As Annabelle shivered and rubbed her arms, her best friend and her flat mate Ally, sighed, “I told you it would be cold, but no, you didn’t bring a jumper.” 

Annabelle scowled, “How was I supposed to know it would rain as well.” 

Ally grinned back in return, “It’s Melbourne, of course it’s cold. Never mind, I’m sure one of the guys next to us would be happy to lend you a jersey. Why don’t you ask? Look if you don’t want to I will.” 

Annabelle, who was painfully shy, blushed, “Ally, please don’t.” But she was too late. 

“Hey you!” Ally yelled to the man sitting next to Annabelle but was talking to one of his mates, “Can my friend borrow your jumper because she’s freezing.”

He turned around, surprised but nodded. He slipped off his blue jersey and passed it to Annabelle who mumbled her thanks, while glaring at Ally. While she pulled on the jersey, she could smell a light scent of Hugo Boss. At least he has good taste, she thought to herself and she snuggled into the warm jumper and turned to watch the football match they had come to watch. 

After a few more minutes of footy, she heard a voice ask, “So do I get to know who has the honour of wearing my jumper?” 

She turned away from the football to face the bluest eyes she had ever seen, “What was that?’ she stuttered as he smiled at her. 

“What’s your name?” he patiently repeated. 

“Annabelle.” 

“Beautiful,” he replied, still smiling, or was he laughing at her, “Mine’s Joseph. So what part of Melbourne are you from?”

She shook her head, “I’m from Brisbane. We’ve just come down for the weekend to see the football,” Annabelle jerked her thumb at Ally, “It’s her birthday present, she’s mad about the sport, but I can’t stand it.” 

Joseph pretend to shush her, “Don’t say that too loudly around here, you might be beaten,” she giggled as he sat up straighter, “Seriously though, I don’t like it either, I just come here with my work mates.”

“So what kind of work do you do?” she asked. 

“Oh, at the moment I’m just a sales person at this company, but what I really want to do is get into the musical theatre scene,” he confessed to her, their attention now completely gone from the football. 

“Musical theatre? As in you want to sing, dance and act on stage?” 

Now it was his turn to blush, “Yes. Do you think I’m strange?” 

“No, not at all,” Annabelle shook her head, sending her waist length brown hair into a frenzy, “I think it’s great. So what are your plans?” 

“Well, at the moment I’m saving so I can move to New York City and study musical theatre there and hopefully I’ll get on Broadway,” he told her cheerfully, his aquamarines still mesmerizing her, “What about you?” 

“I’m studying to be a drama teacher. Actually, I’m a student teacher now.” 

He nodded, “That’s cool. Listen, maybe we could go somewhere quieter, we could get some dinner and if you want we could come back for at the end of the match, or I could give you a lift back to your hotel.” 

She hesitated for a moment, she hardly knew him. But then she looked at him again, into those baby blues that froze her, “No that would be lovely. I’ll just tell Ally.” She turned to her friend, who was still watching the football intently. “Do you mind if I leave early?” 

“No, thanks fine. I’ll see you back at the hotel then?” Ally asked, her eyes never leaving the game. 

“Yes. I’m just going out for some dinner with Joseph.” 

Ally’s eyebrows rose, “Joseph?” 

“You know, jumper guy,” Annabelle reminded her. 

Ally smirked, “Right him. Well then I guess I won’t be seeing you at the hotel tonight, probably tomorrow morning?” She dodged Annabelle’s light punch and giggled. 

“Everything fine?” asked Joseph as they walked away from the stadium.

“Perfect,” Annabelle replied, very aware, that even Joseph’s 5’7 height seemed massive to her smallish 5’3. “Where are we going?” 

“A restaurant called the Dragon Boat. You like Chinese food right?” he asked, subtly slowing down to match her pace as she nodded. 

Twenty minutes later, they were seated at the restaurant, having already ordered and were continuing their conversation. While Annabelle had told him about her family, with her dad living in LA, one of her elder brothers living in New Zealand and the other living with their mum back in Brisbane, he confessed that he didn’t know who his father was and that his mother had died when he was in the ninth grade. 

Annabelle discovered that Joseph not only loved musical theatre but he also managed his own funk band called Bump City and played the piano, guitar and saxophone. Joseph in return found out that Annabelle had also taken piano and singing lessons when she was younger. 

Finally as they walked out of the restaurant an hour later, Joseph was gently leading her by the arm. “So, back to your hotel then?” he asked. Annabelle sighed, she didn’t want this to end, but what could she say? No, how about coffee at your place?

But in the end it was Joseph who answered the question for her, “How about a nightcap at my place? It’s not that far from here and then, I can drive you back to the hotel.” 

She nodded eagerly, but not too eagerly she hoped. As they walked now, hand in hand, she leaned slightly against his body, tired from the plane trip and the day’s events but also just for the pleasure of feeling his warmth near her.

When they reached his apartment he led her in and sat her down as he fixed them a drink. “I hope white wine is ok,” he asked as he passed her the glass. 

“Oh, that’ll be fine,” she answered as she accepted the glass. 

“I also brought some grapes,” he continued as he placed the platter of grapes on the coffee table, “I don’t think you can ever have too many grapes.” Annabelle nodded in agreement as she plucked a single grape. 

Joseph watched on curiously as she began the meticulously peel the grape before eating the skin and then the body. “What?” she asked feeling his eyes laughing at her. 

“Nothing. It’s just so, adorable. You peel your grapes,” he laughed out loud, but then turned serious, “Listen, Annabelle do you want to play a game with me?” 

Annabelle squirmed nervously, “ Maybe. But what sort of game?” 

Joseph answered reassuringly, “Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. I just want to get to know you a little bit better. It’s quite simple. It’s called the In Common game. I say something about me and you answer whether you’re the same or different. And then you say something about yourself etcetera. Do you want to play Annabelle?” 

“Joseph,” she started before pausing. 

He shrugged slightly, “I understand if you don’t want to play but…” 

“Joseph, please call me Belle. And I would love to play,” she answered smiling but recrossed her legs nervously. 

He smiled back, and sat down in the chair opposite her, Belle notice enviously, calmer than she, “Ok, I love pasta.” 

This was easy; Annabelle smiled back, “I make a damn good pasta. My turn…I love peeling grapes.” 

“Nope, I just eat them,” Joseph laughed, “But I love the fact that you peel your grapes and then eat them. I can be selfish.” 

Annabelle squirmed, very aware of his eyes, “I think everyone can be. I’m afraid of any insects big enough for me to see in detail. I have to stun them with the stuff I use to clean my glasses.” 

“Why is it that everything you do is so cute?” he asked, as she sipped her wine, “And the fact that you wear glasses as well, is funk as.” 

She smiled, “Funk as?” she paused before continuing, “I love believing in love.” 

Joseph smiled that smile again, “I know. I figured that about you.” He watched her blush but then reached over and cupped his hands over hers, “Don’t worry. Me too.” 

Slightly uncomfortable she pushed his hands away and asked, “So when do I get to hear you sing?” 

“Don’t worry, I will sing for you. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow but soon and for the rest of your life,” he added meaningfully. Seeing Annabelle’s alarmed face he grinned, “What’s that from?”

“Casablanca?” Annabelle answered timidly as Joseph nodded enthusiastically, “So favourite song, Joseph?” she asked again, trying to change the subject. 

“Ooh, now you’re heading into hard territory, probably Soul Vaccination by Tower of Power. You won’t know it,” Joseph answered. 

“Would you believe I have a vague recollection of it?” Annabelle teased as Joseph jumped up and began to pace. He turned and stared at her, his jaw nearly touching the ground. 

“Are you serious?” 

“Yep. It starts with the trumpets right?” She began, as he nodded encouragingly, “Soul vaccination, all across the nation? Yeah, I remember because my uncle is really into this kind of music.” 

“Ok, stop it. Because I’m about to propose, baby I am so into you!” Joseph told her causing her to blush even more than usual. “God I’m falling for you in a big way.” 

“Join the club,” she murmured to herself and then out aloud, “So what score are we on now?” 

“I think about nine out of ten. But you get two extra points for sort of knowing Soul Vaccination, so eleven out of ten. Which is fucking awesome.” 

“So do we win anything?” she asked cautiously now, knowing she was heading towards unknown territory. 

He paused before asking, “Are you sure Annabelle? This is what you want?”

She paused and then nodded, as he stood and in three steps, ate up the distance between them. His gentle hands helped her out of his jersey and she watched him intently. Although normally, she wouldn’t have been attracted to a man like Joseph, there was an intensity, a strength about him that was so enticing. 

They were inches apart, the smell of his cologne stronger than ever, his lips an inch from hers. And then they weren’t. They were kissing hers while his arms were wrapped around her tiny back, one hand gently stroking her hair. His kisses were passionate and then soft.

He kissed the tip of her nose and then her forehead. He loosened his arms for a moment to take off his shirt, and to help her with her singlet top to reveal two golden apples. But he didn’t have much time to concentrate on them. Annabelle was now unzipping her pants and stepping out them. He did the same. 

Finally, they were standing together again, naked. Joseph dared not touch her, fearing that she was dream and if he did, she would disappear. But it was Annabelle, who reminded him why his cock was as hard as rock. Slowly, she pushed him back into the chair as she knelt down and began to wrap those luscious lips around his cock. 

He groaned and wrapped her flowing brown hair around his hands as she continued to suck his cock. Slowly, she slid his cock inch by inch up her throat until finally, his pubic hair tickled her nose. He was still groaning, as she started to move back up and down, sliding her tongue up and down his shaft, all the time her eyes watching his. 

At last Joseph felt his balls tighten, “Oh god, I’m gonna come!” Annabelle sucked harder and started to drink his cum as it spurt into her throat. As his cock went limp she licked it clean until it gleaned with her saliva. 

Crawling back up to his face and finally resting her arms on his chest, she smiled at him. Joseph smiled right back at this angelic picture before him, two gorgeous chocolate brown eyes, luscious red lips, and perfect skin, encased by a mane of flowing brown hair. And here she was, after blowing him off, lying on top of him, smiling sweetly at him, a picture of innocence. 

Tenderly, he turned her over, his body now pinning her down. His head moved down to her breasts, small, pert and perfect for his mouth. He sucked them affectionately, blowing on the nipples, making Annabelle shiver in delight. He gave them one more playful lick before his tongue moved down the centre of her honey coloured body. 

Joseph circled her belly button, before his tongue continued its journey down, across her shaven pussy, down between her cunt lips already flowing with juices. First, he gently kissed it, sending his tongue exploring inside her, like a blind mouse seeking its home. 

Annabelle moaned quietly, running her fingers through his dark brown hair, her legs wrapped around his neck. But she didn’t want to come like this; she wanted to feel him inside of her. She wanted to feel his throbbing cock in her hot little snatch. 

She untangled her legs and lifted his reluctant face from her pussy. She pulled his face up and kissed him passionately, tasting her juices on his lips and in his mouth. Spreading her legs wider, Annabelle guided his already hard member into her cunt. 

“Oh baby, you are so tight,” Joseph whispered in her ear softly, as he started to slowly pound her.

Annabelle didn’t answer. His cock was hitting spots, massaging the depths of her pussy. Slightly faster now, Joseph continued to fuck her, all the way up to the hilt and then almost all the way out. Every time his cock was nestled all the way in, he’d stop for a moment, feel her cunt expanding around him. 

“Can you feel my hard cock deep inside of you?” he asked her, still fucking her slowly. She could only nod as he continued his slow assault.   

But now, she wanted to come. She bucked her hips slightly, as he settled his cock inside for a moment and leaned over to her ear, kissing her nape and then her ear lobe, “Are you going to come for me?” 

She nodded; sweat pouring down from her face. He began to fuck her harder now, still at a steady rhythmic pace as he felt her cunt contract, almost on the brink of coming, “Uh…ah…oh yeah, oh god, I’m coming!!” Annabelle screamed as Joseph shoved his cock deeper into her, now without any control as he felt his load squirting deep in her cunt. 

The next morning, Annabelle awoke to find that Joseph had moved her to his bed, after falling asleep on the couch last night. But when she turned, hoping to find him beside her in bed, she only felt air. 

Instead, on the pillow lay a note. “Dearest Bella Belle. I’m sorry I had to go, but I have a rehearsal today. It goes until three in the afternoon, but if you are still here then, I’d be waiting for you at a little restaurant called Mama’s Kitchen on Lygon Street at three-thirty. If not, here’s my home and mobile phone number and my address on the back of a photo of me I would like you to keep. Maybe you can give me a call when you get back to Brisbane. If not, I’ll understand. Love Joseph.” 

She frowned and then smiled. Their flight was at four-thirty. There would be no time. But on the other hand, she had met the most amazing and sensual person and she had his phone number. She stared at the photo. There he stood, darkish hair with the same intense blue eyes.

When she was finally dressed, she reached into her wallet for the photo she kept there of her and her ex-boyfriend Blair. She took one final look at him, and then quickly ripped it in half and tossed his side into the bin. With the other, she quickly wrote her phone number and address before spraying it with her perfume and placing it on his bed where his note had been.

Before she left, she had another idea though. Scribbling it on a blank piece of paper, beside her own photo she left another note. “Now that I’ve found you, I’ll be chasing you, like you chased me. Love Belle.”

