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Preface

Book two of the Maria trilogy will capture the imagination, of romance, uncertainty, insane jealousy, temptation, and flaming passion. Dr Danny Rock’s chateau is haunted by grief and disbelief at the traumatic events that have taken place there. Maria White lays motionless in the arms of her fiancé, the striking, dynamic, controlling, Dr Rock. His dreams of a perfect life with his stunning fiancée hang in a mist of ghostly music.

However, he refuses to let go of the sparks of ecstasy that have overwhelmed him since he met Maria. 

Maria is his dream woman; the flame of hope burns brightly within him, that there is still hope of his destiny to marry her. Danny’s intimate obsession with his fiancée has overshadowed his world. He is so deeply lost in dismay that he has almost missed the important sign.

Will the pixie dust sprinkle its magic of true happiness for Danny and Maria, or will it extinguish their passion? Fate is a powerful word and with a demon still at large Danny has war in his hands.

PROLOGUE

Two eyes are staring at me through a steaming ocean. I am standing on a cliff top, sweat pouring off me, deeply wrapped in a sheet asleep, yelling at the top of my lungs. It began three nights ago; the same vision appears. His rotten yellow teeth grinch at me, his one metal leg dragging behind him as he turns the keys in the lock. The bedroom door flew open. I shake, shaken with fear, blood dripping from his eyes, sitting next to me on my bed. ‘It’s time,’ he says. Reaching into the brown paper bag next to his feet and wrings the head of a woman, blasting it over my face. I lie motionless in agony consumed by his body odour, he smells of death, rotten flesh. Holding the severed head closer to me he whispers, ‘You little bitch, get the fuck up, it’s time to go.’

‘Go where?’ 

He does not answer but grabs me with the hair, pulling me off the bed onto the wooden floor, down the stairs and out of the front door. He still holds the head in his left hand as he carries on dragging my body down the street, through a rusty metal gate and into the woods. It is pitch black. I can smell smoke, surrounded by fire, but he does not stop. Smothered in wild mushrooms and wet leaves. I am cold, shivering. Then, suddenly, a figure comes into view. Without releasing me, he raises the head into the air and strange voices fill the air with laughter. I freeze, watching the sea of eyes dancing around us. We are in the middle of the fire; it is burning all around. It is like being hunted. There are sounds of guns and wild dogs fast approaching. 

‘They are here you fucking, fucking shit.’ His voice is raw.

Letting go of my body, he is limping away into the dark forest, being chased by a white smoking chain of ghostly images. I hit my head on a stone when he trashed my lifeless body. The sound of howling dogs is faster and closer now. From a distance there is a voice. I do not recognise the voice. It calls a second time. This time I can hear but it is far, far away.

‘Maria! Maria!’ His voice is urgent, drawing me from the depths of my nightmare, the flood of disassociation and fear.

‘What is the matter darling? I am here.’

I am awake, shaken, Danny’s arms around my shoulders; I am gasping in a pool of sweat. He rushes into the bathroom, returning with a towel, drying my face then neck. Danny takes my face into his hands, examining my face. ‘Maria.’ His voice is deep, full of anguish. I shake my head getting to grips with myself. He runs the back of his hand over my cheek. ‘You had a terrifying dream.’

‘Yes, I know, it’s very frightening.’

He shifts me onto the dry side of the bed, claims me back into his arms and kisses me as I lapse back into sleep.’

One

Petra and Ivan huddled in the cramped staff office, their expressions heavy with disappointment as they awaited a call from their boss. It felt so unjust; he was radiantly happy, completely enraptured by her. They both understood that they had exhausted every viable option, unable to propose any further treatment. Now, all that remained was to let nature take its course. Danny turned off the ECG monitor, his hands trembling as he withdrew the oxygen mask and removed the catheter and IV drip. He sat there, paralyzed by a mix of anguish and disbelief, grappling with the harsh reality of his actions. A storm of fury raged within him as he remained beside his fiancée’s bed, when suddenly his cell phone buzzed to life. Fumbling in his pocket, he pulled it out and instantly recognized the caller ID. It was his mother. Panic surged through him, how could he not reach out to her or to Maria’s family yet? It felt too late to avoid the inevitable confrontation. Her parents would be livid; they would never forgive him, he thought, dreading creeping into his voice as he answered the call. 

“Hey, Mom, I am so sorry. I was about to call you.”

“Danny darling, I have seen the CNN news. What is going on with Maria? Is she all right?”

Danny tilts his head, studying Maria as her delicate eyelashes brush against her pale cheeks. In a moment of distraction, his phone slips from his clammy grip, and he lunges forward, snatching it just inches above the cold tiles. The screen lights up with his mother's smiling face, a stark contrast to the tension in the air. A sudden sound interrupts him—a dry rasp, like sandpaper scraping against wood. He spins around. Maria's cracked lips part slightly, her fingers twitching restlessly against the crisp white hospital sheet, and her eyes-wide and bloodshot—lock onto him with a pleading intensity. Her tongue flicks out, attempting to moisten her parched lips. Danny's thumb instinctively finds the red button on his phone. 

"I'll call you back," he murmurs, already stretching his hand toward the water pitcher on the nearby table.

He rushes to the dining table, grabbing the bottle of water and running back to her. He fills his mouth with water, scoops his fiancée into his arms, and slowly locks his mouth full of water on to hers, nursing her to swallow, which she does, repeating the processes three times then kissing her passionately. He sits on the edge of the bed and helps Maria on his lap so that she is facing him. Her legs wrapped around him, his smoky brown eyes gazing into hers, drawing her closer, their bodies pressing against each other, his arms secured around her waist, her arms draped over his shoulders, she asks, “Darling where are we?”

Tears are flooding down Danny’s cheeks; he is unable to speak. He dries his eyes on her theatre gown, takes a deep breath, and says, “My love I thought I had lost you. Are you in pain? And if so, where are the pains?”

Maria looks at her fiancé puzzled. He appears lost, concerned about her health. She kisses him and answers his questions. “Danny what is going on? Why are you asking me if I am in pain? And why I am wearing a theatre gown?”

“Please my darling, tell me if you’re feeling any pain or remember anything, anything at all.” His voice sounds traumatised.

She stares at him with wide eyes for a while then says, “My throat is a little sore, there is a plaster on the back of my swollen right hand, and I am feeling a sort of stabbing pain in my groin, which is about it. I remember we were brushing our teeth and were about to take a walk in the vineyard.”

~~~~

[image: ]


Running my hand over the other I notice something strange and ask, “Why have you covered my engagement ring with a plaster?” Danny is looking at me as if he has seen a ghost. I frown at him. “You are freaking me out, please explain what’s going on.”

Danny persists in questioning me about the way I am feeling. “Are there any other symptoms? Headache, chest pain, dizziness, or nausea?”

“No,” I snap, “this really getting on my nerves.”

“Maria there’s tons of stuff for me to explain, but right now what matters is that you are alive. Do you remember the housekeeper I introduced you to at the chateau, Jenny?”

I nodded.

"She attempted to poison you by lacing your lunch with a toxic chemical yesterday. You collapsed; I conducted tests and summoned medical help. I arranged for a helicopter to transport you to this hospital and two of my top medical experts, one specializing in toxins, to assist me. For the past twenty-four hours, we have been fighting to save your life. When we boarded the helicopter at chateau Petra, my lead medical professional and I discovered something alarming. To stabilize your condition, I had to insert a catheter into your urethra. The collection bag filled with blood, and it appears you've started your period, which can only mean one devastating thing: you’ve miscarried."

Silence drifts between us. We are both lost in our own world of thinking. I am thinking that it explains the pain in my core, it is like period pain, but it does not explain the soreness in my throat. From the concerned expression on his face, he would not have forced me into anything else like while I was unconscious, but why would his housekeeper attempt to poison me? We never met before yesterday. She does not fancy him, does she? Surely not? She is much older than him with blonde highlighted hair, blue eyes and slim, married to the chef Sebastian. Danny’s also deep in thought. He had checked before switching off the ECG monitor, oxygen and removing the catheter, Maria’s breathing was extremely slow. Had he missed any other sign? But anyhow, no point questioning himself, what matters now is his gorgeous fiancée is alive. The lord answered his prayer and granted his wish; she is back in his arms. She remembers what was happening before she lost consciousness; her memory is functioning normally, and she does not seem to be suffering with pain and discomfort either. That is good news; she does not require a D&C procedure; her body is perfectly capable of miscarrying naturally on its own. She is in the early stage of pregnancy, and the miscarriage is expected to be completed within few days to a week. Monitoring her condition during this time is recommended. However, an MRI is needed.

It is essential to run an MRI scan to determine if there is any long-term damage to her health, such as brain trauma, lung function, blood, and urine tests, as a matter of priority. It is also fundamental to return his mom’s call and phone Maria’s folks. She will be able to speak to her parents, hopefully he will be forgiven for having delayed informing them of their daughter’s health.

His cell starts to ring. He puts it on the speaker, kisses Maria, then answers.

“Hey, Dr Rock.”

“Good evening, sir.” It is Patricia, Danny’s PA, on the line.

“Good day Patricia. Is everything ok?”

“Yes sir, I have been watching the news. How is Ms. White?”

“Ms. White is recovering very well,” he says proudly. 

“I am pleased to hear that Ms. White is doing well, sir. Are you still going ahead with the wedding dress plan scheduled for tomorrow?”

Danny looks at his fiancée who presents him with the cheekiest smile, whispering into his ear, “I am hungry. Do you think I can have something to eat without been poisoned?”

He laughs and says to his PA, “Leave everything as planned, forward me the email and I’ll speak to you soon.”

“Bye sir.”

Danny ends the call, turning his attention to his fiancée. “I’m not surprised that you’re hungry, you’ve had nothing to eat in the last twenty-four hours.” He pauses, kisses her then says, “My darling I am deeply sorry that one of my staff has managed to cause you so much pain right under my nose. I can assure you that I will take every precaution to keep you safe. But before you have something to eat, it is necessary to run more tests to be sure that there is not any form of permanent damage to your health.” He reaches for her hand and removes the surgical plaster off her engagement ring, saying, “We need to speak to your folks and my mom. We have been on CNN news and there are paparazzi camping outside waiting for news of your state of health.”

“What have paparazzi got to do with us and why is my throat so sore?”

“Darling a man in my position always draws attention from the outside world, they are constantly on the lookout for me to slip up. Think about it. I have just got engaged to the most stunning woman that manages a huge Magic Gym business in Andalusia. Then the next things her fiancé takes her to his chateau in France to spend the weekend together. Soon after they arrive, I fly her to my hospital by helicopter and there are two police officers guarding the door outside. She is being nursed in his private room with the curtains shut. That does not sound like minor issue no matter how long I try to delay speaking to them. In the end we must face the cameras before your dad rips my balls off demanding an explanation of what I have done to his little girl.

The thought of my dad with Danny’s balls in his hands causes me to feel a bit nauseated but best not to dwell on that. “Okay, I understand the predicament, but can you explain the reason for my sore throat please?”

“The soreness in your throat is because we had to pump and drain your stomach to get rid of the substance you have ingested. The discomfort will get better in few days, and we will deal with the baby issues. It is sad that you have miscarried but considering what you have been through I am not surprised. Are you up for a shower?”

I nodded my head.

“I will carry you into the bathroom. It is crucial that I get you something to wear in front of the camera.”

“You do not need to carry me, I am quite able to walk into the washroom on my own thank you, but you are right. There is no way in hell I am going anywhere in public wearing a theatre gown with an open back. I am sure you would not want me exposing my ass, would you?” I ask suggestively. 

We kiss, then he says, “I do not want any part of you exposed, I have almost lost you. Right now, and always you will be my treasure that needs to be kept under guard. From now on, I promise you my love that you will never eat or drink anything without someone else tasting it first to make sure that it is safe for you to consume. You will have bodyguards around you twenty-four seven, except when you are with me. I am having all my staff re-checked by security. I will not allow you or me to go through what we have gone through in the last twenty-four hours. I have given your dad my word that I can and will take care of you.”

“I love you my darling, it is painful that we have lost our baby, but it would have been hell if you were gone. We will practice having more babies, which is not a problem. Shower now while I sort out something appropriate for you to wear and if I feel after the MRI scan and the rest of the tests that you are well enough to be discharged, we will face the cameras, and I am taking you back to the chateau.”

“I have had the room designed for us. I wanted to spend time with you alone in our bed and someone has taken the decision to play God with your life. We will do what I have planned for us. There is nothing for you to fear, I will take care of you and that is a promise.”

He watches as I walk into the bathroom. He follows me in and turns on the shower for me. I have my shower under his watchful eyes as he rummages in the wardrobe, searching for a green surgeon’s outfit to fit me. He manages to locate a size eight pair of trousers and ten top for me to wear, then insists that I wear one of his briefs. He explains that I cannot have any metal on while undergoing magnetic resonance imaging. He has recommended a scan because he says it is the best way to generate an accurate diagnosis of my health. It creates detailed images of internal organs. Now, I cannot disagree with him as I know he has my best interests at heart. Once he has finished dressing me in his chosen outfit, which I was first to admit that I look ridiculous, he rings Ivan and Petra informing them of Maria’s health, which was dramatic news. “My fiancée is breathing on her own. Meet us in the MRI scanning room in an hour please.”

Then he calls Marco to inform him that Ms White is recovering well, which Marco was pleased to hear. Danny asked Marco to send my blue dress, black diamante sling back flat shoes, and black handbag with Carlos.

He sits on one of the black leather sofas in the room with me on his lap, fussing over me and gently putting a pair of slippers with the DR logo on my feet. Danny tides a lock of hair away from my face while calling his mom. She answers on the first ring.

“Hey mom, sorry about earlier. I had something important to deal with. Maria is fine, I will put her on so you can have a chat.”

“That is good news son. Yes, I am looking forward to a speak, put her on.”

Danny passes his cell to me, and I have a quick chat with his mom. “Hey its Maria. How are you? I hope you had a pleasant journey back to LA.”

“Yes, the journey was pleasurable. I am more concerned about you, are you okay? According to CNN news my son had you admitted to hospital with stomach problems, what is that all about?”

“You know your Danny, he was just fussing over me, I’m fine,” raising my eyebrows at him.

“Maria from what I understand the police are involved. Pass me back to Danny, you are both hiding something. I passed the cell to him; he takes it and talks to his mom.

“Mom, I will be giving a press conference in the next few hours. I can assure you that Maria is fine. I will call you later this evening. I need to speak to her folks; I am sure they are as concerned as you. Bye mom.” He is not giving away even to his mother.

He then calls my parents. Dad answers immediately. Dad sounds tremendously distressed as he addresses him. “Danny what is going on with my daughter? She was fine yesterday. Her mother, sister and I are concerned to hear the news that you have taken her to hospital.”

“Maria is perfectly fine; she had a pain in her stomach. I took the decision to admit her to hospital for observations, which is all. I will pass you on to her. We will have a talked after.” Danny passed the phone to me.

I roll my eyes at him; he should be shedding light on what happened to their daughter, not me. I can only say how I am feeling now. Trying to sound cheerful I answer. “Dad I am fine, I did not feel well when we arrived at the chateau yesterday. Danny was concerned so just to be on the safe side he admitted me to hospital for observations, which is all, nothing to worry about.” Just by repeating what he has already said, I am lying to my dad.

“Baby, are you sure that’s all it is?”

“Yes dad, can I have a speak with mom please? Danny will have a word with you afterwards.”

“There’s your mother.”

My mom wastes no time questioning me. She has always been a suspicious woman. “Maria your father, you and Danny are hiding something. For him to rush you into hospital so soon after you have arrived at his place in France means he has more than just you to protect. French police report that it has gotten something to do with your stomach. He has you pregnant, hasn’t he?” My mother’s tone of voice sounds distressing.

Sitting on my fiancée’s lap I gaze into his eyes. I recognise a mixture of sadness and happiness. I do not wish my parents to think badly of him. I will do anything for him, I am thinking, as I reassure my mother. “Mom stops worrying, I am fine and there is not any baby. Danny and I are waiting until after we are married for that sort of responsibility. He wants a word with dad, and I will speak to you soon. Bye, love you.”

From a youthful age I have learned that the best policy to get my mom off my back is to tell her what she wants to hear. To keep it short and sweet, she is a born worrier, but she is my mom, I love her, and she loves me.

“Love you too baby, I’m always worried for you,” says my mother. My eyes wide, I passed the phone over to Danny.

I am thinking my mom had worthy cause for anxiety regarding her daughter’s health. From what he has shared with me so far, this person intentionally caused me harm by poisoning me. Now he is even more obsessed than before and intends to have me watched twenty-four seven by bodyguards. He and my dad are deep in discussion. He tells my dad that he will be talking to the press in the next hour and his daughter, my fiancée, will be by my side. That he loves me and will never allow her to do any harm. My dad tells Danny if I ever commit any harm, he will hold him personally responsible. Danny did not comment on that, but says, “I will speak to you in few days, meanwhile there’s nothing to worry about. I will never allow her to come to any harm.” 

He looks at me and says, “Your folks and my mom have no idea what I have been going through to save your life. I have employed psychopaths; your dad is right to be angry. Let us conduct this MRI scan.”

Danny starts fussing over me making sure that I look presentable then whispers, “I should have been making love to you last night, feeling my cock inside you, hearing you moan for me, listening to you calling my name. Instead, I was in emotional despair, fearing for your life and having to make very distressing decisions. If you ever dream of leaving me, remember that you owe your life to me. You are mine and always will be.”

As he opens the bedroom door, I wipe the tears off my cheek with my hand. Danny’s about to lock the door when Carlos arrives holding Danny’s weekend bag. Security personnel are all over the place. He gives the room key to Carlos and secures his arm around my shoulders, addressing Carlos. “Put the bag in the room, lock it then come with me.”

Carlos wastes no time following his order. Danny then looks at the two police officers and says, “Do not leave this door unattended under any circumstances.”

Both tip their heads to one side and say, “Understood sir.”

Carlos locks the door behind him, Danny and I walk along his hospital corridor with three security guards in front and the same behind, Carlos’s walking in between us in front. Nursing staff, doctors and even patients are fighting to catch a glimpse of the CEO’s fiancée that has been making headlines around the world. He greets his staff and patients with a smile as he swiftly moves along, heading for the MRI scanning room. At no time does he stop to speak to anyone or remove his arm from my waist. Just before reaching his destination, he says to Carlos, “Ask one of the nursing staff to come with us please.”

“Yes sir.” Carlos replies and signals a young nurse that was peeping through the door to follow their boss.

Her face lights up exposing all her teeth as she joins the procession of security personnel. Her boss is owner of the hospital and the most important woman in his life, his fiancée Ms White, have asked for her to join them in the MRI room. Danny introduced me to Ivan and Petra. Both have a smile on their faces. Danny orders the young nurse to go into the changing room and put on a hospital gown. She is happy to oblige; the sunny grin appears on her face as if Danny has asked her to give him a kiss. Watching the contentment on the young nurse’s face I am begun to build a picture of the reason women might happily poison me to seduce him. He is rich, gorgeous, and sexy. Whichever way he chooses to make love to me; Danny is heaven and at this moment few women can claim that privilege. I will have lot of makeup to do in his bed. The nurse reappears all gowned up. Danny’s eyes dart from Ivan to Petra followed by Carlos, who is guarding the door, before saying to Petra, “Petra will you assist the nurse into the MRI machine please.”

Petra nods.

Danny then turns to Ivan and says, “You and Petra monitor her please.”

“Yes sir,” Ivan replies.

The young nurse is still on cloud nine with a magical smile on her face as she goes through the MRI scan, feeling extremely special, that the boss has chosen her over the rest of his nursing staff. However, Dr Rock’s motive is far from making her or anyone else feel special. He wants to be sure that the machine is safe before his fiancée goes through it. After what he has been through to save his special woman’s life and promising her dad that he is able to take care of her and keep her from harm, he is making sure that everybody else will take the bullet before it gets to her. Once he is satisfied that the scanner is safe, he kisses his fiancée, assists her into the machine and whispers, “I love you and I’ll be watching.” 

Danny watches closely as the scanner begins to record the state of health of his beautiful fiancée. In the end the results confirm that there is not any permanent damage to Maria’s health. He assists her out of the scanner and immediately floats her on his arm. He thanks everyone for their help and assistance and tells Ivan that he can go back to Paris this evening for his wife and children. Petra’s also free to travel back to Spain, but on the understanding that he will arrange a flight for her as he cannot spare Carlos to fly her back by helicopter. Danny leaves with his fiancée in his arm and his convoy of security heading for the lab. He still needs to conduct blood tests on Maria before he is satisfied that she is healthy enough to leave hospital. He takes two phials of blood from Maria’s arm. Carlos runs the lab tests; there is nothing to cause him concern. He will be taking his fiancée back to their chateau after the press conference.

He takes me back to room one, while security waits outside. He fusses over me taking the surgeon’s outfit off and dressing me in the blue dress he had specially requested from the chateau, the dress with the built-in bra. I am still wearing his briefs. He pops my sling back diamante shoes on my feet, arranges my long chestnut brown locks over my shoulder, kisses me and heads for the door.

Under tight security, with his fiancée secure on his arm, Dr Rock, CEO of DR establishments, addresses the cameras. He is facing inquiries on the topics, ranging from speculation about his fiancée's pregnancy to concerns regarding potential poisoning. We are blinded by flashing lights. Danny sticks to his story that his fiancée is in impeccable health, but after suspecting that one of his staff may have spiked his fiancée’s lunch with organic compound, he had taken her to his hospital for protective measures only, that is the reason the police were involved. He continues by asking the paparazzi to please leave him and his fiancée in peace and vacate his hospital grounds. As usual I do not add much, in fact not even open my mouth, but then again, I am not on his arms to speak, he wants the world to see that his fiancée is well and healthy, that is all that matters. 

We stopped at the hospital drugstore afterwards. Danny buys me few personal lady essentials, then calls Marco and states that he is arriving in the next thirty minutes with Ms White. Escort a female member of staff to the top floor and watch while she changes the bed. Then ask Sebastian to prepare a healthy dinner of soup with chicken breast and seasonal vegetables with freshly baked rolls and set the dining table. Before leaving room one he requests staff to strip the bed and take the medical equipment out of the room once that is done. He gathers our personal belongings, locks the room, hands the bag to Carlos and says to the two police officers, “You can leave now, thank you for your assistance.”

They both say, “It was a pleasure sir,” before departing.

His security team accompanied us to the landing pad on top of the hospital. Danny orders them to drive to the chateau before boarding his helicopter with his fiancée. Carlos takes his position in the pilot’s seat and conducts his checks before we are airborne. Once in the air he kisses me passionately, his tongue massaging my tonsils, his hand caresses my breasts. He whispers, “Baby, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine.”

“Maria I am sorry for the pain you have been through. Before all these fuckups yesterday I agreed and located the kids’ film we were going to watch together in bed. That is what we will do after dinner if you are feeling up to it.”

“Besides, after an unplanned night in hospital and god knows whatever else you took advantage of while I lay unconscious my darling, I deserve to watch the film,” I say in a seductively, running my index finger over my lower lip.

Danny draws his fingers to his chin and fires those deep brown eyes into mine. He smiles and says, “Believe me my darling I wanted sex with you last night more than I have ever wanted anything in my life, but I was more concerned for your health. I love you and you have been through enough pain. The condition you were in it would have been like fucking a corpse that I have no intention of doing.”

“How thoughtful?” I tease.

“Are you okay to walk? We are about to land.” 

“Yes, my legs are perfectly fine, thank you very much.”

He kisses me as Carlos brings the helicopter to the ground. Carlos takes the weekend bag. Danny carries my handbag in one hand, holding my hand with the other. Inside the chateau all the staff are on a knife edge. Sebastian is in a panic finishing garnishing the soup that his boss has requested, Marco standing to attention in the doorway. Danny walks straight into his study with me and orders Carlos and Marco to join us. They come in, Marco closes the door behind him, and Danny asks them to take a seat on the leather sofas opposite. I am starving but I will have to wait. My fiancé promised me that my life is important to him, and his staff must understand that if they value their positions within his organisation, they will do everything in their power to ensure that the most important woman in his life is safe. There cannot be any more fuckups as he says.

“Marco, Ms White and I are going to the dining room for our dinner. Make sure that the food we are about to eat is safe. Sebastian will taste the dish I’ve asked him to prepare before he serves it to us. Do not take your eyes off him or the dinner. Thank you, Marco, you can go now.”

Marco leaves the study closing the door. Danny turns his attention to Carlos, who is still sitting with his hands crossed over his knees as if praying for mercy with a worried look in his eyes. Danny addresses him. “Carlos, you have worked extremely hard assisting me in saving Ms White’s life. I am appointing you as my fiancée’s personal bodyguard. You will recruit a team of others to assist. You will send me their details; we will select a shortlist of the most appropriate candidates and interview them together. Inform your dad that I expect all the staff to be ready in the rear garden for a 9-am meeting tomorrow morning please. You will be accompanying us to Paris after the meeting. That will be all, thank you Carlos.”

Carlos smiles with pride and says, “Thank you sir.”

I am thinking you are damn, brave to take that sort of responsibility into your hands, to guard Danny treasured possession. I hope for your sake you can keep his fiancée from harm because if you fuck up, he will have you shot. I am surprised that he did not rest this on Marco’s shoulders, but they are both similar in nature to father and son. They rarely smile or joke with the rest of the staff and when they do produce a smile, you would think that they are constipated and need an enemy or sort of remedy for relief. Danny looks at me and says, “Shall we have something to eat?”

I nodded. “I thought you were never going to ask!”

He takes my hand and leads me into the dining room. The dining room is huge; in the middle there is a long, rectangular mahogany table, two matching dressers on each side and twelve black leather chairs. At the end floor to ceiling French doors dressed in beautiful drapes. Danny does not do things by half; he wants all or nothing. The table is set for two. He draws the chair for me to sit down, kissing my neck before taking his place opposite. Marco’s face pops through the dining room doors. Danny looks in his direction and nods.

Sebastian emerges with a white soup serving tureen on a tray with two matching bowls and a basket of freshly baked rolls followed closely behind by Marco. He carefully places the tray on a mat and says, “Good evening, sir, Ms White.”

Danny nods and I say, “Good evening, Sebastian.”

I notice Sebastian’s hands shaking as he serves the soup, then says, “What would you and Ms White like to drink sir?”

Danny eyes zip across the table and he asks, “Darling what do you fancy?”

I shrug. “What about a glass of our finest red to celebrate the life of my fiancée?” He smiles and says to Sebastian. “Get me a bottle of my vintage red wine.”

Sebastian is quick off the mark. He opens the doors to the dresser and produces a bottle of wine, dusting it with a napkin before handing it to his boss and asking, “Will this one do sir?”

“Perfect.”

While Sebastian opens the wine Danny says to Marco, “Ask Carlos to come in please.”

Carlos appears quite promptly. Jeez, he is taking this bodyguard role seriously. I hope there will not be three of us in bed tonight. 

Sebastian is about to pour the wine when Danny says, “Get three more glasses and pour the three of you a glass.” He waits while Sebastian does as he is told and passes glasses of wine on Marco and Carlos; he is holding his own. Their boss goes on, “I would like to propose a toast to my gorgeous fiancée and if anyone ever dreams of harming her again do not blame me for what I’ll do to you. Thank you all.”

I smile sweetly. The three of them leave and we eat in silence. I am not one for red wine, but it is quite refreshing to have an alcoholic drink given that I was not allowed alcohol at our engagement party. After dinner he takes my hand and leads me to the top floor. After freshening up he undresses me, taking my dress over my head gently, then his briefs that he insisted I wear off. He hands me one of his T-shirts. I am plugging a Tampax down there, washing my hands. There is a knock on the bedroom door. He closes the bathroom door and answers the knock. Danny reappears quite quickly, empty hands. I ask him, “Who was at the door?”

He smiles and says, “It was a delivery.”

I ask, “What sort of delivery?” 

He gives me a cheeky smile and shrugs. As I unbutton his lime green Lacoste shirt, drifting it off his shoulder, he watches me unbuckle his black leather belt and unzip his black trousers, that leisurely slide off his hips. He takes his black leather shoes off followed by his socks and leaves his Armani underwear on, tidying everything before leading me into bed. I noticed a tray on the bedside table with a silver flask and two cups. He arranges the pillows against the oak headboard, pours two cups of milk, then reaches inside the dresser retrieving a bottle of Remy Martin fine champagne cognac and pouring a full measure into both cups. Danny then goes into bed with me between his legs, my head resting on his chest. After arranging the duvet cover over us, he presses keypad beside the bed and Bambi comes to life on the enormous plasma screen facing us. My heart bounces into my mouth, I cannot believe he is watching, one of my favourite kids’ movies with me in bed as he says, “Hot milk my love? I hope I have this right; I’m not a milk drinker but a little cognac will improve the taste.”

We watched the film for a while before I began to feel dozy, something else from me. Keeping the film running, he sweeps me into his arms and lays my head on the pillow. He kisses my forehead, then my nose, before sliding his tongue into my mouth slowly. He kisses me, lashing his tongue in and out. He cups my breasts with one hand and dips a finger of the other into the milk, massages my nipples with the alcoholic milk, then sucks them very gently, his erection pushing against the inside of my thighs. His underwear remains on. My body goes into feverish mode, I want him inside me, but I am recovering. He would not risk having sex just yet. He drips milk into my bellybutton and says, “Stay still my love, if you move, you will spill milk on the sheet. Now I do not fancy sleeping on wet sheets, which means I would have to stop what we are doing and call the staff to change the bed. I do not think you want that do you?”

He sucks the warm liquid from my bellybutton and loads two fingers in my mouth. I yell- My body is not in a state for that yet.” We held each other for a while, he played with my hair, kissed me, and rested a hand on my tommy no word just silence.

With his arms around me, we cuddled facing the TV. My enthusiasm for watching Bambi disappears as I concentrate on kissing my fiancée, my eyes begin to close, and I drift into a deep sleep.

Two

The following morning, I am awake alone in the bed; there’s light creeping underneath the door. Taking a deep breath and mentally composing myself, I head into the bathroom. I am sure Danny will not be far and if he has left the room the door will be locked with Carlos standing guard outside. I use the washroom, brush my teeth thinking surprisingly I am feeling quite refreshed given what I have been through in the past few days. However, the throbbing intensity between my thighs from period pain is playing hell with the rest of my body.

In sense I am thrilled to have a little bit of peace and time alone without him fussing over me. Do not get me wrong, I know he loves me and I am an incredibly lucky girl to be alive thanks to him and I do love him. From what I understand Jenny’s intention was to kill, so it is a miracle that I am alive from what he has told me. I am hugely impressed that he is doing everything in his power to protect me. I have a shower, wash my hair, dry myself and load a fresh Tampax in place, quickly choose a set of matching black lace underwear and bra, get dressed wearing a silver shift dress and my gold leaf low heel sandals. I open the curtains and am instantly greeted by beautiful sunlight. I stand at the window for a while, lost in the lushness of green vines and lime trees as far as the eye can see, then run the hairdryer over my hair, puffing my cheeks with a little face cream. I searched for my bottle of Chanel No 5 in my toiletries bag and checked my handbag, but I cannot find it. I settle for a dash of Armani Code. I will ask Danny if he knows what happened to my Chanel later. I am surprised that he has not made an appearance yet. After a quick peek in the mirror and running my fingers into my curly hair, I seized the opportunity to ring Rob. I know if he sees the news he will be concerned.

I scooped my iPhone from my handbag, sliding into one of the white leather sofas in the bedroom and pressed his number. He answers in the first ring.

“Good morning darling, how are you?” I ask.

“Honey are you all, right? I am going out of my mind here with worries. I’ve been watching the news nonstop with poor Fred trying to console me,” says Rob.

“What can I say darling? It has been a narrow escape from what he has shared with me so far, one of his staff tried to poison me.”

“Maria honey has you seen the tabloid news and TV?”

“No, why?”

“Honey you and him are on the front pages of every newspaper, standing at his hospital surrounded by security and cameras. There are rumours flying around that you are pregnant. Maria, I thought we were best friends, you’ve never mentioned that you are expecting. We’ve always shared secrets. I’m surprised that you did not drop any hint that you and he are going to be parents.”

“Rob, Danny admitted me to his hospital because he was concerned for my health. To keep an eye on me in case I deteriorate. The paparazzi got wind of it and set up camp outside his hospital. They refused to move until we faced the cameras and answered their questions. I can promise you no matter what you may've heard on the news or read in the papers I never was pregnant and as you know me, we’ve been house mates for years, I’m not the best person to be around during my period which I’m going through right at this moment.’’ I’ve no intention of sharing with Rob or anyone else that I have miscarried our child, I am feeling far too raw right now to start talking about the baby.

“Honey it is none of my business if you are having his child or not. I was just shocked that is all.”

“Now I am perfectly fine what about you? How are you getting on with Fred? Is he looking after you?”

“Oh, honey Fred and I are so contented that he has already asked me to move in with him. Maria, I miss not having you around to chat to, our lives seem to have changed overnight, you with him and me with Fred. Do not get me wrong, I’m happy that we’ve both found love, but at a price.”

“What price is that?”

“Honey, judging from the night of your engagement party he is a very jealous man. It does not look like he will ever allow you to be out of his sight so we could enjoy our usual picnic in the park or going for coffee alone ever again.

I recognise the distressed tone in Rob’s voice and know he is missing me even though he has found what he has been searching for. He has found love with Fred, his gay partner who seems to care for him. In sense I miss my best friend too, but he is right, Danny’s obsession over me now is worse than he was before all this poisoning business. I will be lucky if he agrees to allow me to spend time alone in Rob’s company even though he is aware that he is gay, I am thinking as I try to reassure him. “Of course, we will go out for coffee darling, do not get to dismayed over Danny’s jealousy. I will work something out in the next few days, but I must go, he is taking me to Paris this morning to visit wedding dress designers.”

“Paris, you are a lucky cow,” he laughs.

I laugh and say, “I know I’m lucky and one of the tenderest of filets mignon.”

“Maria I would not count on ever spending time together without him present, like we have been used to, but if you are happy that is all that matters. Your TT needs it is MOT and other roadworthiness attending to before this Friday, do you want me to take care of it?” 

“No thank you darling, I will be home in few days, I will take care of it. Now try and compose yourself, we will always be best friends no matter what and I want you to be involved in my wedding arrangements in ways.”

He laughs and says, “You really want me to be involved honey?”

“If you do not agree to be part of it, I call off the wedding. Bye Rob, I will speak to you soon.”

“Bye honey.”

I been so engrossed in conversation with Rob I have failed to notice that Danny’s been standing at the door listening and he has heard what I have said to Rob. That I will call the wedding off. He walks over and sits next to me on the sofa, kisses me, smiles, and says, “I can see that you are up, washed, dressed, and planning to cancel our wedding. Whose permission have you asked to call the wedding off? I am interested to know.” His eyes are filled with a combination of jealousy and intimacy. 

“I was just having a joke with Rob; he’s missing me that’s all.”

“I see,” running his hand over my bare thigh he whispers, “you look beautiful, l loves the dress, the whole package looks perfect. Remember one thing and one thing only. My love, if your dream is not to marry me you will never wed any man on the planet. Do you understand?”

“Crystal, dear darling, and as you are in the mood for setting rules where have you been? I awoke to find my fiancé had abandoned me, without leaving a note as to where he had gone. I cannot find my bottle of Chanel No5 perfume, and I was not allowed to finish watching my film last night.” I flick my tongue out, licking my lips in a suggestive manner.

“I will never abandon you Maria, you have changed everything in my world, it would be hell to face life without you. I have almost lost you. I cannot afford any more mistakes by staff that I have trusted to take care of our properties, you were safe in bed asleep with two bodyguards outside your bedroom doors. Jenny broke your bottle of Chanel No5, I will replace your perfume today while we are in Paris and we can watch the film at any time, you needed your rested.” 

He has a serious expression on his face which is difficult to read. I am not sure if he is happy or sad, but suddenly, I am feeling all tense sitting next to him. Surely, he can’t be jealous of Rob, and he must have acknowledged that I didn’t mean what I said about cancelling the wedding as he says, “I’m sure you must be hungry, shall we have some breakfast while staff clean the room and change the bed my darling?”

He takes my hand, leading me towards the door, then stops before opening the doors. He runs his hand over my breasts and says, “We will be setting the wedding date for late September. On the way to Paris, we will draw up a list of guests we would like to invite. Once it is done, we will send it to the printer and distributor. After we are happy with the design, they will take care of printing and sending the invitations to our guests. What role are you planning for Rob to play in our wedding?” Staring at me with his pool of green.

“Can’t we talk about it over breakfast please? I am hungry.”

“Okay.”

Danny opens the bedroom doors, leading me down the stairs and into the same dining room where we had dinner last night. Marco and Carlos follow close behind. Asking both to come into the dining room he says, “Carlos make sure that everything is ready, we will leave soon after Ms White and I finish our breakfast. That will be all thank you.” 

Carlos disappears. I notice they are not wearing their usual uniform of deep brown trousers and golden coloured shirts. They are both dressed in dark grey pencil striped suits, white shirts, light blue ties, and expensive pairs of black shoes on their feet, with their sunglasses in the top left-hand pocket of their jacket. He turns and addresses Marco, “Has all been taken care of?”

“Yes sir,” he replies with a smug grin on the conner of his lips.

“Excellent work as always.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Danny cocks his head to one side; Marco nods and leaves the room. We are both still standing. I notice the table is set for two next to each other facing the doors. He pulls my chair, sitting me down before taking his place next to me. Sebastian appears with a tray followed close behind by two security personnel that were at the hospital with us yesterday.

“Good morning, sir, Ms White,” say the three of them.

“Good morning,” we both say. Danny’s eyes dart from one security person to the other, they both nod, then to Sebastian who serves the glass jug of orange juice into two glasses and a selection of fruits beautifully arranged in a bowl with peppermint leaves on top. I notice Sabastian’s hands are still shaking as he pours the orange juice and asks, “How do you prefer your eggs poached Ms White?”

“Soft please.”

“Thank you, I’ll be back shortly with your poached eggs.”

We both say thank you. Sabastian and the two security guards leave, closing the doors behind them. Danny normally asks me what I would like to eat for breakfast, but today he did not, he just took the decision to order whatever he thinks I should be eating. He takes his spoon and tucks into his fruit as I sip my orange juice slowly. Underneath my lashes I notice he is watching me, the green eyes still lurking in his vision as he presses on with the questions about Rob. “What role are you intending to ask Rob to play in our wedding my darling?” with a serious expression on his face as he turns his head to face me.

My eyes wide, I shrug. Thinking he is beginning to make me angry with his jealousy as I answer his question. “Danny, don’t you trust me? Am I not allowed to speak to my friend and must give you an explanation every time? Is this your idea of love? Well, if that is the case I would have been better off dead. From what you have told me my fate was in your hands. Have I been granted a second chance for you to treat me like sort of sex slave? Please tell me.” Tears start flooding down my cheeks, I am shaking.

He drops his spoon quickly into his fruit bowl. His arms zip around my shoulders. Resting my head on his shoulder, his gaze softens as he dries my eyes with his linen napkin, whispering into my ear “My love I am deeply sorry. I did not mean to distress you in any way. It broke my heart to see you cry and please do not ever use the word dead in that manner again. You are not my sex slave; I love you and I want you.”

“You surely have a funny way of showing love Danny. I cannot do this. I have lost my appetite; I need fresh air. Please do not follow me.” I try to free myself from his grip on me, but he will not let me go. 

“Maria, we need to talk about this. We will take a walk afterwards. Come, we will go to the study.” He stands up with one arm around me, opens the dining room doors, and leads me into his study, closing the door. 

We sit on one of the leather sofas, his arms around me, my head on his chest. I can’t stop sobbing. He is using every strength in his body trying to console me; his shirt is soaking with my tears. “Maria can you please tell me why you are upset? Is it because I asked you what role Rob’s going to play at our wedding or is there something else that is distressing you? I understand your body is going through emotional changes now with the miscarriage and period pains, we do not have to go to Paris today if you prefer to rest. I will take you for a walk and then we will spend the rest of the day doing whatever you please. All I am asking is for you to talk to me please.”

Danny’s an extremely jealous man but I know whatever I demand of him right now he will do. First to stop the anxiety between us, then he does not want me to take a walk on my own. I cannot bear the thought of rushing from one wedding dress designer to the next right now in Paris. They will all be expecting me to take off my clothes and measure me each time. Other times it would not be a problem. I have never been to Paris; it would be a treat. Is he that absent-minded that he overlooks the fact that I am going through the emotions of losing our child? He should be doting on me to relax, not dragging me through the streets of Paris knowing full well that I am bleeding and in pain. He only told me part of the story as to the reason Jenny poisoned me, after all that, he had just informed me that the same Jenny had broken my bottle of Chanel No 5. Why has this woman felt the need not only attempting to kill me but to destroy my item as well? I just want time on my own. I can feel a headache coming on, I close my eyes and tilt my head back as grief and longing spear through me. Of course, I do, but does he understand?

I cannot be with someone who takes pleasure in inflicting pain on me, someone who is supposed to love me. Love is based on solid foundations, romance and sharing. Danny demands my attention, demands that I do what I am told to obey his commands, is this his idea of love? It is more like an erupting volcano ready to explode. If we do not address these issues before it is too late, we will end up being the next statistics. The statistical chance of most unhappy marriages ends in divorce and if we’d managed to produce kids in between painful arguments, finding flaws in one another, spending the night in separate rooms or separate homes and slamming the doors in each other’s faces, the idea of legal teams choosing the course of action and what’s best for our kids, every weekend ending in a battle as we struggle to keep eye contact handing over our kids to the chosen parent that has custody for that weekend, that’s not the sort of life I’ve dreamt of, he has to choose. Yes, he must.

I dry my face, then my eyes with my hand, sit up straight and compose myself. “Danny, listen to me please,” I say. He turns so that we are facing each other on the leather settee. He gazes at me with bloodshot eyes, also in tears and overwhelming agony over his face, crushed in pain. He tries to embrace me; I resist and slide away from him. We are sitting at both ends of the sofa. We have not been that far apart since we began seeing each other. It is hideous. I love him. I wrap my arms around my body, hugging myself, holding myself together, I must be strong. At the end of this conversation the choice is his. Danny must choose what he wants, whichever way he decides life without him will be hell for a while, but I will cope.

Breathing deep, all I want is to kiss him but that is not the way to address this. We cannot continue like this, things must change. I press on, “Danny, you say you are in love and want me, but my understanding of love is based on trusting each other, sharing, and giving. Love is magical, wrapped in a combination of intimacy and desire, fire burning within us. Romance should begin with a solid foundation, spending quality time with each other, taking time to get to know one another, building and constructing in a slow and inviting manner, taking romantic walks, and whispering sweet nothings into each other’s ear. It is not based on rushing to be wed. We are supposed to travel to Paris, the city of love and romance, for the first time together. Shouldn’t our first time in Paris be more than just visiting wedding dress designers? I am suffering from a combination of being poisoned, miscarrying and period pains. You are happy to be dragging me around Paris in that sort of agony, where I must forever find washrooms to change my necessity. Is that your idea of love for me? Please tell me.”

His hand cupping his chin, fighting his tears, he answers, “Maria I am extremely sorry. I have not been thinking straight. You look well enough physically; I thought you would be able to continue with our plan of going to Paris. However, I have not considered the psychological and emotional impact on you. There is not any excuse for my behaviour. I understand you are upset; you are right to be. I will do anything to make it up to you. I will cancel the Paris arrangement and anything else you wish. I admit I have buried my head in the sand on the baby issue, I had more pressing concerns on my mind, but that does not mean I am not in pain. Yes, I fully appreciate what you are going through, but you should not question my love for you. Maria, you know that I love you, please do not shut me out, I will do whatever it takes.”

Tears swimming in our eyes, I say, “Danny I can’t do this, I cannot carry on with the way you are every time I receive a call from a male friend like Rob, you’re so engrossed in jealousy that you wouldn’t even ask me what I would like for breakfast. I am forced to eat whatever you choose. You have brought me back to your chateau, the same chateau where one of your staff attempted to harm me, after spending the night in your hospital unconscious. After trying to convince.me, my parents, and your mother with a skimming version of what had happened to me. Then when I asked you about the whereabouts of my bottle of Chanel No5, you informed me that the very same Jenny had also broken my perfume. Her husband Sabastian is still working for you in the kitchen, last night when he served the soup dish I struggled to eat, thinking I’m about to eat my last meal, and this business of keeping me behind locked doors when you leave the room with a guard on the bedroom doors isn’t healthy.”

“If we continue the way we are and go through with the wedding, we will only land up divorcing, and if we have been blessed with kids our kids will be spending their time watching the window on a Friday evening to spend the weekend with one of their parents. Is that your dream Danny?”

“Maria, I know whichever way I try to explain to you that I’m deeply in love with you and I’ve no intention of sharing with you, your folks my mum or anyone the reason Jenny tried to harm you, because I have difficulty understanding the dilemma. All I am trying to do, is to protect you.” 

“I’ve no intention of ever divorcing you once we are married Maria, our kids will grow up with both of their parents, I can promise you that. The only reason that Sabastian is still working for us is because I do not believe that he engages in anything that his wife did. But I will let Sabastian go and hire all the fresh staff. All that matters to me is your happiness.”

“If my happiness is important to you, then you will let me go. I cannot execute existing in your world of obsession Danny. What you call love is more like a disaster waiting to happen. As you are my boss and my fiancé can I take time off, a two-week vacation alone to spend with my family please?” I say between wiping the tears off my face.

He looks at me with a wary expression. “Maria please do not torture me in this way; I do not deserve to be away from you. Think about this logically. What would your folks or my mum think if you turned up in California alone without me? I will call my PA; she will cancel the Paris arrangement. We will then take a walk, there is a little cafe near here, I’ll take you there for a drink and something to eat. We will then talk about the vacation.”

I look at him with my goofy eyes. I knew that he would not allow me to go on vacation without him. Deep down I don’t want to be without him, his gentleness, loving and caring side, and his dark, daring sexy gaze as he says, “My darling forgive me, I promise to work on the jealousy side of me, if you don’t give me any cause to be jealous. Can I have a kiss please?” He stands up and takes my hands into his, forcing me to stand up from the sofa. Danny kisses me very gently on my lips, then my nose, followed by my forehead and back to my lips. Then tugging my chin with his fingers, forcing me to look into his eyes, whispering, “I will wait forever for you if that is what it takes. I will take it one day at a time as long as I can be with you. I will date you all over again. Ms White, what about dinner tonight? Let us call it our first date and see how we get on. What about it?”

I laugh, he drives me insane, but it is hard to resist his gentleness, his humour, and the erotic tone in his voice. My body shouts for him, I answer his question, “A dinner date sounds intriguing, Dr Rock, where are you planning to take me? Somewhere romantic I hope, for this first encounter, may I ask?”

He reaches into his pocket taking his iPhone out with his free hand while keeping hold of my shoulder with the other, he whispers, “Patient my love.”

He rang his PA Patricia. She answers at once and he tells her to cancel Paris and other arrangements for today, stating, “Ms White is not well enough for the intensive demanding journey. Do not re-schedule just yet, but please book a table for two with ocean view at my usual restaurant, for 8-30. Text me with the booking confirmation please, thank you.”
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