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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“HEY BRADLEY,” EMILY said. ”Buzz me up.”

Monday night meant my sister Emily was over for dinner. Since leaving Santa Barbara to attend university in LA, we had kept up this Monday night ritual.

We originally took it in turns. I would host one week, and she would host the following week. But since Emily’s apartment was being renovated, I hosted each week.

Emily and I were close. The only siblings of a successful professional couple, we had spent a lot of time together as kids. She knew me like no one else. We weren’t just siblings we were best friends too. A little more than eighteen months apart, we had attended schools and even university almost together. We had both escaped Santa Barbara for LA to attend university.

“So, how’s life at Talent International?” I asked. “How many A-List parties have you got this week?”

“I know when you are being a brat,” Emily responded. “But, six parties thanks for asking. Why, do you want to come out with me?”

I thought about it for a microsecond.

“No thanks, I’m good,” I replied. “I’m sure to be doing my hair that night.”

The banter continued in a similar vein for the three hours while we ate dinner.

“So, how’s your love life?” Emily asked. “Do you want me to play matchmaker again?”

Emily’s mission in life was to find me a girlfriend. We played this game weekly. Initially, I had agreed to go on dates with some of her so-called friends. Actresses mainly. Sure, they were attractive, but I found nothing sexier than intelligence. And to date, she hadn’t hit that mark.

“I’ve been taking this burlesque class,” Emily said. “We dress up in provocative lingerie and learn to dance with tables, chairs and stuff. It’s over in North Hollywood, near my apartment. The place is like a giant speakeasy.”

Unsure of where the line of discussion was going, I could see excitement in Emily’s eyes. At twenty-three and with a business management degree from UCLA, I still saw the wonder of a child in her.

“Well, our teacher Ms Cristina, is your type,” she said. “She’s got that whole Latino thing going on. And you should see her body in the lingerie.”

“And she wants to go out with me, does she?” I asked knowing the answer.

“Well no, but I’m sure she would if I put in a good word for you,” she replied. “I never have trouble enticing the girls when I show them your photos. Especially the one taken after your karate black belt exam. You know, the one where you are in the water here at Venice Beach, with your chest showing.”

“I’ll have to pass on the offer,” I said. “I’ve got some big weeks coming up at the office.”

We retired to the balcony for dessert and coffee. My apartment looked out over Venice Beach. I’d bought a year before when the market was down. The owner needed a quick sale. It seemed meant to be.

“I never get sick of the view,” I said. “There’s something that draws me to the water. Always will, I think.”

“Lucky both our trust funds became available during the recession,” Emily answered. “I wouldn’t be able to buy in North Hollywood now either.”

“So, no changing the subject,” Emily said. “When are you gonna find a girl who lives up to your lofty standards? Surely, there’s one smart girl of interest in your Big Five consultancy?”

There were girls who interested me at work. But the one I had my eye on, was in a long-term relationship.

“No one special at the moment,” I replied. “Economic modelling doesn’t tend to attract the girls, I’m afraid. But hell, I’m only twenty-two and am sowing my wild oats.”

“So, why not start sowing them with my dance teacher, Ms Cristina?” she said.

I was cautious, to be truthful. If one thing living in LA had taught me, it was to be wary of scammers. The city attracted them from all across the country and beyond. Not just aspiring writers, actors and actresses came to LA. The town had a seedy side. And as a young and wealthy trust fund kid, I was in the crosshairs.

“Don’t worry sis,” I said. “I will find someone, and I won’t lose half of everything while I’m doing it.”

Unfortunately, Emily had fallen for an up and coming actor the year before. She met him at a work party where he turned on the Southern charm. Before we knew it, he’d proposed and stupidly she’d accepted. My dad organised a private detective just in the nick of time. The marriage got called off a week before the wedding. Apparently, the guy had already taken two wealthy girls to the cleaners.

“I couldn’t live without this view and walks along the boardwalk,” I said. “I really enjoy living here. There’s nowhere I would rather be.”

“I know what you mean,” Emily replied. ”Once you find your little slice of heaven, you hold onto it for dear life.”

“Has anyone moved into the vacant apartment yet?” Emily asked. “Perhaps you’ll find a nice girl in your own building.”

“I heard a ruckus on Saturday. It sounded like someone moving in,” I replied. “But I haven’t seen anyone new around the building yet.”

“Well, if you change your mind about meeting Ms Cristina, let me know,” she said. “Apparently she’s new in town, and with a body like hers, even here in LA, she ain’t gonna be single for long.”

My mind ran wild after Emily went home. As I sat on my balcony, taking in the sea air and listening to the waves crash on the beach, I started to wonder who the new neighbour was. As long as they didn’t make me turn my music down, I’d be happy.


CHAPTER TWO


TUESDAY MORNING I awoke before the alarm, and sprung out of bed. I changed into my workout gear and wandered down to the beachfront. The morning air was crisp and smelt of the day’s catch at the local fish markets. After a series of stretches, karate routines and light weights on the beach front, it was time for action.

My run started with the beep of my stopwatch. Determined to break my 5km record, I felt like today was the day. I headed north at a solid pace and each split reinforced today was record day. After the 2km split I looked up to see a stunning brunette roller-skating in front of me. I couldn’t divert my gaze once I’d seen her. Long and lean, her curly hair flowed halfway down her back.

As I got closer, I noticed her honey brown legs. Starting from her tiny satin shorts, they ran all the way down to her roller-skates. Her toned calves firmed in time with her skating rhythm. She was genuinely working out, stretching to the limit with each stride. Her movement was pure elegance. I watched closely as her sweat glistened and rolled down her muscled legs.

Finally, I caught up to her and saw her pert arse. It was flawless, firm and tightly toned. She was wearing headphones and dance skating to the music. As I passed her, I looked across, but she was lost in the beat of her music. Her pouty lips moved as she sang along with the music. It was Spanish, well Latino of some variety. But she held a tune beautifully.

She turned off the path shortly after and I looked at my watch. I’d lost fifteen second through distraction. I now had to up-the-pace to chase down the record for 5km. At 4km, I was back within five seconds of my target split. One last surge of speed would get me home. I put my head down and ignored the pain barrier. This morning was going to be the morning.

My watch clicked as I passed the finish mark. Under by two seconds. A new record. I panted heavily for five minutes or so. Having pushed myself to the limit, I needed to warm down. But I got the payoff. I walked for a few hundred meters to let the lactic acid disperse. Light weights next. Finally, I worked through a series of karate moves before wandering back to my apartment.

Back at the apartment building, I headed for the lift. Standing in front of me entering the lift was roller-skating girl. I would recognise that arse and those legs anywhere. She was still singing loudly when I entered the lift. When she turned, I felt a wave of excitement flow over me. Her deep mocha chocolate eyes were almost black. But bright and attractive. Her hair glided over her coffee brown shoulders as she moved her head to the beat. She looked up and smiled. I pushed my button and we were off.

I waited to see which floor she was from. Unable to see the buttons, I watched the expression in her eyes as the floors moved by. Finally, we got to the tenth floor. She had to be on the tenth floor. My floor. Perhaps she was the new neighbour who had moved in last week? I waited with excitement for the door to open. I hope she’s living here and not just visiting.

I followed her down the hallway. My door was at the end of the hall with 1012 emblazoned on it. I knew she didn’t live there. But how close would she be? At 1010 she pulled out her key and let herself in. I tried to make eye contact, but she was oblivious to me following her. She still sang loudly in Spanish. At least that’s what I guessed it was. Wow, my new neighbour is the roller-skating girl.

Once in the room, I opened my laptop. I had to tell Emily the wonderful news.

“I’ve met the new neighbour,” I messaged.

A minute passed before she came back.

“What’s her story?” she replied.

“She had headphones on and sang in Spanish,” I messaged.

“So, you didn’t learn anything Bradley?“ she replied.

“I saw her roller-skating on the boardwalk during my run,” I messaged.

“Oh, so you didn’t learn anything useful?” she replied.

“I can tell you she’s absolutely gorgeous,” I messaged.

“Well that’s a solid start then. Keep me updated,” she replied.

“Oh, I will,” I messaged.

After showering I sat on the balcony and had breakfast. I loved the smell of the salt air in the morning. Our childhood home in Santa Barbara had been on the beach and I’d never lost my passion for a water view. I found it cathartic. The closer I lived to the water, the healthier I felt, mind, body and spirit.

As I sat there taking in the view, I thought about roller-skating girl. How could I meet her? How could I talk to her? Does she speak English? My head was filled with possibilities. I suddenly wondered if she was on her balcony. I wandered casually around to the end of my balcony and looked back along the building.

I caught a glimpse of her as she walked back inside. I’d only just missed her. But now I knew where to see her again. I noted the time and her routine. It was a bit stalkerish, but she had gotten under my skin in a massive way. I finished breakfast and headed off to work. We had an early meeting and I couldn’t afford to be late.


CHAPTER THREE


BY FRIDAY I had seen roller-skating girl twice more in the lift. But always on her way back from her workout. I made a point of holding open the lift door to get her attention on day two. She looked at me but kept singing along to her music. On the third day I got a brief smile and eye contact. I was working up slowly.

Emily Skyped me on Friday night.

”So, how are you going with getting to know roller-skating girl?” she asked. “Are you dating yet?”

“It’s not quite that easy,” I replied. “She’s always got those headphones on. I don’t even know if she speaks English yet.”

“How about you tap her on the shoulder and ask her a question?” she asked getting to the point directly.

“I know I should, but she’s so committed to her music,” I replied.

“Wuss” she said.

“Hey, what are you doing on Sunday night?” Emily asked. “I gotta burlesque performance at Crazy Dolls. I’d love some crowd support.”

I must admit the thought of supporting my sister wearing lingerie and dancing provocatively made me less than enthusiastic.

“Is it just you or are there others too?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’s a group show.” She replied. “There’ll be ten on the stage. And one of them will be Ms Cristina.”

“Okay, count me in,” I replied. “I’ll bring Jake for moral support too.”

I had been trying to set my sister up with my friend from work for about six months. They’d be perfect together, I thought. But it never happened. Sunday night was the perfect opportunity. He’ll see her dancing sexy in lingerie and that’ll be it. Game over.

The drive out to North Hollywood was uneventful. I picked Jake up on the way.

“Now, tell me about this sister of yours?” Jake asked on the ride over. “Is she attractive?”

Always a difficult one to answer about someone in your bloodline.

“She’s tall, about 5ft 10in, and slim, she used to compete in triathlons,” I replied. “She’s got shoulder length blonde hair and was Homecoming Queen in school.”

“Sounds promising so far,” Jake replied. “And she likes to dance in lingerie?”

“It’s called burlesque,” I replied. “Google it. She’s not a stripper if that’s where you are going.”

Crazy Dolls was an awesome establishment. It looked like something out of ‘Boardwalk Empire’. A speakeasy with a stage at one end and rows of four person tables from the stage to the bar. The drinks were relatively expensive, but that was payment for the performance. Although when students performed, I bet the talent fee was negligible. Now that was a brilliant business model.

We arrived before any of the performances, and after getting drinks, settled into a table about twenty feet from the stage. All the upholstery was maroon velvet, while the tables and chairs were a dark stained wood. A maroon shag pile carpet finished off the decor. I noticed around three or four poles located around the venue. They were surrounded by larger tables. A series of private rooms with curtain doors ran the length opposite the main stage.

Emily was performing in Group Two. Jake and I watched Group One to get a feel for the entertainment. About a dozen girls came out wearing corsets, stockings and heels. They had top hats on and a walking cane. Each walked over to a chair and, when the music started, they danced quite provocatively to the music using the chair as a focus. It was kind of cute and some of the girls were attractive. The standard of dancing was okay, but most of the girls seemed quite nervous.

“I could get used to watching this,” Jake said as they finished. “That brunette in the middle was red hot.”

“Yeah, I’m not sure if it’s the girls, the outfits or the moves,” I said. “But it’s hard to look away.”

“I might go and see if I can find that brunette,” Jake said.

“At least wait until after Emily’s dance,” I replied, “Before you go hound dogging.”

Emily’s group came out next. They danced to a Ricky Martin song. It was either in Spanish or Portuguese. I couldn’t tell which. Emily stood near the middle. One of the better students, Emily’s ballroom dancing experience back in Santa Barbara showed.

“That’s Emily,” I said to Jake. “The fifth from the right.”

“You’re right,” he replied. “She’s pretty hot.”

I had never called Emily hot, but went along with it. I focussed on the girl to the left of Emily. An incredible dancer, she had the most amazing stage presence. She was also drop dead gorgeous, which helped a lot. I found it impossible to take my eyes off her. She looked right into my soul as she performed. It was like the performance was in slow motion.

The second number saw them do some mock lesbian movements in pairs. I could feel my cock getting hard as the hottie ground away at Emily. If only it wasn’t with Emily. Jake was enjoying the show without the fear of his sister being involved. I must admit I was impressed with Emily’s dancing. She looked like she’d been doing this for years.

After their performance came intermission. Emily wandered over and brought the hottie along with her.

“Bradley, this is Ms Cristina,” she said. “She’s our most wonderful teacher.”

“So nice to meet you Ms Cristina,” I said. “This is my friend Jake. You guys were awesome.”

“Thank you, Mr Bradley,” Ms Cristina said with a strong Latin accent. “I’m so glad you were here to support Emily.”

We chatted for a few minutes about the show.

“I’m sorry, but you’ll have to excuse me now,” Ms Cristina said. “I have to support my other team in the second act.”

“It’s been so nice to meet you Ms Cristina,” I said smiling. “I hope to catch up with you again sometime.”

“I’ll go one better,” Jake interjected. “How about we go out for dinner one-night next week?”

“Thank you for the lovely offer Mr Jake,” she said. “But that’s a no from me.”

Boom, she shot him down. I could’ve sworn I saw all the air leave his body. He didn’t have a comeback either.

With that, Ms Cristina headed back to the stage.


CHAPTER FOUR


MONDAY MORNING SAW me in the zone again. I was a touch under record time for the 3km split when I spotted roller-skating girl in my line of sight. I needed to make a decision. What was more important, a record time or this goddess? I went with record time and just as well. Roller-skating girl stopped to fix her shoe. I would’ve blown a record making chance for nothing.

I caught up with her again in the lift. I smiled at her and she smiled back. She suddenly went bright red and turned around. What had I done? Did she know I was stalking her?

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She was looking away with her headphones on. She wasn’t going to respond. Still, I could feel my pulse increase and my cock move as I looked at her stunning body.

Tuesday night rolled around again, and Emily arrived right on 7:00pm. I cooked pasta with a marinara sauce. It was my go too meal when I wanted to extract information.

“So, the burlesque show was awesome,” I said. “You were amazing, just as I expected. We have to thank dad and mum for making us take all those dancing classes.”

“Thanks Bradley,” she said. “I really enjoyed it. It’s wonderful for fitness but heaps of fun too.”

“So, if that was Ms Cristina,” I asked. “When can you set me up?”

“I told you she was gorgeous,” she said. “Hell, if I was still in my college experimental phase, I’d be all over her too.”

Emily and Ms Cristina were not really the vision I wanted in my head right now. But I worked through it.

“I hope Jake didn’t stuff it up for me?” I asked.

“Ms Cristina thought you were nice,” Emily said. “So, I wouldn’t call it dead just yet.”

“What’s the next move, sis?” I asked. “How are you gonna help me make this happen?”

“Well, she’s new in town,” she replied. “Are you okay if I invite her to one of our family dinners?”

“Hell yeah,” I replied. “That’s an awesome idea. I’ll cook for three next Tuesday.”

“You may want me to confirm first,” she said.

I apologised for Jake’s behaviour again. To be honest, I was pretty pissed at him. Not only did he embarrass Emily, but he reflected badly on me too.

“Jake was just being a guy,” Emily said. “He did a guy move and Ms Cristina shot him down. He’ll live to fight another day. But I probably wouldn’t want to date him as a result.”

“Yeah, sorry sis,” I replied, “My bad.”

“So, tell me about this new neighbour of yours?” Emily said. “She sure has captured your attention.”

“Well, all I know is she’s attractive, athletic and Latino,” I said. “It’s been so hard to find out more.”

“For someone who has women throwing themselves at him all the time,” she said. “You sure are clueless sometimes with women.”

She was right. I appeared the perfect gentlemen and in complete control right up until I found someone attractive. Then I turned to water and couldn’t think straight. A pretty girl was my Achilles heel. My kryptonite. And the Latino girls seemed to have access to a stronger strain of kryptonite.

We chatted about the week to come. Emily had been given a new portfolio of movies to look after. It included musicals and dance movies. Her boss had heard of her involvement in dancing and wanted to leverage her knowledge within the team. She was happy about it. After all, it was a mini promotion. But it meant starting again with the networking and assessing a whole range of current providers. She also needed to find new dance teachers.

“You should sign-up Ms Cristina,” I suggested. “She seemed like a talented dancer.”

“Yeah, I’ll have to find out more about her and what she can and cannot do,” she replied.

“Sounds like another good reason to invite her around for dinner next week,” I replied with a devilish smile. “I’m more than happy to help you explore her capabilities.”

Emily didn’t respond.

We ate dessert and coffee out on the balcony. I’d gone all out and made a chocolate mousse.

“You need to let me know what to cook for Ms Cristina,” I asked. “I’m not an expert on Latin cuisine.”

“You may be getting a little ahead of yourself here sport,“ she replied. “But I will ask for you.”

The crowds had died down now and the noise of the traffic had been replaced by the lapping of the waves.

Emily headed home around 10:00pm. I was cleaning up the dishes when I received a message.

“Ms Cristina is coming over in two weeks at 7:00pm for a working dinner,” she messaged.

“She has no food allergies and will eat anything you can cook,” she continued.

“But she’s partial to burritos and nachos,” she continued.

“Okay, that’s brilliant news,” I replied.

“She’s a huge fan of strawberry flan,” Emily messaged.

“Do you want me to make it or can you manage that?” she continued.

“No, I’ll be able to sort that one out,” I replied.

“So, nachos, burritos and strawberry flan,” I continued.

“Consider it done,” I continued.

I was impressed with Emily’s can-do action. She must have called Ms Cristina the moment she left my apartment. I heard my phone ding again.

“By the way,” she messaged.

“What?” I replied.

“Roller-skating girl lives two doors up,” she messaged.

“Yeah, what about her? Don’t tell me you’ve invited her too?” I replied.

“Well not exactly,“ Emily messaged.

There was a long pause. I looked but couldn’t see the writing bubble on Messenger. Finally, she sent the follow-up message.

“But I found out her name,” she continued.

Again, there was a delay.

“And her name is?” I messaged.

“I’ll tell you on Monday night. I’ll even introduce her if you like,” she replied.

“But that’s a week away,” I messaged.

It was to no avail. She sent no more messages.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


TUESDAY MORNING SAW me wake before the alarm. I felt energised by the thought of spending time with Ms Cristina. But to get the low down on roller-skating girl from 1010, took me over the edge. I dressed for my morning run and hit the lifts.

I had pushed the Ground button in the lift when I saw roller-skating girl enter the hallway from her apartment. She walked towards the lift with her roller-skates in hand. Her headphones on, she was singing. I hit the ‘Door Open’ button, but when she saw me, she turned 180 degrees and returned to her apartment. That was weird. Had I done something to offend her?

Soon I was lost again in my run, heading north on my 5km timed circuit. By the 2km split I was around ten seconds behind pace. At the 4km split I was 25 seconds behind. I wasn’t gonna pull this one back. So, I looked out at the ocean and enjoyed the exercise. I didn’t see roller-skating girl again that morning. What could I have done? Eventually, I settled on thinking she had left something in her apartment.

I saw roller-skating girl twice more that week, but each time she appeared to purposefully avoid me. On the Thursday morning, I ran south for a change of scenery and ran past her coming the other way. By the time I got back to the apartment block, she was nowhere to be seen. On the Saturday morning, I saw her head off for her skate while I lifted weights on the beach with a few mates. Neither time did she acknowledge me.

By the time Monday night came by, I couldn’t wait to see Emily. She arrived around 7:00pm and could clearly see my excitement.

“So, how’s your week been?” she asked. “Anything exciting happen?”

“Cut to the chase sis,” I said. “What’s the low down with Ms Cristina and roller-skating girl?”

“Is that the only reason you invite me over Bradley?” she replied. “For intel.”

“Well, which news do you want first?” she asked. “Ms Cristina or roller-skating girl?”

“I couldn’t believe how quickly you got to action on Ms Cristina,” I said. “So, let’s start there.”

Emily took a bite of her dinner and a drink of her wine and smiled broadly.

“I spoke to Ms Cristina as soon as I left,” she said. “I told her about my new role at Talent International and that I was on the lookout for dance talent.”

I could tell Emily enjoyed my anticipation for her story.

“Well she’s definitely interested in getting involved in movies and musicals,” she said. “That’s part of the reason she’s studying here in LA.”

“So, what is she studying?” I asked. “Is it dance related?”

“No, she’s studying finance,” Emily replied. “She’s quite the bright young thing.”

“She’s quite passionate about it,” Emily continued. “She’s only eighteen and just started at university after moving from Sao Paolo.”

“So, she’s Brazilian?” I asked. “And she speaks Portuguese?”

“Yes, she taught Latin dance in Brazil during her school days,“ Emily said. “So, she got the job at Crazy Dolls as a starter gig to pay the rent.”

I started to get a picture of Ms Cristina and her situation.

“Does she have any family here?” I asked. “Or has she found a boyfriend yet?”

“Her family are all back in Sao Paolo,” Emily replied. “She had two brothers and a sister. She’s a middle child, the second eldest. She’s made some fast friends at university but doesn’t have anyone special in her life. Not yet, anyway.”

I knew what the emphasis meant. Ms Cristina was an incredible girl and would have the guys lining up.

“So, you’d better put on a wonderful spread and impress her with your witty finance banter next week,” Emily said. “That is if you are still interested?”

“Oh, I’m still interested,” I replied immediately. “And I’m gonna give her a meal that will remind her of Brazil.”

“So, do you want to know about roller-skating girl too?” Emily asked.

“I think I’ve cocked that one up,” I replied. “Anytime I see her in the hall or on the beach she avoids me or gives me a scowl.”

“What did you do to the poor girl?” she asked. “Did you say something horrid little brother?”

“No, I’ve been nothing but the perfect gentleman,” I replied. “She seems to have decided I’m the devil. Or closely related.”

Emily started to smile.

“What do you know sis?” I asked. “And how do you know her name?”

“Well, let me tell you the story,” she replied. “As I was leaving here last week, and about to take the lift down, she came out of her apartment.”

“Yes, and how do you know her?” I asked. “Is she a client of yours?”

“No, she’s not a client,” Emily said. “I’m actually a client of hers.”

“Now I’m lost,” I replied. “How can you be a client of hers? What is she, your yoga instructor or your interior decorator?”

“No, it’s closer to home,” Emily replied.

She was loving the suspense and could see I was getting a little annoyed.

“So, I’m gonna ask you directly sis,” I said. “How do you know roller-skating girl?”

She waited a few seconds before replying.

“Well, you know how I go to Crazy Dolls for dance lessons each Wednesday?” she said.

“Yes,” I replied. “But how does that explain the client bit.”

“You remember my teacher Ms Cristina?” she asked.

“Yes,” I replied. “But what’s that got to do with roller-skating girl?”

“Well long story short,” she finally said. “Ms Cristina is roller-skating girl.”

“She’s what?” I asked.

“Ms Cristina, my dance teacher, is your neighbour from 1010,” she replied. “Her name is Cristina Lopez and she’s from Sao Paolo in Brazil. So, you’ve got exactly one week to repair whatever damage you’ve done. Else it’s gonna be an awkward night.”


CHAPTER SIX


MY CHARM OFFENSIVE with Cristina started bright and early Tuesday morning. Waking to the alarm, I got myself ready for a workout on the beachfront. But I waited until I heard her head for the lifts before I stepped out into the hall. I rushed to the lift and took it to the ground floor with Cristina. I smiled, but she never turned off her music.

Rather than head south in search of Cristina, I headed north. I didn’t want to appear I was stalking her. My Tuesday run was quick. At 4km I was a full twenty seconds under record pace. But I kept the accelerator flat to the floor and hit the 5km mark in a new record time. I passed Cristina on the way back to the apartment but kept my response low key.

By the time Monday night came around, I was on neutral terms with Cristina. I wanted to avoid an uncomfortable situation at all costs. Right on 7:00pm the doorbell rang. It was Emily with Cristina in tow.

“Welcome sis, welcome Cristina,” I said. “I hope you had an uneventful trip over.”

“Yeah, the traffic wasn’t too bad,” Emily replied. “You remember Cristina, don’t you?”

“Yes, welcome to my abode Cristina,” I said trying to appear somewhat normal and unthreatening. “Emily tells me you’re a close neighbour.”

“Thank you, Mr Bradley,” she replied. “I am living a few doors down.”

“Oh, so you are the singer I sometimes see in the lift?” I asked. “You have a nice voice.”

“Yes, that would be me,” she replied looking a little embarrassed. “I tend to listen to Portuguese music still.”

I was surprised Cristina didn’t have a discernible accent.

“Well, come on in,“ I said.

Cristina’s eyes widened as soon as she came into my apartment.

“That is a stunning view,” she said. “I can’t believe you get this awesome view when I get very little.”

“Yeah, I was lucky with this one,” I replied. “There’s something about the ocean that makes a home special. Let’s go out onto the balcony. Can I get you both a drink?”

I opened a bottle of Merlot and brought it out onto the balcony.

Cristina looked stunning. The sunset glowed off her high curved cheekbones while her hair seemed to be alight. Although she wore sunglasses, I could see her full lips moisten with each sip of wine. She wore a white singlet with skin-tight dark blue jeans which were paired with dark blue four-inch stiletto pumps. Casual but elegant.

I enjoyed the opportunity to take in Cristina’s beauty without having to hurry. She looked relaxed and extremely confident. Unusual for a girl so young.

“So, Emily tells me you are studying at university,” I said. “How are you finding that, especially given English is not your first language?”

“Coming from Sao Paolo, I learnt English at school,” she explained. “When I knew I was coming here to study, I joined a club and immersed myself in it.”

“So, did you bring your laptop sis?” I asked after entree and half an hour of small talk.

“Yes, I’ve got it here,“ she said. “Where do you want to set it up?”

“Why waste the view,” I replied. “Let’s do it out on the balcony.”

“And this balcony is huge,” Cristina added. “You could almost dance out here.”

I ran an extension lead out to the table while Emily set up.

“So, let’s talk about your dancing experience,” Emily said. “What styles of dance are you able to teach?”

“Well to start, I’m qualified to teach the five Latin dance styles,” she replied. “That’s rumba, samba, paso doble, cha-cha-cha and jive. I’m also able to cover the ballroom styles. That includes waltzes, foxtrot, quickstep and tango.”

“OK, I’ve got them down on your profile,” Emily said. “Any others?”

“Apart from the traditional dances, I can also teach the merengue, bachata, kizomba, mambo, bolero and swing,” Cristina added.

“Wow sounds like you are versatile,” I added looking for an opportunity to compliment Cristina.

“Thanks Bradley,” she replied.

She was starting to thaw out and I saw the use of my name as a positive sign.

“So, do you have a partner to demonstrate the dances with?” Emily asked.

“I’m new to town and haven’t found a suitable partner yet,” Cristina replied. “How soon would I need one?”

“Well, I’m looking through what’s available now,” Emily answered. “I have a movie that needs rumba, samba and tango. But you’d need to demonstrate it within the next two weeks. If you’re short of a partner, I’m sure Bradley could help out.”

Cristina looked across at me with a bemused look.

“Are you a dance teacher?” she asked.

“I’m not a teacher,” I replied. “But Emily and I were Santa Barbara ballroom dancing champions three years running.”

“Wow, that’s something I did not expect,“ Cristina said. “I knew your sister could dance, but I would never have picked you for a dancer.”

I went on to explain that mum and dad had insisted we take dance lessons when we started secondary school. I quickly worked out solid dance moves impressed the girls. But being a little competitive, I ended up being paired with Emily as we were the best dancers in town.

“Let’s clear some room and see where we are starting from,” Emily suggested.

“I’m in your hands Cristina,” I said. “Let me know the dance and let’s see how we go.”

We started with a simple waltz, followed by a foxtrot and rumba. Cristina moved like she was floating on air. But I did okay as the muscle memory kicked back in quickly. We increased the difficulty with the paso doble, cha-cha-cha and salsa. Finally, I was challenged with the quickstep, samba and tango.

“You dance Latino pretty well for a white boy,” Cristina said.

“Thanks, I think,” I replied. “My samba and tango were a bit rusty, but with a couple of week’s practice, I’m sure I’d be up to speed.”

“Then I’ll lock you in for this opportunity,” said Emily. “But you guys will need to practice hard for the next few weeks.”

“Well, it’s not like we live a long way from each other,” I said. “And the balcony is always available. You bring the music and I’ll provide the drinks and snacks.”

“This is so exciting,” Cristina added kissing me on the cheek. “Thank you so much Bradley.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


IT WAS LIKE a switch had flicked in Cristina. After the dinner and the dancing, she was friendly and a little flirty when I saw her in the lift. She was still always lost to the music, but at least she had a broad smile when she saw me.

We’d agreed to initially catch up Tuesday night at 8:00pm. It was late but both our schedules were tight.

“So, I propose we schedule a session for each weeknight at 8:00pm,” she said. “That way we’ll have finished dinner and it won’t get in the way of work commitments.”

“Sounds fine to me,” I said. “So, you’ll bring the music and I’ll make sure the balcony is clear.”

“But on weekends, let’s do two sessions?” she proposed. “A 10:00am and a 4:00pm. That won’t interfere with your social life will it?”

It felt strange getting back into the dance routine again. I hadn’t danced seriously for two years and had only danced with Emily. But Cristina was a talented dancer and understood how to get the best out of me. But for me the payoff for all the hard work was worth it. Every time Cristina smiled; I felt my pants tighten. And each time I placed my hand on her tightly toned body, I felt electricity flow through me. This girl sure had a spell over me.

Around mid-week I decided to turn up the heat while I still could.

“How about we have dinner on Friday night, so we can discuss how we are tracking?” I asked. “It’ll be an important checkpoint, given it’s a week out from the audition.”

“I can’t,” Cristina replied.

She didn’t elaborate. That was a bruise to my ego.

On the Thursday morning, I got back to the apartment after my run to see Cristina standing outside.

“Hey Cristina,” I said. “Why are you out here?”

For the first time since I’d seen her, she moved her headphones off her ears.

“I’ve locked myself out of the apartment,” she said. “I could’ve sworn I brought my key with me.”

She looked so cute in her work out gear.

“How about you come and sit with me until the superintendent comes?” I suggested.

“Are you sure that’s no bother?” she asked.

“Hey, it’s the neighbourly thing to do,” I replied with a smile.

Cristina joined me for breakfast while she waited.

“You could never get sick of this view,” she said as she wolfed down another bagel. “You’re so lucky.”

“Yeah, my plan isn’t to move again unless it’s to a better view,” I replied.

Just then, the superintendent knocked on my door. He let Cristina into her apartment and ensured she found her keys.

“Thanks so much for letting me wait here,” she said. “I don’t know how to thank you enough.”

“I do,” I said with a cheeky smile. “You could have dinner with me tomorrow night.”

“Well, let’s talk about it tonight,” she said.

“Okay, but I’ll need to book,” I said. “So, I’ll go ahead and take that as a yes.”

That night we focussed on the Tango and Cristina arrived dressed to impress. She wore a luscious red backless dress with splits up each side to allow for movement. I felt hard the moment she walked through the door. To complete the outfit, she wore a pair of red 5-inch platform sandals. To say she looked breath-taking, underplayed it.

Now the tango is a sexy dance. But with a professional dancer with long, toned and tanned limbs, it can leave you breathless. I had been on my best behaviour all week, but now struggled to keep my mind on the game instead of Cristina. She had a passion in every step that only comes from Latin America. As I held her body as it writhed around mine, I struggled for breath.

The tango is the closest thing to sexual intercourse you can partake in when in public. After spending two hours working on, and perfecting, every little move and nuance, it came to the climax. I wrapped my arms around Cristina and lay her body over my knee. She rocked back and I saw sweat dripping down her torso and onto her panties. I could hold out no longer, I moved forward and kissed Cristina deep and hard.

Cristina kissed me back. But only for a brief moment.

“I can’t do this,” she said breathlessly. “It’s not fair.”

I looked into her eyes and could see terror.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Look, I’m sorry. But after two hours of tango, I went with my instinct.”

“We need to talk,” she said. “I need to tell you something.”

I pulled Cristina up and we sat on the couch.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “You know I like you.”

“Oh yes, I can see that,” she said looking at the bulge in my pants. “But there’s something you don’t know about me. Something you need to know.”

“Tell me what it is,” I said. “I’m sure it will be fine.”

She paused for a minute then looked up at me.

“I’m transgender,” she said. “I wasn’t born female. But I can’t afford it to get out or my life will be ruined.”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


UNSURE HOW TO respond, I told Cristina I still wanted to take her out. I couldn’t tell anyone. Cristina asked me not to tell even Emily. You could see she lived in fear of getting found out. Not that anyone would guess. This girl was as feminine as anyone I’d met. But she’d come to LA to start a new life. A life where she could be Cristina.

After thinking about it all day, I still wasn’t sure how I felt about the date just moments before I picked up Cristina. I decided to forget about everything else. I focused on making this a truly wonderful first date with a gorgeous girl I’d been hot for since the second I saw her.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I wondered why I had taken almost two hours to get ready for this date. Half a dozen shirts lay across my bed. I laughed. Who’d have figured choosing an outfit would be so hard when you’re a guy? So many options. But I’d gone with a plain blue shirt that highlighted my arms and chest and a pair of black pants that made my arse ‘spankable’, according to my sister.

The date had been planned before I knew Cristina’s secret. It was an all-out assault on romance. I’d arranged for a dozen red roses to be delivered five minutes prior to kick off. I had a limo at our disposal for the night. I’d booked a romantic table at the best Latin restaurant in LA. And I had planned a surprise visit to a very unique club.

The time for action had arrived. I walked the ten feet and knocked on Cristina’s door. She stood there with the bouquet of flowers in her hand. She was wearing the cutest smile you could ever wish to see.

“Thank you so much for the beautiful flowers,” she said leaning in to kiss me. “They are exquisite. I’m gonna put them in water.”

As she turned, I saw her leather pants hugging her curves and neatly nestled into a pair of electric blue 5-inch stiletto ankle boots. Her top was revealing at the front and showing plenty of skin at the back. Her straightened hair sat just above her arse. She was dressed to thrill, and I was more than happy she was.

The limo driver had champagne on ice for our departure. I poured a couple of glasses.

“To a wonderful first date,” I said. “May it be the first of many.”

We hit the road for Casa Sanchez. The trip took us along the coast and past Marina Del Ray. In thirty minutes, we had arrived.

Cristina’s face lit up with excitement.

“Oh, you’ve booked us at Casa Sanchez,” Cristina said plating a kiss on my cheek. “I’ve been wanting to come here since I arrived. They have the best Mexican in town.”

She grabbed my hand and kissed the back of it, letting out a squeal of delight in the process.

I’d arranged for a private room, so we were ushered through the main dining area and into a curtained room off to one side. It was about a forty-foot walk past the tables and a broad stage to the private room. Waiting for us with cocktails was Juanita, our waitress for the night.

“Welcome to Casa Sanchez,” Juanita said with her strong Latino accent. “I believe this is a very special night.”

I’d gone all out in planning this night and I could see Cristina was impressed.

After explaining the menu and taking orders for our drinks, Juanita closed the curtain and left Cristina and I in privacy.

“I can’t believe you’ve gone to this much trouble for our date,” Cristina said hardly able to hide her excitement. “But I need to know whether you arranged this before or after you found out I was trans?”

What could I say? She’d forced my hand early in the night.

“I’d been planning this night since the first time I saw you roller-skating on the boardwalk,” I replied. “And I saw no reason to change it.”

“Well aren’t you full of surprises,” Cristina said.

She reached across and picked up my hand. She kissed it then proceeded to pull me close. I felt her lips softly touch mine before her tongue pushed through my lips and explored my mouth.

I hadn’t been sure how I would react once I knew her secret. But my cock was telling me what to do. I reached out and gently stroked Cristina’s face. I placed my hand on hers before the curtain opened and Juanita reappeared.

“Sorry to disturb you,” she said. “I know it’s a special night, but here’s your entrees.”

As we ate, I couldn’t avert my gaze from this beautiful woman sitting next to me. Cristina shared her entree and I did the same. As the drinks mounted up, our inhibitions came down.

Throughout the meal, a Spanish group played Latin songs. Christina quietly mouthed the words.

“You’ve got such a beautiful voice,” I said. “You should sing with the band.”

But Cristina politely declined.

After dinner we walked arm in arm to the limo. This time cocktails awaited us as we headed off. We sat in the limo and Cristina snuggled in close. I felt the warmth of her soft leather pants on my palm as we held hands and watched the stars through the open roof. Cristina was getting amorous, which I put down to a high level of alcohol.

Ten minutes later, we arrived at our second destination, Oxygen Tango Club. I’d arranged for us to join the final performance of the advanced Argentine tango class.

“So, let’s see how good our tango is,” I said as we pulled up in the limo. “Don’t worry, we’ll be competing against the advanced class.”

A broad smile lit up Cristina’s face. This was a first date she wouldn’t forget.


CHAPTER NINE


“SO, WE’LL BE dancing the Argentine tango,” I said. “Like we’ve been practicing.”

Cristina looked a little shocked but was taking it in.

“There’ll be a series of duals,” I continued. “Up until there’s only two dancing teams left. Then there’ll be the finale.”

“But we’re not dressed for dancing,” Cristina said. “I’ve brought our shoes along, but we’ll have to make do with what we’re wearing.”

“Okay,” said Cristina tentatively. “So, we’ll be dancing what we’ve practiced?”

“Yes,” I responded. “But competition is part dance and part feel. So, you need to let go and mean what you dance.”

“Well after tonight’s date,” Cristina replied. “I don’t think that will be a problem.”

We got ready for our first ‘dance off’. Cristina kept her hair pinned tight and loosened a few of her shirt buttons before undoing my top two buttons. I saw in her eyes she was entering competition mode. We walked slowly hand in hand onto the dance floor and stood face to face about two feet apart.

“I want you, now,” Cristina whispered across to me.

The music started, commanding Cristina to start the seduction. She slowly prowled across the stage towards me looking deeply into my eyes. I felt a fire start to burn within her. Once she reached me, she ran her hand down my cheek before raising her arms and grazing my arse with hers.

“Your cock is mine,” she said as we passed.

I felt the warmth of her leather pants on my backside, while the silk of her blouse brought my arm hairs to attention.

We turned, and Cristina placed her blood red painted fingertips on my chest. She held me back, but I saw desire in her eyes.

“I want you deep inside me,” she said at a level only I could hear.

She ran her fingers slowly down my chest before bringing them up to tease my chest hair. I turned away and started walking, causing her to run after me and turn me towards her. She pulled my face to hers which brought our bodies together as one.

“You’re making me so wet,” she said.

I felt her warm leather-clad leg wrap around mine.

I broke us apart. We walked past each other like a bull fighter and his prey with nothing but fingertips touching as we passed. Once past Cristina, I turned and pulled her close to me from behind.

“I’ll take you against the wall,” she said.

I felt her now sweaty body against mine as my nostrils filled with her sensual scent. Our hands came together, first one and then the other. We stood tall, face to face, nostrils flaring and lust in our eyes.

With our hands held high, and one hand on each other’s backs, we danced across the room. I twirled Cristina and she wrapped her legs around mine. My cock sprung to life as our bodies merged.

“Take me now, right here,” she said.

I wanted to kiss her but looked deep into her soul while her hand moved slowly down my back. I leant Cristina back slowly, while holding her arse close. We held the pose, with her breasts now obscuring her gorgeous face.

Again, we set off across the room, arm in arm and with her back to me. I kissed her neck and held my face against her hair.

“I can’t wait to rip those pants off,” I said.

My hands moved to her hips before I turned her towards me, and our bodies melded again. Her legs wrapped around mine and she dropped to her knees, passing through my legs. I pulled her up and we held the pose face to face, breast to breast, groin to groin.

We danced our way across to the circled crowd. I let go of Cristina’s hand and swung her out. She was almost in the crowd when I spun her back and we stood face to face, mouth to mouth.

“I love the way your cock tastes in my mouth,” she said.

I slid my hands down to her arse and pushed her hips away. Her hands were around my neck, keeping our mouths together.

Finally, she spun closely around me. Our hands were joined on one side and on each other’s torso the other side. I stopped her and with both hands on her hips lifted her into the air while slowly turning.

“That feels so good, I’m gonna come,” she said.

Cristina wound herself down my body until she came to a stop with her knees on the floor and her gorgeous eyes staring up at me.

The crowd was silent at first. Then all hell broke loose. I hadn’t seen the other team at all during the dance, I was transfixed on Cristina and my performance. Where did that passion come from? I’d never been this turned on before. But we seemed to get a vote of approval from the crowd.

As we walked off stage, I saw the excitement in Cristina’s eyes.

“That was awesome,” she said. “Thank you so much for organising this. I don’t know how you did it, but this was the best first date in history.”

“Well, I promised you it’d be a working dinner,” I said with a smile. “And hopefully, we’ll get to dance it a few more times tonight.”

Cristina and I took to the stage another three times. With each dance, we became more comfortable with the generous stage and put on a better show. The sexy banter also wound up a notch each time we danced. We made it to the final two, which considering we were gate crashes, was quite impressive. After posing for a photo with the trophy, we headed back to the limo. After-dinner liquors waited for us.

Sitting in the back of the limo under the starlight with Cristina, I felt happier than I could ever remember. The night had shown what an incredible connection we had professionally, and I hoped, personally. But the audition was only a week away.

“So, how are you feeling about the audition?” I asked. “Not long now.”

“Well, before tonight, I was a little worried,” she said. “I wasn’t sure whether our connection would be believable. But tonight, has proven we are right on track.”

Cristina turned to me and threw her arms around my neck. The moonlight danced in her eyes. She moved in close and our lips met. Her lips were soft and plump. I felt her tongue push its way into my mouth. Her hand ran through my hair as she pulled my head closer. I felt her hand move to my thigh and outline my hardened cock.


CHAPTER TEN


SATURDAY MORNING SAW me wake with the alarm. Energised from the night before with Cristina, I dressed for my morning run and hit the lifts. Soon after I was lost in my run, heading north for 8km. I looked out to the ocean as I ran and just enjoyed the exercise. I didn’t sight Cristina roller-skating that morning, but the memory of her legs wrapped around my body during the tango was enough to keep me going.

By the time Sunday night came, I started to get cold feet. With too much time on my hands, I had started working through the issues of dating a transgender girl. I had found some websites during the weekend and struggled to think how I would handle the reality. Sure, Cristina was everything I looked for in a girl, but there was the whole secret thing that played on my mind.

I knew my parents extremely well. I knew how the discussion would go.

“Hi mum and dad, this is my girlfriend Cristina,” I’d say.

“Oh, thank god you’ve found someone,” mum would say. “So, when are you having children?”

“Cristina is a transgender woman,” I’d say.

“What no grandchildren and no heirs?” dad would say. “All my work is for nothing.”

Cristina had sworn me to secrecy, but I needed to chat to someone about this situation.

We practiced again on Sunday night. I knew I had to talk to Cristina but didn’t know how to raise it.

“Is something bothering you?” Cristina asked about halfway through practice. “You seem a little flat.”

She was right. I wasn’t my usual gregarious self.

“Well, I’ve been thinking through us,” I said. “I’ve never dated a transgender girl before and aren’t sure how to process it.”

“Yes, well we definitely need to talk,” she said. “Because dating a transgender girl is not the same as dating a cis-gender girl.”

Well at least we were on the same page.

So, we stopped the practice and chatted through our situation. Cristina told me about her plans and what she looked for in a relationship.

“I want to meet a nice guy and settle down,” she said. “I dream of the whole picket fence scenario.”

“But what about your equipment?” I asked. “I’m not gay and have never been attracted to men.”

“I understand this is all new to you,” she said. “But I tried to warn you off. You just wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

I smiled and explained that I found her beautiful and smart and everything I looked for in a partner.

“To make any relationship work,” she said. “The couple need to set boundaries and compromise. But I don’t think you’re proposing marriage just yet, so let’s give it a few more dates and we’ll see where it goes.”

“I’m happy to do that,” I replied. “But I’d like to tell Emily. She is my rock and my best friend. She will help me work it through and come out the other side with the right thinking.”

There was silence from Cristina.

“I know you’ve sworn me to secrecy,” I said. “But unless I can talk it through with Emily, we’re never going to progress.”

“You know how important this is to me,” she said. “And I trust you, else I wouldn’t have told you. But I’ll have to think about it overnight.”

“Fair enough,” I replied. “Let me know before Emily leaves tomorrow night.”

By the time Monday night came by, I couldn’t wait to see Emily. She arrived around 7:00pm and she was excited and upbeat. She loved the new job.

“So, how’s your week been?” she asked. “Anything exciting happen?”

“Well I took Cristina out on a date on Friday night,” I said. “We ended up at Oxygen Tango Club and entered an Argentine tango competition.”

“Wow, I bet you guys won too,” she said. “The chemistry between you two is insane.”

“We did okay,” I said. “But it was a hell of a fun night.”

“Sounds like you’re smitten, little brother,” she said. “Looks like Cristina may be a keeper?”

“It’s early days,” I replied. “But she’s very special that’s for sure.”

Just then the doorbell rang. Cristina walked in wearing a blue leather mini skirt, with matching 5-inch stiletto ankle boots and a white blouse that barely hid her laced bra. She was dressed to kill.

“Hi Cristina,” I said kissing her. “You didn’t need to dress up for dinner.”

“Hey Cristina,“ Emily said. “Wow, what I wouldn’t give to look that hot. Or just to be able to wear an outfit like that.”

We chatted about the upcoming audition over dinner. The wine flowed and the discussion got quite loud. It was a balmy night and there was plenty of action down by the boardwalk. We heard kids playing, weights being pumped and cars slowly driving past. The moon was out and throwing a glorious reflection on the water.

After dinner, I went to organise dessert. When I arrived, I could see the conversation had changed and there were more serious expressions on both Emily’s and Cristina’s faces.

“I told Emily I am a transgendered woman,” Cristina said. “And she’s a little surprised, but doesn’t think it’ll be a problem professionally. Still we’ve agreed to keep it between the three of us.”

“So, how do you feel about all this, little brother?” she asked.

I walked over and sat next to Cristina. I held her hand.

“I must admit it was a massive surprise when Cristina told me,” I said. “But I’ve thought it through and she’s still the same girl I fell for the minute I saw her. Sure, we’ve got some issues to work through. But I want to give it a go. I’m so glad Cristina told you, as I need your advice on it as well.”

I turned and kissed Cristina. We cuddled.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


BY THE DAY of the audition, Cristina and I had our routine nailed. Two weeks of daily practice and a couple of additional sessions at Oxygen Tango Club had us on top of our game. Cristina looked stunning in a red silk dress with slits reaching above her hips on either side. Her shoulders were bare, leaving room for my kisses next to the thin straps.

A pair of bright red strappy sandals and red laced underwear completed Cristina’s look. Red toenails and fingernails matched the dress beautifully. Her makeup accented her Latino looks with smoky grey eyes complimenting her plump red lips. For this performance, she wore her hair loose and free, except for a small red ribbon.

My outfit was a little more traditional. A dark three-piece suit was matched with black leather shoes. I wore a black fedora throughout. A blood red satin shirt provided a splash of colour where it mattered. We were obviously a team.

The audition dance went over a treat. With just the right combination of story and sexiness, everybody was left speechless and more than a little hot under the collar. It was a unanimous decision from the studio to award the contract to Cristina. And I got the feeling, that wouldn’t be the last time I danced the Argentine tango.

“So, how do you want to celebrate?” I asked on our way out the door. “I have limo drivers at my beck and call.”

“While I’m super excited, I want to share this moment with the one person who made it happen,” she replied.

Cristina turned to me and kissed me passionately.

“Where too, folks,” the driver asked.

“Venice beach,” Cristina replied with a wicked look in her eyes.

We kissed all the way home, and on our way up in the lift.

Finally, we reached the destination. Apartment 1012.

Upon entering the apartment, Cristina pushed me against the wall, ripped off my shirt and immediately slid down my body until she was on her knees.

“For the past two weeks, I’ve dreamt of nothing but this moment,” she said.

I felt her fingernails run down my chest, leaving marks but not drawing blood.

She ran her mouth across the outline of my hardened cock. Even through the suit fabric, I felt her warm breath on my tool.

Cristina lowered my pants and boxers, before gently running her tongue the full length of my shaft. I felt bursts of excitement as my soldier stood to full attention. She kissed the tip of my swollen cock, before running her tongue around under the head. I leaned back against the door as the blood flowed from my head at a rapid rate.

I felt her blood red painted nails wrap around my cock. She worked it with both hands until the head glowed purple. Her mouth fully enveloped my cock. In an instant my shaft was in her warm and moist cavern. Her hands moved to my arse. As she bobbed her head up and down on my cock, she clawed at my arse to run it deeper.

I was about to come, when she slowed the pace and changed up the rhythm. This reset my orgasm and enabled Cristina to pleasure me further. Finally, I could hold back no longer.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

But Cristina didn’t skip a beat. She upped the pace and took my warm creamy load in a single gulp. Cristina stood and kissed me. Her apple scented shampoo filled my nostrils as her tongue shared liberal doses of my come with me.

“How about we head inside,” I suggested.

Cristina took my hand and slowly led me to the balcony couch.

I heard the crash of the waves, the chatter from the boardwalk pedestrians and the engines of the cars on the road outside. But I couldn’t take my eyes off Cristina’s heavenly curves.

When we reached the couch, Cristina spun around and pulled her dress up and over her head. She stood in nothing but a red lace bra and panties with her five-inch stiletto sandals.

“I need your cock,” she purred.

Her hand reached out and grabbed my cock, bringing it immediately back to attention. She reached into her panties with her other hand and released her 5-inch uncut cock.

Well no surprises what equipment she’s got now. But I didn’t feel disappointed. I was hard as a rock and saw her member as an extension of her perfect body.

“You’re so big and hard,” she whispered.

Cristina slid across and started to massage both cocks, while kissing my neck and ears. The sensation of cock sliding against cock was insane. I loved it.

Cristina released her hands and pushed me back onto the couch with force. She straddled me and started grinding our bodies together. Both of our cocks were rock hard, and her hands were free to grab my face and run through my hair.

“I want to feel you inside me,” she whispered.

She grabbed my hands and placed them on her arse cheeks. It was my job to control the speed and intensity of the body grind.

As our cocks got closer to orgasm, Cristina’s kissing became deeper and more passionate. Our tongues danced a tango while our bodies ground out a cha-cha-cha.

“Come for me stud,” she moaned.

I turned up the pace of the grinding until my head started spinning in ecstasy. We both let go our loads, collapsing in a heap of sweat and sticky come.

I held Cristina tight. I’d never felt this close to another person before. After a minute or so Cristina rolled over and wiped up some of our come with her finger. She raised it to her lips and sucked it dry. She repeated the action and brought it to my lips.

“Open up,” she said.

I gleefully licked her finger dry. We lay a while longer, looking at the stars and listening to the activity on Venice Beach.


CHAPTER TWELVE


CRISTINA STOOD AT the end of the couch. Her body was incredible. She was curvy, with a full 38 inch bust, about a D cup. Her nipples were dark brown, and her areola were generous and beautifully proportioned. Cristina’s sweaty body glistened in the moonlight. While her hips and arse protruded to give her a womanly figure, there was not an ounce of fat tissue on her body.

I sat and stared in wonder. How could this perfect specimen of femininity be improved upon? It wasn’t possible. Even her cock was feminine, surrounded by a closely shaved heart shaped backdrop.

“Do you like what you see?” she asked.

“I wouldn’t change a thing,” I replied.

She took a couple steps towards me and stopped. Her cock was now within reach and I couldn’t resist. I reached out and gently wrapped my fingers around it. Warm and soft, it wasn’t like mine. I started to stroke it gently at first but gradually worked up some pace. Cristina took another step closer.

Now I saw her semi-flaccid cock a mere inch from my mouth.

“Take me in your mouth,” she said.

I leaned forward and kissed the tip of her cock. The salty remnants of her come, or perhaps mine, was discernible. I kept stroking her member while I ran my lips over the top of her head. I looked into her eyes and saw the waves of pleasure hit with every touch. The warmth of her cock was an aphrodisiac to me.

“You taste so good,” I said.

I gradually worked my way down until I had four of the five inches in my mouth each stroke.

Cristina started to struggle to stand. I grabbed her thighs to steady her but kept working up and down her glorious rod. Without a second thought I ran my tongue down her shaft and sucked on her cute balls. Hairless and small, they were super sensitive to touch. I worked back to the main action and went long and deep on the strokes, smacking my lips on her scrotum with each stroke.

Finally, I heard Cristina’s breathing get rapid. I could tell what was gonna happen next.

“I’m gonna come,” she yelled loudly.

Immediately I felt my mouth fill with a flood of milky white fluid. I struggled to contain it all but was able to catch any overflow with my fingers, which I licked clean.

“That was amazing,” Cristina said. “I never thought you would do that for me.”

I smiled and watched the beads of sweat roll down her stomach.

“Sit down in the chair,” Cristina said. “You’ve earned a reward.”

What could that be, I wondered? But I did as I was asked.

Cristina went to her bag and walked back with a tube.

She dropped to her knees and sucked me ’til I was hard again. Opening the tube, she placed a dollop of goo on the tip of my member. She did the same to her arse.

I sat there transfixed while Cristina straddled me.

“I need you inside me,” she said.

Looking into her eyes, I felt her cock gently bumping against my chest. She lowered herself slowly onto my cock, inch by inch, until I felt her arse rest against my pelvis.

Cristina released her arse muscles and proceeded to bounce up and down on my cock.

“That’s the spot,” she purred.

The sensation was like nothing I had ever felt. Tighter than a pussy, but as pleasant, perhaps more so.

Each time Cristina bounced her breasts jumped and bumped against my face. I reached out and sucked on her nipples as she bobbed up and down on my rock-hard member. The breast action was well received but my cock in her arse was more appreciated. Each time she was fully engaged, I saw her eyes roll back in her head.

“You’re so big,” she moaned.

That was just the inspiration I needed. She was in pure ecstasy.

Cristina kept adjusting the rhythm to avoid my orgasm arriving too soon. She enjoyed the action far too much to have it cease prematurely.

“That’s it. Drive me home,” she instructed.

As she bounced, I got lost in her beauty. Her happy face was delightful, especially in the moonlight. And her dancers’ legs were powering through a ton of work, while I watched.

Finally, I could hold back no longer.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned prompting Cristina to up the pace.

I shot my load deep into her arse. Cristina kept bouncing for a few seconds more before we held each other tightly. I felt we were one. Closer than I had ever been to another person.

We kissed long and hard before I spoke.

“Now, that was amazing,” I said. “I never believed anything like that was possible.”

“Well, now you know where my g-spot is, I hope you visit again soon,” she said.

“You can bet on that happening,” I said. “What are you doing for the rest of the night?”

Finally, my cock relaxed to the point where my come flooded from Cristina’s arse. It was time to take stock of where we were. I grabbed a towel and cleaned up the mess.

“How about we grab a shower?” Cristina suggested. “You look hot and sweaty after the tango.”

“Sounds like a great idea,” I replied. “I wouldn’t mind getting some food into me either.”

We order takeaway Mexican, then headed to the shower. Cristina was diligent in making sure my cock was completely clean. First, she soaped it up and rubbed it thoroughly. She washed it off and cleaned my balls. Finally, she licked my cock clean to make sure she didn’t miss anything. After a final soft dry off with the towel, I was ready for action again.

After dinner, we retired to the balcony for drinks. That didn’t last long. Within thirty minutes we were in my bedroom and I was deep inside her again. Cristina hadn’t been aware the view from my bedroom, was as good as from my balcony. But I had the best view.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


EMILY WAS PROMOTED for finding Cristina and a couple of other dancers. Her star was finally on the rise. I got some time off from number crunching to help Cristina with the dance lessons. The first movie was successful, and work continued to flow thereafter.

Cristina kept going to university and ended up finishing her business management course. Within a year she had employed other dance teachers and scaled the business up with my help. Cristina decided not to renew her lease. She found a wonderful new landlord who had a better apartment. And it was only two doors away.

Emily helped me with advice for breaking the news to mum and dad. I could tell they were disappointed at first but could immediately see what I saw in Cristina. Thankfully, Emily did the right thing and hooked up with Jake. She pumped out a couple of kids and took the pressure off Cristina and me.

THE END


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.

[image: ]

I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

You can read my whole catalogue free, if you can subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s a great way to really get to know your favourite authors. If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

Checkout my full list of novels on Amazon or Goodreads or here’s a few recent ones that may tickle your fancy.


THE HOT NANNY
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How would you handle being the most hated person in the country? Would you tackle it head-on or would you run away and hide?

Chrissy McLean and Eve Bardot have been friends forever. Wherever one goes, the other is bound to follow. They are virtually joined at the hip. So, when Chrissy and Eve graduate with nursing degrees, the lifelong dream of working in London becomes a reality. Well, for Eve at least. It seems Chrissy can’t even get an interview as a Nanny, that is until Eve gives her a ‘Hot Nanny’ makeover.

While Eve secures a role as Nanny for the studious children of two professors, a made-over Chrissy gets a role as Nanny for the children of recently widowed Football Star, Richard Waldorf. Sparks fly from the moment Chrissy and Richard lay eyes on each other. As a former captain of the England Football Team, Richard is a British treasure and loved by all. A Top Ten Most Eligible bachelor, the hot and heavily tattooed Richard leads a Celebrity life. Appearances at A-List gigs are just part of his regular weekly schedule. And pretty soon, Chrissy gets to accompany him.

But when Chrissy and Eve let their hair down on a girls’ night out in London, Chrissy is suddenly thrust into the spotlight. Accused by Britain’s gutter press of cheating and breaking Richard’s heart, Chrissy is dubbed the ‘Naughty Nanny’, but not in a positive way. And Chrissy soon discovers that being the most hated person in Britain, is definitely not fun.

If you like transgender romance stories with equal measures of drama, laughter and heart, then you’ll love ’The Hot Nanny’. The latest novel from Indie Author Yumi Cox.

Will Chrissy recover from her Naughty Night Out to rekindle her budding relationship with Richard, or will the paparazzi cost her the dream job, and potential love of her life?


LESSONS IN LOVE
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Have you ever jumped at an opportunity, only to find out you’ve bitten off way more than you could chew?

Alan Sanderson is a man at a crossroads. Regarded as the ‘Hot Professor’ at Royal Holloway University on London’s outskirts, he seemed on track for success. But his future implodes when he is overlooked for a big promotion. Worse still, Julia, his girlfriend of five years and ex-student, gets the promotion and becomes his boss.

Alan doesn’t like playing second fiddle to Julia, so breaks off the relationship. He ends up with no career and without the love of his life. While imagining a new future, Alan gets an offer to write a screenplay for a hot new movie. It’s an exciting high-profile project that could reset his career. But screenwriting is new for Alan, and the subject area is more than a little foreign. In fact, Alan is clueless about the subject area.

So, Alan enlists the help of his star pupil Emma, and her gorgeous friend Jazz, to educate him. Through a series of adventures, Alan discovers more than he ever dreamed, or believed possible. This eye-opening experience will change Alan’s view of the world, and especially his romantic outlook, forever.

If you like transgender romance stories with heart and soul in the vein of Legally Blonde, then you’ll love ‘Lessons in Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alan successfully deliver the hit screenplay? And just how much will the teacher allow himself to be taught along the way?


THE PLUS ONE
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What would you do if your ex invited you to their wedding? Would you go? How could you show you were over them?

Martin Smith has achieved every one of his goals in life. A high school football star, he attended Columbia University on a full scholarship. Dating the head cheerleader, he graduated top of his class in law. Martin seemed destined to realise his dream life, and marry his soul mate, once he became a partner at his New York law firm.

But things suddenly went south when his girlfriend of five years, Sheena, split up with him. Her family insisted she marry a good Chinese boy and even found the perfect husband. While never feeling accepted by Sheena’s family, Martin always thought love would conquer all. He never even considered he would lose the love of his life, and still pines for her eighteen months later.

When Martin gets invited to Sheena & Rob Lo’s wedding in The Hamptons, the pressure is on to find a plus-one. He hasn’t dated since splitting with Sheena but wants to show he is happy for them and has moved on. With the aid of his sister, Martin contacts hometown neighbour, Ashleigh, who agrees to be his plus-one. But Ashleigh may be more than just a plus-one. Could she be ‘the one’?

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of Wedding Crashers, then you’ll love ‘The Plus One’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Martin’s plus-one, Ashleigh, make him forget Sheena and realise what’s been missing from his past relationships?


THE NEW INTERN
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Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


THE EXCHANGE
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Being set up on a blind date 10,000 km from home. What could go wrong?

Life in Tokyo is a culture shock for anyone used to the sunny and spacious Northern Beaches of Sydney, Australia. Especially around Harajuku on a weekend when the cosplayers come out.

Ryan Strahan is loving life. Young, athletic, and deadly handsome, he comes from wealthy stock. He dates models, drives a killer car, and lives in a mansion with a pool and tennis court. But Ryan’s relationships have never stuck.

Recently, Ryan has accepted a university exchange program to Japan. And it seems the local girls are lining up to greet him. His stunning classmate Yuki even calls dibs on him. But Ryan is searching for perfection and thinks he’s found it in May Long.

May is a fashion student ‘friend of a friend’ on exchange from his home town. But she comes from the other side of the tracks and runs with the alternate Harajuku crowd. Still she attracts Ryan’s attention in the karaoke bars of Tokyo.

If you like Romeo and Juliet, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Exchange’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ryan find enough common ground to woo May, and develop a meaningful relationship in this very foreign land?


THE APPRENTICE
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What would you do if you got offered a job that paid ten times your current salary? Are there lines you wouldn’t cross?

Shane Gold has just secured his first job, as Apprentice Electrician for Sparks Electrical. Short, skinny and naive, he wonders how he secured the job ahead of more physically capable candidates. But while Shane loves his job and working for his hot young boss Brian, his $150 per week salary is going to be challenging to live on.

Shane’s first job is a full re-wiring of Bella’s Bordello, a brothel owned by Madam X and renowned for its Virgin Conversion Therapy. He can’t believe he gets paid to spend two weeks at a brothel, learning the ropes, getting coffees and hanging out with the sexy staff.

And his favourite staff member is Natasha, the most popular gurl at Bella’s. She has everything he wants in a girl and then some. Things heat up when Shane discovers how Madam X keeps her costs under control. How will Shane spend his four hours VIP credit and will he finally pop his cherry?

If you like transgender romance stories where the hero and heroine come together, then you’ll love ‘The Apprentice’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Shane spend his VIP credits and why will it change his life, and relationships with Natasha and Brian, forever?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


ABOUT YUMI
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Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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