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            However, nothing could make up for Rodrigo walking away.
She knew that. Not when every morning she woke to the stark possibility that she might never see him again. Just the thought was like a dagger in her breast. Her senses had been in a state of frozen animation since he’d left. Before when she’d been with him she’d felt everything so
intensely.
Now she felt nothing.

The one small light on the horizon was that the money she’d received would give her some much-needed options to help improve her future. She still refused to consider spending any of the settlement Rodrigo had given her, and one day if she had the chance she would see that he got back every penny. But now that she was home again her three months in Cornwall seemed like a distant dream…especially the part where on a stormy October night Rodrigo had appeared.

Suddenly her small rented flat, with its impersonal air and lack of love, seemed too small to contain her increasing restlessness, and it was in this agitated state of mind that one dismal rainy evening she did a pregnancy test because her period was overdue. When the result showed positive Jenny dropped down onto the edge of the bath in stupefied shock. Staring down at the test, she finally registered the enormity of what she was seeing.
She was carrying Rodrigo’s baby inside her.
The one event she’d believed would never happen had astoundingly occurred. But what was she going to do about it? Of course he would have to know—even if he decided absolutely he wanted nothing further to do with her
or
the child. She prayed that wouldn’t be so. Hadn’t he more than amply demonstrated that he wasn’t exactly immune to her when they were together in Cornwall?

The following afternoon she took a break from work to visit a travel agent’s. With thumping heart and a dry mouth she booked flights and hotel accommodation for Barcelona. What was to stop her? she argued silently as she handed over her credit card. Thanks to her claim, she had the funds. Only yesterday she’d wrapped up the job she’d been working on so she was perfectly free to go. And her reasons were perfectly legitimate. Not only would she benefit from the warmer climate, but she would be able to see Rodrigo again and break the news that she scarcely believed was true herself.

He was going to be a father.
Their re-ignited passion in Cornwall had made a baby…

‘
Buenos dias, senñorita…
What can I get you?’

‘Just a glass of orange juice please…
gràciis.
’

When the smiling young waiter disappeared back inside the busy café, with its hypnotic salsa music drifting out onto the Moorish-style terrace, Jenny leaned back in her chair and flipped through her Catalan phrasebook, vowing to familiarise herself with the language she had started to learn when she was last there. But then a trickle of perspiration slid down her back inside her cotton sleeveless shirt and she shut her eyes to bask in the idyllic aromatic sunshine as the ebb and flow of other diners’ conversations sounded on the air around her.

‘Excuse me…but aren’t you staying at our hotel?’

Jenny’s eyes opened with a start at the sound of the unfamiliar American voice. A beaming masculine face with a row of impossibly white teeth beneath a neatly trimmed greying moustache loomed back at her. An enthusiastic hand was stuck out to shake hers.

‘I’m Dean Lovitch and this is my wife Margaret. We arrived three days ago, same as you. We saw you at Reception but you looked a little distracted, if you don’t mind me saying, and it didn’t seem right to bother you just then. We’ve just been to visit the Sagrada Familia. Have you seen it yet?’

‘You mean the unfinished cathedral? I visited it once two years ago, when I was last here, but I fully intend to go again. I’ve been mainly taking it easy for the past few days rather than visit the tourist spots, to tell you the truth. I was rather under the weather before I came out here.’

‘I’m real sorry to hear that. But it seems like a good place to come to if you’re in need of a pick-me-up, don’t you think? Mind if we join you? All the other tables seem to be taken.’

‘Go ahead. I’m Jenny Renfrew, by the way.’

‘It’s good to meet you, Jenny.’

The couple sat themselves down opposite her—the tall, spaghetti-thin husband and his plump, diminutive sandy-haired wife. Straightening in her chair, Jenny vowed to be sociable. She was here for a fortnight, after all. No doubt there would be plenty of other warm sunny afternoons in which to ponder her life over a cool drink on a terrace somewhere. Besides…Dean and Margaret had the kind of faces that immediately instilled trust, she decided. Their manner was warmly considerate, and she wasn’t surprised to learn that they had three grown-up children who had all ‘fled the nest’—which was why they’d decided a long overdue holiday in Europe was called for to help them adjust.

‘Are you here all by yourself, Jenny?’ Margaret softly enquired as the waiter placed the glass of juice she’d ordered in front of her.

‘I am.’

‘You seem so young. Isn’t there someone special who could have come with you?’

‘You mean like a boyfriend?’ Fielding the arresting vision of Rodrigo that swarmed into her mind, making her tummy flip over, Jenny wrapped her hands tightly round her glass. ‘There’s no one special in my life, I’m afraid.’

‘Well, there seems to be no shortage of goodlooking boys around, that’s for sure.’ Dean grinned. ‘It’s a wonder a pretty English Rose like you hasn’t got at least a dozen of them lining up to ask you for a date. Perhaps you do, but you’re just not telling? I’m sure your parents told you that you gotta be careful. I’m glad that I’ve got sons, quite frankly. I would have been prematurely grey if I’d had a daughter! Especially one that looked like you.’

‘Dean, you’re embarrassing Jenny.’

‘Sorry, sweetheart.’ He instantly apologized. ‘Hey, I’ve just had a great idea. We were going to check out this supposedly incredible spa hotel this afternoon. Margaret thought she might book herself a massage, and I hear the grounds are spectacular. Want to come with us?’

‘A spa hotel you said?’ Inside her chest, Jenny’s heart seemed to ricochet against her ribs.

‘Yeah…It’s owned by some local billionaire, so we hear, and just a few streets over. How do you feel about seeing how the other half lives for a while, Jenny?’

In the end she couldn’t resist accompanying the sociable Americans. Despite choosing her accommodation because of its proximity to his star hotel, she’d put off confronting Rodrigo with her news for three days now, while she nervously rehearsed how to tell him about it in her head, but sooner or later she would have to see him.

But as soon as Jenny stepped out of the sultry heat into the air-conditioned foyer of the dazzling chrome and glass hotel and onto the sleek marble floor, with its chic contemporary furniture and coolly stylish décor, her heart started to thump and her legs turned to marshmallow.

Rodrigo was the owner of all this
, she reminded herself.

Faced with the reality of his wealth again after two long years, she found it was almost too much to take in. The man who had sat by her sickbed on a hard rattan chair without so much as even one small complaint, the man who had made himself so at home in Lily’s humble, quaint guesthouse was the owner of this incredibly chic, ultra-modern luxurious hotel and several others like it. It was indeed a sobering thought.

‘Shall we have the grand tour?’ Dean smiled, already walking towards a formidably smart receptionist who looked more like a catwalk model for some elite designer label than a hotel employee.

‘You’re very quiet, Jenny,’ the diminutive Margaret whispered to the younger woman as they followed another stylishly uniformed receptionist up the sweeping marble staircase to the first floor, the soothing sound of water spilling gently into an indoor fountain accompanying them. ‘I think I can guess how you feel…The scent of money is practically oozing out of the walls. It’s a little bit overwhelming, isn’t it?’

Her gaze on the modern sculpture and eye-catching art, Jenny was still struggling to articulate something conversational when she noticed twin doors opening at the end of the walkway they were traveling down. A tall, dark-haired, designer-suited male figure emerged ahead of a group of similarly attired people.
Rodrigo!
She would recognise him in a veritable
sea
of strangers.

Suddenly there was no audible sound at all apart from the loud roaring of blood rushing at a hundred miles an hour through Jenny’s head.
Oh, God…don’t let him see me…Please don’t let him see me.
What was he going to think if he should catch sight of her? That she’d deliberately tracked him down, expecting something from him? She’d
die
if he thought that—even though she was expecting his baby.

He was holding open the door for his board members, or whoever they were. She saw that now. Seeing him glance casually towards their little group, she momentarily froze. In the same instant a sickening sense of nausea gripped her insides. What a moment for morning sickness to hit! Her intention had been to walk swiftly back down the marble staircase, hopefully unseen, and try to meet Rodrigo at some later date. But now, disconcerted by the nausea, she turned on her heel too quickly and a searing pain shot through her ankle. It made her stumble awkwardly and, unable to right herself, she completely lost her balance.

‘Oh, God.’ Suddenly she was in a humiliating heap on the floor, with every pair of eyes in the vicinity on
her.

‘Are you okay, honey? Are you hurt?’ Margaret’s American husband dropped to his haunches, his avuncular features genuinely concerned as he put a comforting arm round Jenny’s shoulders.

‘I think I’ve twisted my ankle. I turned on it too suddenly…That’s just typical of me, I’m afraid.’

On the periphery of her consciousness she saw a striking-looking dark-suited male issue an urgent command and, glancing up, watched an almost choreographed seam appear down the middle of the small group of people that had quickly gathered round her, allowing the man to step to the front.

He stared down at Jenny with utter disbelief in his ebony dark gaze. ‘Is it really you?’ he husked.

‘Yes, Rodrigo.’ She sighed heavily, pushing a swathe of tumbling blonde hair out of her eyes, her humiliation and embarrassment total. ‘It’s me.’

‘What have you done to yourself?’

‘It’s unbelievable, I know, but I think I’ve twisted my ankle.’

‘Does it hurt?’ He crouched to gently circle the slim joint with his hand.

Jenny immediately flinched at the dizzying sensation of pain, though she was not unaware of the intoxicating warmth emanating from his large smooth palm either.

‘Yes, it hurts.’ She despaired of the quaver in her voice—was terrified Rodrigo might judge her as feeble and clumsy. To be frank, she’d have quite liked a handy magic spell to make her disappear.

But now the handsome Spaniard was at ground level too, and Dean Lovitch was assessing him with definite suspicion in his eyes.

‘Do you know this lady?’ he demanded.

‘Yes, I do. And you are?’

As if sensing the other man’s authority, Dean slowly withdrew his arm from round Jenny’s shoulders. ‘I’m Dean Lovitch. My wife and I are staying at the same hotel as Jenny and we all came here together.’

‘She will be all right now, Señor Lovitch.
I
will take care of her.’

‘And your name is?’

‘Rodrigo Martinez. This is my hotel.’

‘Oh.’ Getting swiftly to his feet, his face a little red, Dean placed his arm round his wife’s shoulders, as if needing to bolster himself after the shock of learning Rodrigo’s identity.

‘Please…’ Jenny whispered, her blue eyes imploring as she glanced into the hypnotic beam of Rodrigo’s. ‘Don’t be concerned about me. I’ll be okay in a minute. My friends will help me…As Mr Lovitch told you, I’m staying at the same hotel as them. Go back to your meeting, or whatever it is you were doing, Rodrigo. I’ll catch up with you at a more convenient time.’

‘You’re in no position to tell me to do anything, Jenny. Not when you have been injured in my own hotel and I don’t even know what you are doing here. I have a personal suite in the building. I’ll take you there and then call our resident doctor to take a look at your ankle.’

Just as he’d done at Lily’s, Rodrigo slid his arm beneath Jenny to lift her bodily against him. Registering a mixture of surprise and respect in the interested glances watching them so avidly, she tried to rouse herself to protest. But it wasn’t easy when the sensation of being held once more in front of Rodrigo’s wonderful chest, along with the warmth of his hard body, was besieging her without mercy.

‘You shouldn’t be taking me anywhere! Put me down, Rodrigo…please.’

‘Not on your life,
querida.
Stop fighting me and just relax.’

‘Want us to wait for you, Jenny?’ Dean asked anxiously.

Jenny shook her head, attempting a reassuring smile in her new friends’ direction. ‘Don’t let this spoil your visit, you two. I—I expect I’ll see you later, back at the hotel.’

What would the couple make of Rodrigo’s possessive ‘take charge’ stance when she’d categorically told them there was no one special in her life? she fretted.

Issuing some crisp instructions to a well-dressed hovering male colleague, Rodrigo swept past the gathered throng of curious onlookers with a purposeful stride towards the elevator, his strong arms supporting Jenny as though she weighed no more than the smallest child…

Lying Jenny down on the plush leather couch in the suite’s sitting room, Rodrigo propped her injured ankle carefully up on some satin cushions. Carrying her from the hall downstairs to the elevator, then up to the suite, had been like an exquisite form of masochism. He had felt every sweet contour of her body beneath her simple summer clothes, breathed in her heat and rose-tinted scent a thousand times magnified, and whenever she’d gazed up at him with those crystalline blue eyes all he’d been able to do was fall into silence. He had missed her more than he had dreamed possible, but it wasn’t something that reassured him.
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