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TAKE ME

Steamy Secrets, Book Three

Diane Demetre

How far would you run to find love?

Aiden Bishop is a successful young lawyer hiding out in sunny Spain to escape unsavoury clients in Australia. At twenty-seven, Ace as he’s known to his mates, happens upon a local flamenco club in Seville where he’s befriended by Rafael Flores and beguiled by Carla Armando — a famous flamenco couple well-known for their fiery performances both on and off the stage.

With ancestral links to the famous gypsy flamenco dancer Carmen Amaya, Rafael and Carla have mysterious Romani culture coursing through their veins. Sensing Aiden’s love of adventure, they invite him on a road trip from the Costa Del Sol to Granada in search of Carla’s true Romani gifts. However, as the trip stretches deeper into less travelled emotional geography, long-kept secrets are exposed.

Brimming with gypsy traditions, the passion of the dance, mysterious rune readings and intrigue, Aiden realizes that he may be able to evade his clients, by he can’t escape his destiny no matter how far he runs.

Take Me is the third stand-alone book in Diane Demetre’s genre-busting erotic romance Steamy Secrets series. If you love strong heroes, hot sex and feisty heroines, don’t miss this page-turning love story with a twist.
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DEDICATION

For all the men who love, laugh and live with passion.

Heroes one and all.


QUOTE

The dancer's body is simply the luminous manifestation of the soul

— Isadora Duncan
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CHAPTER ONE

AIDEN WINCED WHEN THE surly Spaniard threw her to the ground where she struck the timber floor with a thud and collapsed like a rag doll. But none of this brutish treatment diminished her extraordinary poise or beauty. Her long, ebony hair fell forwards covering the exquisite sculpture of her face, and her dark eyes flashed with fury as she struggled to escape. The ferocity with which the man treated her, triggered Aiden’s instinct to save the beauty and give the beast a good thrashing. But this wasn’t a time to intervene, to play the hero. This was tango, and it was obviously being performed by a pair of Spain’s leading exponents of the dance.

Trying to find shelter from an unexpected downpour earlier this evening, Aiden had accidentally stumbled upon this local club, this peñas. He’d heard about such clubs in whispered conversations between the locals over the past days, but no one would give up their locations. Tourists weren’t generally welcome. Even the concierge at Aiden’s hotel had proved elusive as to their whereabouts no matter how much money Aiden had discreetly offered. So ever resourceful, he’d decided to conduct his own investigations. Tonight, the heavy deluge had proved an unexpected blessing. For on his hunt in the backstreets of Seville to find a peñas and trying to evade the slapping rain, he’d spied a couple staggering from a hole in the stone block wall. He’d squeezed into the space the happy couple left in their wake before the door slammed behind them and was finally rewarded for his search.

Now with damp jeans, sodden shoes, and wet hair, he leaned against a wall on the far side of the club, mesmerized by the fiery, violent performance taking place on the small stage in front of him. A cluster of equally passionate musicians playing the guitar, flute, violin and a strange-looking accordion, drove the tempo onwards matching the fervour of the couple performing onstage. The exotic woman slithered to her feet then turned with a venomous snarl to her partner. When she hurtled towards him, she found her assault blocked by his strong arms which spun her away at alarming speed. Then in a final show of male dominance, he dragged her to him and with chest heaving, threw her into a back-breaking arch across his bended knee. Having conquered her and with a thrust of his chin, he raised his arms overhead on the music’s impressive crescendo. The prior hush of the club broke into cacophonous applause, cheers and stamping feet. Aiden jammed his thumb and forefinger into his mouth and showed joined in the appreciation with an ear-piercing whistle. The sweat-lathered couple rose like a pair of indestructible Phoenix and with haughty pride, took their well-deserved bows then made grand, graceful exits from the stage.

A small table became vacant close to where Aiden stood so he slid into the setting, nearly knocking the candle jar over. His sharp reflexes meant he could grab it before the molten wax snuffed out the flame and spilled on the floor. Steadying the jar on the rickety timber table, Aiden plonked down into a similarly unsteady chair, and a buxom waitress swooped in to take his order.

God, he loved Spanish women. At least what he’d seen so far. Sex, sex, sex seemed to be all they oozed. Stunning, big-breasted and round-hipped, their bodies were designed for pleasure and pleasuring. And that’s just what Aiden intended on doing. Judging by the sultry, come-hither look on the waitress’s face, he’d be in for such an opportunity tonight.

Sipping on his icy beer, which his pouting waitress delivered in double-quick time, Aiden scanned his surroundings more closely. The entire space appeared to be suspended in a time warp dating back to the mid-nineteenth century. Hewn from rugged, grey stone, the walls, ceiling and floors formed a shadowy den in which the venue operated, giving it a cool, otherworldly atmosphere. Like most clubs and despite the no-smoking signs strategically stuck on the walls, the air hung thick with the smell of stale cigarettes, body odour, and alcohol. There were no ashtrays for the customers and since he couldn’t see any tell-tale signs of glowing cancer sticks wedged in patron’s fingers, he suspected the staff smoked before and after trading hours leaving the rank smell. Lit in a vermillion hue, the place burned with a devilish glimmer, more subtle than the garishly bright illuminated sign above the bar. Sevilla Flamenco it proclaimed, in coloured LED chaser lights, some sections of which no longer worked. Behind it, a small variety, but a large number of glasses hung in rusty racks strung on old beaten timber planks roughly drilled into the stone ceiling above the bar. With its clutter of wall posters and paintings, flamenco memorabilia, and dusty stage curtains, the entire space resonated with decades of dance, passion, mystery and more-than-a-little neglect. While Aiden continued his reconnaissance, his eyes fell upon the waitress once more. This time, she lounged at the bar, wiping glasses and demonstrating her sexual stroking skills on each item, her eyes twinkling with mischief. Lifting his empty beer bottle for another, he nodded in wry amusement, and she rushed to fill his order.

Bending down further than needed, she pushed her blushing bosom toward Aiden and placed his Corona with a slice of lime, on the table. “Buena nochese, señor,” she said with a flutter of her mascara-laden eyelashes and a glossy, red smile. Aiden guessed she couldn’t have been more than twenty, but her overt sexuality befitted a more mature and experienced woman.

Aiden’s lips curved upwards enjoying her unmistakable flirting. “Buena nochese, señorita.” He flashed her one of his easy-going champion smiles, the waitress swooned, and Aiden chuckled. Although nearing twenty-eight years of age, Aiden still couldn’t fathom the effect he had on women. He’d never tried to be swoon-worthy or the James Bond type of lady-killer. Sure, he’d been brought up to respect and appreciate women. His mother, Julie had made certain of that, and his father Roger was naturally charismatic and a real ladies’ man. So maybe it was in his genes, and he’d inherited his father’s charm? He didn’t know. For years his mates ribbed him and jostled to be his wingman whenever they went on the prowl. “Like moths to a flame, Ace. You burn hot, man,” was their catch-cry. At times, Aiden had been embarrassed by how easy it was for him to attract the opposite sex, but now he’d given up trying to understand the attraction and enjoyed his God-given gift.

“My name is Theresa.” The waitress slipped into a chair at his table, flaunting herself unashamedly at him.

“Good to meet you, Theresa. I’m Aiden.” He offered his hand into which she placed hers, giving a gentle but firm squeeze.

“Where do you come from, Aiden?” With her layered black-frilled skirt falling between her splayed legs, plump breasts bursting from the red bustier and her tanned skin shining with a thin film of perspiration, Theresa was a thing of lusty beauty.

He pushed his chair back a little and smiled. “I live in Australia.” He noticed Theresa glance at his crotch with  a cat-like twitch of her lips, and settling in for the game, Aiden bracketed his hands behind his head.

“Someday I will go to Australia,” Theresa said, twirling her long, dark locks in her fingers. “Perhaps you will take me?”

These young Spanish women aren’t backwards in coming forwards, he thought.

“Theresa, get back here. You have work to do.” The stern baritone voice rumbled from a middle-aged, beer-barrel of a man standing behind the bar. With his round torso trying unsuccessfully to break free of its black, bibbed apron and the cardinal cap bald spot on his head glistening under the lights, he reminded Aiden of a jolly cartoon character, except the death stare his beady black eyes burned at the waitress belied his cheerful appearance. “We haven’t closed up yet, Theresa. Come on, you have to finish cleaning.”

Theresa screwed up her nose, leaned forwards to Aiden and growled. “That is my papa, Domingo. He and Mama own this place. I hate it here.” All the sensuous beauty disappeared from her young face. She scraped the chair backwards obeying her father’s command. “You want another beer, Aiden?” she asked with none of her previous customer service charm.

“But aren’t you closing up?” Most of the other customers had left, the band was packing up, and Domingo didn’t seem thrilled with Aiden’s ongoing custom.

“It’s okay. You have time for another beer. Forget about papa.” Her hand flew up in disdain then perched obstinately on her hip.

“Yes, thank you, Theresa. Another beer, please.” He shot her a sympathetic smile, and she softened once more.

With the sullenness only a foiled daughter can muster, Theresa returned to the bar making sure her rapid Spanish curses, spoken loud enough for her father to hear, hit the mark. Accompanied by finger-pointing and theatrical arm-waving, Domingo continued chastising his daughter as he shuffled her back to her duties while giving Aiden the evil eye.

“I’m telling you, you did it wrong, Carla!” The roar of another man’s displeasure interrupted the family dispute behind the bar.

Following the voice to its owner, Aiden recognized the man as the tango dancer. Tall, lean, strong and obviously self-important, he carried himself with the air of one who’s used to others doing his bidding. Opposite him, his female partner stood, chin to chest. Although petite in stature she matched his spirit and determination. Not backing down she yelled up at him. “Just because you’re the famous Rafael Flores doesn’t mean you never make mistakes. I’m also famous don’t forget, and you are the one who did it wrong.” She jabbed her finger into his chest for good measure.

A pocket rocket, Aiden thought. He liked women with fire and was keen to see how this battle would play out.

“I do not make mistakes, Carla. Here. This is how it should have been danced.” Rafael threw his bag onto the stage. Grabbing Carla’s hand, he twirled her from one side to the other, counting out the beats in clipped speech.

She propped, stamping her foot. “No. No. No. That is wrong. Here.” Likewise, she grabbed Rafael and threw herself under his arm, twirling and counting the beats.

“My God, you are impossible!” Tearing himself from her grip, he snatched up his bag and marched off the stage.

“Me, impossible?” Carla screamed at his departing back. “You come back here, Rafael Flores. I’m warning you.” With a toss of her head, she hauled her bag onto her shoulder and stormed after him, cursing in an endless tirade.

Aiden lost sight of them when they stomped past the other side of the bar. But he did hear the door only slam once, which meant Rafael must have waited for her, and they left together. Ah, the passion of the Spanish, he thought and drained his beer.

Strolling to the bar, Aiden returned his empty bottle and fished out his wallet. “Are those two always like that?” he asked Theresa, nodding towards the door.

“Yes, they are dancers and lovers. Always in love and always fighting.” She shrugged and tallied Aiden’s account, giving him the bill.

“Are they dancing again tomorrow night?” He counted out the money from his wallet.

“Yes. Tomorrow night they do flamenco.” Theresa’s eyes began to shimmer as she nuzzled across the bar, pushing her fleshy breasts towards him. “Perhaps you will return?”

“Oh yes, Theresa. I’ll be back.” He placed an extra fifty euro on the bar.  Theresa spied her sizeable tip and quickly tucked it into her bustier, checking over her shoulder that her father didn’t see. Aiden patted her hand. “Start a travel account so you can come to Australia. Okay?”

With a coquettish flutter of eyelashes, she said, “Okay.” But Aiden doubted the money would see the inside of any bank. It’d be spent within the week.


CHAPTER TWO

BY THE TIME AIDEN arrived at Sevilla Flamenco the following night, Theresa had reserved a table for him right at the front of the stage. Sporting a knowing smile, he realized the sizeable tip he’d given her yesterday had secured him a front-row seat. Like last night, the peñas groaned with locals chatting, drinking and flirting. Handsome men and voluptuous women touched and caressed each other, their fingers sliding in and out of clothing, their mouths interlocking and tasting. In darkened corners, women secretly exposed their nipples for their lover’s fingers to tweak, while men grabbed their woman’s hand, rubbing it up and down on their growing cocks under the table. The sexy rhythms of the music mixed with the customers’ lascivious laughter made Aiden’s crotch twitch. The intoxicating blend of sounds and shadows swirled around him, while the spice of perfume and raw sexuality cloaked the stale air Aiden remembered from the night before.

Leaning over, he looked down the corridor to the restrooms. Because of the dim lighting, he thought the walls had come to life, but they were plastered with bodies dancing and gyrating against each other. Barely able to contain their wanton desires, women thrust their hips into their men’s crotch, while their partners devoured their necks like hungry vampires. This erotic display seared silhouetted images into Aiden’s mind and stirred his cock, now eager to join the party. He readjusted himself discreetly while reassessing his previous night’s appraisal of the club. This place didn’t time warp to the mid-nineteenth century. It more aptly resembled Sodom and Gomorrah. A seething mass of barely controlled human sexual display, Sevilla Flamenco warranted an X-rating. No wonder the locals didn’t want foreigners in.

When Theresa slipped past him, he caught her wrist, pulling her to him. “Is it always like this here?”

She cocked her head, giving him a puzzled half-smile. “Like what?”

“Like everyone here needs to get a room.”

She threw her head back and laughed, giving Aiden a chance to admire her young, taut throat and décolletage. “Passion is in our blood. Most of us descend from gypsies. Wait for the flamenco. Then you will understand.” Theresa bent down and whispered, “Perhaps later I will show you more.” Theresa thrust her bosom toward his face, smiled a salacious promise and sashayed away.

Since he was the only blond-haired, blue-eyed person in the club, Aiden stood out from the sexy Spanish crowd like the proverbial, but no matter. Theresa’s flirtatious attention and VIP treatment had marked him as someone to be trusted, so the foreplay ritual proceeded around him unabated.

Aiden spied her before most of the other patrons. He calculated she must have only been about 1.6-metres tall and by the look of her taut, strong body, weighed no more than fifty kilos, but she filled the stage with a powerhouse presence. For a moment, he forgot to breathe. Poured into a figure-hugging, blazing red gown with circles of heavy frills fanning out from her knees to the floor in a train, Carla paraded onto the stage. With her black hair slicked into a low bun adorned with a crescent of red flowers and enormous gold hoop earrings dangling from her petite lobes, she presented herself as austere and untouchable. Again, the air locked in Aiden’s chest. She kicked her leg sending the frills into a voluminous cascade and then took centre stage, her back to the audience. The deep V cut of the gown exposed the fine, muscular structure of her back, each vertebra a knuckle of perfect alignment slicing down her spine. A slight shimmer of perspiration already coated her cinnamon-brown skin and Aiden licked his lips. Once the frills settled, her bare sinewy arms snaked overhead, reminding him of a cobra ready to pounce. The crowd hushed, and the guitarist began slow and steady, picking at the strings, setting a pensive mood. Full of control and strength, Carla unfurled her arms, leaning back, back, back. Then as the other musicians clapped their hands in a staccato percussive beat, she gathered her ruffled skirt exposing the most amazing footwork Aiden had ever seen. Over the next five minutes Carla’s performance strategically built in speed, passion, and intensity until Aiden thought he’d explode from sheer excitement. That she could fire off such repetitive, rapid shots of sound using nothing, but her heels and feet astounded him. He could all but taste the perspiration running down her face, arms and back, as the incongruence of the scowling, obsessive determination on her pretty face moved Aiden further to the edge of his seat. Just as Carla struck her final pose, he sprang to his feet panting, his heart racing, as if he’d held his breath throughout her entire performance. Giving her a standing ovation, he let out a couple of ear-splitting whistles and joined the audience in calling out Olé. His effusive enthusiasm caught her eye, and Carla shot him an appreciative smile with a nod of thanks.

When she floated from the stage, Rafael entered commanding the space. Stripped bare to the waist and wearing only tight-fitting black pants and heeled boots, Rafael was the perfect male counterpart to Carla. A slender, supple specimen of the male species, his muscles stretched long and lean. His face bore the same intense expression as Carla’s, and whenever his shoulder-length hair, the colour and shine of onyx dropped over his face, he speared his fingers through its unruliness and tossed his head. A male singer began to cry a painful lament, and the clapping commenced once more. With arms outstretched like a matador holding his cape, Rafael clicked his fingers in time, and his feet stamped and drum-rolled a variety of rhythms too complex to decipher. Sweat poured from his trim dancer’s body as he spun, clapped, ground his hips and flicked his bedraggled hair from his face. Like a bird desperate to take flight, Rafael pushed against gravity, expanding his chest, stretching his arms, reaching and reaching until with a double kick of his legs, he stopped upright in the sign of the cross with a loud self-satisfied yell. Again, Aiden sprang to his feet, his hands burning from applause and cheered with the rest of the audience. Obviously satisfied with his performance, Rafael strutted from the stage, casting a pompous stare and cautious twitch of a smile at the boisterous foreigner.

During the next few hours, Carla and Rafael performed once more, and Aiden racked up a sizeable bill in Coronas. Seeing the band begin to pack up, Aiden stood to pay his account and invite Theresa back to his hotel for a nightcap. She’d just told him her papa had gone home unexpectedly so Aiden didn’t want to waste any time. The thrill of flamenco and the passion it stirred in him, coupled with the overt display of sexuality by the peñas customers had his body yearning for closure.

Rising from his table, he heard Theresa say, “Aiden, this is my older brother Marco. He plays the bandoneón in the band.” By the case Marco was holding, Aiden figured it was the whining instrument that looked like an accordion. “And this is Pascual and Felipe and Raúl.” As Aiden said “hello” to each of the young men he noted by their cases, they played the flute, violin, and guitar. Not that he’d remember. Names and faces were something he tried to memorize but adding instruments was a new level of difficulty.

Theresa tapped him on the shoulder. “Aiden, this is Carla Armando and Rafael Flores.” Aiden turned his gaze to the couple. Close up, Carla was breathtaking, and Rafael oozed some quality Aiden hadn’t witnessed in a man before. He was at once, a man’s man but also exuded a deeper enigmatic element.

Carla thrust her diminutive hand forwards, a gleaming smile lighting her face, “Buena nochese, Aiden.”

Aiden engulfed her hand in his. “Buena nochese, Carla. I loved your dancing.” She accepted the compliment with humility, downcast her eyes and fluttered her thick black eyelashes. Meanwhile, Rafael stood by watching the exchange, an inscrutable expression on his face. Used to assessing his sporting and professional rivals with a cursory glance, Aiden noted Rafael was dressed head to toe in black. In a ponytail, his hair was as tightly restrained as his demeanour.

“Buena nochese, Rafael.” With a warm grin, Aiden offered his hand which Rafael accepted politely in an unenthusiastic shake. Undeterred by Rafael’s icy exterior, Aiden continued, “I do a lot of sports, surfing, climbing, rafting and things like that, but I’ve never seen anything like you. You’re fit, man. I’m in awe.”

With a flinty stare, Rafael eyed Aiden while everyone waited through the ensuing silence. Aiden held his ground. He stood eye to eye with the dancer and although Rafael didn’t have his muscle bulk, he displayed the same strength of will as Aiden.

“Gracias, Aiden. That is most kind of you.”

Aiden thought he heard a collective sigh escape the group, but he couldn’t be sure. “Listen. How about I fix up this bill and you all come back to my hotel for a few drinks?”

Theresa shot Marco a silent plea and on receiving his approval, nodded vigorously at Aiden. The other musicians murmured in agreement while Carla glanced sideways at Rafael, who waited a beat then nodded with a shrug. “Gracias, Aiden. Sí, we will join you.”

~ ♥ ~

ALTHOUGH AIDEN INVITED EVERYONE back to his hotel, it was Rafael who led the entourage back to Casa del Jardín. Not that Aiden minded. Hanging out with the six performers and the gorgeous waitress was the highlight of his trip to date. He’d been keeping a low profile since arriving in Seville, and aside from brief sexual liaisons, he’d not mingled with anyone. After the hotel’s heavy metal door closed behind them blocking out the noise and bustle from the Santa Cruz barrio, the old town district, the group strolled through the open loggia of the seventeenth-century palace now converted into a swank hotel. A variety of plants flung themselves with careless abandon from the balconies, arches, and patios, their cool greens contrasting with the warmth of the ochre painted stucco walls. Having just finished work, the performers chatted loudly unconcerned with the lateness of the hour. Their excited voices mingled with the clip-clop of their shoes on the worn flagstone flooring and echoed around the towering archways. Aiden tried his best to quieten his rowdy new friends who reluctantly obliged, if only for a few subdued minutes. Cloaked in the amber glow embracing the pillars and arches of the old architecture, they drifted past the courtyard’s burbling central fountain towards the stairs. Aiden took the lead and they followed him up to the third floor, along the narrow balcony and waited until he opened the door to his room. “Well, here we are. Make yourselves at home while I raid the minibar.” They trekked inside the exclusive well-appointed suite, nodding approval. The musicians dumped their instruments and settled onto the lush carpeted living room floor. Carla and Rafael scanned the room, obviously impressed by its elegance and then sequestered one of the buttery-coloured leather couches.

Spying the king-size bed with its cushiony mattress, Theresa investigated further into the suite. “Ooh, Aiden, this is a wonderful room.” With a gleam in her eye, she bounced her hand on the bed, unaware of the threatening glare Marco directed in their direction. Aiden knew any chance of getting Theresa into his bed had been well and truly thwarted by her brother’s menacing presence.

Aiden returned to his hosting duties. “This is all I have. Come help yourselves.” He placed all the miniature spirits, soft drinks and a couple of bottles of red on the hand-made parquet dining table with a mixture of glasses and cups. Amid smiles and chit-chat, the musicians seized the spirits, while Theresa poured glasses of merlot for Carla, Rafael and herself. Watching them settle in quelled some of Aiden’s thoughts of home. He missed his family and mates, but tonight, not so much. When Felipe and Raúl slipped around the armoire and disappeared from general view, Aiden wandered around to check they weren’t smoking in his non-smoking suite.

“Here,” Felipe offered Raúl a small blue pill just as Aiden appeared. “Aiden, do you want one? I have more?” With his doe-shaped eyes and soft full lips, Felipe’s femininity was undeniable. Aiden suspected Felipe’s secretive liaison with Raúl was more than two blokes having a quiet chat. Raúl tongued his pill and took a hefty gulp.

“What is it?” Aiden asked, a slight frown creasing his brow.

“Viagra. Want some?” Felipe swirled his glass and slurped.

“Why would I want to take Viagra? I don’t have any trouble getting my cock up?”

“Maybe not. But with Viagra, you have trouble getting it down and that’s the way we like it.” Felipe made a furtive grab at Raúl’s crotch, and his lover giggled like a schoolgirl.

Nodding his head, Aiden shot them a big, fat smirk. “I see. Well, you fellas have fun. Just not in my bed. Right?”

“Si,” they replied in unison. With the first, sharp hit of the spirits and the prospect of their every-ready cocks titillating them, Felipe and Raúl wandered out onto the terrace to explore.

Aiden poured some red wine into the last remaining cup and sauntered over to Theresa, who’d squeezed in on the couch with Carla and Rafael. Smiling down at the three, Aiden said, “So who’s who in the zoo around here?”

Three quizzical stares met his question, and he tried again. “So, who is everyone? I know Marco is your older brother,” Aiden said to Theresa, “but what about everyone else?”

“Raúl is the youngest of my four younger brothers,” Carla explained. “We’re all second cousins.” Her elegant hand included the three of them on the couch, “While Felipe and Pascual are just our friends.”

“God, that must get confusing.” Aiden shook his head trying to picture the family tree. “Kissing cousins is what we call it in Australia.” Again, Aiden received a confused look from them. They reminded him of the three monkeys — hear no evil, see no evil and do no evil, but he couldn’t fathom who was who. “Anyway, it doesn’t matter.” He waved his free hand in the air in a relaxed manner.

Theresa sprang to her feet and snuggled under Aiden’s outstretched arm. Her warm, sultry presence triggered an immediate response in his groin, and he visualized her fleshy body underneath him in his bed.

“Theresa, your brother is watching,” Carla hissed behind her hand.

Theresa leaned forwards to peer around Aiden and spotted Marco scowling from the other side of the room.

“Oh, I’m sick of Marco always stopping me from doing what I want.” Theresa tossed her long, black hair and tugged Aiden closer.

In a low rumble, Rafael said, “Theresa. Stop this now. We are guests in Aiden’s suite, and you are making a fool of yourself.” He glowered at his impetuous, young cousin, and she deflated at his reprimand.

“I’ll get us some more wine.” Aiden freed himself from Theresa’s grip, strode to the table and reached over for the bottle, just as a determined hand grabbed his wrist.

“My sister is a virgin. I would like to keep it that way.” Marco’s loosely veiled threat reverberated off Aiden’s ear, prompting the corded muscles in his neck to tighten.

 “Listen, mate. If you have anything to say, I suggest you talk to your sister. Talking to me like this is going to get you into a whole new world of hurt.” Aiden straightened to his full 1.9-metre height, his chest deflecting the threat. He drilled his guest with a steely stare until Marco, who was no match in stature or determination to his host, released his grip and retreated. A nasty snarl remained imprinted on Marco’s face as he stalked over to Theresa. Seizing her by the forearm, he spat his displeasure and dragged her to the door.

When Aiden approached them, another hand clasped his wrist, this time in a soft, appeasing grip. “No Aiden. This isn’t your business. Theresa is strong. She will get her way.” Carla looked up at her host, a protective smile gracing her lips.

God, she was beautiful. Dangerously so.

“Let go of me, Marco.” Theresa snapped her arm free and hissed at her domineering brother.

“You come home with me now, or I will tell Papa.” Marco’s intimidating tone sounded grossly out of place in the seductive atmosphere of the luxurious suite.

“Tell him what? That I stayed and had fun? Ha! Tell him what you want. I don’t care.” True to her passionate nature, Theresa stamped her foot, snapped an about-face and marched over to stand beside Aiden and Carla.

“I think the young lady has made up her mind, Marco. Maybe it’s best that you leave.” Aiden took one pace forwards. Not that he wanted to get in the middle of a sibling argument, but he wasn’t going to stand back and allow Marco to bully Theresa any further.

Marco’s eyes flamed. “You lay one finger on her, and I’ll kill you.”

 “You have my word, Marco. I won’t lay one finger on your sister.” Theresa shot Aiden a petulant pout, but he waved his hands in self-defence. “Hey, I’m not getting myself into some family dispute over your virginity. I left Australia to get away from trouble, and I’m certainly not looking for any here.” He redirected to Marco. “You have my word. Not one finger.” Squinting at Aiden, Marco deliberated on the promise of his host.

“We’ll make sure she’s okay, Marco. You can go home.” Carla walked over and kissed her cousin on both cheeks, soothing his manhood, his responsibility, and the situation.

“Very well, Carla. Come on, Pascual, let’s go.” Bending, he collected his bandoneon and Pascual, his flute. With a wooden nod, Marco mumbled “Gracias,” and they departed.

Theresa shimmied over to Aiden with a pout. “Not one teensy-weensy finger?” she teased, slinking her hips from side to side.

“Theresa!” snapped Rafael, his voice deep and sonorous.

Carla clapped her hands, turning to Rafael. “Come on, Rafe, show me that step you keep saying I get wrong.” She dragged him from the couch and fumbled with her phone finding the music. Rafael acquiesced, but it was obvious Theresa’s petulant behaviour tried his patience.

“Come on, Theresa. I’ll show you the view from the balcony.” Aiden gave Carla an appreciative glance and bustled Theresa outside.

No sooner had they passed the threshold than they spied Raúl and Felipe, the latter leaning back against the railing with his cock shoved to the hilt in Raúl’s mouth.

“Oh sorry, fellas,” Aiden said loud enough to stop the action, while Theresa giggled beside him.

Felipe fumbled with his zipper while Raúl simply feigned a demure smile and licked his lips.

“I think we need another drink.” Felipe reached for his glass.

“I don’t. I just finished mine.” Raúl rose to his feet, making it obvious what beverage he alluded to by the swipe of his tongue.

Aiden noticed their cocks still bursting from their jeans and wondered if this Viagra scene might be worth a try. Theresa squeezed his hand and he nearly lost himself in the dark pools of her dewy eyes. “You’re too beautiful for your own good, Theresa.”

“Maybe?” She pushed Aiden into the dark corner vacated by Raúl and Felipe. “You may have made a promise not to lay one finger on me, but I didn’t make a promise. Raúl thinks he’s very good at giving head jobs, but mine are better.” Before Aiden could speak, she’d unzipped him and was on her knees.

“I don’t think this is such a good idea, Theresa. What if Carla or Rafael come . . .” He broke off his remonstrations the moment she engulfed him in her hot, sweet mouth.

Muffled, she replied, “It’s not them who I want to come. It’s you.” She twirled her tongue around teasing the head of his cock and he surrendered. She may have been a virgin, but there was no doubt in Aiden’s mind she’d wrapped her mouth around many cocks in her short, young life. She played him like a virtuoso. At times she deep throated him all the way to the base of his shaft then returned to peck at his knob. Licking and lapping at him, driving him to distraction she toyed with him. As he placed his hands on her head, groaning in appreciation, she reminded him of his promise. “Not one finger, remember?”

“Yes of course,” he moaned. His hands withdrew, and he leaned back on the balcony, letting her suck at his manhood. Feeling the familiar rise through his muscles, his body burned with rigidity, and he exploded into her accommodating mouth.

“Oh, God,” he sighed as ripples of pleasure surged through his cock.

“Mmm, your cum tastes different to Spanish cum. Much sweeter.” Still on her knees, Theresa zipped up his fly then stood to face her conquest.

“Theresa, we’re going soon,” Carla called the warning from within the suite.

“Okay,” Theresa replied in the voice of an innocent youth and not of a woman with extraordinary fellatio skills.

“Thank you, Theresa. That was amazing.” Aiden flashed a grateful smile.

“You are welcome. I like giving head jobs.” She all but skipped a two-step.

“Well, you’re very good at it. Pity I made that promise.”

“Yes, it’s a pity. So here. Let me lay my fingers where yours should be.” With that, she hitched up her skirt, slid her fingers into her panties and along her wet cleft. “Taste a virgin, Aiden.” She slipped her glistening fingers into his mouth and the taste of sweet, dripping juices called his cock once more to attention.

“You’re so fuckin’ hot, Theresa. No wonder Domingo and Marco don’t want to let you out of their sight.” All he wanted to do was pull her to him and devour every inch of her body. Suck her and fuck her all night long.

“Theresa!” Rafael’s impatient voice sliced through the air.

Readjusting themselves, they returned indoors to find the other four ready to leave.

“Thank you, Aiden. I must apologize for Marco, but brothers can be very protective.” Carla reached on tiptoe and kissed Aiden’s cheeks.

“That’s okay. No harm done.” He breathed in the exotic scent of Carla’s perfume and gave her trim waist a slight squeeze. Offering his hand, he said goodnight to Felipe and Raúl whose excitement to leave demonstrated the Viagra still worked. With instrument cases in hand, the two musicians said hurried farewells and departed before the others.

“Have you seen much of Seville?” Rafael collected his dance bag.

“A little. Mainly the tourist sites. Tomorrow I wanted to do something different, though.”

“Sevilla Flamenco is closed on Sundays. Perhaps you would like to join Carla and me, and we can show you what we do on Sundays to relax?”

Surprised, but delighted by the invitation, Aiden said, “Sounds like fun. Why not? I’d love to join you. Gracias.” He extended his hand which Rafael grasped in a slightly more enthusiastic handshake than before. As an afterthought, Rafael glanced at Theresa then back to Aiden, “Theresa won’t be joining us, though.”
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