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Dedication

A special thanks to my readers for taking the time to read a story
from an unknown.

Zoe huffed a ragged breath as she walked across the nearly
deserted street. Metal gates were rolled down in front of the entryways of
pharmacies, clothes shops and other local businesses. The Spanish sun hung
high in the sky as it eased towards midday. It blazed the street in bright
natural light. The rays ricocheted off the white buildings of the small town,
blinding its inhabitants. Zoe stayed close to the side of the buildings as
she desperately tried to remain in cool temperature of their shadows.
Her 5" 4 dark brown body reflected in a closed shop's windows that she
had passed. She had her hair loosely pulled back high on her head. Tiny
ringlets of natural hair were shaped around her face.
Zoe wore a plain sleeveless white t-shirt that had laces starting from the
neck line down to a dip the top of her stomach. At the right angle, the laced-up
design revealed her firm round breasts. Zoe was never shy to show off a little bit
of skin.
And, in this weather, people are lucky I'm not walking around her in my
underwear.

Her khaki shorts hugged her plump apple bottom perfectly. It didn't ride
up her thick thighs, which Zoe loved. They were her favorite pair of shorts. The
soft light material remained down despite her movements. It was so hard for her
to find a pair that didn't give her camel toe as she walked.
She was starving and had forgotten to pick up a few ingredients for her
weekend breakfast of bacon, eggs and toast. Being Sunday, all the stores were
closed except for the occasional corner shop.
Zoe had been there since September. And now at the end of May, she
still constantly forgot that in the small town of Álcala La Real time had gone
backwards. Farmers rode horses in the street. Wives cooked and washed
windows daily before mopping up their front steps. The men enjoyed their time
drinking and chatting with friends as their wives chatted with other wives and
minded their children. The elderly gave candy to little kids that were not related
to them as well as chastised them when they were naughty.
And nothing was open from Saturday afternoon until Monday morning! A
bit frustrating for an absent minded and poor planner like Zoe.
Three blocks from her apartment was the closet corner shop. Inside, the
store was packed with every kind of packaged processed junk food. Several
generic brands of potato chips and sugary cereals lined the aisles. There was a
rectangular freezer of everynestle ice cream bar imaginable. To the back wall
was an impressive collection of candy in plastic buckets. They were
reminiscence of the time when Zoe would go to Raley's Supermarket with her
mother and pick a collection of candy to be weighed. Instead of a metal scale,
the shop keeper counted the amount of candy in a tiny straw basket then
charged you accordingly.
Zoe strolled into the store and gave a “Buenas" to Adnan. He stood
behind a nearly empty glass counter normally stocked with
some baguettes. Today there was only one left. Crumbs from the previous
bread was scattered around the inside casing. A few flies swarmed around the
single loaf. Zoe had rather not purchase the unappealing bread but she had no
other choice. She wanted it for her sandwich at lunch.
I guess I'll grab it on my way out, she thought. It will be easier to get it
when I pay for my other things.
Walking around the empty store that was over crowded with packaged
food and cleaning products, Zoe grabbed bacon that was near its expiration
date and some butter that was soft to the touch.
Damn, how low does he have his refrigerator setting? This butter is
almost warm.
With a heavy sigh, Zoe dropped her purchases on the counter. She was
about to ask for the miserable last loaf of bread when an elderly woman rushed
in babbling something in Spanish.

In the past 9 months, Zoe had failed to learn the language. Her three-semester
Spanish course at San Francisco State University had given her the false
confidence that she could communicate in Spain during her year as an ESL
teacher. It had been difficult for Zoe to pick up the language since she was
constantly teaching and preparing classes in English as well as not knowing
anyone outside of work who didn't speak English. Her small circle of interaction
was always in English.
Besides the occasional shopping vocabulary, Zoe couldn't speak in
Spanish to anyone. Her communication was limited to head nods and pointing.
It made it stressful to go to a restaurant to order a drink, let alone a meal.
Furthermore, the low teaching salary she received made it hard to dine out a lot.
Except for the occasional drink with free tapa, Zoe rarely went out.
The elderly woman smiled up at Zoe and spoke a long strand of
unintelligible comments. In a panic, Zoe smiled and nodded to conceal her
ignorance. Then she stood back as the woman carried on her long conversation
with Adnan. Clearly, she wasn't bothered that she was
interrupting Zoe's purchase. Still starving, Zoe was itching to return home.
Come on lady. Move, so I can buy this and be on my way.
After what felt like the better half of a half an hour, the lady bought the
last loaf of bread and quickly left with an “adio". Zoe stared after her in
astonishment.
Bitch, I was before you.
Heated, mentally and physically, Zoe stormed up the hill to her
apartment. The line cutter was along the long list of grievances she had about
moving to Álcala La Real.
When she first saw the ad to teach abroad, she had been working at the
Outback Steakhouse. After she had graduated from SFSU, she was living at
home with an English degree and working in a restaurant. It made Zoe feel like
she had wasted 4 years of her life. So, of course, she jumped at the chance to
teach somewhere that wasn't in Northern California.
Now that she was there, she really missed home. Everything there
seemed a poor imitation of what she had had in California. Also, she was lonely
and bored. Most of the teaching staff was married to Spaniards with kids. They
rarely could go out after work and spent every weekend with their Spanish
families.
The only single teacher was her German roommate, Olga Schmidt. Olga
was near fluent in English, French and Spanish. A natural chameleon. She
could get along in any environment. She had friends all over town and
sometimes went off for the weekend with friends she had travelled with in her
youth. She was confident, pretty and could easily communicate with 70% of the

world. Zoe had a deep seeded dislike for her roommate. But it was easily
forgotten when they hung out.
Damn, I hate that she is such a chill girl.
Zoe was jealous of Olga. Olga was the dream version of what Zoe
always wanted to be: bilingual, adventurous, passionate about her job and
happy.
“Hey, what are you doing later today?” Olga asked as Zoe strolled into
their kitchen to put away her two items.
“Well, I have a photo shoot in Tenerife at 2. Then Carlos promised to jet
me off to Paris for some snails. I can not flake on him again,” Zoe sarcastically
told her. “Then I was gonna sit on the terrace patio and think about how great
my life is.”
“Great, then you can come with me to the cheese festival,” Olga ignored
her roommate's self-pity party.
"A cheese festival?"
"Yeah, it's on Paseo de los Alamos. You know by the Park Café. In the
middle of the park."
Zoe couldn't see how a cheese festival would be interesting but it wasn't
like she had anything else to do.
"Okay. I'll go," she agreed with a shrug.
As Olga and Zoe walked by a plaza, the serenading long notes of a
flamenco guitar greeted them. Zoe's feet felt lighter as the strings were
rapidly plucked. They were being attacked by passionate fingers, aggressively
strummed the guitar strings. Zoe continued to walk alongside Olga while she
searched the crowd of people for the source of the music.
A guitarist, in a black shirt and jeans, sat on a stone squared flower pot of
rocks. An acoustic guitar sat relaxed in his lap as his skilful fingers fluttered over
the neck of the guitar. His other hand glided across the strings on its
wooden body. His movements were fluid and graceful.
Suddenly, the guitarist glanced up at Zoe. Piercing light brown eyes
stopped Zoe in her tracks. She stared back at him, hypnotized by his playing
and his fixed look. His black close shaven beard contrasted handsomely with
his dark olive colored skin. His medium length hair was brushed to one side with
a few strains rebelliously hovering above his eyes. His strong jaw looked like it
was made from marble. The arm he was using to strum his instrument flexed a
nice, round bicep with an armband tattoo of two thick black lines with a black
cross in the middle.

"I think we buy our tickets over here," Olga interrupted his spell on Zoe.
Zoe turned towards the stalls which were covered by a big white tent.
Through her fog, she struggled to remember why she was there. Oh yeah,
cheese!
She scanned the parallel lines of different cheeses that were displayed at
each stall. White banners above the individually tented stalls had the name of
the company and their province written in big, bold black letters.
The flamenco music from the plaza lingered in the air. It kept the memory
of the sexy guitar player fresh in Zoe's mind.
There were tables lined down the middle of the cheese festival area. Red
table cloths slightly contrasted with the pink potted plants that were placed on
top of them. Olga and Zoe stood with their glasses of wine and plastic plates of
assorted cheeses from around Spain. They were determined to try every type
before making a decision to go back for more.
"So, what are your plans for next year?" Olga asked Zoe. "Are you
signing up for another year?"
"No, I don't think so," Zoe took a sip of white wine. "I don't think teaching
ESL is for me."
"Why not?"
"I have no control in my classes," Zoe admitted. "The kids are always
speaking in Spanish. No one follows, or even understands, my instructions."
"Yeah, I guess it would be a little easier if you knew the language," Olga
admitted.
"That's not what they tell you in the TEFL course," Zoe shook her head.
TEFL was a program to train teachers to teach English as a Second
language. It was an intensive course that showed you how to plan and give
instructions. However, like most trainings, you learn more in the field than in the
classroom.
"Besides," Zoe said. "It's best to learn a language by struggling to
understand what is being said or taught. Students will learn quicker and
understand more if …."
The both chorused, "...they have to work at it."
Zoe was quoting their Director of Studies’ advice on teaching ESL.
Sound advice if he didn't also speak the language. Students were as quiet as a
church mouse when he walked into the room. They knew he could understand

what they were saying so they didn't gossip around him or ignore him when he
spoke. The same annoying things they did to Zoe.
"That sounds just like Todd," Olga laughed. "He maybe the Director of
Studies, but he knows nothing about these students. He doesn't teach classes
anymore and we are supposed to learn from him. Learn what?"
Zoe nodded in agreement as she munched on a strong blue cheese.
"And I wouldn't sweat the language too much," Olga shrugged. "None of
my students knew I spoke Spanish until after the second trimester. I don't like
them relying on me to give a direct translation. They won't remember it and I'd
feel like a human Google Translator."
"Oh, shit," Zoe whispered.
Olga turned to look at what Zoe had been staring at. A brown-haired girl
in pigtails spoke to a taller brown-haired girl as they watched Zoe.
"Is that your student, Ariana?" Olga asked as she curiously eyed the girl
across from them.
"Yes, I can't stand that bitch!" Zoe angrily muttered into her wine
glass before taking a long sip.
Olga spun her head back to Zoe and in a surprised voice said, "But
she's only 9 years old."
"Yep, a vindictive 9-year-old. She tries to smile and act all sweet in front
of your face, but as soon as your back is turned she is up to some shit."
Zoe remembered when she first met Ariana. She had kindly offered to
pass out papers and erased the board. One day that had all
changed. Zoe had caught her going in her bag multiple times during a
vocabulary test. Zoe had grabbed Ariana's bag and told her to stop cheating.
Ariana's face had gone red. She had refused to complete the test and had sat
fuming for the rest of the class period. The next day, any time Zoe had
spoken in class Ariana would start a conversation with a fellow student in
Spanish. When it had been time to give instructions, Ariana had found a way to
make noise or talk. And then later, would ask what she was supposed to be
doing in the assignment. Plus, she was constantly rolling her eyes when Zoe
would try to discipline her. Every class, Zoe was an inch away from knocking
the eyes out of the back of Ariana's head.
"Hello, teacher," Ariana smiled as she walked by Zoe.
Zoe smiled back and gave a weak wave. Then she turned to Olga and
said, "She doesn't even bother learning my name. She just calls me, Teacher.
Like some damn servant. She is the one who reminds me that maybe teaching
isn't for me."

"Hola, Olga," the loud excited voice of a brunette interrupted Zoe's rant.
Olga turned around to receive kisses from her student. "Hola, Elena, how
did the test go last week?"
"I think it went good. My writing was easy but the examiner had a
funny....huh...voice. I could not understand good what she say."
"I'm sure you did fine," Olga said. "This is my roommate, Zoe. Zoe, this is
Elena. She took the Trinity B1 last week."
"Hello," she turned back to Olga and added, "Oh, I want to invite you to
my family's restaurant for a drink and some tapas. Come, it is here," she
pointed to the corner café in the plaza that was in front of the tented festival.
"Oh, we'd love to. Thank you," Olga cheerfully said.
The two followed their new host to a long table that sat
outside a restaurant. It was located in the same plaza that they had walked by
earlier. Among the table sat Elena's uncles, aunts, grandparents, cousins and
some small children of various ages.
As she introduced people around the table, Zoe noticed the
sexy guitarist was sat at the head of the table. His fork hung in midair with a
piece of potato attached to it. She felt the gentle sweep of his eyes roaming
slowly down her body. When his light brown eyes met her dark brown ones, Zoe
was hit by a surge of energy that warmed the bottom of her stomach.
"Sit, eat, please," Elena's offering broke Zoe's attention away. She sat
next to Olga and Elena at the far side of the table.
Elena's mother came over with two wine glasses and a bottle of white
wine. She was a large, short woman in a flowered blouse with black
slacks. She started speaking rapidly in Spanish. Olga responded with a smile
while Zoe looked at her blankly.
"You don't speak Spanish?" Elena asked her.
"No, I would like to learn, thou," Zoe explained.
"Good, then we will teach you. By the end of the day you will be near
fluent, vale," she laughed.
After some time, Olga and Elena had grown weary of playing Spanish
teacher and started a conversation in Spanish together. Others around the table
joined in. Zoe quietly sat back and listened without a clue to what was being
said.

"¡Rodrigo, toca!" Elena's mother ordered him.
Rodrigo obeyed by picking up his guitar. He strummed a few notes and
Zoe's heart rate quickened.
A skinny man with long black hair and pale skin sat next to him.
He accompanied Rodrigo in the music's rhythm. Elena's family members rose
form the table to dance and clap along. The sexy man called Rodrigo flung his
fingers across the strings of his guitar with vicious hungry energy. Women
tapped out the beat with their heels. Their arms swung in the air to pluck an
imaginary fruit from a tree before tossing it away, in one fluid motion of attitude
and grace.
Olga grabbed Zoe and brought her in front of Rodrigo. She raised an arm
in the air and swung her right leg across her left. It made her body pivot into a
profile position. Before she could turn in a full circle, Olga placed her right foot
back. She dropped her arm and raised the other as she stepped over her right
foot.
Zoe repeated the action. She easily went into step with Olga. They
smiled at each other as they duelled in their dance. Their arms took turns
rising to the sky as if they were eagles rotating around each other in flight.
As they danced, Rodrigo´s intense stare burned through Zoe. She stared
back at him in desire. His open palm occasionally beat at the guitar's wood,
sending a fierce energy of sexual arousal. Zoe perked up her performance. She
wanted to impress him. After some time, she had to look down to concentrate
on her steps. The music flowed through her body in rapid waves. She tapped
around Olga when suddenly she felt a quick sharp tug of her outstretched wrist.
It made her twirl back in dismay.
Abruptly, Zoe´s soft body collided against the hard chest of Rodrigo. Her
eyes stared up in awe at the magnetic force of his light brown pools. His hand
laid with a feather touch just above her behind. He swiftly lifted her wrist and slid
his palm to swallow her hand in his. Then his touch became firm when he
pushed her to move towards him as he stepped back. He paused slightly when
he changed directions. An immense fire within him pushed her backwards, in
step to the music.
They rocked back and forth like that for a long time. Her ears burned. Her
brain slouched around in a liquid of dazed ecstasy. Zoe's breast swelled as she
pressed them closer against him. Suddenly, the music rose in rapid
intense snaps of the guitar string before it ceased.
Rodrigo leaned Zoe back. His head hovered over her bosom for a
moment. Zoe wanted to swept her hand into his thick black locks. Before she
could have a chance, he promptly stood and brought her back to a standing
position. The dance had ended.

Zoe's lips pursed in a confused O. She felt light headed and wasn't sure
what to do next. He is amazing. Rodrigo curtly nodded before turning to join his
friend by his guitar. He sat and started a new song with the thin man. His body
relaxed and focused as if nothing had happened between the two of them.

The sun was setting and the group sat around the table. It was filled with
empty plates and half full wine bottles. Zoe stopped drinking a couple of hours
ago but kept a full glass in front of her so, no one would pressure her into
having another drink.
Zoe had to force herself not to look at the hottie guitarist for most of the
evening. Now, Rodrigo sat alone behind a tree, occasionally strumming his
guitar. In the dark light, Zoe could only make out the top of his guitar neck.
"Más vino, guapa," One of Elena's uncle asked Zoe's breasts.
Zoe lifted up her full glass and said no thank you. She took a sip to
appease him then stared back in the direction of the occupied tree. There was
something electric about the guitarist that pulled Zoe. She had never
experienced anything like that before.
Yes, she was attracted to men of all shades and sizes. In these past 9
months, Zoe hadn't had the best experiences with men. She had dated a guy
from Nigeria within the first month of arriving to Spain. He was a tall and dark
glass of water that made her pulse quicken.
He was pretty good in bed, too.
Regrettably, he kept trying to make her into his pretend housewife
and he constantly checked her mobile phone for other men's phone messages.
That relationship lasted for about a week or two before Zoe changed her phone
number. She still avoided the street she had met him on.
A few months after that, she started to see a chubby American white boy
from New York. He had spent money on her like it was going out of style. Plus,
he was cute and funny. However, he felt more like a friend than a love interest,
especially when they kissed. She felt nothing for him.
Nothing like she was feeling for Rodrigo. He had barely touched or
spoken to her and she was already sweating him. True, Rodrigo was one of the
hottest men she had ever met in person. Yet, besides that, the way he looked at
her was so attentive and fervent as if he could worship her every being.
Oddly enough, his quietness didn't bother Zoe. It didn't seem out of
shyness or conceit. It had an authoritative calm and understanding to it, like a
teacher who gives a student nonverbal encouragement.

The things he could teach me, Zoe mused to herself as she sipped on
her wine. She had only had a glass or two so she wasn't drunk but she had
enough to build up the liquid courage to go say hi to him. Something she got up
to do.
Zoe approached around his tree slowly. Rodrigo steadied his hands on
his guitar and stared up at her with that same glowing look.
"Hi, I love your guitar playing," she told him. He remained silent for a
moment. Zoe started to rethink what she was doing. He doesn't understand me.
What am I doing? How am I supposed to talk to a man who doesn't speak my
language?
Suddenly he opened his arms and raised his guitar. He mumbled
something in Spanish and motioned for her to take a seat. Zoe bent down to sit
next to him.
"I've always wanted to learn to play the guitar but I just don't have the
discipline," she spoke nervously.
"Parece que quiere aprender mucha cosa, pero no ha hecho nada
al respecto," he spoke in a dry tone.
Zoe picked up the word "aprender" which means to learn. He must know
a few English words.
Encouraged, she added excitedly, "Yes, I want to learn." Then she
pointed to the guitar.
Rodrigo looked from her to the guitar and said, "Entonces, te enseñaré.
Ven aca."
He removed the guitar from his lap and uncrossed his long legs. Next, he
gestured for her to sit between them.
"Oh, okay," Zoe awkwardly shifted so his legs stretched out on both sides
of her body.
He placed the guitar in front of her and leaned over her shoulder. He
smelt of the crisp scent of fresh jasmine and lavender. Like he had been rolling
around a field of wild flowers. Zoe imagined rolling down a woodland hill while
holding tight to him.
"Pone tu mano aqui y tiralo. Mira, asi," he spoke quickly as he skillfully
placed her hands near the whole of the guitar.
"Mueve tu dedo. Todo dedo. Muy suave pero rapido. ¡Asi!"
He wiggled his strong fingers above her which forced her to move in the same
tempo and rhythm as him. Then he took her other hand and placed it firmly
along a few lines on the guitar neck.
"Con esa mano, guarde las cuerdas de guitarra aqui."

They stroked the strings together as one for a moment. Then Rodrigo
softly let go of her hands. Zoe giggled in excitement as she played the notes
alone. It wasn't a song but it distinctively sounded like the opening to a
flamenco song.
"¡Ahi! Mire," he smiled down at her. His voice was kind and sweet.
"Pronto estarás tocando sin dificultad, guapa."
She still had no idea what he was saying and he spoke too quickly for her
to pick up any words. Rodrigo rolled his eyes at her blank stare. Then with a
heavy sigh, he added slowly, "Vamo a ver. ¡¿¡Toca bien, no!?!"
"Yep, I was good," she said. She wasn't quite sure what he had said but
it must have been positive and something about the guitar. "I just had a good
teacher. I bet if you taught at my school, people would learn a lot."
After a silence, she added, "You're so handsome. The girls would
probably hang on your every word." Zoe knew he didn't understand her. That's
why she was able to make such a bold statement. Silently, Rodrigo placed her
hands in different positions to teach her another note. She glanced back at him
and flirted, "God, you're sexy. I bet you kiss as well as you play. Heaven knows
the last time I was kissed. Or much less had been satisfied by anyone else."
I could say anything and he would have no idea what I was talking
about. That thought made Zoe feel more uninhibited and adventurous.
She smiled up at his close shaven jaw. Their faces were a few inches
away from each other. He glanced down at her. Light brown circles flicked a
gentle look down to her thick lips. He slowly looked back up to her round pretty
face.
Then his hand went to her cheek. Zoe blushed at the intimate touch. He
turned her face further back as he descended his head towards her. Zoe didn't
know if it was the wine or his magnetic power, but regardless, she closed her
eyes and parted her lips to receive his kiss.
"Rodrigo! ¿Donde esta?" His hands swiftly fell from her face when he
heard the shouting from Elena's mother.
"¡Me voy!" He shouted back.
Rodrigo placed his guitar down and moved away from Zoe as if she was
infected with a skin virus. Zoe stood up and watched him rush over to the older
woman. They spoke rapidly with each other before he kissed her cheek and she
walked back to the table of people.
Rodrigo turned to Zoe and nodded his head towards the restaurant,
"Ven. Ven, guapa." He spoke low and soft. Then walked into the empty
restaurant.

He wants me to follow him? A pulse between Zoe's legs vibrated when
she thought back on the kiss they almost shared. She really wanted to know
how his lips felt.
People were deep in loud conversations at the table. None of them
noticed Zoe following cautiously behind Rodrigo.
Once inside, the restaurant was nearly dark. Except for the street and
patio lights, there wasn't any light. Rodrigo had disappeared somewhere into
the back of the restaurant. Zoe searched for him in the quiet hall that was filled
with empty tables and chairs. A small corner bar had its floor area littered with
olive seeds and used napkins. A light shined through a door that Zoe assumed
led to a kitchen. She looked around to find how to get past the bar to the
back. Zoe followed the bar stand to a small hallway. A white swinging door had
a line of light coming from the bottom of it.
Zoe went to push the door open but was stopped by a low whistling
sound to her left. She turned towards the sound. Rodrigo was on a semi dark
stairway that led to a bottom level underneath the restaurant. He held an oldfashioned gas lamp. Its orange light flicked on the white walls around him.
"Ven," he turned and started down the staircase.
Zoe wasn't sure why she was following him down a staircase that
seemed to have been built into the cave texture of the basement. No one saw
her come in there. He could do anything to her and no one would know.
Suddenly, the fear of being chopped up into a million pieces slowly crept into
her head. On the other hand, her body was more trusting. It obediently trailed
after him down the steps.
Zoe ducked down when she got to the end of the staircase. Rodrigo had walked
further ahead to light candles on the white cloth tables. This room was obviously
a second dining area for the restaurant guests.
Black and white pictures of Ácala La Real in the 1800s decorated the walls. Zoe
moved to a nearby wall to have a closer look at a picture of La Mota Fortess. It
stood above the town like a castle. A disperse forest of thin trees had taken
the place of the white houses and apartments, that were normally bunched
together underneath the ancient ruin.
"Parece que un castillo, ¿verdad?" Rodrigo whispered close to her ear.
The heat of his breath curled the tiny hairs on the back of her neck. He
leaned closer to Zoe and placed a soft kiss on the creak of her neck. Zoe
leaned into him as one of his arms wrapped around her waist. His other hand
held the side of her turned face. He trailed kisses up her neck to her ear.
Delicate lips sucked on her earlobe before giving it a playful nibble.
"A dios. Tu tiene el sabor de miel," he mumbled into her neck.
"Quería besarte una primera vez que te vi".

Zoe had no idea what he was saying. She didn't care. It was sexy and
mysterious as it tickled in her ear. Her body tingled all over. A wet spot began to
form in her panties. She turned her body to face him. His lips captured hers in
urgent desire. He sucked on her juicy bottom lip a few times. Then his tongue
slipped past to tangle with her satin one.
His hands clung to the side of her chest frame, centimeters from her
breast. Zoe craved for his hands to roam over her aroused nipples. They
warmed as she moved deeper into his hold.
Normally, Zoe would have been happy to stop there. They would have
exchanged numbers, went out to dinner and after the third date he would know
what type of bra and panties she wore. But how were they going to talk on the
phone or sit through a dinner when they didn't understand each other? They
understood the primitive language of touch and hand signals. That kind of
relationship didn't interest Zoe.
At that moment, Zoe was solely content with the heat of his hands
groping her. Her body hoped for much more as it responded to every lick and
suck he gave her neck.
The sound of a zipper moving down brought Zoe's attention to his jeans.
She saw his hard packet wrapped in a pair of navy blue briefs. He grabbed one
of her hands and slid it down passed the briefs inside lining. Zoe let out a
startled cry as her hand held on to his thickness. Instinctively, she stroked in up
and down. Rodrigo pumped into her strokes. His eyes flew up to the ceiling
while he moaned his pleasure.
Zoe took his penis out of his underwear to have more room to massage
it. Her thumb circled around his tip when she rubbed down to the head of
his cock. Rodrigo groaned a curse and pressed Zoe's body against the wall. His
hands cradled her round face as his tongue drove into her mouth. She kissed
him back, and then, chewed on his lower lip.
In one fluid motion, Rodrigo stepped back and spun Zoe around. Her
face softly slapped against the white caved wall. Rodrigo sunk to his knees as
he kissed down her neck to her lower back. He slipped his hand between her
legs. His thumb rubbed her vagina over her shorts. He kissed around her plump
ass.
Sparks of awed pleasure revved through Zoe. Soon she felt him unbutton
her khaki shorts from behind and yanked them to the floor.
"¡Mueve tu pierna, ahora!" He ordered and forced her legs further apart.
Then he ducked his head between her legs. His tongue moistened the
cotton area above her swollen lips. Zoe gasped in desire. After a moment, he
sat with his back to the wall where her body had been. He pulled down her wet
panties, freeing her from them along with her shorts and tennis shoes. Zoe
stood in front of him, bare from the waist down.
"Mire me, guapa," he ordered.

Zoe looked down at the fire burning in his light brown eyes. He held her
stare as he lifted one of her legs so that her knee rested on his shoulder. Then
he pulled her hips down, making her vagina meet his face. Zoe felt his tongue
lightly lick around her clit like it was gently searching for something. When he
found her small bead, his tongue's wiggle speed sped up.
"Awwwwww," she moaned. Her dark brown hands swept into his thick
black hair.
Abruptly, he dropped his tongue to dart in and out of her pussy. Zoe rode
into his mouth. A ball of fire rolled around the bottom of her stomach. It got
bigger the more his tongue moved inside her. Two fingers flew up to rub her
bead. Zoe grinded faster into Rodrigo's face. She had howled when the giant
ball of fire growing inside of her exploded.
She stepped back from him on wobbly legs. Exhausted, she collapsed in
a chair next to a table nearby. No one had made her cum that quickly and that
hard from just their fingers and mouth. A relaxed daze fell over Zoe.
She watched Rodrigo stand up. He took a condom out of his wallet and
placed them both on the table. After he undressed himself, she slowly scanned
down his strong pecks to his lean muscular six pack abs. A V-cut created a
natural arrow towards his cock that erected from his pelvis. Zoe continued to
look down at his sturdy thighs to his brawny calves. Then she took her time
sweeping her eyes back up to his chiseled face. Her arousal heightened again.
If he can do that with his tongue, what could his dick do?
"Vale, ¿quieres aprender español, nena?" He asked her mute form.
"Te enseñare español. Ven." He picked her up in his muscular arms and sat her
on the table.
He tugged up her shirt as he said, "¡Joder! Quita esa."
Zoe understood he wanted her shirt off. She moved the shirt above her
head as the rip of a condom wrapper echoed in the background. Her hands flew
to the back of her bra and she unhooked it while she watched him roll the
condom over his big cock. Excited that she would get to test drive his dick, Zoe
got wetter.
Once both had completed their individual duties, Rodrigo gently forced
Zoe to laid down on the table. He said, "Bajo."
His head bent down to her breast, sucking at her nipple. His mouth
squeezing around her tit. His thumb searched for the bead of her clit. Zoe
moaned when he found it. His thumb expertly rolled on top of it. She arched her
back in sexual arousal.
Later, he removed his mouth from her breast. Rodrigo's thumb twirled
over her nipple while he playfully asked, "¿Esta bien?"

"Si, bien, bien," Zoe called out.
"Mira, te dije que te enseñaría español," he smiled down at her.
He placed his hands on her hips and rose them slightly. His hard penis
hovered in front of her vaginal entrance, barely touching her moist spot.
"Ahora, repite. ¿Entiendes, quapa?"
"Si, I understand," Zoe arched her back to get closer to his cock. She
desperately wanted him inside her.
"No, no, no," he pulled back from her inching vagina. He gave the side of
her ass cheek a little smack. "Hable en español, nena."
"Si, entiendo. Por fav, damelo," she groaned. Her heated body arched in
need.
"Repite, entra," he instructed.
"Entra," she obediently repeated.
"Asi," he nodded and slowly slipped into her tight hole.
Zoe grasped when he moved deep inside.
"Vale, atras. Repite."
"Atras," she repeated and he slowly moved back out of her pussy.
"¡Para!"
He stopped right before his dick exited her. Rodrigo smiled and said in an
impressed voice, "Hable español. Muy bien. Vale, dime: 'adelante'."
She repeated the command and Rodrigo moved back into her. When he
was deep, she ordered, "Atras."
They moved like that for a good number of strokes. Zoe ordered as
Rodrigo obeyed her commands in Spanish. Her power over the movements of
his dick heightened her sensual excitement.
"Ahora, es importante saber las próximas palabras," he said as he
moved inside her. "Despacio."
"Despacio." At that command, Rodrigo slowed his pace as he entered in
and out of her.
"Rapído." When the word was repeated, he moved faster.

Zoe's hips synchronously met with his. Pleasurable sparks ran up her
body when he hit the back of her vagina wall. She decided to play with him by
making him go slow and then fast before telling him to go slow again. Soon, the
bottom of her stomach felt like an inferno of pleasure.
"¡Más rapído!" He shouted excitedly. Then sped up when she gave the
order.
"¡Joder, nena! Tu coño está muy mojado," he breathed as he slammed
balls deep into her wet vagina.
"¿Qué?" She really didn't care what he was saying as long as he
kept fucking her. His mumbles in Spanish were sexy as hell. She didn't need to
know what they meant. Wanting to taste him, Zoe sat up and wrapped her legs
around his hips. He plunged his tongue into her mouth, tasting the last
sediments of wine from earlier that evening.
Suddenly, she remembered a few curse words from a website she had
saw online. It was a guide to cursing like a native Spanish speaker. She knew
"joder" was kind of like "shit" or "oh fuck". But she tried to focus on the right
word so he wouldn't stop this good feeling that was threatening to erupt inside
of her at any minute. Suddenly, she remembered how to say: "fuck me". She
clawed his ass with both hands and yelled, "¡Cógeme! ¡Cógeme! ¡Cógeme! "
"A Dios, nena. ¡Si!" He chanted as he rammed into Zoe's tight, wet
pussy.
She howled again. It was louder and longer than the first time. She shook
in his arms. Her forehead fell on to his shoulder while he kept up his long, rapid
strokes. Zoe's tongue swirled around his nipple as she reached behind him and
fondled his tightened balls. That was the touch that sent him over the edge.
With one last thrust, Rodrigo grunted into her neck and shivered against her.
"That was the best Spanish lesson I've ever had," she smiled into his
salty throat.
Monday afternoon had come too quickly. Zoe had spent most of the
morning sleeping. The workout she got from Rodrigo had lasted throughout the
early morning hours. Throughout the day, she took her time doing things as she
daydreamed about last night.
I can't believe we did it three times. I've never done that before.
Something about Rodrigo made Zoe want to fuck him multiple times. He
had awoken a hungry craving in her that only his dick could fill. She beamed on
her walk to work as she recapped the highlights of their sexual encounter. Her
panties got moist. She stopped at the corner near her English academy.

Okay, stop that, she ordered herself. You cannot go in here with a bunch
of kids thinking about getting it on with Rodrigo. Focus. Get through
the evening and maybe tonight you can stop by the restaurant to see if he is
around for some more nocturnal play.
In actuality, Zoe had no way of contacting Rodrigo. She didn't even know
his last name. She knew he was friends with Elena's family but that was all.
Well not all, she knew how he tasted from his mouth to his horse riding thighs.
She smiled at last night's memory of licking and sucking every inch of him.
In the background, Zoe heard the chimes of a church bell. It announced
the time was 4 o'clock. Shit, I only have 15 minutes to set up my
classroom. Usually, Zoe liked to show up at least 30 minutes early to get a
coffee and prepare her classroom for her 5 classes of students that would come
through her door. However, today, she was in too good of a mood to let the
worries of work bum her out.
Zoe had neared her school building when she noticed Rodrigo's head high
above the students walking to class. He was wearing a grey
pinstriped shirt with black slacks. It was completely different from his relaxed
look on Sunday afternoon. He looked good in either style. Today, he was
dressed as if he was coming from a business office, or a photo shoot.
He'd make a paper bag look good.
She smiled over at him and gave him a wave. What is he doing here? He
must've had the same idea that I had had about seeing him tonight. Butterflies
swarmed in her belly as her breasts warmly perked up.
She stopped and waited for him at the entrance gate of the school. As
the crowd thinned, Zoe noticed Rodrigo holding a hand. Her bubble of delight
violently popped when she saw that he was holding on to the hand of her
terrible 9-year-old student, Ariana. The student who had made her work life
hell.
How does he know her? It's a small town. She could be a niece or
cousin. Or even worst a sister? Zoe imagined having a family dinner at
Rodrigo's house with Ariana's bratty ass sitting across from her at the table. She
shook that disturbing nightmare out of her head.
"Hola, prof," Ariana flashed a fake smile.
Bitch, you're too lazy to say that in English. Zoe gritted her teeth and
forced a smile before replying a greeting back in English.
Zoe's smile turned wide and genuine when she glanced up at Rodrigo.
"Adio, papá," Ariana said as he leaned down and gave her a kiss.
"Luego, cariño," he smiled after Ariana as she rushed into the building to
join the rest of her classmates.

"Papá!?!" Zoe's mouth dropped.
Rodrigo nodded.
"Yes, her mother and I had her when we were very young," he explained
in a slight English accent.
"You fucking speak English!?!" Zoe realized her inappropriate yell. She
stepped away from the school's entrance. And then lowered her voice, "This
whole time you were married? And could understand me?"
She glared up at his guilty face. Just 12 hours ago, it was the same
handsome face that had driven her crazy. She was pissed that her body
warmed a bit at the remorseful look he was offering her.
"I'm not married. Ariana's mother died years ago," he began. "And I didn't
speak English to you because you said you wanted to learn Spanish. I thought it
was the best way as to....immerse yourself into the language, no?"
"That's bullshit! You were taking advantage of me," she cut into him.
He moved closer to her so that they could speak more privately. A soft
whiff of crisp lavender floated into Zoe's nose. She forced herself not to
breathe it in deeper.
"I think we both enjoyed last night’s Spanish lesson," he sheepishly
smiled.
Zoe's eyes hardened as her neck stuck her head out to the side. Her
hand was on one hip. Muthafucker! Oh, really!?!
Aware that he wasn't on her good side, Rodrigo placed a hand on his chest. He
spoke in a sweet voice when he said, "Look, I apologize for my deception.
Would you do me the honor of letting me make it up to you? Perhaps, a late
dinner after you finish here?"
Zoe watched his eyes spark when she bit on her lower lip in deep
concentration. She remembered looking into their deep, light brown pools as
she ordered him to move inside her. Being so close to him now made the center
of her legs begin to drip. She crossed her legs against the flow. Then she slowly
licked her lips before saying, "I'll consider it."

