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Gina sampled the crab hor’dourves, while studying the image of Achilles balancing on top a tall hill overseeing the ocean on one foot the other to the empty side of the hill. ‘The Point of Weakness,’ it was entitled expressing how the popular hero’s heel decided his faith in the end being the single penetrable spot on his invincible body.

‘The Intelligent Courtesan,’ depicted the famed Veronica Franco with her dress hiked up exposing her 15th century pantyhose. A small guitar in her hands and a stack of books on her lap, her mischievous smile was the icing on the portrait, a poet/harlot. ‘The Poisonous Princess,’ had Lucrezia Borgia in a virtuous, regal gown her brothers Juan and Cesare at her feet each, clenching her gown in adoration for their sister. Meanwhile, a viper was painted around neck. Her cheeks pink and sweet and her face looked murderous. 

She strolled through the crowd browsing the vast expressive artworks. Gina stopped at the sight of another long, golden haired princess. The artist used a vivid traditional method. ‘A Forbidden Love,’ Princess Isolde holding Tristan as he bled from his extensive wounds. Tears dripped from his lover’s eyes, engaging in their final kiss while Tristan could still draw breathe. 

“Tell me what you’re thinking?”

A deep voice sounded from behind her. She pivoted and saw a very dapper-looking gentleman.

“Um-mm, excuse me.”  

“What are you thinking carefully staring that painting?”

He clarified for her his hands stuffed in his pockets. Is that a habit of every conceited, wealthy-ass man? 

She made a coy smile and proceeded. “It’s magnificently done. A bit orthodox compared the majority but an enactment by itself of epic love and tragedy.” She stated her interpretation of the potential masterpiece to the tall, dark stranger. His face had a triangular shape, chiseled like you-know-who’s only a lot skinner, trimmed short ink-dark hair. A slick piece of beard covered his chin. He grimaced to her without diverting his stiff gaze from the painting. Normally she would get the sly check-you-out-from-head-toe crap. “Why did you stop? Please continue.” He urged her.

“I didn’t realize I was making a presentation. That sums it for me.”

“Very well,” he closed in the short distance between them.

“But tell me, are you simply judging it by the sentiments it creates. Or do you honestly don’t like it?”

He narrowed to her intending on contradicting her evaluation. She looked at him and smirked slightly quirky.

“You find it funny, yet you’re hypothesis sounded maybe...a bit too rehearsed to be genuine.”

She arched her brow. I guess we’ll skip the formalities then, buster.

He jerked his own in return, tossing her a foxy smile. “You must have me confused me, sir. I’m neither the artist nor an art seller.”

“No doubt,” he reverted. “You’re as much any of those as I am. But does this portrait not sadden you in the least?” She blinked at him profusely. 

“You said yourself it’s a portrayal of an epic tragedy. It’s beautifully crafted, nevertheless. A tragedy, the aura is full of sorrow and grief. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Who the fuck is this bougy buster?

“And what could be more real? Those are things every person has experienced at least once in their life. It speaks to the soul rather solely the eyes or mind.” She put forth with enthusiasm, taking him by surprised. He baffled before she went at him again. “Be forward with me. Why did you suspect I hadn’t genuinely liked it?” He grinned utterly subdued. She could see he’s rarely ever been outwitted.

“I have to say most ladies prefer something with daffodils-”

“Don’t forget the rainbow and cute little puppy,” she supplied sarcastically.

“My fault for being overly presumptuous,” he admitted in defeat.

She chuckled heeding his valiant acceptation of his faux pas. “You have to let me make it up to you. How about I fetch you a drink?” He humbly offered. She suddenly found herself compelled to entertain the debonair stranger. “Guys usually give me their names before getting me a drink.” He smiled tilting his gold cufflink. “Ladies usually choose the puppy and daffodils.” 

“Touché,” she simpered.

“I’ll be right back.” He disappeared into the mingling groups of people.

She exhaled returning her attention to the portrait she found inexplicably brilliant. This turned out to be a really good afternoon after all. To think I was about to miss it for sulking in a room like a petty teenager. She couldn’t allow herself to be phased by you-know-who any longer he was on the playing field and it was time for her to do the same.

“Hello, Gina.” The raspy voice snuck up on her. She cringed, provoked in an instant. His cologne drilled though her breathe. She could tell how close he was to her. She didn’t want to see him standing there, the arrogant look on his spunky face. A sardonic smirk escaped him, taunting her with each move nearer. He stopped next to her observing the artwork. “How are you planning on steering clear of me? We have six months to go,” he murmured without glancing to her. 

“No need to worry, Mr. Forester. I will fulfill my job obligations and nothing else.”

She assured derisively. “I’ll be having a chat with Mr. Berardi afterwards for a change in our lodging arrangements.” 

He skimmed her through the corner of his eye she appeared unusually calm, no attitude or pouting. He should be pleased to not have deal with her abrasive outspoken demeanor. Ironically, he was practically hoping for it. When she was boiling and feisty, it ignited his steamy passion to make love to her. They would resolve their quarrels kissing, panting, sweating and devouring each other relentless.
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