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			Could the wrong groom...

			Become the right husband?

			Kindhearted Leah Ashbourne’s wedding has to go ahead. It’s the best way to save her mother from ruin. So the collapse of her engagement is a disaster! Until billionaire Marco arrives...

			Marco needs a nanny for his son, and quick. Who could be better than teacher Leah? He has one problem: their electric, explosive connection! The scars left by his last relationship mean he will never let himself love. But that’s the least of his problems. Leah wants to negotiate—and her price is marriage!

			USA TODAY Bestselling Author

		
	
		
			“Nicky likes and trusts you. I’ve checked your qualifications and employment record and I believe you are the best person to help him.”

			He exhaled heavily when she continued to shake her head. “I will pay you generously.”

			Instead of replying, she turned away from him and walked across the room to stare out of the window. Marco roamed his eyes over her, admiring the way her jeans molded to her pert derriere. She had restrained her hair in a braid, and he longed to untie it and sink his hands into her riotous curls while he covered her mouth with his.

			He swore beneath his breath as he felt his body’s predictable response to his erotic thoughts. Somehow he would have to ignore his desire for Leah. “There is nothing I will not do for my son,” he said deeply. “Name your price.”

			She swung around to face him and hugged her arms around her slender body. Marco had the odd sense that she was trying to stop herself from falling apart.

			“My price is marriage. Marry me before the end of the month and I will do my best to help Nicky.”
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			CHAPTER ONE

			MARCO DE VALLE HATED WEDDINGS. Hated all the fuss that was deemed a necessary part of the fiasco when two people publicly made promises that one or both of them probably would not keep.

			He wished he could miss his half-brother’s nuptials and fly home to Capri with his young son tonight. But to please his mother—although he did not know why he bothered to try, when it had been obvious for years that he was not her favourite offspring—he had agreed to attend James’s wedding to his drippy fiancée.

			Marco’s mother was only keen for him to be at the ceremony tomorrow because his presence was bound to attract media interest, and a photograph of the wedding would perhaps appear in a celebrity magazine, he thought cynically.

			The wedding rehearsal should have started twenty minutes ago but James was late. Stifling his impatience, Marco leaned against a pillar in a shadowy recess at the back of the private chapel, which belonged to the Nancarrow estate, and studied the bride, who was standing at the front of the nave.

			His first impression of Leah Ashbourne when he’d met her earlier in the day had been that he had never seen a woman with such pale skin or such terrible dress sense. Her white blouse was buttoned up to her throat and her navy skirt fell to several inches below her knees. She wore her reddish-brown hair in a no-nonsense braid that hung between her shoulder blades and she could have passed for a nun—or Mary Poppins.

			Her personality seemed to be as unexciting as her appearance, although Marco had been intrigued by the flush of rose-pink that had spread across her cheeks as she’d mumbled a greeting when James had introduced them. It had been a long time since he’d seen a woman blush. Marco had revised his opinion of Leah as plain at that point, acknowledging that she was actually very pretty, albeit not his type. He liked sexually confident women who understood that he wasn’t interested in commitment and would never, ever offer them marriage. Once had been enough.

			He glanced at his watch and cursed beneath his breath. In an hour it would be Nicky’s bedtime and Marco had wanted to spend some time with his son. He already felt guilty that he’d been called away on an urgent business trip which had meant him leaving Nicky behind at Nancarrow Hall with the nanny for the past week.

			Guilt played a big part in his relationship with Nicky, he acknowledged with a deep sigh. The psychotherapist who had been working with the little boy insisted that a five-year-old did not have the emotional capacity to blame Marco for the accident in which Nicky’s mother had died. But Marco blamed himself. He had failed Nicky in the past, and he was failing him now because he could not seem to find a way to connect with his traumatised son.

			Where the hell was James?

			Marco saw Leah check her phone, and her shoulders slump. She looked a forlorn figure as she waited at the altar for her bridegroom, but he reminded himself it wasn’t up to him to explain that James was not the Prince Charming she clearly believed he was.

			His thoughts returned to his son. He’d bought a toy sports car—a model of his own Ferrari—for Nicky, and he was looking forward to watching him open the gift. Perhaps the little boy would give one of his rare smiles.

			Marco refused to waste any more time waiting for the wedding rehearsal to begin and he stepped out of the recess into the main part of the chapel.

			 

			‘Is there still no sign of the bridegroom?’ The vicar smiled sympathetically at Leah.

			‘I can’t imagine what has happened to James,’ she said, checking her phone again. ‘He was going to Padstow to pick up a few last-minute things for our honeymoon, but he promised he would be back by six-thirty for the wedding rehearsal.’

			There was no message from her fiancé to explain why he was delayed, but Leah remembered how James had driven at a snail’s pace along the narrow Cornish lanes on the way to Nancarrow Hall a week ago. He was certainly not a daredevil, and she reassured herself that if he’d had an accident the emergency services would have alerted his parents. It was more likely that he’d lost track of the time, which was not unusual.

			James tended to daydream, and he was hopelessly disorganised. Sometimes Leah felt more like his nanny than his partner, and since she’d arrived at Nancarrow Hall and met his parents she’d realised that they were overlyprotective of James. She suspected that he had been cossetted his whole life. But he was amiable, and easy-going, and their relationship had none of the drama and tension that Leah remembered from her childhood, when her mother had lurched from one disastrous love affair to another.

			They had only been dating for six months, but she’d pushed away her doubts that their courtship had not been long enough for her to be certain she wanted to spend the rest of her life with James Fletcher. He had been in a strange mood since they had arrived at his family’s gothic mansion on the edge of Bodmin Moor, but surely it was natural that they were both experiencing pre-wedding nerves.

			Leah’s conscience pricked. She knew that she should have told James about the money she had been left by her grandmother. But she’d been worried that the stipulation in Grandma Grace’s will that she must be married before she could claim her inheritance might complicate her relationship with James. She loved him. She did.

			Leah refused to listen to the voice of her conscience, which warned her that she was rushing into marriage because she craved the kind of settled life that she’d never known during her chaotic childhood.

			‘I have an appointment with the Bishop later this evening,’ the vicar said. ‘We will have to start the rehearsal without James. Perhaps someone can stand in for him until he gets here?’

			He surveyed the group of people assembled in the private chapel. It was a small wedding with only forty guests. Thirty-nine of them were friends and family of the groom.

			Leah directed a questioning look at Amy, her best friend from university and bridesmaid. Amy was an old school friend of James and it was she who had introduced him to Leah at a party. Leah had been flattered by his attention. She considered herself no more than averagely attractive and she’d assumed that good-looking, public-school-educated James was out of her league.

			She had been drawn to the sense of security he represented. Once they were married they planned to move out of London and buy a little cottage with roses growing around the front door, and in time they would have two children and a dog. Other women might yearn for riches, designer clothes and dazzling jewels, but Leah’s dream was a family.

			Amy gave a shrug as an awkward silence followed the vicar’s request for a stand-in bridegroom.

			‘I’m sure there must be a good reason why James is late.’

			Davina, the ultra-efficient wedding planner spoke in an oddly thick voice, and she looked as though she had been crying.

			‘Ideally we need someone who doesn’t have a prominent role in the wedding ceremony to act as the groom.’

			‘I’ll take James’s place.’

			The deep voice laced with a sexy accent came from the back of the chapel.

			Leah stiffened and felt a peculiar sensation, as if her stomach had swooped down to her toes. That voice could only belong to Marco De Valle, James’s Italian half-brother. Earlier in the day she had watched a tall, dark-haired man climb out of a sleek silver sports car and inexplicably her stomach had done the same swooping thing it was doing now.

			When the stranger had walked into the drawing room and James had introduced him Leah had felt overwhelmed by Marco’s magnetism. His supreme self-assurance gave him a presence that made everything and everyone around him fade to grey. She had darted a glance at Marco’s face before hastily dropping her gaze, feeling as flustered and tongue-tied as a teenager who had just met her celebrity idol. Her blood had pounded in her ears as she’d mumbled a greeting.

			That brief look had revealed that the half-brothers bore no resemblance to each other. James, with his blond hair and clean-cut image, was boyishly handsome. He had done some modelling work and appeared on the front covers of several glossy magazines of the kind which featured articles about stately homes and Royal Ascot.

			The kind of publication that might have a photo of Marco De Valle on its front cover would be magazines about extreme sports or how to survive if you were stranded in the Amazonian jungle, Leah thought wryly. There was something untamed about him, and she sensed that he lived by his own rules and did not care a jot what others thought of him.

			That feeling had been reinforced when she’d watched him from her bedroom window, striding across the moors—an imposing figure with his black coat swirling in the wind and his hair blown back from his face.

			James had told her that the jagged scar on Marco’s face was the result of a terrible accident in which his wife had been killed, leaving his five-year-old son motherless. Poor Nicky. The little boy was clearly still disturbed by the tragedy, and he rarely spoke or smiled. It was obvious to Leah that, having lost his mother, he needed to be with his father as much as possible, but James had said that Marco often left Nicky at Nancarrow Hall while he went abroad.

			Perhaps Marco’s absences were unavoidable, but having grown up never feeling that she was her mother’s main priority, Leah had felt her heart go out to Nicky. His big brown eyes reminded her poignantly of her little brother, who had died when he was not much older than Nicky. There was not a day when Leah did not think of Sammy, and spending time with Nicky during the past week, while James had been busy, had been bittersweet.

			Her thoughts scattered now, as she watched Marco stroll down the aisle towards her, and she was dismayed when her pulse quickened in an unbidden response to him.

			She noticed that his scar sliced down his cheek from just beneath his right eye to the corner of his mouth, making his top lip curl slightly and giving him a permanently cynical expression that was mirrored in his wintry grey eyes. On any other man the scar might have been regarded as a disfigurement, but it merely accentuated Marco’s raw masculinity.

			‘Handsome’ did not come close to describing his chiselled features: razor-sharp cheekbones and a square, determined jaw shaded with dark stubble. Above that sullen, sexy mouth was a strong nose rising to meet heavy dark brows. His hair was the same shade of almost black, overlong and dishevelled, as though he had just left a lover’s bed after a night of passion.

			Where that last thought had come from Leah had no idea, but the picture in her mind of Marco’s naked body sprawled on satin sheets did nothing to help her already shaky composure.

			She had never even seen a naked man before.

			Other than on a no-holds-barred television dating show which, to Leah’s mind, had been completely unromantic.

			Marco moved with the silence and speed of a panther stalking its prey. Before Leah had time to collect her wits he was standing beside her. Her mouth dried as she forced herself to meet his sardonic gaze and she wondered if he heard her heart as it collided with her ribs. The jolt of awareness was unlike anything she’d ever felt before.

			Not even for James. whispered her conscience, which seemed hell-bent on causing trouble.

			‘You don’t have to do this,’ she told Marco stiffly. ‘I’m sure James will be here any minute now.’

			‘Your confidence in my brother is admirable,’ he drawled, ‘but James is as bad at time-keeping as he is at holding down a job.’

			‘It wasn’t his fault he was sacked from the art gallery.’ Leah sprang to her fiancé’s defence. ‘It was unfortunate that his alarm failed to go off and he overslept. He was only late for work a few times.’

			‘Well, I’m not prepared to wait any longer for him to show up.’ Marco’s gaze narrowed on Leah’s flushed face. ‘I understand you have only known my brother for a matter of months? If you’d like my advice, it is that you should postpone the wedding until you’re certain that you are both ready for marriage.’

			‘I don’t want your advice, thank you,’ she snapped with icy politeness.

			His grey eyes gleamed. ‘The little mouse has a temper?’ he said softly. ‘Perhaps you are not as uninteresting as I thought when James introduced us.’

			He ignored her furious gasp and turned to speak to the wedding planner.

			‘Reverend Tregarth is right. We should push on with the rehearsal without James. My housekeeper is planning to serve a buffet dinner this evening to allow the kitchen staff time to start preparing the wedding food for tomorrow.’

			Leah saw Davina nod meekly. Marco had an air of authority and obviously expected other people to accept his leadership. But she was puzzled that he had spoken of his housekeeper. Surely the staff were employed by James’s parents, whom she assumed were the owners of Nancarrow Hall? James had said that Marco lived mainly in Italy, where he headed De Valle Caffè—a world-famous coffee company and coffeehouse chain.

			The wedding planner opened the folder she was holding, entitled Fletcher/Ashbourne Wedding 21st July. ‘We’ll start without James and I can fill him in on what he needs to know later. As all the guests are here, I’ll ask everyone to stand in their correct places while we run through the order of service.’

			The vicar stood on the chancel steps as Davina directed people to their places.

			‘The groom and best man will stand on the right side of the chapel. The bridesmaid and the bride’s family will be on the left side. But it might be better if the groom’s friends and relatives fill the pews on both sides of the nave,’ the wedding planner said hurriedly, realising that Leah’s side of the chapel would be empty apart from Amy. ‘And the bride and groom will stand facing the minister.’

			As Leah moved into place she glanced over her shoulder, hoping to see James rushing through the doorway. She noticed a satisfied expression on his mother’s face and guessed that Olivia Fletcher would not be disappointed if James had changed his mind and called off the wedding. Olivia had more airs and graces than royalty, and had made it plain that she believed her youngest son was marrying beneath him.

			‘It’s such a shame your mother is on an around-the-world cruise and won’t be able to share your big day,’ Olivia had said with fake sincerity when Leah had explained that her father was dead, and her mother wouldn’t be attending the wedding.

			Her mother being on a cruise had been a blatant but necessary lie. Leah shuddered at the idea of her mum staggering into the church and behaving outrageously, as Tori had done many times in the past. She had even turned up drunk to Leah’s university graduation ceremony and ruined what should have been a proud day.

			James had only met Tori once. Leah had invited him round early one Saturday morning, when her mum was usually still sober. The meeting had gone without incident, although Leah had quickly invented an excuse when James had suggested they all go to the pub for lunch.

			During James’s visit Leah had seen her mum almost as she’d remembered her from long ago: intelligent and articulate with a hint of the great beauty she had once had in her smile. But when she’d gone into the kitchen to make a cup of tea she had found a bottle of vodka that Tori had hidden in the cupboard under the sink. She hadn’t had a chance to pour the vodka away, and she knew that Tori would have finished the bottle by that evening and visited the local supermarket to buy more.

			Leah had felt too embarrassed to tell James about her mother’s drink problem. She’d spent her childhood wishing that her mum was ‘normal’, like other parents. It hadn’t been so bad when they’d lived abroad in a commune, with Tori’s artist friends. But when Leah was twelve they had moved back to England.

			She cringed at memories of her mum attending school functions drunk and talking too loudly, attracting attention. Once at a prize-giving ceremony Tori had flirted with the headmaster and then thrown up in the school hall in front of everyone. From then on Leah had never invited Tori to school events, but that hadn’t stopped the other kids’ taunts that her mum was ‘an alky’.

			After the wedding she would explain to James that her mum was what was termed a ‘functioning alcoholic’. Somehow Tori managed to hold down her job as a bookkeeper with a building firm, but her heavy drinking every weekend was destroying her health. Leah was sure James would be supportive of her intention to use some of her inheritance to pay for specialist treatment for her mum.

			Where was he?

			She started to turn her head towards the back of the chapel, hoping to see that James had arrived, but her gaze snagged on Marco’s enigmatic grey eyes. She estimated that he must be three or four inches over six feet tall, as she had to angle her neck to look at him, and his chiselled features had a peculiar effect on her pulse. From where she was standing, she couldn’t see his scar, and her breath caught in her throat as she studied the sculpted perfection of his bone structure. He was beautiful in a powerfully masculine way.

			She could not stop staring at his face and he lifted one dark brow mockingly, as if he was aware that she was fascinated by him. Blushing hotly, Leah jerked her eyes towards the front of the chapel. She was trembling. Not because she was fiercely aware of Marco, she assured herself, but because she was angry at his arrogance when he had said he thought she was uninteresting.

			She forced herself to concentrate when the vicar spoke.

			‘At the beginning of the ceremony the bride and groom will turn to face each other and hold hands.’

			Reluctantly Leah turned towards Marco, and her heart gave a jolt when he reached for her hands. She was about to tell him that it wasn’t necessary to practise every detail of the wedding, but before she could speak he wrapped his strong fingers around hers, enveloping her small hands in his much bigger ones.

			She inhaled swiftly as a sensation like an electrical current shot through her fingers and up her arms. Marco’s touch was warm and firm, and she sensed inherent strength in his grasp. She stared down at their linked hands and noted how his darkly tanned skin contrasted with her milky paleness. Her traitorous mind imagined his fingers skimming over her naked body and curving around her breasts.

			Swallowing hard, Leah raised her eyes to Marco’s chest, where the top few buttons of his sky-blue shirt were undone, revealing a vee of tanned skin and a sprinkling of black hair. He smelled of soap and spice: exotic notes of a bergamot and sandalwood cologne mixed with an indefinable scent that was raw male.

			On the periphery of her mind she registered that the vicar was explaining how he would talk them through the ceremony rather than read through the entire wedding service word for word.

			‘You will want to save making your vows until the actual wedding, and to the right bridegroom,’ he said, giving Leah a pointed look.

			She felt guilty colour rise in her face. Had the vicar guessed that she was having inappropriate thoughts about the man who tomorrow would become her brother-in-law? How could her mind be so disloyal to James? Her reaction to Marco De Valle was inexplicable and inexcusable.

			She tried to withdraw her hands from Marco’s, but he tightened his fingers and stroked his thumb lightly back and forth over the pulse beating erratically in her wrist. Perhaps it was meant to be a soothing gesture, but it had the opposite effect, making Leah’s heart pound so hard that she was surprised it wasn’t visible beneath her shirt.

			‘After the declarations and the vows and the exchange of rings, the congregation will be seated while the bride, groom and witnesses accompany me into the vestry,’ the vicar explained. ‘Once the register has been signed, the newly married couple will return to stand at the altar rail, and I will invite the groom to kiss his bride.’

			Leah’s eyes jerked to Marco’s face and she stared at his sensual mouth as he lowered his head towards her. Her heart lurched. He wouldn’t! He couldn’t mean to kiss her.

			It must be shock that was keeping her feet welded to the floor. She did not want Marco to claim her mouth with his, she assured herself.

			His dark head came closer and she felt the hard glitter in his eyes evoke a wild heat inside her. He filled her vision, and when her eyelashes swept down she could still see his chiselled features as though they were imprinted on her retinas.

			The air around them seemed to tremble and Leah could hardly breathe. They stood like that—close, but not close enough—for what felt like a lifetime. But it could only have been a few seconds before the spell that Marco had cast on her was shattered.

			‘Sorry I’m late!’

			The voice from the back of the chapel jolted Leah to her senses. Her eyes flew open and she drew a shuddering breath. Marco had already straightened up. Perhaps she’d only imagined that he had been on the brink of kissing her. His eyes were hooded, and she could not read his expression.

			With a low cry she snatched her hands out of his and ran down the aisle. ‘James, where have you been? Why didn’t you answer your phone when I called you?’

			‘The battery died.’ James’s eyes sidled away from Leah’s. ‘You know how I always forget to charge it.’

			She bit her lip. ‘We had to start the rehearsal without you...your brother offered to take your place,’ she explained, when Marco walked up to her and James.

			Leah had previously sensed the coolness between the brothers, and now the temperature in the chapel seemed to drop by several degrees as the two men faced each other.

			‘I trust you will afford your bride the courtesy of turning up on time for your actual wedding tomorrow?’ Marco said curtly.

			‘You are hardly the right person to give me advice on how to treat my bride,’ James muttered. ‘Your marriage lasted for just a year, and it’s rumoured that your wife died trying to escape from you.’

			Leah’s eyes flew to Marco. She expected him to say something in his defence, but he stayed silent. His face might as well have been carved from the same unforgiving granite as the chapel walls, and his eyes were the dull, cold grey of a midwinter sky. The scar on his cheek was a stark white line ruining the perfection of his olive skin.

			He was beautiful, and terrible, and Leah could not understand why he had such a devastating effect on her. She was shocked by her uncontrolled response to Marco. A knot of tension tightened in the pit of her stomach as she wondered if her mother had been overwhelmed by this same helpless fascination with a man every time she’d rushed headlong into a new relationship.

			She was not going to make the same mistakes as her mother, Leah promised herself. Thank goodness she was marrying dear, safe James, she thought as she watched Marco stride out of the chapel.

		
	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			THE REHEARSAL DINNER was already underway when Marco entered the orangery. A buffet was laid out on long tables and guests were helping themselves to food. He accepted a glass of wine from the butler, but he felt too wired to eat.

			One reason for his lack of appetite was his increasing concern about his relationship with his son. It had been too much to hope that Nicky would be pleased to see him, he thought heavily. After the wedding rehearsal had finished he’d hurried back to the house so that he could see him, but even when he’d given the little boy his present Nicky had shown no emotion apart from the wariness in his eyes that felt like a knife through Marco’s heart.

			The truth, Marco acknowledged, was that he had felt awkward when he’d sat there on the nursery floor and sought to engage his son in pushing toy cars along a track. He did not remember his own father ever playing with him and he had no real idea how to be a good parent. Yes, he’d read numerous books on parenting, but none of them had offered advice on how to win the trust of a child who seemed afraid of his own father.

			He raked his fingers through his hair as his thoughts turned to the other reason for his black mood. He must have suffered a temporary mental aberration in the church when he’d almost kissed the bride-to-be. Marco remembered Leah had looked as stunned as he had felt by the chemistry that had blazed between them.

			He’d told himself that her air of innocence must be an illusion. It was inconceivable that she and James were not lovers, seeing as they were about to marry. However, according to his housekeeper, James and his fiancée were not sharing a bedroom at Nancarrow Hall.

			Marco had sensed a vulnerability in Leah as he’d stood next to her in front of the altar. It was a place he had vowed never to stand again after his disastrous experience of holy matrimony. These wedding preparations were evoking bitter memories of Karin and reminding Marco of why he would never trust a woman again.

			He glanced around the room and saw James standing at the bar with the wedding planner. They appeared to be having a casual conversation, but Marco curled his lip sardonically. Nothing that happened at Nancarrow Hall did not reach his ears. But what his half-brother got up to was none of his business, he reminded himself. It was not up to him to tell the bride of his suspicions about James.

			Marco spotted Leah over by the window and shock ricocheted through him as he took in her transformation from dowdy and dull to absolutely stunning. He barely recognised her. She had changed her boring skirt and blouse for a cocktail dress in a pale apricot shade that emphasised the colour of her hair—which, now that it was not tied up, Marco saw was a riot of glorious red curls. She had drawn the front sections back with clips, but feathery strands had escaped and now framed her heart-shaped face. The strapless dress left her slender shoulders bare, and the skirt was made of layers of a wispy material that floated around her legs when she walked.

			From where Marco was standing, on the other side of the orangery, he could not see the colour of her eyes, but he knew they were a startling vivid green. She was beautiful, he thought as he took a long sip of his wine, savouring the full-bodied Barolo on his tongue. Leah was a quintessential English rose, with creamy skin and hair the colour of burnished copper.

			When he’d stood beside her in the private chapel he’d noticed that her face and arms were covered with tiny freckles, and his fingers had itched to unbutton her shirt and see if that dusting of gold continued lower. She was petite, and had a slender figure, but her breasts were surprisingly full and firm. Marco knew instinctively that they would fit perfectly into his palms.

			He swore beneath his breath as he felt his body respond to the erotic images in his mind, but he could not tear his eyes from her. He knew that her mouth would fit his as if it had been designed purely for his pleasure. But thank God his sanity had prevailed and he’d resisted the temptation to kiss her in the chapel.

			He watched Leah step outside onto the terrace and fought the urge to follow her. This strong attraction he felt for her was unsettling, and he was glad he was returning to Capri immediately after the wedding tomorrow. Dio! Desiring his soon-to-be sister-in-law was an unforeseen inconvenience.

			He swung away from the window and frowned as he saw the nanny approaching him. Stacey was teetering on high heels, and her dress had a plunging neckline that left little to the imagination.

			‘Is Nicolo asleep?’

			Marco had a relaxed attitude to his staff, and he had invited Stacey to join the party after Nicky had fallen asleep. His son did not like being left alone at night, and the nanny was supposed to stay with him in the nursery until he’d nodded off.

			‘He didn’t seem tired, so I thought you wouldn’t mind if he stayed up a little later than usual.’

			Stacey stepped closer to him and ran her fingers through her blonde hair in an artful gesture that Marco found irritating.

			‘It’s way past Nicky’s bedtime,’ he said tersely.

			‘It isn’t fair to make him stay in his room when he can hear people enjoying themselves.’

			Stacey sounded petulant, and Marco was in no doubt that she had wanted to join the party rather than sit in the nursery with a five-year-old. He sighed.

			Nicky’s previous nanny had left suddenly, to care for her elderly father. While they were staying at Nancarrow Hall he had arranged this temporary nanny through an agency. Unfortunately Stacey was more interested in flirting with him than looking after his son.

			When he returned to Italy he planned to interview applicants personally, and find a suitable nanny for Nicky.
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