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Constanzia sat in a corner of the Palm Court and, as always, Michael stopped and watched her.


‘She’s the most delectable creature and her name’s Miss Pryce,’ he said to his best friend Jeremy. ‘But, confound her, she isn’t a widow so why does she persist in wearing that black hat with a veil?’


He found her intriguing, instantly adored her, but so did everyone, of course. Even, Jeremy fancied himself in love with her too or so it seemed. The staff at the Savoy fawned over her and so did those at the Ritz. He’d seen her everywhere in all the best places, on the lookout, he supposed, for Mr Right. One of the new class of idle rich, a woman inclined to fritter away her time sitting in expensive hotels having afternoon tea and, from what he could tell, with a weakness for cakes and fancy sweet patisserie.


Nonetheless, as strange as she was in her behaviour, she was indeed the most stunning woman Michael had ever laid eyes on – beautifully dressed and with gloves and hats to match, elegant and reserved and very polite.


The strangest thing about Constanzia Pryce was the fact she was never seen without a hat with a veil. Furthermore, she never wore a hat with a half veil, the hats were handmade and stunningly beautiful, but the veil fell down to her neck and was more often than not artfully wrapped in the manner of a fashion statement around her alabaster white shoulders.


Sometimes, as was her wont, the veil was thick, at other times it was fine and delicately embroidered.


He wondered if she had some kind of flaw but there was none he could see. Naturally, this would require a closer look.


Michael therefore drew closer to her over a number of days, in the manner of a big game hunter stalking his prey - and he thought she must notice and find it faintly amusing, because she seemed to watch him.


On this particular day he approached her and, placing his hands on the back of the chair facing her, he asked, ‘May I sit down please?’


She blinked at him. She was wearing a beautiful hat set at a slight angle and it was so large it shadowed her face. The veil was as fine as gossamer and delicately embroidered and he wondered if she chose such a beautifully embroidered veil to encourage scrutiny.


‘How lovely to make your acquaintance, it’s Miss Constanzia Pryce isn’t it? Would you mind if I sat down? You see, you’ve placed me at quite a disadvantage: you’ve bewitched me, I’m afraid.’


She stared at him and, barely visible through the veil, he caught a glimpse of large catlike eyes complemented by thick sweeping lashes and a full and rather sumptuous mouth, coated in what seemed to be daring blood red lipstick, over which she was running her tongue.


‘Be my guest,’ she said. She had a husky voice, dripping with sexual promise.


Michael sat down at the small circular table and his leg accidentally brushed hers. A bolt of pure sexual passion lanced up his body. Already he felt weak for her and that was after only a few moments’ exposure, and now he couldn’t resist leaning forward towards her. She smelt fragrant, just the right amount of perfume overlaid with the odour of woman.
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