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    Lorna was one of the most ravishing creatures, one could wish to meet. Slim dark haired, but not just dark hair. Black as ebony with blue lights in it. Deep blue velvet eyes, `that seemed to have been put into her face, by someone with smudged fingers. Eye lashes that seemed to be three layers thick. Dark winged eyebrows that were perfection itself. Her nose was slightly roman. Her lips were naturally pink, perfectly shaped.


    Her figure, was slender, were it should be slender, but full breasted. She walked with a natural grace, and that wonderful sway of the body, that men liked so much.


    Lorna worked for Scorpio Auctioneers, and was highly trusted as expert on modern paintings. She was usual asked to verify work, or to give an estimate for selling a painting.


    She had been at home working on a painting of her own, when the phone had rung. It had been one of the Directors from Scorpio Auctioneers.


    Hello, Chris. “Of course, I will help, you. Yes, I could fly to Madrid tomorrow.”


    She was being asked to fly out to Madrid, to look at some paintings. Which had been left to Senora Vicente by her Husband. She wanted to sell the paintings in order to raise money as she had been left with nothing, or so she said.


    Lorna took the afternoon flight to Madrid; she was to be met at the airport, by a representative from Senora Vicente.


    At the airport, there was a young lady waiting for Lorna. She was tall and slim with dark hair.


    “Hi, my name is Cathy. I have a car outside.”


    “Hello, I am Lorna Anderson. I was not expecting an American to meet me.”


    “I work for Senora Vicente. I came on a visit to Spain some two years ago. I fell in love with Spain and stayed here.”


    Cathy led Lorna to a large Mercedes car outside the airport.


    “We have arranged for you to stay in a flat near to the centre of Madrid. It is also near the Prado. Which you might like to visit.


    “That will be great. Thank you.”


    Don’t thank me. I did not arrange it. Dorothea arranged it.”


    “Dorothea?”


    ‘Senora Vicente.”


    “You are having dinner with her and another couple of people and me tonight. At The Ritz Hotel. You will love the restaurant; it is in the gardens of the Hotel It is one of my favourite places. Unfortunately, I can only go there when I am invited. It is so expensive.”


    They had been driving through Madrid on the Paseo de la Castellana and were soon at the block of flats, where Lorna was to stay.


    Lorna and Cathy went into the entrance of the flats, which had a porter, who sat at a desk in the entrance hall. Cathy introduced Lorna to the Porter, and then took her up to the Penthouse Apartment.


    “I will show you round the penthouse.”


    Lorna was very pleased with the penthouse; it was lovely and airy, and decorated in lovely pastel colours, with large comfortable settees. There were beautiful velvet drapes at the windows, lots of occasional tables, with lamps, beautiful carpets on the floors.


    A collection of Rene Lalique glass was arranged on shelves. Standing on a side table was a beautiful clock.


    There were modern paintings, on the walls. Lorna was very taken with the paintings, and was amazed to realise that some of them were original paintings.


    When she remarked on how beautiful the penthouse was.


    Cathy said, “This is just one flat, in one of the blocks of flats that Dorothea now owns. Or thought she did. Her husband had seemed to own half of Madrid.”


    “I am looking forward to seeing the paintings. If the paintings here are an example of the collection.” Lorna said.


    “Apparently these paintings here are nothing special. You will see the others, sometime tomorrow. I will leave you now, so you can have a rest.


    I will pick you up at 8.30 tonight."


    “8.30?”


    “Yes, we are going to have drinks first. Nobody dines in Madrid until around 9.30. There is plenty of food in the fridge. Make yourself at home. If you need anything else, there are plenty of shops locally. There is a key for the front door.”


    ‘Thank you, Cathy. What do I wear tonight?


    “Wear something smart. I have never seen such a place as Madrid, for the women looking good.”


    Lorna saw Cathy out, and then went back in to the penthouse, and decided to unpack.


    She had decided to wear a silk suit, in a dark blue, which made her eyes seem even bluer and larger. She was going to wear accessories to match.


    She was ready and waiting when Cathy came to collect her.


    Cathy was wearing a rich green dress with a thigh length jacket. This suited her dark colouring.


    Cathy was a very attractive woman, but by the side of Lorna her dark looks became insipid.


    They drove straight to the Ritz, which had its own lovely grounds around it. Considering that Senora Vicente, was supposed to have no money. She seemed to live on a grand scale, judging from the outside of the Hotel.


    Cathy strode into the Hotel as though she owned it. Lorna followed at a slower pace, gazing round at the sumptuous Hotel.


    Cathy was already at the table, greeting various people. She turned to Lorna and drew her into the circle. “Meet Lorna Anderson, she is the expert who is going to look at the paintings for Dorothea.”


    Lorna smiled, and murmured a quiet greeting to the various people.


    Senora Dorothea Vicente, was much young than Lorna had imagined. She was a blonde, with blue eyes, and very well groomed. Dressed in a green velvet cocktail dress, with a low neckline, and emeralds and diamonds, round her neck, in her ears, and on her fingers.


    She extended a very well groomed hand, with long red finger nails, and spoke with a Spanish accent, but in very good English. “Good evening, Senorita Anderson, I am so glad you could come. I hope the penthouse is alright for you. A little on the small side, but I think there should be everything you would need.”


    Senora Vicente was obviously used to the best of everything.


    Lorna, thanked Senora Vicente, and said, ‘The penthouse is fine, thank you.”


    “Good, we will not talk business tonight. I will see you in my office tomorrow, at 11.00. Cathy will collect you in the morning. In the meantime let us enjoy our evening.”


    ‘Thank you Senora Vicente. I will be there tomorrow.”


    Cathy then introduced Lorna to Patricio and Martina Garcia Delgado.


    Patricio was a tall broad shouldered man, with dark hair and complexion. He spoke excellent English, and said how delighted he was to meet Lorna.


    Martina was a small dark haired woman, with short cut spiky hair. Dressed in a yellow dress that was obviously from a top designer, but did little to flatter her figure. She offered Lorna a weak smile, but did not speak.


    Ordering the meal, was quite an elaborate affair, and took some time. When the meal arrived, it was beautifully served and Lorna thoroughly enjoyed it.


    Senora Vicente and the Delgados were going on to a club, but neither Cathy nor Lorna were invited.


    Lorna thought well you know when you are not wanted.


    She and Cathy went back to the penthouse, and had coffee. Cathy asked Lorna about herself.


    “I have worked for Scorpio Auctioneers for some time, and I am twenty four years old, love my work and I am looking for Mr. Right. What about you?”


    “Much the same story. Come to Dinner, with me tomorrow night?


    “What about Senora Vicente?”


    “I am sure, that she won’t need you tomorrow night.”


    “I thought she was not supposed to have any money.”


    ‘She just means that her husband died, and did not leave any money, only property. “


    “Is there some mystery, about her husband?”


    “Not really. He died in a car accident. After he had been to a business meeting.”


    Lorna and Cathy made arrangements for the next morning, and Cathy left Lorna alone.


    Lorna, decided to have a shower and then go to bed, she would have an early night, so that she was fresh for the morning.


    Lorna did not sleep very well, and she lay awake for a long time, before she saw the new rosy colour of dawn, creeping gently in to her bedroom.


    She dozed for another hour and then decided she would get up, and go and have breakfast. She would take herself to one of the many shops that could be a bakery, or food shop or a bar. These shops also made the most delicious toasted sandwiches and other delicious food.


    She got dressed she had decided to wear a pale pink cotton suit. She would be cool, but look business like


    Lorna went out in to the warm morning sunlight, and gently strolled down the street. Walked down the street, until she came to the bakery on the corner.


    Went in and bought herself, a large cup of coffee, and two croissants with tuna and sweet corn. She sat there enjoying her fragrant coffee.


    Enjoying the company of other people, who were having their breakfast before making their way to work.


    After she had finished her breakfast. Lorna went to buy herself a magazine, and enjoyed herself in the lovely morning air, just strolling down the streets.


    She walked back to the penthouse. Then made sure that she had her notebook and pencils, and also a couple of reference books, in case she needed to check anything.


    Lorna was ready and waiting when Cathy, rang the doorbell.


    “Come in Cathy. How are you this morning?”


    “I am fine, How are you?”


    “Feeling on top of the world, and ready for work.”


    “Good. Let’s go. Senora Vicente is not the most patient of people.”


    “Hard task master? You could say that. She likes her pound of flesh.


    Mind, she can be very kind, when she thinks about things. Unfortunately, that is not very often.”


    They drove through the beautiful Castilian morning. The sky was the beautiful clear blue. The blue of a turquoise, which you only get in that part of Spain.


    They arrived at a very elegant Villa on the outskirts of Madrid. It was set in its own grounds, with lots of tall cypress tree. The villa looked startling white set among the almost funereal looking trees. When Lorna saw the white villa and dark trees. It gave her the feeling of, an almost surrealist look of a modern painting. But at the same time gave her a wonderful sense of peace.


    Lorna had enjoyed the drive, although it was over shadowed with meeting Senora Vicente again. Lorna was not entirely at ease with people like Senora Vicente, who had obviously been born into wealth. They gave her a sense of inferiority, as if she did not know which fork to use.


    As Cathy drove up to the large ornamental iron gates. Lorna could see they were beautiful examples of the ironwork that one sees in Spain. These gates represented a garden, with beautiful flowers and leaves, entwined, all over. The gates were opened by a gate keeper. Who smiled at Cathy and waved her through.


    As they arrived at the front door, it was opened by a maid dressed in the traditional black dress, and white apron.


    “Good morning. Senora Vicente is waiting for you in the drawing room. Follow me please.”


    Cathy was obviously used to visiting the Villa. She merely smiled and followed the maid.


    Lorna was trying to look around, without appearing too nosey. They walked through a large hall. It looked as if it had come straight from a large English country house. It had a very high ceiling, with large oak beams. There were a number of large paintings on the wall. Several suits of armour stood against the walls of the hall. Large tapestries were hung on another wall. An enormous fireplace, that looked big enough to have a party in. Was set into another wall with large iron Candle holders that had the largest candles Lorna had ever seen. These were on either side of the fire place.


    The most enormous staircase, Lorna had ever seen, went straight up and then branched into two.


    A number of large iron candelabra, and a number of tall candlesticks, with large white candles in them set on a large table.


    The floor was patterned in different shaped tiles of black and white marble.


    The maid turned and opened two large wooden doors, which looked black with age, and were heavily carved, with figures.


    “Senora Vicente. Miss Cathy and Miss Anderson.”


    “Thank you Donna.” Senora Vicente rose from the desk she had been sitting at, and walked towards Cathy and Lorna. She was dress in a black suit, with a gold necklace, and earrings to match, and two enormous diamonds rings.


    “Cathy, and Miss. Anderson, would you care for some coffee.”


    Cathy and Lorna said “Good morning.” Both Cathy and Lorna declined coffee.


    “Shall we go and look at the paintings.” Senora Vicente said


    Senora Vicente walked out of the room. Went up the stairs and turned just where the staircase branched in two. She went through an archway, and then turned left down another corridor.


    The corridor was decorated in patterned silk. There were tables set at intervals, with Tiffany lamps, or ornaments on them. Lorna would have liked to have stopped to look closer at them.


    There were several paintings on the wall that were dark with age, but were mainly portraits. She turned into a room about half way down the corridor.


    The room was long and slightly narrower; it had a painted ceiling, with scenes from what looked liked Greek mythology. The walls were once again decorated in silk, this time of a pink shade, which had faded over the years.


    There were several tables in the room, once again with lamps on them, this time the lamps all had crystal bases, and silk shades. There was also a large antique desk.


    The light came in to the room, from the enormous windows that took up the whole of one wall.


    “Usually, the blinds are kept drawn, but I gave orders for them to be opened this morning. In order that you could inspect the paintings, Miss. Anderson.”


    ‘Thank you, Senora Vicente. That is most helpful.”


    “I have several things, I must do now. If you would care for refreshments. Ring and order whatever you want. When you are finished. If you would do the same thing. One of the servants will bring you to me. Take as much time as you consider necessary.”


    Lorna said thank you, and was pleased to find that Senora Vicente would not be staying with her while she worked.


    Cathy said “Do you want me stay with you?”


    “No, I will be fine.”


    Cathy said she would drive Lorna back to her penthouse later.


    Lorna walked over to the large desk and put her books and notebook and pen on it. She decided that she would walk round and look at the paintings first, to get the feel of them. She had found by experience that if she walked round a room and gently looked at the paintings. The paintings would speak to her. Her instinct would then tell her if they were genuine or good examples of the artist’s work.


    Things that were not apparent by just looking at the paintings then seemed to stand out. It was if she became as one with the artist, and knew what they had been thinking when they had been inspired.


    There were in the room eight paintings, which Lorna was required to given an opinion on. Lorna walked round quickly at first and gave each one a summary glance.


    Then she started again looking at each painting and letting it speak to her. She knew that five of the paintings, were superb. Two were not the best of the artist work and one was definitely a fake.


    When she looked at her watch, she found that she had been looking at the paintings for over two hours. She decided she would like some coffee.


    Donna the maid, came in answer to the summons, and said she would bring coffee immediately.


    Lorna sat at the desk, drinking her coffee. A door, which she had not noticed in the wall, suddenly opened. A tall man, who seemed to tower over Lorna, being at least six foot three in height. He was fair haired, good looking and, dressed in expensive dark slacks and dark polo neck jumper, over which he wore a sage green jacket. He had a most superb sun tan.


    He came into the room. “My god, you made me jump. I did not realise anyone was in here. Who are you?” he said very abruptly, looking what seemed to be a solid gold Rolex watch.


    Lorna was taken aback and began to stammer, “My, my, my name is...”


    Before she could get any words out. He was already almost out of the door. He had not even waited for a reply.


    She could hear his voice, on the stairs. “Who is that in the gallery?” she did not hear the reply, or even if there was any answer.


    Talk about a whirlwind, Lorna thought to herself. That Gentleman certainly was, and rude into the bargain.


    After a few seconds of regaining her composure, Lorna went back to making her notes. She double checked everything to make sure, she had not overlooked anything. When she was certain that she had covered everything. She pulled the bell pull.


    Donna the maid came in reply to the bell and then led her back to the drawing room. Senora Vicente was waiting. She had changed her suit for a dress and coat, in black and red. She now wore a hat, and was obviously dressed for a luncheon date.


    “Have you finished Miss. Anderson?”


    “Yes, I have, Senora Vicente.”


    “Good. Will you send me a copy of your report?”


    “Certainly. I” Before Lorna could say anything else.


    Senora Vicente interrupted her, “Stay at the Penthouse, for another couple of days, if you wish.


    Send me your report from London. I would like two copies. I would like it by Friday.


    “Thank you, Miss. Anderson. Now you must excuse me, or I shall be late for lunch. Cathy will drive you home.”


    With that Senora Vicente walked out of the room, leaving Lorna, literally with her mouth open.


    Cathy came into the room, “Ready?”


    “More than ready.”


    “Given you a hard time, has she?”


    “Not exactly. It is her attitude.”


    “Of course it is. She treats everyone as servants.”


    “I am glad, I don’t work for her. How do you put up with it?”


    “Fortunately, I don’t have much contact with her. I have always worked for Senor Vicente, and he was a charming man.”


    “When I was in the gallery. A man came in.”


    “Good looking with fair hair?”


    “Yes, that is the one.”


    ‘That is Miguel Daniel Gamboa De Hernadez Vicente.”


    “Who?”


    “I know. Lovely name isn’t it?


    “His name may be lovely, but he isn’t.”


    “What do you mean?”


    Lorna explained what had happened.


    “You must have caught him on a bad day. He is usually the most charming of men. Perhaps, he had had an argument with step-mama.


    “You don’t mean, Senora Vicente.”


    “Yep, that is step-mama. They are always arguing, and of course, it is worse now that his father has died.


    Senora Vicente wants to rule the roost. Of course, Miguel has his own ideas. She wants to sell everything in sight.


    He wants to keep his inheritance safe. This house has been in Miguel’s family for centuries. Senora Vicente came from South America. She of course, does not really want to keep this Villa. She wants the money it would raise.”


    “Can she sell it?”


    “Well she says, there is no money to keep it going.”


    “Miguel says there is millions, and it should be no problem.”


    ‘So there are lawyers involved, and it is all creating alot of problems. That is why; Senora Vicente wants to sell the paintings. She has been left all the contents, which were purchased after the date of their marriage.”


    “How long had they been married?”


    “Only five years. She has gone very carefully through, everything and made a list of what she can sell.


    Miguel is very upset. He had understood that he would be left everything. Because Senor and Senora Vicente were going to get a divorce. However, when the will was read, that is what was in it.


    “Now I can see why he is in a bad mood.” Said Lorna.


    While they had been talking. They had gradually made their way back to the front door. As they got to the door, it opened. The same man, who had so disconcerted Lorna before, came in.


    Cathy smiled and said, “Hello Miguel. How are you? Oh, this is Lorna Anderson. She is looking at the paintings for Senora Vicente.”


    He smiled at Lorna and took her hand and brought it to his lips, and almost kissed her hand. “How do you do? I owe you an apology for earlier. I am sorry for my boorish behaviour. I was upset.”


    Lorna had almost sunk to her knees. When he took her hand. She had felt an electric shock; go right up her back bone. Her whole body felt as though it was vibrating. The sky took on all the colours of the rainbow. She could have sworn that a heavenly chorus were singing.


    She would have forgiven him anything. She suddenly realised that he was still holding her hand. She began to blush.


    Cathy, who had observed the magic between the two of them, broke the magical moment, “I have to drive Lorna back to Madrid, now. “


    “Where are you staying?”


    “At the penthouse.”


    Neither Lorna nor Miguel seemed to be aware of Cathy. Cathy began to smile to herself. She had heard of love at first sight, but this was the first time, she had seen it happen.


    Miguel had always played the field. He was known as a play boy. Also he was involved, with the lovely snooty Elvira. She would not give him up, without a fight.


    “I will ring you. We will have dinner tonight.”


    Before Lorna, could say another word. He had run up the stairs and disappeared.


    “Lorna, I do believe that you have made a strong impression on Miguel.”


    Don’t be silly, Cathy.”


    “Well, are you going to dinner with him tonight?” “I don’t think so.”


    “I will bet you ten dollars, you will have dinner with him. I am so confident, that I will let you off having dinner with me tonight.”


    “Don’t waste your money. Miguel what’s name does not interest me.”


    Cathy laughed, and got into the car.


    When they got back to the block of flats, Cathy said, “I will ring you in the morning, and see what happened tonight.”


    Lorna smiled, “I will speak to you tomorrow.”


    She was looking forward to being on her own; she would be able to expound more on her notes. Then could have them typed by her Secretary back at the office.


    She was deciding what to do with the rest of the day. When she thought of Miguel. She felt her body go hot all over, and a most delicious tingle, sweep up her spine. As she began to dream what it would be like to be kissed with real passion, by Miguel.


    Then her thoughts went further down the line, as she imagined what it would be like to be made love to by him.


    As if by magic, and he had known what she was thinking, the phone rang, and when she answered it. It was Miguel.


    “Hello, Miss. Anderson. May I call you Lorna?


    Where would you like to have dinner with me tonight?


    Would you like to dine at my apartment?


    Or would you prefer to go to somewhere like the Ritz, or the Palace, or just one of the small fish restaurants, which are so good in Madrid?”


    “Hello, Senor Vicente. Yes. You may call me Lorna. I do not wish to have dinner with you tonight. Thank you.”


    “Call me Miguel. I do not take no for an answer. I will pick you up at 8.00, and then we will decide.”


    “No. Miguel.”


    “You will change your mind.”


    Lorna put the phone down; she had never met anyone like Miguel. She was definitely not having dinner with him.


    Half an hour later, the door bell rang. “Flower for Senorita. Anderson.”


    There was a young lady, with the largest bouquet of flowers, Lorna had ever seen. She put it in the sitting room.


    An hour later the door bell rang again, “Flowers for Senorita Anderson.” Another huge bouquet of flowers.


    For the rest of the afternoon. The door bell rang regularly on the hour with another huge bouquet of flowers. There were no cards with any of the flowers. Of course Lorna knew they could only be from one person.


    The phone rang, when Lorna answered it.


    “Have you changed your mind about dinner yet?”


    “No. I have not. Thank you for the flowers.”


    “It is my pleasure. However, I will send you flowers on the hour, for as long as it takes. Until you change your mind and have dinner with me.


    “Alright, I will have dinner with you.”


    “Good. Be ready at 8.00. Formal dress.”


    Lorna put the phone down, and danced round the room. She had wanted to go out with Miguel, but thought he would change his mind. He was so different from anyone else she had been out with.


    She went into the bedroom to decide what to wear.


    None of her clothes looked right. She would go shopping to the Galleria and buy herself something new.


    She had found the most beautiful dress, in different shades of red, which went from a dark dramatic red, to a beautiful crimson shade. The dress was strapless, and draped, over her breasts. Then draped over her hips, with a long slit one side. She bought herself shoes to match the dress.


    The time passed very quickly, as Lorna made herself beautiful. When she looked at herself in the mirror at five minutes to eight. She was pleased with the results.


    She had done her hair herself. It was long and looked good. It was very glossy, and she was wearing it down. She knew that it was one of her best features.


    The door bell rang promptly at 8.00. Lorna opened the door, and it was Miguel. He looked splendid, in dinner jacket, and snowy white shirt, which looked even whiter against his sun tan. He wore a black bow tie.


    Lorna found her knees trembling, as he took her hand, “You look wonderful. Come my beautiful one. Let us go to dine, before I start making love to you.”


    Lorna felt herself begin to blush.


    Miguel raised one eyebrow. “I am glad I have an effect on you. I would hate to think, that you were immune to my charms.”


    Lorna did not know what to say. She had never met anyone like Miguel, before.


    He was so self assured. He tucked her hand through his arm, and led her from the penthouse.


    Miguel was driving a very large BMW. He asked her, “Have you seen Madrid by night?”


    “No, I haven’t.


    “I will show you.”


    He drove her all round the city. “Madrid is the most beautiful city at night.


    Lorna thought this was probably true. The whole of Madrid’s, most- majestic buildings were floodlit, by different colour lights. There was water everywhere. Most magnificent fountains, which were in fact walls of water, lit by different colour lights.


    Miguel was explaining to her. ‘The Spaniards love water. You probably saw the wonderful dancing fountains, when Barcelona held the Olympics. We have wonderful cities, such as Granada, with the wonderful Alhambra Palace, with its famous water gardens. I will take you and show you.”


    Miguel showed Lorna a side of Spain, that she had never realised, existed. He walked her down the main streets, in Madrid. Took her for a romantic carriage ride. It was all so beautiful and magical. Spain was truly beautiful.


    Then Miguel took her for dinner at a small intimate restaurant. Where all that was served was seafood. They had chosen what they wanted to eat from trays of seafood, produced by the owner. Who then discussed with them, how they would like the fish cooked. It was then taken away and cooked.


    In the meantime, they drank Spanish wine, and talked about themselves. Miguel was twenty-eight. Blonde haired, blue eyed. He was educated in England. His mother had been English. She came from a long line of minor English Lords, and had been a lady in her own rights. He loved England and anything English. He worked in an Import Export business.” He did not care for Senora Vicente as he put it.


    He spoke only a little about his step-mama. Saying only that she was bent on selling the all contents of the Villa, that she could. She had no feeling for any of the antiquities. How could she? She had come from a poor family in South America.


    “I had thought, the way she behaved. She was an aristocrat.”


    “No. I do not wish to spend any more time talking about her.”


    Just then the food arrived. It looked and tasted delicious.


    “When are you returning to England?”


    “Tomorrow.”


    “Then we have tonight.”


    “This evening.”


    “Tonight. Why fight this thing, between us. I can feel the currents that run between our bodies. You desire me, as I desire you. “


    “I think you misunderstand. I came only to have dinner with you, to stop you, sending me flowers.”


    “I think not. However, if it makes you feel uncomfortable. I will desist from talking to you in that way. Enjoy your meal. Let us be friends, before we become lovers.”


    “Miguel, please do not talk this way. I would like to be friends.”


    “Alright Lorna. Friends we shall be.”


    He spent the rest of the evening. Amusing her, making her laugh, by making comments, about the other people in the restaurant.


    He drove her slowly back to the penthouse. Lorna was dreading getting home. She did not want to have to fight Miguel off. But at the same time, she was not going to be taken for granted. As it turned out she need not have worried. Miguel escorted her to the door of the penthouse. Waited while she got her key out.


    Then just said “Good night, Lorna.”


    Lorna was somewhat annoyed. She had not wanted him to kiss her. But he had not even said he would phone her. Men!


    Lorna woke up twice in the night, and found that she had been dreaming about Miguel. Drat the man, why could she not get him out of her head.


    Lorna flew back to England. When she arrived the day was sunny and on the cool side. She immediately thought of warm Madrid, with that beautiful clear turquoise sky.


    Lorna went back to her own flat, which seemed like a shoe box compared to the penthouse. She unpacked, and decided to go in to the office, and get her secretary started on the report for Senora Vicente.


    When she arrived at her office. The receptionist called her. “Hello Lorna, how are you? Lucky you, I have put your flowers in water.”


    “What flowers?”


    ‘The beautiful flowers, that arrived addressed to you.”


    Lorna went into her office. There was an enormous bouquet of roses, and sweet peas. When she looked at the card. There was the signature she had expected to see, Miguel.


    The card read. Enjoyed our evening. Let’s repeat it.


    Lorna said to herself fat chance. However, when she went home she took the bouquet of flowers with her.


    Miguel phone Lorna three or four times, over the next two weeks, but each time. She had told her secretary, to say that she was out or at a meeting. Miguel did not phone again.


    Lorna felt happier that he was no longer phoning. Or did she?


    Lorna had been up North to conduct an Auction, and had only been back in the office for about ten minutes. When Chris rang and asked her to go and see him.


    She went up to the second floor. Chris’s secretary told her to go straight in. Lorna knocked on the door and went into Chris’s office. Standing by the window, was Miguel.


    Lorna’s heart turned cartwheels. The heavenly choir was singing again.


    “Good morning Lorna,” Chris said. “I believe you know Senor Vicente.”


    “Good morning. Yes I do.”


    “Good morning Lorna,” said Miguel, coming forward to her and taking her hand in his. He did not attempt to kiss her hand this morning. Merely holding it slightly long than necessary. She really is beautiful, Miguel thought.


    “Miguel Vicente, would like Scorpio Auctioneers, to go and value the paintings in his Father’s Villa, in Marbella. He has asked that you carry out the valuation.”


    “I am rather busy, at the moment,” Lorna stammered.


    “Nonsense. Anything, you are doing at the moment, can be handed over to Bill.”


    “Well, it will take me sometime to brief Bill.”


    “No excuses. You have two days, Lorna. I want you in Marbella, by the week-end.”


    “Chris, I do have things to take care of.”


    “Nothing I am sure, that can not be taken care of in two days.”


    “Don’t rush Senorita Anderson; I can wait until next week. Chris.”


    In the end, it was decided that Lorna would fly to Malaga on Tuesday. Malaga was the nearest airport to Marbella. Miguel would arrange to have a car meet Lorna at the Airport.


    Lorna did not remember saying goodbye, but found herself back at her desk, in a daze.


    She was going to Marbella, on Tuesday. She was going to see Miguel again. Had he really needed his Father’s paintings valued? Or did he want to see her again? Lorna did not know, but felt very out of her depths.


    She was not worried about valuing paintings. She was worried about her own feelings. Miguel seemed to have such an effect on her.


    If she was alone with him for any length of time. She did not know what would happen.


    Later that evening Lorna rang various friends, to tell them she, was going to Marbella. The general consensus was that she was very lucky. Holidaying in Marbella. She had given up trying to tell her friends that she was working. They only believed what they thought was the truth.


    Lorna organised her office, and handed the things over to Bill. She had asked Chris how long he thought she would need to stay in Marbella. He had merely said, “as long as it takes, Lorna. No need to rush things.”


    Lorna flew to Malaga, and was very surprised, when having been told they were approaching Marbella, to find they flew over Malaga, and out to sea. She thought at first something, was wrong, and then realised that the plane, was merely making an approach landing. It could not fly directly into Malaga Airport, as the mountains were in the way.


    When Lorna descended from the airplane, the heat hit her. It was much warmer, in Marbella, than in Madrid. She went into the main building. The Spanish customs officials and police, stood grouped round the building, all holding guns. She went to a window, to pass through customs. A very bored looking Spanish man in uniform, looked briefly at her passport, and then waved her through.


    As she went in to the main area of the Airport. She saw Miguel waiting for her. Her heart skipped a beat. That heavenly chorus seemed to ring through the building. She could not deny that she was very very attracted to him. Oh, if only. She stopped herself. She did not dare think along those lines.


    Miguel looked very pleased to see her. “Good flight?” he enquired.


    “Very,” she replied, with her knees trembling. She felt she could not walk a step.


    Miguel came to her and put his hand on her arm. She felt an electric tingle go through her body. As he moved forward, Lorna found that she could walk.


    “I have a car outside. When we get to the villa, I have arranged for a car to be put at your disposal.”


    “Thank you, Miguel. That is most kind of you.”


    “It is my pleasure. Now I thought we would go and have lunch at Neja.”


    “Neja? Where is that?”


    “Not far. It is one of my favourite places. We will go to the oldest part of the city, and you will have a magnificent lunch. I know you like seafood.”


    Lorna could not object. After all this man was paying her wages, and if he wanted to buy her lunch. Well she would just have to accept it.


    “When, shall I start work?” Lorna asked as they were finishing a wonderful lunch.


    “I thought tomorrow. You will dine with me tonight?”


    “Miguel, you do not have to take me out to eat all the time.”


    “I enjoy it. Perhaps, I will cook for you.”


    “Where do you propose to do this cooking?”


    “At the Villa. Where you are staying.”


    Lorna could see there would be difficulties ahead. She just could not trust herself around Miguel. She would have to set him straight, but not just yet. She thought, not just yet.


    After they had finished their lunch. Miguel suggested a walk, through the gardens, in the centre of Neja. It was wonderful, walking with Miguel. When he held her hand to pull her up one of the steep slopes, and then seemed to forget that he was holding her hand. It really was wonderful. Just for a little while, she imagined, that they were lovers, and their future lay together. That would be paradise.


    Miguel said after what seemed like a very long time. “I will take you to the Villa, where you are to stay. Then I must leave you. I have some business to take care of.”


    They drove along the coast road. In some places, one seemed to be hanging over the sea. It had some breath taking views of the sea. The driving of some of the drivers was terrifying. They seemed to drive as though they were on a race track.


    They drove through the outskirts of Torrmolinos, and then gradually approached Marbella.


    Lorna was intrigued to see, what Marbella, was like. It was after all supposed to be one of the play grounds of the rich and famous. She was a little disappointed, when they drove through Marbella. There was several large, restaurants, and of course the Arab Bank, and Mosque.


    Miguel, did not stop in Marbella, but turned right and drove towards the hills. Lorna could see that there were large villas, along this road. Set like jewels, in beautiful settings. Mostly white, but some of them pale pink, yellow and blue. She could see sometime the pale glint of the blue swimming pools.


    After they had been twisting and turning for some time. She could see the sea behind them, and in the distance, a very large building. Miguel told her this was the Don Pedro Hotel a very exclusive Hotel.


    After about another ten minutes drive. Miguel stopped at large wrought iron gates. He got out of the car, and opened the gates. He then drove through the gates. He pointed to one side of the garden. “There is a small car for you, the keys are inside.”


    Lorna was very pleased with the small bungalow, which Miguel had placed at her disposal. It had only two bedrooms, and a very large lounge. Each bedroom had its own bathroom. There was also a downstairs loo and another shower room. It had a very well equipped kitchen.


    The lounge was beautiful, with all white painted furniture and settees with pastel coloured cushions. There were several paintings on the wall, nothing of any note. There was a fireplace. Several tables, one or two lamps, and several potted plants.


    “Oh, Miguel, a fireplace? Lorna asked


    “It can get cold at night, when it rains.”


    Lorna went over to the large windows, in the lounge. She was very pleased to see there was a patio with furniture, and a lovely pool.


    “Miguel, it is perfect.”


    “I think you will be comfortable here. Dolores, will come in each morning, and clean for you. She will also cook, if you want her to. She will do any shopping that you need.”


    “That will be really good. Thank you.”


    “Make yourself at home. I will pick you up for dinner at 8.00. We will go and promenade in Orange Square, and walk round the old part of Marbella. We will dine at one of the restaurants on the sea front. Another night I will take you to dinner in Puerto Banus.”


    He waved a nonchalant hand at Lorna. Ran down the steps of the villa, and drove off. Leaving Lorna alone with her thoughts.


    Lorna wandered round the villa, and decided she really liked it. She loved the bedroom which was the master bedroom. It had the most enormous round bed. Just for a moment she imagined herself and Miguel entwined on that bed. The master bedroom also


    had a beautiful bathroom fitted in green marble, with what looked like gold taps, and fittings.


    She decided to go outside and look at the car, she was to drive. It was a dark green, BMW. She was happy to note that it was an automatic.


    Lorna had decided to wear a vivid red and orange cotton sun dress; she knew that the vibrant colours looked good with her black hair.


    Lorna and Miguel had a lovely evening. Marbella’s inhabitants love to promenade through Orange Square. The small restaurants around the square were full, as Miguel and Lorna strolled around. Miguel took Lorna down to the sea front, and they decided they would eat there.


    Whilst, they were eating dinner, Miguel had been trying to find out more about Lorna.


    “Do you have a boyfriend?”


    “No. Do you have a girlfriend?


    “Not really.”


    “What do you mean? Not really. Either you do or you don’t.”


    “I have various friends. Women that I escort to functions.”


    Before Lorna could say anything.


    Miguel said, “But, there is no one special in my life.”


    “I am glad I am not treading on any one’s toes.”


    Miguel changed the mood, by starting to talk about the paintings, he wanted her to value.


    “My father left the Villa in Marbella to me alone. I do not have to give Dorothea anything from it.”


    “What sort of paintings do you have there?”


    “There a quite a few modern paintings, which I want you to look at. I know nothing about modern paintings. My father said he bought these paintings, as an investment.”
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