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Chapter One

 


Darkness characterized Santiago’s earthbound
world. He lived in it and with it weighing heavy in his heart.
Centuries passed without a break in his solitariness. He no longer
used his special gifts. He left weeks between his visits to the
markets, until hunger forced him out for fruit and bread. He
ventured into the nightlife less and less, convinced he’d never
find a companion to ease his loneliness in venues he’d haunted for
decades.

Then one night, driven by despair into the
bars dotting the Spanish city where he currently dwelt, Santiago
laid eyes on a man whose looks set his thoughts and heart racing.
Who is he? How can I meet him? Could he ever want to know a
sorry soul like me? He is beautiful.

Santiago sat with his vodka melting the
crushed ice in the tall glass he favored and always ordered. He
gazed at the young man with yearning growing in his heart until he
ached. Santiago named him “dear heart” so that he could daydream
that they were together, a couple—lovers.

Dear heart sat with his friends, but on that
first night he glanced at Santiago a few times, his clear blue eyes
searching Santiago’s face. When dear heart visited the restroom, he
openly stared at Santiago, and in his gaze, Santiago read interest,
sexual attraction—pure need.

Long empty of positive emotions, Santiago’s
heart filled with hope. He hardly took his eyes from dear heart. He
savored every contour of muscle beneath the young man’s t-shirt,
and sighed over dear heart’s thick, dark hair, wishing he could run
his fingers through the softness. When his chosen one left the bar
with his friends, Santiago followed, to the next bar, and then the
next, until dear heart smiled at him as he passed where Santiago
set up his watch, holding a chilled glass in his equally cold hand.
The smile warmed Santiago as nothing ever had. Amazed, he left it
too late to return the smile—dear heart and his friends disappeared
onto the night street thronging with vacationers.

Santiago combed the bars each night
thereafter until he found where dear heart drank a beer with his
friends. Then he would sit and soak up the sight of the beautiful
stranger, desperate to talk to him, but afraid of rejection.

****

“That guy’s staring at you again, Aiden.”
John jogged his elbow, forcing a wave of golden beer to slap on the
side of the slender glass he carried. Drops flew into the air
headed for the colorful tiled floor, and Aiden steadied his pace so
as not to spill more.

His friend raced ahead to the other two men
in their vacation party.

“Wait, you two.”

Aiden stole a glance over his shoulder at
the man John had mentioned. Bright eyes captured his gaze. Aiden’s
stomach clenched. Mystery, sex, and attraction radiated from
the handsome man. Aiden’s mouth dried up. He tore himself away and
hurried to the table where his friends sat laughing.

“He’s interested in you for sure. Crap, he’s
still staring.” Noel leaned forward giving Aiden a wide-eyed, and
yet salacious grin.

Jason put down his beer and punched Aiden
lightly on the upper arm. He used his pet name for his friend. “Why
not approach him, Aidey? There’s no one in your life. How many
times have you bleated about your single status in the last six
months? Have a holiday romance.”

Aiden’s shoulders drooped. He was the only
single guy in his small group of friends and the only gay
guy. He knew Jason was sincere, but Noel and John often made fun of
him. Not malicious fun, but a gentle constant teasing that
sometimes wearied him. Noel used it to mask his tendency to
homophobia. John was just the friendship group’s clown. Aiden
picked up the beer he’d placed on the table and sipped at it.

In a day’s time, on the seventh of July, the
first “running with the bulls” event would take place. The friends
had come to participate in the Saint Fermin summer festival in
Pamplona, and intended running with the bulls as many times as
their nerve let them. Noel had raised the idea one night as they
met for a meal and drinks in their favorite bistro. He’d lamented
his mundane existence, and somehow the others in the group had
commiserated enough for them all to agree to vacation in Spain that
coming summer expressly to run with the bulls.

Aiden blinked away his trepidation at
actually fulfilling the now imminent intention. He put down his
beer, and in an attempt to chase away his fears, he turned and
smiled at the gorgeous man whose stare just about penetrated his
denim shirt.

Astonishment spread on the man’s face, and
then he returned a shy smile.

Aiden took a deep breath, summoning his
nerve. He stood, gave his friend Jason a tiny wave, and walked to
the man’s table.

 



Chapter Two

 


Santiago held his breath. It looked
as if dear heart was coming his way, but maybe he was headed for
the door to the right of Santiago.

He wasn’t. Dear heart pulled out the other
chair at Santiago’s table and sat. “Hi—Aiden Flint. You’ve either
been following me for the last few days, or destiny has us crossing
paths a whole lot.” He smiled, and tiny crinkles appeared at the
sides of his beautiful cobalt eyes.

Stunned, Santiago gazed at Aiden for a full
minute before he found his voice.

The silence was long enough for dear heart
to frown, although overall his expression remained friendly. “I’m
sorry…”

In a rush of emotion, Santiago held out his
hand. “Hi, Aiden. Santiago … Santiago Arista.” He’d chosen the name
to fit into his last locale, and since he’d stayed there a century,
before coming to Spain, he’d become used to it, as well as it fit
well in Pamplona. “No, I’m sorry. I’m thrilled you came to
talk to me, and surprise had me silent for too long.” He breathed
in the light cologne Aiden wore, and soaked up the sight of the
beautiful young man, who, thank all heaven, sat opposite now with
an expression full of hope.

Aiden’s eyes ranged over Santiago. “Tell me.
Have you been following me, and if so why?”

The heat in Aiden’s gaze sent waves of joy
over Santiago. He’s definitely attracted to me. “Put our
meetings down to coincidence. The town is overflowing with
tourists. You must be here on vacation.”

“Yes, on vacation, and to run with the bulls
… I think.” Aiden gave Santiago a searching look, part anxiety,
part a plea for either sympathy or approval.

Santiago couldn’t decide what Aiden wanted,
but he knew how he felt about his dear heart participating
in the risky activity. “I can’t encourage you. It’s a dangerous
thing, and I’m not sure fair on either the beasts or the men who
try to prove their manhood in such a way.”

Aiden smiled broadly. “You have a lovely way
of talking—elegant I guess I’d call it. Are you Spanish? I don’t
recognize your accent.”

“Ah, in fact, no, I’m not from around here
at all.” Santiago didn’t intend to tell dear heart where he came
from originally. It has to remain a secret … for now.
“Aiden, can I get you a drink?” He resolved to use a more modern
way of speaking and lightened his tone as he sought to change the
subject.

“Why are you thrilled I came to talk to
you?” Aiden flashed his eyes at Santiago.

His look sent delight deep into Santiago’s
heart. He’s flirting with me. Santiago told the truth.

“I’m attracted to you. You’re
beautiful.”

Aiden gazed at Santiago. In a soft voice
with affection shining in his eyes, Aiden reacted.

“Thank you, but have you looked in a
mirror recently?”

The air vibrated with promise for
Santiago.

“I’ll get us both a drink. What is
that?” Aiden indicated the watery vodka in the melting translucent
chips of ice that occupied the glass on the table in front of
Santiago.

“Enough for me right now.”

Aiden grinned mischievously. “Okay. I’ll get
a beer.” He shifted in his chair.

Santiago placed a hand on Aiden’s arm to
stop him leaving the table. The connection tightened Santiago’s
body with sexual need. His cock jerked, and he drew away alarmed,
worrying he might spook dear heart with an obvious erection. He
directed his gaze at one of the bartenders. Santiago was acquainted
with most servers in the town, in both bars and cafés, so when he
raised his hand to order, the man ducked under the counter and came
to the table.

“Hola, Santiago, what can I get you?”

Santiago nodded a greeting. “Luca.” He
turned to Aiden. “A beer, wasn’t it?”

“Stella Artois, please.”

“Yes, sir.” The server left them.

“That’s a neat trick. I waited five minutes
at the bar earlier.” Aiden raised his eyebrows briefly at
Santiago.

“I know.” Santiago watched Aiden’s pupils
expand to darken his clear blue eyes. He let his own gaze roam over
Aiden’s handsome face, and on, along his well-cut hair. He ached to
run his hands along Aiden’s muscled chest. A sigh escaped him as he
longed to feel dear heart’s mouth on his.

Aiden’s eyes filled with regard. “I’m
attracted to you, too. If this was a gay bar back home, I’d already
be standing close— near enough to feel the heat from your body, and
maybe even sharing a kiss with you.”

Santiago blinked away the tingles that ran
along his cock at Aiden’s words. “Do you have a boyfriend back
home?” I hope not.

“No, no.”

The server brought the beer and a sparkling
glass. He placed them on the table.

Aiden thanked him.

Bathed in relief and hope, Santiago, brought
his chair closer to Aiden’s. “There, we’re just about thigh to
thigh.”

Aiden replied in a whisper that teased
deliciously along Santiago’s neck. “Close enough to kiss.”
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