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Chloe looked out over the cobblestoned square from under the orange tree, its dappled shadow providing some shade from the brilliant Spanish sun. She sipped her coffee. It was much stronger than what she was used to back home, more vibrant, more challenging but so so good. She watched the people as they flowed through the bustling streets, she liked to watch them, to take in the energy of the city while she stayed in the sheltered calm. Street performers juggled and performed acrobatic feats for the joy of the tourists, especially the teenage girls who marveled at the men’s perfectly honed bodies, muscles rippling, their sweat catching every contour in the fierce light. 

“You mustn’t let Liam catch you looking,” came Hannah’s voice accompanied by the scrape of wrought iron on stone as she pulled back a chair and sat down.

“I’m not about to run off with the circus, mother,” Chloe replied flatly continuing to enjoy the spectacle. One teen girl blushed deeply as a particularly handsome boy cartwheeled and landed at her feet, a red rose in his mouth. And then he held out his hand for a tip. The besotted girl scrambled in her handbag desperate to appease this divine being before her parents laughed and dragged her away. She blushed even deeper at this most terrible of humiliations.

“Excuse me! Miss? Ma’am? Senorita? Por favor?” Chloe’s mother flapped her hand around until a waitress appeared, “Coffee, please... but not too strong... and milk... but not strong okay? Understand?”

“Ci,” the woman smiled and nodded.

“They are all wondering where you are,” said Hannah, adjusting her chair to edge deeper into the shade and fanning herself with her hand.

“I am literally less than a hundred yards from the hotel, having coffee in a cafe.”

“Yes, well. You shouldn’t go wandering off.”

“Wandering off? I’m not twelve. This is meant to be a holiday, so I am doing holiday... things!”

“Don’t those boys have shirts they can put on? Where is my coffee? Seriously, if this was New York...”

“This isn’t New York, thank God. Mom, just chill. Relax. Enjoy the ambiance.”

The coffee arrived and Hannah took a sip and winced, “Far too strong, what do they do to it over here? Anyway, Liam has booked a restaurant for tonight called... called... something Spanishy, they are meant to do the best paella in town, have live music, maybe even some of that traditional dancing. You know what I think?”

“Never.”

“I think this is the night!”

Despite the heat, Chloe felt a sudden chill tingling down her spine. She did know exactly what her mother was implying, “The night you will actually try Spanish food?” she quipped.

“He didn’t fly your father, me and his parents out to Barcelona for no reason. I’m just saying. You need to be prepared. You should practice your delighted surprised face.”

“Or maybe he just wanted a nice family holiday to get to know you and Dad. And a chance for you to meet his parents. And enjoy some culture and some fine food.”

“I know I didn’t raise you to be that naive!” 

Suddenly running away with the circus didn’t sound like such a crazy idea.

*****
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Chloe followed the rest of her family down the stone steps and into the taberna. Her senses were immediately overwhelmed by a storm of music, laughter, heat and the scent of lightly spiced foods. Even coming in from the dark of the evening, her eyes took a moment to adjust to the gloom and when she was able to see she found herself in a cozy basement full of rustic charm. A couple of dozen small dining tables were placed around a raised dancefloor upon which locals danced with effortlessly graceful movements. The shadows of the dancers, cast by dim lamps, created a collage of frenetic shapes along the exposed brick walls, dancing as if possessed by a mind of their own.  Chloe smiled when she saw her mother look around in dismay at the churning chaos all around – this might have been a little too authentic for her taste.

“Well you don’t get more Spanish than this!” smiled Liam beaming with pride at his choice of restaurant.

“What?” shouted Hannah, struggling to hear over the sound of strumming guitars that permeated the very stone of the building. 

Chloe felt Liam’s arm lock with hers and then he led her through the maelstrom until they came across a waitress. Chloe continued to just look around, taking it all in and only listened to the conversation between Liam and the waitress.

“We booked a table. Jackson. For six... erm... seis!” Liam held up his fingers to help communicate.

“Ci. Jackson. This way please,” came an accented reply.

Only when Liam continued once again did Chloe look away from the dancers and at the back of the waitress who was now leading them to their table. The woman was tall and slender. She wore a thin white crop top that hung loosely over her body with frills that hung off her shoulders, which seemed to move with a life of their own as she walked. Her raven black hair hung straight down glistening even in the low light of the cellar. Chloe saw the woman’s back and shoulders were toned with subtle muscles, her skin a flawless olive and her steps were in time with the music. Chole found herself admiring the sensual sway of the woman’s gait, how her hips moved with beat of song and then she found her eyes drawn down, over her exposed slim waist to the girl’s ass, the shape of which was clear to behold under the thin red fabric of a frilled red skirt. Round and firm and frustratingly perfect.

“Here is your table,” the waitress said with a gesture and turned.

Chloe saw the girl’s face, she was maybe a couple of years younger than her, so perhaps twenty-six or twenty-seven, and was beyond beautiful. Her eyes were dark and deep, her nose slim and delicate, her lips plump and moist. Chloe had seen attractive girls before, living in New York it was a daily occurrence, but this woman was beyond anything she thought was possible. A natural beauty untouched by make-up or cosmetic enhancements. Her slender neck led down to her drawstring, low-cut top that hinted at the small pert breasts that lay beneath. Her chest glistened with a thin layer of sweat that just added to the girl’s sensuality. Chloe had to shake herself back to reality and prevent herself from staring. 

“Isn’t this just marvelous!” declared Henry, Liam’s father, and patted his son on the back.

Liam had definitely inherited his father’s good looks. Even though he was now in his sixties, he still had an almost boyish charm about him. It was this charm that had led him to his great success in life and in business.

“So quaint! So Earthy!” agreed Ruth, Liam’s mother. Ruth was also very much part of Henry’s success story – a former beauty queen from Tulsa who had married young... just as Henry’s business was taking off.

“I’m Amara, and I will be looking after you this evening. Can I get you a bottle of wine for the table, maybe some bread?” asked the waitress, casting her gaze over the guests.

For some reason, Chloe found herself looking away when their eyes met. She had never considered herself particularly shy yet this beauty made her feel quite timid. 

“Yes, please!” pipped up her own father, Robert, “Some wine would be fantastic! The house red maybe?” he looked to Henry for approval who just nodded.

Chloe ground her jaw, she hated the way that her father looked up to Henry like he was royalty. Maybe he hadn’t been as financially successful but he had led a good honest life and certainly didn’t need to act like Liam’s family was somehow better than his own.

The wine was excellent and the food divine. Chloe let most of the conversation pass her by and was happy for the rest of the group to talk while she watched the dancing. She was mesmerized when two flamenco dancers took to the stage and moved with such grace that it almost seemed impossible that two bodies could move with such synchronized precision. The man was handsome and severe, the woman hot and full of fire. The blur of red and black of the dancer’s outfits glided across the stage while the rest of the Taberna watched on, feeding off the passion and the energy of the spectacle. By the way the dancers were looking into each other’s eyes it was obvious the intensity of the dance wasn’t just an act, there was a smoldering heat that emanated from the couple. Chloe was sure that this dance was part of their foreplay, she imagined the second they got off stage they would need to fuck – that they would no longer be able to resist each other for a moment longer. Her thoughts pictured them going into the dark alley behind the restaurant hidden in the hot shadows of the night, their bodies still slick with sweat as the man pulled up the woman’s skirt in a desperate need to penetrate her – to be one with her. And then he would ravage her, his hands everywhere, his mouth moving down the girl’s neck... a moan of pent-up lust escaping her lips as her lover’s cock filled her body and soul...
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