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White Wine

​"Mmmm, I think I
will be going out for a glass of wine," said Oriol Gavira
Dorando.

Lasarte, his long suffering personal
assistant eyed him sideways: "It is a very important match
tomorrow. Very important."

Dorando leaned his head back and smiled: "It
will be but one glass. I promise."

Still smiling he went to the closet by the
door to pick out a jacket. Ignoring his signature gold silk, he
chose a cream colored one, similar to his shirt but of a lighter
nuance. He picked up a white fedora with a black band to hide his
thick dark curls, and a pair of broad sunglasses to perfect his
disguise. He took off his wedding ring; it made a clinking sound as
it hit the terracotta bowl on the shelf under the mirror. He kept
his silver cross; Jesus sees everything anyway. He would just have
to seek absolution come Sunday.

He inspected himself in the mirror. Tall,
muscular and by no means pretty with his large lumpy nose and long
face. But he had found that a pretty face means far less than fame,
success and the confidence that goes with it when it comes to
women. He laughed, and went out the door of his suite.

He strolled out of his hotel, the Hilton,
into the early evening traffic. He wore his hat and sunglasses, and
he had his usual plan in place: within walking distance on each
side lay two other hotels, in this case the Imperial and the
Sheraton. He had a room in each. Who knew which he would go to? No
one. He took out a coin, flipped it, it came out tails. Imperial it
was. Such was his system for avoiding the paparazzi...

... of course the truth was that no serious
paparazzi were hunting him. He was El Dorando, the Man of Gold, and
unbesmirched heroes sells few tabloids.

He made it to the Imperial, through the
lobby and down the steps to the semi-basement hotel bar. It was a
den like room of dark wood panels and heavy drapes, dominated by a
large polished counter made shiny by hundreds of crystal classes
hanging over it, reflecting light in all directions. The bar was
mostly empty, which suited Dorando just fine. He saw a single woman
sitting with her back to the door, seemingly checking her phone. He
thought he would start there.

She had a nice slender back, he noted as he
walked towards her. Her green dress left her tanned shoulders bare,
her brown hair was long with a few strands of beads woven into
it.

"Hello, are you waiting for someone?" He
said as he sat down on the bar stool next to her.
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