only under his own terms. He’d been clean-shaven then, the goatee he’d adopted coming a few years later.

He’d strolled past the reception desk with generic greetings to the staff, clocked Marnie, and backed up.

‘You’re new,’ he’d stated. His English contained barely a trace of accent.

Tongue-tied at his power and utter gorgeousness, she’d nodded.

Light brown eyes glittering with friendliness, he’d held out a hand. ‘I’m Domenico.’

Cheeks flaming with embarrassment at being singled out, she’d reached over to take it and found her hand engulfed in his huge paw. ‘Marnie,’ she’d practically stuttered.

‘Great to meet you, Marnie. How are you enjoying the job?’

She’d fought her shyness to say, ‘Better now I’ve mastered the switchboard.’ The switchboard didn’t just link all the staff in the London offices; it connected with all the staff worldwide, and as Cannavaro International was one of the world’s largest corporate law firms, that meant staff of thousands.

He’d pulled an impressed face. ‘Already? Good for you.’

By the time he’d headed into the elevator to take him up to his penthouse office, Marnie had been smitten.

Now, the sensuous mouth she’d spent years dreaming of kissing hers tightened, and then his neck extended, his gorgeous features loosened, and the tall, lithe body currently wrapped in a silver shirt and black jeans wound its way towards her. The glittering in the light brown eyes was the glitter of menace.





By his own admission, Domenico had drunk more than was good for him. Much more. He didn’t care. He’d earned the right to the coming hangover and had made sure to clear his diary in advance of it. If he could wake tomorrow with little memory of the night before, he would consider it a good night. He rarely drank to excess, but on this occasion felt he deserved to party into oblivion. Let him have this one night when he didn’t fall asleep with her face haunting him. Taunting him.

When Jessica grabbed his arm and said Marnie was there, he’d thought she was playing some kind of sick trick on him. He hadn’t expected to turn around and actually find her there. In his home. The home she’d walked out of when she’d walked out on him.

A swell of fury rose that she should choose this night of all nights to walk back in. Marnie had forfeited her right to enter his home uninvited, and he had no idea why he hadn’t ordered the voidance of her security clearance.

When he reached her, he looked her up and down, well aware that everyone in the basement was watching them, insanely curious as to what she was doing there. ‘Hello, sweetheart,’ he said, speaking as casually as if the last time he’d seen her she hadn’t told him in a voice injected with steel to leave her flat and never come back. ‘You should have told me you were coming—I’d have had your cauldron prepared for you.’

She showed no reaction whatsoever to his jibe. ‘When I set off, I didn’t realise you were having a party.’

‘You should have called.’

‘I did. I guess you didn’t hear your phone over all this noise.’

‘It’s not noise, it’s a party.’ He brought his face close to hers. ‘A party to celebrate the end of us.’

Her plump, heart-shaped lips tightened before she shook her head. ‘There was never any us, Dom.’

‘I’d say that marriage implies a great deal of us, but us is no more, so I’m afraid it’s too late to be regretting your life choices.’ He held his hands in the air and wiggled his fingers. ‘You’re welcome to stay and party. Have a drink or two—who knows, a couple of vodkas inside you might inject you with some personality.’

That jibe hit the mark. Marnie, the woman whose emotions so rarely showed on her face, flinched. The expected satisfaction off the back of it failed to come; instead came an immediate awareness that he’d gone too far.

God damn her. When Carmela, his first wife, left him for his closest friend, he’d been humiliated. That it had come hot on the heels of his elderly father’s death had left him devastated, but he hadn’t fought the divorce or been cruel in the aftermath. One of the reasons he’d chosen to marry Marnie was that she was too boring for him to develop any great passion for her, and it infuriated him that he’d been unable to stop himself fighting and fighting to force her back to him.

He’d worked closely with her for years, had always found her a very calm and soothing presence in what could be a very combative business, so when he’d turned thirty-five and decided it was time to have the brood of children he’d always wanted while he was still young enough to enjoy them and be around long enough to guide them into adulthood, he’d decided she was the perfect candidate for the role of their mother. Of course, in this day and age, it wasn’t necessary for children to go hand in hand with marriage, but Domenico had been raised with the security of parents in a committed marriage and wanted the same for his own offspring.

Not only had Marnie been perfect mother material, she’d been perfect wife material for him too, being too placid and lacking in imagination to even imagine passion. He’d done passion and been burned badly for it, so never again. In all the years he’d known her, Marnie had never questioned him, contradicted him or voiced an opinion to him. She followed his orders to the letter and, most importantly, proved willing to devote her life to his needs. She was perfect! As his wife, she would be content to fit in the background of his life and raise their brood and let him get on with setting the world of corporate law on fire and managing his vast portfolio of investments.

For a year, their marriage had worked pretty much as he’d envisaged it would. The only disappointing aspect was their failure to conceive. Other than that, everything had been great. Marnie had accepted what was required from her without complaint, had never refused his conjugal visits to her bedroom and never bombarded him with demands. And then she’d hit him with those damned divorce papers.

Maybe it would have been easier to accept if he’d seen it coming, but she’d blindsided him. He’d slid the anniversary bracelet across the table to her and gazed at her with avid expectation.

The box had stayed closed. The chameleon eyes which changed colour numerous times a day had filled with sadness, and in that quiet way of hers, she’d said, ‘I want a divorce.’

Certain he’d misheard her, he’d tilted his head and grinned. ‘Sorry?’

She’d produced an envelope from her bag and handed it to him. ‘I saw a solicitor last week and instructed him to start divorce proceedings today. I’m leaving you.’

And that had been that. His docile, compliant wife had walked away from the life of luxury he’d lavished on her and refused to change her mind. Nothing had worked. No cajoling or threats or dirty tricks had been enough to make her see reason, and now he was glad of it. Let her suffer in the bed she’d made for herself. He would find himself another wife to have children with. Not yet, though. Let him blow the cobwebs of celibacy off first and then find wife number three. Third time lucky!

He’d make damned sure that wife number three didn’t come with eyes capable of piercing his conscience with nothing but a look. Why the hell was he even feeling guilty over a jibe that was essentially the truth? Marnie had no personality. It wasn’t his fault if the truth hurt.

‘As scintillating as it is to see you again, I need to get back to my guests. I know the concept of having fun is anathema to you, but for…’ But he’d lost his audience for Marnie suddenly covered her mouth with her hand and, without a word, hurried away from him. In a blink, she’d thrown herself into one of the basement’s bathrooms.





Marnie barely had time to lock the cubicle door behind her before the vomit came. She only just made it to the toilet in time.

It took a long time to convince herself that it was safe to move her face away. Collapsing onto the cool, tiled floor, she pressed her head back against the wall and prayed for the nausea to abate. She felt awful. The sickness was getting worse. She needed water, but right then she didn’t even have the strength to stand up.

God, why hadn’t she turned around and gone home as soon as she’d realised he was having a party? He’d have seen her missed calls eventually and called her back.

She heard the main bathroom door open and closed her eyes. There were plenty of bathrooms in the basement, all with a single cubicle entered out of sight of the dance floor. She had to give Domenico his due; he had an eye for detail.

‘Marnie?’

She squeezed her eyes even tighter. Oh, what a huge mistake she’d made, coming here like this.

‘Are you ill?’ The acerbic tone Domenico had taunted her with on the edge of the dance floor was gone. If she didn’t know better, she’d think she heard concern in his lightly accented voice.

She swallowed hard. ‘I’m fine. Go back to your guests. I’ll be out in a minute.’

There was a small pause. ‘Are you on the floor?’

‘I just need a minute. Please, leave me alone.’

Another pause and then a grim, ‘Open the door.’

‘Go away, Dom. We’ll talk tomorrow.’

‘Open the door right now or I’ll break it down.’

Close to tears, she choked, ‘Go away.’

‘Last chance. Open it, now.’

Marnie knew better than anyone that Domenico never made idle threats. She’d known him since she was eighteen, had worked closely with him for six years and been married to him for one. If he said he’d break the door down, then he’d break the door down, and she couldn’t bear that. Any form of violence made her want to hide in her wardrobe and cover her ears like she’d done as a little girl.

It took all her strength to lift her arm and turn the lock.

He swung the door open and gazed down at her.

A wave of misery hit her so hard and so fast that she came within a breath of bursting into tears.

She’d adored this man. Worshipped him. Would have done anything for him.

There was no mockery in the light brown stare. ‘You’re ill.’

She shook her head and wished again that she’d turned around and gone home. She’d never wanted to tell him like this. In her head, she’d been standing tall, fully in control, ready to take whatever came next, not feeling more vulnerable than she’d ever felt before.

‘Not ill,’ she whispered. ‘Pregnant.’




Chapter Two

THERE WAS A long moment when all Domenico could hear was a loud ringing in his ears.

He stared unblinking at his ex-wife. The long, streaky blond hair chopped in layers framed a pretty heart-shaped face drained of so much colour that the sprinkling of freckles over the pretty nose and high cheekbones were prominent. The chameleon eyes were currently dark blue. She’d lost weight her already slender frame could ill afford to lose.

His heart thumped into life, the memory he’d fought to forget of their last night together suddenly vivid. Their only night together in six months.

It had happened six weeks ago, the day their decree nisi had come through. Right up until that point, he’d still believed she would see sense and come back to him. Fortified by a couple of strong whiskeys, he’d turned up at her tiny flat—dio, he hadn’t realised until then what a dangerous place she lived in—determined to make one last effort to talk sense into her. She’d been drinking too, he remembered. She’d opened the door with a glass of white wine in her hand, which had surprised him as she didn’t drink alcohol. On the tiny coffee table in the tiny living room sat the bottle, over half of it gone.

The little mouse had roared that night. Meek, subservient Marnie had vanished; in her place was a lion who shouted her anger and resentment at Domenico’s efforts to make her see reason. Her righteous fury had ignited something in him, not just his own anger and resentment but a hunger that had risen out of nowhere and gripped him, a hunger he’d never wanted, and even now he couldn’t remember how their mouths had gone from trading insults and obscenities to trading saliva, but in the blink of an eye they were naked in her bed, making love like it was their last hours on this earth.

It hadn’t been their last hours on earth, but it had been their last hours together. In the morning, when he’d woken with a sense of relief that she’d finally be coming back home, she’d turned her back to him and, with a voice of steel, told him to leave.

The euphoria that had come from their unexpected night together had been doused in her coldness, and it was a coldness that had shocked him back to his senses. He’d wanted his wife back, but not like that. Never like that.

He’d never wanted any form of passion with her, and so to have shared and experienced all that…

He’d been unable to throw his clothes on quickly enough.

He’d never wanted to see her again.

‘Stay there,’ he said now, pulling himself together. ‘I’ll get rid of everyone.’

She gave a weak shake of her head. ‘There’s no need. It’s just morning sickness. Go back to your guests.’

Morning sickness because she was pregnant with the child he’d married her for.

If the situation weren’t so serious, he would have laughed at the irony. ‘If you think I’m still capable of partying…’ He shook his head and dragged air into his lungs. ‘Just stay there.’

Alone in the bathroom, Marnie rubbed her mouth to her knees and fought back more tears.

All those months of their marriage spent praying for the baby she’d stupidly convinced herself would magically turn their marriage into the fairy tale she’d dreamed of, and then all those months spent praying for her period while her head and heart fought over what she should do.

His proposal, the day after his thirty-fifth birthday, had set the tone for their marriage, but she’d been too love-blind to see it.

He’d invited her out to lunch, which had immediately alerted her to something being up because Domenico never lunched alone with a female employee. He didn’t even allow his office door to be closed when alone with a female employee. He was a playboy, but only in his private life, and never put himself in any form of compromising situation with his staff.

At the time, they’d been in Rome, his home city. At the time, Marnie travelled everywhere with him. He’d taken her to a fancy restaurant that mortals needed to book a year in advance to get a table at, but Domenico Cannavaro was no mortal. He was a Roman god.

After thanking her again for his birthday card, he’d added more wine to her untouched glass and stunned her by asking if she wanted children; stunned her because personal matters were never discussed between them. Never. ‘Um, sure,’ she’d stuttered, her cheeks turning into a flame because in her fantasies, Domenico was the father of her children.

He’d flashed his beautiful teeth. ‘So do I. I always thought I would have them by the time I reached thirty-five.’

She’d been unable to think of a response to that.

‘I have a proposition for you,’ he’d said, unfazed by her silence.

She’d still been too gormless to respond. Her mind had been racing too hard to formulate anything.

‘I want children, and you want children, and I believe you would make an excellent mother. What do you say to us marrying?’

If her eyes could have popped out of her head, they would have.

He’d laughed, correctly reading her expression. ‘I am being very serious. Trust me, I have given this a great deal of thought, and I can think of no one better suited to bearing my children and raising them with me than you.’

Marnie had carried a thumping great crush on Domenico for six years. From the day she’d met him, he’d been a constant in her mind. She was never late for work, never took a day off sick, and never complained about the overtime because she would never voluntarily miss a minute of his company. The hours spent without him were spent thinking of him, and when she went to bed it was always with the same fantasy of Domenico looking at her and suddenly seeing her as a woman. He would declare his undying love for her and beg her to marry him.

Finally, she’d managed to make her vocal cords work. ‘You want to marry me?’ she’d stammered, hardly daring to believe her dream was coming true.

‘Very much.’ He’d lifted his glass. ‘What do you say? Will you marry me, Marnie?’

She’d been nodding like a dog in a window before she could get the words out. ‘Yes. Yes, of course I’ll marry you.’

Suddenly aware the music had stopped playing, the memory faded and Marnie dragged herself onto the small armchair. The queasiness had passed—at least for now—but she felt drained, as if all the life had been sucked out of her.

The door opened. ‘The caterers and DJ are still packing up, but all the guests have gone,’ Domenico told her quietly. ‘Can you walk?’

She nodded and hoped it was the truth.

Upright, she pressed a hand to the wall until the dizziness that came from standing had passed and wished he wouldn’t stand so close to her. For years, she’d loved nothing more than inhaling Domenico’s scent. Now it hurt her terribly.

‘How long have you felt like this?’ he asked as she shuffled out of the bathroom and back into the party room that now had the feel of the Mary Celeste to it. It was like all the guests had been spirited away without any warning, the only evidence of their existence the glasses and bottles strewn around, many of them still full of alcohol. She dimly wondered what he’d said to get rid of everyone. Whatever excuse he’d made, they would all know it had something to do with her, and she tried not to imagine what the more scurrilous gossips would be saying. Marnie’s marriage to Domenico had broken probably a thousand hearts. News of their divorce would have repaired those hearts in super-quick fashion.

‘About a week,’ she replied as she tried, again, not to allow herself to wonder how many women he’d been with since she’d left him. It had taken superhuman effort not to quiz him about his other women when they’d been married. She’d never had proof he’d been unfaithful; it just seemed a reasonable assumption to make. Marnie was the one who’d spent years fielding calls from disgruntled lovers he’d blocked from his personal phone, and he certainly hadn’t married her for love.

‘You’ve known that long?’

‘I only took the test this morning.’

He was silent for a moment. ‘You waited until the divorce was final before taking it?’

‘Yes.’ She grabbed the banister of the basement stairs and held it tight. She wouldn’t look at him. ‘I knew that when it was confirmed I would have to tell you and you’d use it as a weapon to stop the divorce.’

Domenico clenched his jaw at her admission and tempered the surge of fury by the skin of his teeth. ‘So you did know.’ If Marnie wasn’t so obviously unwell, he’d have no compunction in telling her exactly what he thought of her and her deliberate deceit.

Too damned right he’d have tried to stop the divorce being finalised. A baby changed everything.

Her husky voice was tired. ‘I didn’t know for certain.’

He did some quick mental maths. They’d ripped each other’s clothes off six weeks ago. By his reckoning, she must have been carrying this secret for anything between two and four weeks. If he were a gambling man, he’d put his money on her having sat on it for close to four weeks, especially when he worked back to the date of her last period from when they’d still been together. Marnie’s menstrual cycle ran like clockwork.

On the ground floor, she flopped onto the nearest armchair in the reception room, too tired to walk to the living area.

‘Can I get you a drink?’

Her eyes briefly met his. ‘Water, please.’

‘Any food?’

A quick shake of her head.

Figuring it would be quicker to get the water himself than ask one of the staff to get it, and needing a moment to get a grip on his growing anger, Domenico went to the kitchen and filled a pint glass for her, oblivious to the caterers clearing up around him.

She took the glass with a murmured thanks and had a few small sips from it.

He sank onto a hard-backed chair close to her and studied her some more. The lighting up here was much brighter than in the basement, and now he could see just how tired she was. And thin. She’d lost more weight than he’d thought in his initial assessment.

‘Are you not eating?’

‘I try,’ she whispered. ‘I’m just struggling to hold anything down. I kept trying to put it down to stress, but I think I was in denial.’

‘Deliberate denial?’ He tried not to sound too pointed.

Her stare fell to the floor. ‘Maybe.’ He had to strain to hear her, but then her voice strengthened a little as she looked back at him. ‘I know this baby is what you married me for, but I’m not coming back to you.’

‘We’re going to be parents, Marnie.’ It was a fight to keep his voice even-tempered. ‘You know how I feel about children being raised by committed parents.’

‘I do, yes, but I feel just as strongly that children shouldn’t be raised by parents who hate each other.’

‘I don’t hate you.’

Her lips fleetingly curved in a sad smile. ‘Since when have you been a liar?’

He ran his fingers through his hair and tried, again, to keep a grip on his temper. The only thing Domenico hated about Marnie was how she’d outmanoeuvred him with the divorce. She’d let him make love to her night after night, never breathing a word about any unhappiness, while behind his back she’d been putting everything in place to leave him. She’d even given the tenants of her flat notice to leave so it would be free on the day she made her move. When she’d left the restaurant after handing him the divorce papers, she’d got into a cab and driven out of his life. He’d returned home and found much of her dressing room empty. While he’d spent his days working, she’d spent hers secretly packing much of her stuff away and transporting it across London. So sneaky had she been that she’d done it all under the household staff’s noses, because if they’d been aware of what she was up to, they would have told him immediately.

This was the first time she’d been back in his home since they’d left for their wedding anniversary meal.

Gripping the sides of the armchair, she got unsteadily to her feet. ‘We’ll have to have the big conversation about our baby’s future another time. I need to go home; I don’t feel well.’

‘This is your home.’

Still holding onto the armchair, she speared him with a pained stare. ‘This was never my home, and even if it was, we’re divorced.’

‘That was your choice, not mine.’

‘Yet you were the one celebrating it with a party. Not me.’

‘I wouldn’t have celebrated if I’d known you were pregnant.’

‘No, you would have been running a rampage through the courts to stop the divorce going through. Never mind what I wanted, it’s all about what you want. It’s always what you want that matters. Everyone else is just a bit player in the production written, directed and starring Domenico Cannavaro.’

‘That’s not true,’ he bit back angrily. ‘I gave you everything you could possibly want. I denied you nothing.’

‘No, you gave me everything you thought I could possibly want.’ Closing her eyes, she shook her head and breathed in through her nose. ‘I didn’t come here to rake over the past, Dom, and right now I don’t have the strength to argue.’

She was the only person he’d never corrected for calling him Dom, he thought dimly as he wondered how the hell he was supposed to play this. Since she’d left him. Marnie had proved herself immune to threats and dirty tricks—she was much, much tougher than he’d believed or given her credit for—and impervious to cajoling flattery, but damn it, she was carrying his child. She couldn’t expect him to settle for anything less than their remarrying because he was damned if he was going to be a part-time father. He could threaten her with a custody fight, but if he knew Marnie, she’d have already put contingencies in place to stop that happening.

To think he’d admired her clever brain from the day he’d spotted her new face behind the desk of his London reception. She’d mastered the switchboard within a week. Most people needed a month, but Marnie thought like a chess player. When a vacancy had come up on his personal team, he’d thought of the fresh-faced young Englishwoman and her quick, clever brain, and taken a punt on her. Years later, he’d married her thinking he knew her, and it infuriated him to know how badly he’d misjudged her. Domenico prided himself on reading people like books. It was how he outmanoeuvred them, was how he’d turned his father’s small corporate law firm into the juggernaut it was today.

He would never have imagined she’d turn that clever brain as a weapon on him.

‘You look like you’re going to be sick again,’ he observed, noting the way she was breathing and the fresh loss of colour on her face. She was still to let go of the chair.

She took a few more deep breaths. ‘It will pass.’ But still she didn’t let go.

‘How are you planning to get home?’

‘Taxi.’

‘You’re going to sit in the back of a cab filled with other people’s body odour for what, thirty minutes?’

Her cheeks puffed out, and then she swallowed before her hand went over her mouth, and she staggered to the bathroom by the front door. Unlike the bathrooms in the basement where the toilets were separated from the handwashing facilities, this was an ordinary bathroom, and when a couple of minutes had passed and he knocked before pushing the unlocked door open, he found her kneeling over the toilet.

He didn’t want to feel tenderness for her, but unfortunately he was human, and so it was impossible not to feel it for someone so clearly suffering. Crouching beside her, he gently rubbed her back. From the contents of the bowl, there had been nothing in her stomach to vomit up.

It was when she let him help her to her feet that he understood what a bad state she was really in, and even as he wondered how the hell she’d made it across London to him, he was working out how he could play it to his advantage.

‘Listen to me,’ he said once he’d helped her out of the bathroom and back to the armchair. ‘You’re in no fit state to be travelling anywhere. Stay here for the night.’

Her chin wobbled, and she shook her head.

‘I know staying here is the last thing you want, but you’re not well, Marnie. How are you going to manage the stairs to your flat?’ She lived on the eighth floor of a tower block that would look at home in a dystopian movie. That one time Domenico had visited her there, the elevators had been out of order. The stench of the stairwells had been strong enough to make his eyes water, so God knew what the elevators would smell like when they were working.

Her little flat had been a clean, bright, fresh oasis of tranquillity amidst a sea of detritus.

A tear rolled down her cheek.

He looked away. He’d never seen her cry before and didn’t particularly care to see it now. Especially didn’t care for the tightening in his chest from it.

‘How about we make a deal? You stay here for the night, and in the morning, if you’re feeling well enough to travel, I’ll get one of the drivers to take you home.’

A long time passed before she sniffed and wiped the tear away with her fingers. ‘You promise you’ll take me home in the morning?’ she whispered.

He scented victory. ‘I promise. Let’s get you upstairs to bed,’ he added before she could change her mind.

But victory was indeed his as all the fight had gone out of her. Docile as a newborn lamb, she let him wrap an arm around her and leaned her weight into him so he could help her back to her feet. No sooner was she upright than she was swaying, fisting his shirt in an effort to hold herself steady.

The ground floor of Domenico’s London home had triple-high ceilings, which meant triple the number of stairs to climb to reach the first floor. Marnie was in no fit state to climb them. She must have known it too, for when he lifted her into his arms, she looped her arms around his neck without protest.

Domenico was six foot three, Marnie a good foot shorter than him and probably half his weight, but she felt much lighter in his arms than he’d imagined she would. More fragile, too. As he carefully made his way up the cantilevered stairs, her hair tickled his throat and chin and he kept catching wafts of her shampoo. It was a familiar scent that filled his chest with a pang of emotion so sharp he assumed it came from knowing she was, finally, carrying his child. For that alone, he would take care of her during this sickness and work at forgiving her blatant treachery over the timing of telling him.

She couldn’t seriously believe a piece of paper dissolving their marriage meant they wouldn’t get back together. It was obvious that pregnancy hormones had conspired to convince her of the rightness of the path she’d taken in leaving him when all she had to do was open the door of her flat to realise what a foolish mistake she’d made. Marnie had to know it would be much better for their child to live with both its parents as a family under the shelter of Domenico’s enormous wealth.

Yes, he decided, his plan formulating quickly. He would work hard to rid himself of his fury at all her underhanded behaviour these last six months, and if he could make that effort, then she could work to rid herself of her anger at his supposed failings as a husband. Hadn’t they worked in complete harmony for six years without a cross word between them?

With a little coaxing, she would soon come to her senses. Now that she had a child to think of, she would accept that it was in everyone’s best interest for them to remarry.

Only when he opened his bedroom door did she come back to life with a quiet, ‘No.’

‘I need to be able to watch over you,’ he pointed out reasonably, keen to start being all solicitous and caring over her condition.

‘No. My room.’

As he’d talked himself into a forgiving and giving mood, he acquiesced without further argument and opened the door to the adjacent room. Gently, he deposited her on the bed. ‘I’ll get you some water. Do you need anything else?’

She shook her head.

‘Do you want to borrow a T-shirt to sleep in?’ He’d kept everything she’d left behind in her dressing room until exactly five weeks and six days ago, when he’d returned to his home from his night in her flat and ordered everything to be donated to charity. To think he’d been a breath away from ordering it all to be doused in petrol and set alight! If Marnie had learned about that, he imagined she might take it personally, so it was just as well he’d decided she wasn’t worth the cost of the petrol.

The next shake of her head was more violent.

Promising to return shortly with fresh water, Domenico slipped out of the room and finally allowed himself a smile of grim satisfaction that his not-so-docile Marnie was back where she belonged and, even better, was pregnant with the child they’d both so longed for.




Chapter Three

MARNIE WOKE TO dusky morning light with a head aching as badly the nausea crippling her stomach and as badly as the misery gripping the rest of her. She didn’t even have to think to know where she was. She was back in her old room. Domenico would be sleeping on the other side of the dividing wall.

Lifting her aching head, she reached for the glass of water she had no recollection of him bringing to her. Her last memory was of kicking off her sandals and crawling beneath the duvet. Beside the glass was a box of tissues and a packet of ginger biscuits, and her heart clenched sharply to know he must have sent someone out to buy them for her.

She drank the water slowly, knowing from experience that drinking too quickly only agitated the nausea. A bucket had been left at the foot of the bed by her head.

When she’d drunk half the water, she put her aching head back on the pillow and prayed to feel better soon. It had been twenty hours since she’d forced a slice of toast down. Her stomach was empty, she needed to eat, but she couldn’t face nibbling even one biscuit. She needed to start feeling better soon, not just for her baby’s sake—it needed much more nutrition than Marnie was currently able to provide—but for her own. She’d never imagined morning sickness could feel this bad. The way she currently felt, she didn’t feel strong enough to walk to the bathroom, never mind cross London to her flat.

At least the room was cool. Temperatures in London had been roasting in recent weeks, and her flat didn’t have air conditioning. It was the only positive she could cling to, especially when she heard the faint sound of Domenico’s shower running, and it increased her misery to realise how attuned she still was to all the old noises of her old life. The old noises of Domenico waking and coming to life.

She supposed he would check on her when he was dressed; imagined he was this moment dreaming up some new Machiavellian scheme to make her remarry him. Running one of the world’s most successful corporate law firms had made him an expert in the art of playing dirty, and he’d used his full armoury on her.

She could only assume his carrying her into his bedroom had been another of those dirty ploys. She’d never crossed its threshold before. She’d never been invited. She’d never been carried in his arms, not even on their wedding night.

She wished she’d asked him to take her to one of the guest rooms. There were no memories of her old life in the other rooms. All her best memories had been made in this room. All her worst memories since childhood too. They were one and the same, and when she closed her eyes, the best and worst of those memories swam before her. Their wedding night.

Everything had happened super-quickly, only four weeks between proposal and wedding. Domenico had taken charge of everything. He’d been the one to decide they would marry in an English registry office with only his mother, sister, brother-in-law and two small nephews as their guests. His reasoning had been that he’d already had a big white wedding in Italy. It hadn’t occurred to him that Marnie might have wanted to marry in a church, and he’d displayed zero curiosity when she’d turned down his oh-so-gracious offer of inviting her closest family too. Domenico had been the one to decide that their celebratory meal with their handful of guests should be in a pretty countryside hotel and that they would return to London in the evening for a huge celebratory party. That party had been held in the basement of this very house. The guest list had run into the hundreds. He’d shown zero curiosity at Marnie’s failure to add any names of her own to it.

Instead of being upset at his taking charge and organising the wedding entirely for his wants and needs and his complete lack of curiosity about her, Marnie had been too busy floating on her cloud of dreams to remove the blinkers from her eyes. She was marrying Domenico! All her dreams were coming true!

She’d been pathetic.

Once the guests had gone, he’d led her upstairs—without taking her hand—and opened the door to this room. Finally, she’d thought, Domenico would express his inner feelings for her. The fact he’d held off making love, held off even kissing her, was proof of how meaningful this, their first night together, was. She’d had so much excitement charging through her veins that she’d had to imagine her feet had glue on the soles to stop herself from bouncing.

When she looked back on the Marnie who’d climbed into this bed with such high hopes and fairy-tale dreams, she wanted to rip the blinkers off and shout some sense into her.

Instead of carrying her over the threshold, he’d told her he was going to take a quick shower and to make herself comfortable, then left the room, which had killed her fantasy of him carrying her to the bed and laying her down on it. Her cloud of dreams, though, had been very resilient, and she’d showered in the pretty, feminine bathroom thinking he must be wanting to build the anticipation. Her blinkers had remained when she brushed her teeth with the only toothbrush in the pot, stayed firmly on when she slipped the white silk negligee she’d splurged half her salary on as a surprise for him, and continued to blind her when she gazed around the beautiful bedroom that was as feminine as the bathroom and practically the same size as her flat. She would swear the bed was bigger than her entire kitchen.

Innate shyness had gripped her when Domenico finally joined her in the bedroom. She was waiting for him in bed, and smiled timidly at his wide grin as he strode across the room wearing nothing but a pair of snug black hipster boxers which he’d nonchalantly shucked down his muscular legs and stepped out of, as blasé about his nudity as she was shy about hers. And why should he not be blasé? His body was as beautiful as the rest of him, and her already pounding heart came close to punching through her ribs that first time she saw him in all his naked glory. He was perfect. Everything about him, from the muscular leanness of his physique to the deep olive hue of his skin, to the dark hair that neatly covered his chest. Even the huge appendage between his legs was beautiful…not that she had anything to compare it to.

He’d climbed onto the bed, and then he’d climbed on top of her.

‘Had a good day?’ he asked when his face was over hers, his tone the same as all the times he’d asked her on a Monday morning if she’d had a good weekend.

Her senses engulfed, full to bursting with emotion, she’d nodded, pleading with her eyes for him to kiss her.

This was it. The fulfilment of all her dreams.

When she’d felt the first brush of his lips on hers, she’d melted, melted so deeply that it took a long while for the thought to hover in her near-delirious mind that his expert kisses and caresses were too expert. Domenico was going through all the motions she’d read about and seen in films; preparing her for sex—and preparing her beautifully, every touch and every kiss heavenly—but there was something missing and she’d had the fleeting thought that she was being made love to by an android plugged into expert lover mode. The only real hint of human emotion had come when he’d deemed her ready and rubbed the head of that huge appendage between her legs, and she’d whispered, ‘You will be careful?’

For the first time since their first kiss, he’d looked in her eyes, a slight frown in his brow. ‘You’ve not done this before?’

She’d shaken her head.

His lips had tightened, jaw clenching, and there had been a beat of a moment when she’d been certain he was going to climb off her. But it had only lasted a beat. His features had relaxed into their normal gorgeous, amiable state. ‘Just relax. I’ll take care of you.’

He’d been as good as his word. He’d eased himself inside her slowly, and she’d been so turned on that she’d experienced only the slightest discomfort. It had felt good. Really good. But even as he’d brought her to her first ever orgasm, there had been a disconnect in her head, like she was hovering on the ceiling watching herself climax and trying to pinpoint what was missing.

When it was over, she’d lain beneath him with her heart pounding and the feel of his heart thumping between their meshed bodies, and found herself faintly surprised that there was a beating heart in him.

He’d eased himself off her and rolled onto his back.

They’d both gazed at the ceiling, neither talking.

The silence had been deafening.

Goose bumps had broken out on her flesh, but she’d been too shy to pull the duvet up, a horrible feeling stealing over her that now he’d spent himself, she’d become invisible to him and he wouldn’t be happy at the reminder that she lay there beside him.

He’d sat up and run his fingers through his hair. The muscles of his back had moved with the motion. Her throat had closed, the ache to trace her hands over his smooth skin unbearable as it came with an instinctive fear that her touch wouldn’t be welcome.

The familiar smile had been on his face when he turned his head slightly to look at her. ‘I should leave you to get some sleep. A member of the housekeeping team is always on call, so just press the intercom if you need anything.’

Even now, she could remember her eyes widening in shock, but her tongue tying in retreat.

He’d leaned over to place a fleeting, dutiful kiss on her mouth. ‘Sleep well, Marnie.’

He’d pulled his boxers back on and strolled out of the room without looking back at her. She hadn’t uttered a single word of protest. She’d been incapable. Marnie had learned at a very young age that in times of conflict, silent invisibility was the safest course of action. More often than not, it hadn’t been necessary to make herself invisible because that’s what she’d already been to her parents, but lessons learned in childhood were the ones that stuck in your psyche the deepest.

Until their wedding night, Marnie had never felt invisible to Domenico.

Looking back, it wasn’t conflict that she’d been frightened of with him that night—he wasn’t the kind of man to raise a hand to a woman, he just wasn’t—but that to question him would lead to answers she wasn’t ready to hear. The fairy tale she’d built her dreams on was tumbling around her, and one wrong word would see it crumble into dust.

Nausea grabbed her, the water she’d drunk determined to expel itself out of her. She was leaning with her head out of the bed, vomiting clear fluid into the bucket when Domenico came into the room.

Without saying a word, he sat beside her and gently gathered her hair
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