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Introduction

I AM RELIABLY INFORMED that the art and practice of sex is well-known outside of major cities too, but thats another book altogether!

Our new SEX IN THE CITY series is devoted to the unique attraction that major cities worldwide provide to lovers of all things erotic. Famous places and monuments, legendary streets and avenues, unforgettable landmarks all conjugate with our memories of loves past and present, requited and unrequited, to form a map of the heart like no other. Brief encounters, long-lasting affairs and relationships, the glimpse of a face, of hidden flesh, eyes in a crowd, everything about cities can be sexy, naughty, provocative, dangerous and exciting.

Cities are not just about monuments and museums and iconic places, they are also about people at love and play in unique surroundings. With this in mind, these anthologies of erotica will imaginatively explore the secret stories of famous cities and bring them to life, by unveiling passion and love, lust and sadness, glittering flesh and sexual temptation, the art of love and a unique sense of place.

And we thought it would be a good idea to invite some of the best writers not only of erotica, but also from the mainstream and even the crime and mystery field, to offer us specially written new stories about the hidden side of some of our favourite cities, to reveal what happens behind closed doors (and sometimes even in public). And they have delivered in trumps.

The stories you are about to read cover the whole spectrum from young love to forbidden love and every sexual variation in between. Funny, harrowing, touching, sad, joyful, every human emotion is present and how could it not be when sex and the delights of love are evoked so skilfully?

Our initial batch of four volumes takes us to London, New York, Paris and Dublin, all cities with a fascinating attraction to matters of the flesh and the heart. We hope you read them all and begin to collect them, and that we shall soon be offering you further excursions to the wild shores of erotic Los Angeles, Venice, Edinburgh, New Orleans, Sydney, Tokyo, Berlin, Rio, Moscow, Barcelona and beyond. Our authors are all raring to go and have already packed their imagination so they can offer you more sexy thrills

And its cheaper than a plane ticket!

So, come and enjoy sex in the city.

Maxim Jakubowski





What Are You Wearing?
by Matt Thorne

WEVE GONE OUT FOUR times when he asks me.

Ive already decided Ill have sex with him, if he wants me, but Im wrong-footed by his suggestion. He claims its research for a screenplay but I know hes lying.

The name of the auction house  Greasbys  seems fitting. They hold the viewings on Mondays between two-thirty and six. If you dont go you have no idea what youre buying because the details are so vague. It might say something like Green Case containing 25 x New Knickers, but nothing about whether the panties are La Perlas finest or polyamide horrors from Littlewoods; for Damians purposes its too risky to take a gamble.

It used to be only the most dedicated scavengers who showed up at auctions but the downturn has removed all the embarrassment from the process, especially with all the new booty arriving from Terminal 5. Theres good money in suitcases if youre prepared to itemise and have the patience for eBay. Not a fortune, though: most times they take out the valuables and sell them separately. Damien isnt interested in the laptops and iPods, but he does get upset when they remove the shoes. Shoes, he believes, should be part of the deal.

Im no retifist, he tells me at the end of this fourth date, after hes explained what he wanted us to do, but when Im checking people out on the tube its always the footwear that clinches it. Thats not just a male thing, right? Women feel that way too.

Nothing worse than a sexy man in cheap shoes.

Exactly, right? And when you see a woman in fucking Crocs its like shes given up on ever wanting to get fucked again.

Well, maybe not ever again, but certainly not that day.

You agree. Now Im not saying women should totter round in high heels the whole time, but there are plenty of other comfortable yet attractive options. Whats wrong with gladiator sandals? He strokes the inside of my arm, our first physical contact aside from kisses of greeting and farewell. You never wear ugly shoes.

I stick my feet out from underneath the tablecloth and examine my shoes  white patent Escada sandals I shouldve retired by now but wore tonight because I knew Damian would appreciate them. Yeah, but thats different, I get sent mine for free. Maybe you shouldnt be spending so much time on the tube.

He doesnt like it when I criticise him, especially when I point out that his life is less glamorous than he wishes. His mouth gets anxious, amplified by his thick black moustache. He looks at his watch and changes the subject. Can I tell you about something I watched on YouPorn today?

This is his attempt at regaining the upper hand so I just smile and say sweetly, Isnt that why you like me?

He returns my grin. Cum-shots. A goth couple. Well, the girl was a goth, Im assuming the man was too although you never saw him, just his helmet occasionally and most times not even that. You heard the fucker though. Every time he ejaculated on her, he started sniggering. At least I assume it was him. It would be just too perverse if he invited a giggly mate round to film him every time he jizzed on his girly. I mean, can you imagine that?

We both take a moment to consider this.

Anyway, there were about fifty splurges edited together into a five or ten minute film. He came on her face, between her toes, up her back, in her shaven armpit, in her hairy armpit, in her ears, on her shaved cunt, on her hairy cunt, on her tits, on her bum, up her bum, in her anus, in her hair, in her mouth, on her teeth, down her legs and every time he bust a nut that infernal sniggering. It was an amateur film but I felt more sorry for this woman than any professional porn actress Ive ever seen. Aside from Sabrina Deep and anyone whos ended up at the wrong end of Max Hardcore. He looks up and makes one of his mental leaps. Did you have sex on your wedding night?

I dont know why, but this question startles and embarrasses me much more than the porno talk. No. I was too full.

So when was the first time? The next morning?

No, we slept late and nearly missed the flight.

On the plane?

Dont be ridiculous.

The waiter delivers our coffees, smiles and backs away.

When you arrived?

No. We were jet-lagged and the complimentary champagne sent us to sleep.

So when you woke up?

No, we were hungry and we went for dinner and then we were tired again.

When then?

The next morning.

Wasnt your husband anxious?

No. He knew wed get round to it.

Damien takes a moment to consider this. Then he says, I had some friends. The first time they made love after they were married, he kept saying, Im fucking my wife, Im fucking my wife, every time he thrust inside her.

I find this less profound than he does. Shall we discuss your proposition now?

He smiles. Youre up for it then?

Its not what I expected, but yes, Mr. Joy, I believe I am.

Good. Theres something else. Its a story, OK? Were characters. I want you to go to the Jurys Inn in Islington and check in under the name Victoria Coles. When you go to your room you will find a suitcase waiting for you. I want you to choose some clothes from the suitcase and then go to The Castle, which is a pub more or less opposite the hotel. Im not going to give you any back-story aside from this youve come to The Castle because you are horny and you need to get fucked as a matter of supreme urgency. Do you understand?

I understand. But

What?

I know this probably isnt what you want but Id appreciate it if we could have a safe word.

Why? Dont you trust me?

Id trust you more with a safe word.

He seems reluctant. Like what?

November shovel.

When I arrive at Jurys Inn, Im expecting the front desk to request a credit card for extras and wondering how Ill explain why Im checking in under a different name to the one on my Marbles card, but instead they simply say, Enjoy your stay, Ms. Coles, and hand me the keycard.

There are three suitcases in the corner of the room and a note from Damien:

AS THIS IS OUR FIRST TIME, I THOUGHT ID EASE YOU INTO THIS GRADUALLY. HERE ARE THREE CASES FILLED WITH WOMENS CLOTHES. I HAVENT LOOKED INSIDE THEM AND YOU ARE FREE TO CHOOSE WHICHEVER YOU WISH. AS THE SHOES HAVE BEEN REMOVED I HAVE PURCHASED A SELECTION OF FOOTWEAR IN YOUR SIZE THAT YOU WILL FIND ALONGSIDE THE CASES. WEAR WHICHEVER PAIR BEST SUITS YOUR CHARACTER BUT YOU MUST NOT WEAR YOUR OWN SHOES! THIS IS VERYIMPORTANT. ALSO, BECAUSE I THOUGHT YOU MIGHT BE SQUEAMISH ABOUT WEARING A STRANGE WOMANS DIRTY UNDERWEAR, I HAVE FILLED THE DRAWER NEAREST THE TV WITH A SELECTION OF BRAS AND KNICKERS. PLEASE DO NOT MAKE A CHOICE TO PLEASE ME BUT SELECT THE UNDERWEAR THAT BEST SUITS YOUR CHARACTER. IF YOU DO FEEL COMFORTABLE WEARING A BRA AND KNICKERS FROM THE SUITCASE SO MUCH THE BETTER.

SEE YOU VERY SOON

DAMIEN

I read the note twice, wondering whether Im going to get annoyed. I decide against it and lift the first suitcase onto the bed. Whoever originally owned this suitcase was clearly a stylish woman  its full of expensive designer gear. But shes also a slob: the clothes smell bad and the first two dresses I pulled out were marked with off-white stains. I find myself wondering whether I believe Damiens claim that he hasnt looked inside the cases  what if all the clothes belonged to fat women, or old ladies? I brought some safety pins with me and I am, its true, an average size 12, but it still occurs to me that maybe this would force my decision and Ill have to wear these designer duds after all. I consider this a moment, then open suitcase two.

The clothes in this case clearly belong to a poorer, and somewhat conservative, woman. Im relieved to discover that, once again, she is my size, which means I do at least now have a choice of outfits. While the other case had been cleared of anything that might identify the owner, in this one theres a plastic wallet containing a temporary paper I.D.  no photo  to get her into a Greek hotel nightclub (The clubs logo, bizarrely, is a lime-green iguana performing fellatio on an electric-pink dildo). The name has been filled in with a pink pen and Im amazed to see it was the alias Damien has given me  Victoria Coles. Is he deliberately toying with me? Or did he purchase this case first and decide to widen the choice later? Im not sure how I feel about being given an identity along with the clothes and wonder whether there was anything else in this case that might fill out this womans character.

I dump the contents onto the bed. Among the clothes are three spectacles cases, an asthma inhaler, a toiletries bag, a make-up bag and an alarm clock. I open the spectacles cases first. Ms Coles has taken three pairs of glasses on holiday: one pair of sunglasses and two pairs of glasses: one stylish and modern with Prada frames, and a far more dowdy pair she presumably only wears indoors. Im short-sighted myself so I go to the bathroom, pop out my contacts, and try them on. Her prescription is much weaker than mine but not so much that I cant wear them, at least not for the few hours itll presumably take Damien to get me into bed.

Its started to rain heavily. I unbutton the blouse I wore to the hotel and let it fall onto the bathroom floor. I study my body through her glasses, imagining Im observing myself through her eyes. I still have another case to sort through, but I want, just for a minute, to imagine myself as Victoria Coles. I look at my bra and wonder whether Victoria would wear something like this. Its not particularly stylish or elegant, just a purple and nude bra from the Elle Macpherson range, but somehow it doesnt seem right for Ms Coles. I go back to the clothes heaped on the bed and discover my intuition is spot on  all her bras are either black or white. I take off my bra and drop it onto the bathroom floor.

I suddenly find myself with an overwhelming desire to know whether Victoria ever wears G-strings. And as this curiosity sweeps over me I remember how quickly I confessed my voyeuristic tendencies to Damien. Even before wed gone on our first date Id told him how Id persuaded my brothers that the only way to secure their diaries was to entrust them to me, and about the time my first female flatmate kicked me out of our shared accommodation when she found my fingerprints on her secret snapshots of her boyfriends stumpy cock. Maybe it was reverse psychology; by telling me I didnt have to investigate these ladies underwear he guaranteed I would.

And yes, there is a G-string in the suitcase. I knew it! Out of character, but thats why its here  the contradictory detail that makes a person real. Plain girls are always kinkiest. Not that G-strings are necessarily kinky  I know lots of women find them practical  but I cant help associating them with rappers and encouraging men to put their fingers up your anus once theyve stripped you down. I have to acknowledge that Victorias solitary G-string is tasteful, a rather pretty blue Cosabella brief with pink flowers and a matching lace trim that makes me think of the icing on birthday cakes. I gingerly open it up and look inside, expecting the prettiness to hide dried secretions and crap tracks, but its the freshest item in the suitcase, so I take off my jeans and knickers and slip it on. Then I go back into the bathroom and as Im looking at myself in the mirror something extraordinary happens.

I metamorphose.

At first I assume its the glasses Im still wearing, but when I put my hands down to my thighs I feel the muscles lengthening beneath my fingers. My whole body is tingling and stretching, the most immediately diverting development being the way my inverted nipples right themselves and pop out like the teat on a babys bottle. My fingers go up to touch them and I remove Victorias glasses. Unable to see without them, I have to move forward and squint in the mirror. When Im that close I see my face has changed completely. My formerly blue eyes are now hazel, my cute button nose has become long and straight, my eyebrows have thickened considerably and my pretty, angular face has filled out.

I am someone else.

But I am not unattractive. I misjudged poor Ms Coles. My hair is my best new feature. My own hair looked great backcombed when I was a teenage goth  not something I copped to as an adult, one of the reasons I felt embarrassed when Damien told his story about the sniggering ejaculator and his girlfriend  but since then its always been thick and hard to manage with too much grey I cant be bothered to hide.

All of these thoughts come quickly, of course, soon swamped by fear. But before I can panic I hear a voice  not my own  inside my head telling me, Relax, you can stop this at any time. Do you remember your safe word? Dont say it. Just nod if you remember what it is.

I nod.

When you say your safe word aloud you will return to normal. Would you like to practice now?

I nod again and put my glasses back on, wanting to witness the transformation. November shovel.

For a moment I am transfixed by the sight of my pubes shrinking and vanishing back down my thighs and inside the G-string as Ms Coles untended thatch turns back into my neatly maintained muff, but as I stare at my knickers I feel transformations in my fanny that I didnt notice when I was changing before. I stick my hand down the front of my G-string and clutch myself.

Ready to change back? the voice asks. I nod and feel my labia changing shape beneath my fingers. My clitoris swells beneath my fingers in an entirely new way as it becomes her clitoris. I have a very small clit, the glans, shaft and prepuce mostly hidden inside my labia, but Victorias is much bigger, protruding above the majora. Its full and thick  not one of those freaky ones you sometimes see in weirdo porn films that look like a miniature penis, but big enough that I doubt any of Victorias boyfriends ever struggled finding it. I pull down my knickers and shuffle closer to the mirror, wanting to get a better view. Are you sure you want to go see Damien tonight?the voice asks me. We could enjoy ourselves alone. And I have to admit she has a point. But Im too curious. I want to know if Damien has changed too. And if he is somehow responsible for whats happened to me. I cant believe this is possible, but I need to find out.

Its a different receptionist when I go back down and she doesnt comment when I hand her the keycard and head out. The rains got much heavier while Ive been in the hotel and I find myself wishing that Victoria had packed a raincoat. I cross the road to The Castle, still absorbing the changes in my body. Her body. I cant stop myself from fingering the extra weight at my hips and wondering whether Damien will find the transformation sexy. I walk up to the bar and order a Southern Comfort without thinking, even though its a drink Ive never had before in my life.

I sit at a table in the corner by the window and look around the other people in the pub, wondering whether Damiens already here in disguise. There are two men drinking alone, one of whom is sitting at the bar chatting with the barmaid and another at a table at the back drinking a pint of Guinness and reading. I dont think either are my secret lover.

There wasnt a watch in Victorias suitcase so Im not wearing one, but he must already be at least ten minutes late. Damiens always arrived early before so I wonder if this is also part of his new character.

The door opens and a tall man in a black suit and white shirt enters. He looks round the room, sees me and grins. Its definitely Damien, albeit in someone elses body.

The person hes inhabiting is nearly a foot taller, and has a sharper edge to his physical appearance, especially his face. Inside this stranger, Damien looks smug and excited, like a man test-driving a Porsche. He walks towards me. This is going to sound cheesy, but Im sure weve met before.

Really? I dont think so.

Are you sure? Sometimes you see someone and you recognise them and you dont immediately know why but you definitely know them. Are you here alone?

I nod.

Would you mind if I joined you? We could work out whether we do know each other. If that isnt going to annoy you

Are you confident? Im only interested if youre confident.

I can see hes surprised by this  doesnt fully understand the new me yet  but hides it well, taking a seat opposite me and saying, I think youll find Im very confident.

Fifty-seven minutes later were back in the Jury Inn, standing outside my hotel room door. He kisses me for the first time and as exciting and bizarre and unique as this all is, I cant help feeling wistful that our first kiss should be through other peoples mouths. The kiss becomes a passionate snog and Damien  who tonight is a man named James  dips down and scoops up the material of my long skirt as he strokes my thighs and brings his fingers up to my crotch. Victorias fanny feels much more active than mine  Ive been feeling new internal wobbles and twinges all night and shes already much wetter than I normally get until at least ten minutes of full-on foreplay. I turn away from Damien and push my keycard into the slot.

The door opens and James backs me towards the bed. I turn away from him and crawl across the duvet towards the banked pillows and cushions, pretending Im trying to escape. He lifts up my skirt and throws it up over my hips as if uncovering an artwork. He stares at my butt for a moment, then reaches out and stretches the damp G-string back from my ass-crack. Oh, he says, I like this.

I assume hes referring to Victorias underwear rather than her anus and I smile, about to reply, I thought you would, when I catch myself and manage to avoid blowing the game. I gently move away from his attentions and take off his jacket. Then I unbutton his shirt and unzip his fly. When I pull out his cock its one of those agaric mushroom kinds, with a thin stalk and a large helmet that is so shiny beneath the hotel room lights that it looks like its been polished. He whispers, Im bigger than him. Wider. Uncut.

I laugh. Was it worth breaking character to tell me that?

I am, I promise. Take me in your mouth and Ill prove it.

Since it seems to mean so much to him, I kneel down on the floor in front of James and put his cock in my mouth.

Now, be careful, he tells me, I dont want to choke you.

Stop boasting.

November shovel, he says, and it turns out hes telling the truth. The cock in my mouth swells in an entirely different way to a penis growing harder from oral attention. But his body changes shape too and I have to suck hard to stop the cock getting away from me as his body shrinks. I give it a couple of licks, trying to judge how hes feeling, then put my hand around it and gently slip it out of my mouth. You know what Im thinking? Im thinking this opens up lots of possibilities

He grins. And I want to explore them.

Damien, I say, feeling able to talk about this now hes paused the fantasy, I have to confess something as fun as this is, I am a bit disappointed that you didnt want to see me naked first. I mean, as myself

Oh, I do want that, more than anything. But I needed to test you first

Test me?

I needed to know whether this would freak you out. I probably shouldnt admit this and I can promise you that youre the first woman Ive done this suitcase thing with, but this isnt the first time that Ive had one of these weird experiences and in the past, well, its been hard to find a partner-in-crime. I knew you were open-minded, thats what all the porno talk was about, testing your barriers, but theres a difference between being sexually adventurous and being able to cope when the usual rules of the universe no longer hold

Damien, wait up, youre going too fast. Do you mean that youre the one whos making us change? That you can control this?

No, not that. Its hard to explain. Ever since I was a child Ive occasionally had these incredibly lucid dreams where I see myself able to do extraordinary things. And Ive found that if I follow what happens in these dreams if I go to the places I see when Im sleeping and re-enact what I do in the dreams, then I gain the ability to do these things in real life.

Three months ago I had a dream where I went to an auction house, purchased a suitcase I didnt even know such a thing was possible took this case home, dressed in the clothes and then you can see how hard this would be to explain if you hadnt experienced it turned into the person whose clothes Id bought.

Now a normal person probably wouldnt think anything of such a dream. But because Ive had these sort of weird experiences before, I went on the internet and looked up where these auctions take place, went and bought a suitcase, took it home, and transformed.

The experience was fun, and trippy, but theres only so much you can do in someone elses body. I went to a club, picked up a woman, took her home and fucked her. And it was interesting, but creepy, because I knew I couldnt tell her what was really going on without freaking her out.

So I decided that the best way to enjoy this would be to find someone I could share it with. Of course, I had no idea whether it would work for you, but then I had another dream where I was inside someone elses body fucking someone who looked like you do now.

Thats not fair, I say petulantly, youve had this experience already.

He smiles. Not exactly, but, I must admit, I didnt realise youd be quite so chilled out about this.

I was scared when I changed, I tell him, but now that I know that the transformations not permanent

But arent you frightened that such things are possible? Doesnt it challenge your belief system?

I dont have a belief system. And Ive always been open to having my consciousness expanded. Maybe thisll seem weirder to me once its all over, but right now all I want is your cock up my cunt.

Hes gone a bit limp while hes been talking so he wanks himself as he advances on me once more. November shovel, he says again, becoming James. I go to pull off my G-string but his fingers halt mine. Take off your skirt but leave your knickers on for a moment. I do want to fuck, more than anything, but what you said before, about wanting me to see you as yourself. I wonder if we could try something. Take off your skirt.

I unzip it and kick it to the floor. Shoes too?

No, theres something about those shoes that is just so fucking sexy.

I laugh, pleased that I made the right choice. Theyre just a pair of ordinary flat brown shoes, but somehow they perfectly complement Victorias G-string and cunt.

Get up on your knees, he tells me. I do so. Now, he says, show me your holes. I do as Im asked, slipping my finger under the material of the G-string and pulling it back, allowing him a full rear view of my cunt and ass.

Spread it a bit, he instructs. I do so. Now change back.

November shovel, I say, and theres something wonderfully exposing about returning to my normal self.

He groans. I dont think I could ever explain how erotic this sight is.

I make the transformation back and forth a few more times, letting him enjoy himself as he watches the movements of my asshole and pussy. Then he gets up on the bed, holding the G-string to one side as he enters me. I let him take me as Victoria  shes bigger and wetter  then once hes inside, I turn back.

Oh God, he moans, as the transmogrification of her cunt into mine provides his penis with a squeeze more intense than any amount of Kegel exercises would allow me to furnish. Now you do it, I say, while hes inside me as me, and the swell of his cock inside me is not painful at all but more divine and intense than anything Ive experienced before. I let him fuck me for a while and then ask, Are you thinking what Im thinking?

He withdraws his penis from my vagina and I have an anxious moment wondering whether this is going to work or if it will do some terrible trauma to my insides.

But it has to be tried, so I let him finally remove my sopping G-string and lick my asshole for a while and then grease me up with some lubricant hes brought before sliding inside my butt as James.

Are you ready? he asks.

I am a little scared.

I wont do it if you dont want me to.

No, I tell him, thinking about how Jamess cock swelled in my mouth as it turned into Damiens and deciding my rectum can take it.

November shovel, he says.

It does burn badly to begin with, especially as I think hes up to full size but then he swells again, but then his fingers find my clitoris and the pain turns to pleasure. I stuff my hand into my mouth and bite down.

Is it too much? he asks.

No, I say, but dont move for a moment. November shovel. I transform into Victoria and her rectum must be wider than mine or more used to getting it this way as the pain from before immediately lessens. He continues to finger my clit as he sodomises me without mercy.

When it starts to ache just a little too much, I ask him to turn back and he does so. After feeling the full force of Damiens wide cock in my arse, Jamess smaller penis feels much more manageable and I relax enough to let him fuck me until he comes.

Hes feeling bad because I havent orgasmed yet. Is it the situation? he asks. Is it too weird? It amuses me that even in this situation his ego remains healthy. No, I tell him, I just find it hard to come when Im being ass-fucked. Its too intense or something. Besides, our clits need more attention.

I roll over and just for an instant Im not even sure who I am any more. Then it comes back to me. Im still Victoria. He crawls up on me and puts his hands on her thighs and begins to kiss and lick me. I have this strange sensation in my head where my brain keeps trying to force me to acknowledge that its not my clitoris hes expertly stimulating, a distinction that our body is finding it increasing hard to make. I transform back to myself and he takes a moment to locate my now much smaller clitoris with the tip of his tongue. But when he does find it, its suddenly so much more intense, and I stay as myself until he brings me to the greatest, most oddly guilt-free climax I have ever experienced.

You want to come on us, dont you? I ask him afterwards, remembering his talk about cum-shots on our date.

Do you have to keep saying us? he asks. It creeps me out.

Really? I reply. It turns me on.

I definitely chose the right person for this, didnt I? And yes, I do.

He arranges himself on top of me and starts masturbating. I change back and forth as hes doing it. He may not like me talking about it, but he certainly likes the reality of it, my face turning into Victorias and back again, and with every transformation he grips his penis and wanks faster.

Its a game for both of us, the suspense being whether hell come on my face or hers. As hes doing this I remember reading an online confession by an American teenager who said that something similar to this was all the rage at high school and college parties  ten girls would kneel in a circle while ten men would wank and rotate around them, so that you never knew whose face would get whose load. The game seemed delightfully inclusive, in a twenty-first-century way, as the teen had written that the game wasnt any fun unless there was a mix of attractive and ugly women and men.

The whole point was that the girl geek might get a face full from the quarterback, or that the boy nerd might get to shoot his sperm over the homecoming queens perfect features, and afterwards these people would feel closer to each other than anyone from my generation ever did. Call it sexual networking.

He didnt transform as he wanked, staying as James the whole time. It was Victorias face he shot over, a relatively small payload but still impressive for his second time of the night. I wonder if his spunk tastes different to mine, he says, and then to my surprise, licks some from my cheek. Turn back, he tells me, I want to see what you look like with my jizz on your face.

I do so, and he kisses me, the sperm sticky between our lips.

Later that night, before leaving the hotel room and returning to my husband, I ask Damien, So how long do you think this is going to last? Is it a one-time thing? If you get more suitcases will it happen again?

I can only go on the past, he says, and when this sort of thing has happened before its generally lasted for two or three months. And when it stops its usually about a year or so before I have another dream.

OK, I tell him, I will carry on doing this for as long as it still works. When we stop changing, its over agreed?

He doesnt say anything for a moment. He seems to appreciate that Im offering him a Get Out of Jail Free card, but at the same time is unable to quite accept it. But if this hadnt happened how long would you have continued seeing me then? Would you have left your husband for me?

Never. Maybe our affair wouldve lasted longer, but who knows? Maybe this time will be different to your past experiences. Maybe we can keep transforming for years.

Maybe, he says, but I doubt it.

Agreed then? I ask.

Agreed. But just in case, in the meantime, I think we should make the most of it. How soon can you get back here?

Next week, I say, looking at my watch, but I still have another couple of hours tonight. Hes used to me coming back very late.

So what are you saying, the other suitcases? he asks, and we both look at them.

Well, Ive already looked in one of them, the designer one, and I dont want to turn into her, but the third one I havent looked in there yet

He smiles. Oh, he says, I think were both going to find whats in there very exciting.

Really? I ask, getting out of bed and walking, naked and achy, to the third suitcase and unlocking it, lets see.





About the Story

IVE ALWAYS BEEN INTERESTED in the process of going to a luggage carousel at the end of a journey. For a while Id thought about writing a novella about a couple of thrill-seekers who steal peoples luggage from airports. Then when I did a bit of research into this, I discovered that theres a perfectly legal way of doing this: buying other peoples lost luggage from auction houses. Most writers, I think, are fascinated by other peoples secrets, and, for me, the whole fun of writing is imagining yourself into somebody elses life. It occurred to me that a couple going to buy other peoples suitcases and dressing up in their clothes could be a good starting point for an erotic story. Some people dont like descriptions of clothes or dressing up in fiction, but for me theres nothing more exciting or memorable, whether its Belle de Jours butterfly-printed knickers or Abbys silk tap pants (in Nicholson Bakers Vox) or darling sodomite Albertines black satin dress (Marcel Prousts Remembrance of Things Past.) The exciting thing about writing this story for me was that it was a good justification for writing about dressing and undressing, of focusing on knickers and bras and shoes.

It wasnt until I started writing the story that a further possibility occurred to me  what if, in dressing up in these other peoples clothes, my characters became these other people. I liked the idea because it seemed a good way of dramatising the fantasy of making love to someone and thinking of someone else, only in this instance the characters were both making love to their partner and someone else at the same time. I set the majority of the story in and around Islington, as that areas always struck me as a strangely sexy part of the city, filled with hidden nooks and crannies that occasionally hide an illicit couple or two. And because it was where a stunning woman I sat next to at a dinner party made me a present of her underwear at the end of a dinner, stuffing it inside my jacket pocket as I stopped by the door to kiss her goodnight.





Thames Link
by Justine Elyot

I SING THE PRAISE of the sleazy man.

The man with the shifty eyes, the man with the floppy fringe, the man with the sensual lips, the man who drinks a little too much red wine and eats a little too much cake. You might see him on the train; his eyes follow you over the top of his paper and you try not to recross your legs too often. He might be standing at the bar so you have to feign enormous levels of animation with your companions. Perhaps he works with you and there is a rota in place among your colleagues so nobody has to go into the photocopier cupboard at the same time as him.

Hes a creep, hes a sleaze, hes a perve. Hes my kind of guy.

I know, I sound insane. Who on earth likes men like this? I suppose its his honesty that appeals to me. No I really like you as a person. No discussion of mutually admired bands and comedians. No number swaps or long waits for the phone to beep. Better than the man who moves in with you before revealing his wardrobe of skintight latex. Better than the man that waits until you have his ring on your finger before asking you if you fancy a pint down the swingers club. This is a man who wears his cock on his sleeve, and quite rightly so.

Hell speak fluent innuendo. Hell sit too close to you on the bus. Hell walk behind you in the park, watching the sway of your backside. In the ultraviolet light of the disco, hell try to get a hand up your skirt.

No, he isnt a rapist, its not about power. It is about sex. He wants it. Not you. It.

And theres something about that I find refreshing.

I have a sleazy man of my own, tucked away in my address book for days when I dont feel pristine or perfumed. On days  and they come all too often now  when I feel rumpled and seedy, when my tights are clinging damply to the crack of my arse and my skin is grimy with the London summer, I call him.

Im going to call him now, actually.

Morning, foxy. What can I do for you today?

When are you free?

Hmm its looking like a late one. Could take a two-hour lunch break, though.

Lunch sounds perfect. Midday?

Blackfriars tube. Wear the green dress. Hold-ups. No knickers. Got that?

No knickers, I repeat, my clit puffing up, my silky scanties already wet. Who cares? I will have to take them off before I leave.

Dont forget your perfume, Jane, he says softly before hanging up.

How could I forget that? The application of scent is the precious first step in the ritual, setting the tone for all that is to follow.

These are his rules: I must draw back the bedroom curtains and open the window, so that the block across the green is visible to me, and I to it. I must strip naked and lie down on my unmade bed. I must take my vibrator and masturbate to orgasm, plunging it deep inside, juicing it up until it gleams. While I am doing this, I must think of some of the filthy, slutty things I have done for him in the past  easy enough, for there are plenty to choose from. Once I am red-faced and spent, I must take the vibrator and rub it across my pulse points, making sure I am generously anointed before smearing any remainder on to my nipples, breasts, belly, thighs. I must dip the vibrator back in and repeat the process until there is nothing left to apply. Only when my skin is stiff and heavy with the smell of my sex am I allowed to dress.

Today, a sheer white peephole bra, some nude laced-topped hold-ups and the green dress. The dress I was wearing when we met  though that sounds grandiose, as if we have a story or a future. The day we picked each other up, perhaps.

The dress is made of very light cotton in eau-de-nil. It buttons all the way up and has a short, flippy skirt whose hem is only just beneath the lacy bit of my hold-up. The merest breath of breeze is enough to give my thighs a tickle, and on some of the windier tube platforms I have to clamp it down with my palms flat on my legs, shuffling bent double like an ancient babushka.

Then it is time to slap industrial quantities of gloss on my lips and mascara on my lashes before slipping into strappy sandals and running for my train.

Once again, it is a hot day, humid and dirty, the way it was the first time we met. The station platform is crowded  several previous trains have been delayed  so I know I will stand no chance of being able to hide my sex-drenched self in a corner seat away from the masses. I will have to force it on my carriage-mates, mingling it in with their smells of onions and cigarettes and engine oil and boiled aftershave, all with a sweaty top note.

When the train arrives and its doors slide open, I look for the least respectable grouping I can find. I light on a bearded bikerish type and his heavily pierced moll, wondering idly who on earth would wear leather trousers in this weather as I push myself towards them. The smell is heady, though, and powerful, almost cancelling out my pussy perfume. Almost, but not quite. I catch them looking at each other, half-winking, guessing at what I might have been up to. If Shaun were here, he might nod at me, indicating that I was to try and get myself felt up by one or both of them. Weve done that before. But he is not here, so I hold myself away from them, strap-hanging and concentrating on the trickle of sweat travelling downwards from the nape of my neck, breathing myself in, not daring to catch any eyes.

The train was less busy when we met. We both had seats, opposite each other. About halfway through the journey, I looked up from my book for the eighth time to find him staring at me. He made no attempt to be furtive about it. He simply watched me with a face like stone and narrowed eyes, from Herne Hill to Blackfriars.

What does one say? Do you mind? Can I help you? Is there a smudge on my nose? I could not decide, so I returned to my book, though I did not read another word. I squirmed inside all the way to Blackfriars, where he alighted.

I watched him walking down the platform. Despite the July heat, he was wearing a coat  a light grey ankle-length raincoat. Every few paces he would stop and turn to look at me and my eyes would dive guiltily back to the page. It was strange, that such a simple gesture could be so very sinister. He wanted me to know that he was watching me, and I had no idea why.

For the rest of that week and a few days beyond, the same thing happened every day. The seating opposite, the staring, the turning and looking. I tried to stand as far away from him on the platform as I could, yet he always hunted me down to my carriage. I had no idea how I should deal with it. Should it be dealt with? I could not even work out how I felt. I thought I should probably be intimidated or something. It was a bit like having a stalker, although he never stayed on the train to my station, or followed me home. I wasnt intimidated, though  I was rather excited by the whole thing. It was like a mysterious game of hunter and prey and I was intrigued, speculating on how the situation might develop. Besides, I could handle myself. You had to, when you were a woman living alone in London. Despite the fact that he was not my type at all  too short, too fleshy, not enough cheekbones  I began to think about him while masturbating. He pushed me into a darkened railway arch and ripped my skirt in his haste to fuck me. He tied me to a bed and told me that from now on I belonged to him. He plunged his hand into my knickers and fingered me on the train, right in front of all the other passengers, telling me that he had known this was what I needed all along. When I imagined his voice, it was not deep and manly, but a little bit nasal and whiny. For some reason, this made him seem all the hotter  the idea that I could be taken like that by somebody so ordinary. Only a slut would fantasise about an ugly man who stares at her on the train. Only a slut, whore, bitch yes, yes, yes.

On the tenth day he was reading a newspaper. Except he wasnt reading it  he was staring at me from over the masthead. And the newspaper was the one I worked for.

Even though it was popular enough with the commuters, I began to feel a little freaked out. Did he know I worked there? Had he followed me to the office? Had he followed me home? Was he ever going to talk to me? Was he waiting for me to crack and talk first? Did he fancy me and this was his bizarre courtship ritual? Or what?

On the eleventh day, after an evening of peering through my curtains to check for dark shapes in the bushes, I determined to say something.

He was reading that paper again. I looked briefly around the carriage to make sure nobody was listening in and said, as quietly as I could, Youre making me feel uncomfortable.

He said nothing, just continued staring. Was he hard of hearing? I tried again.

Youre making me feel uncomfortable. Could you stop staring?

He put the paper down on his lap. I could, he said, and the sound of his voice made me gush between my thighs  not nasal or whiny, but creepily soft. But I dont want to.

Why not?

I think youre the most gorgeous thing Ive ever seen. I cant take my eyes off you.

Oh. I was stymied. Right. You could have just asked me out instead of

Come out with me then.

I OK. Somehow my sex brain had overtaken my rational one. Surely this was a bad idea.

When do you finish work?

Six.

Half six, then. Three Kings on Clerkenwell Green.

Thats I was about to say very handy for work, but something told me he already knew. Right, I substituted lamely.

We engaged in a mutual stare while the sun-dazzling brown Thames glided by in my peripheral vision. Next stop Blackfriars.

Dont be late, he said, standing and gathering up his belongings. There was more than a hint of or else in his tone.

What if I cant make it?

You can. Ill see you there. He smiled, though it was more like a smirk. I know youll come, he said.

He knew more than I did, then. All day at work, I contemplated the foolishness of my actions, deciding to stand him up, then wondering what I would say on the train the next day if I did. Maybe I would have to start getting the bus to work. Or rather, buses. No, that was going too far. It was just a drink after work. No obligations on either side. The pub was popular and would be busy. He would not be able to abduct or rape me. What about going home though? We would be travelling in the same direction I decided to tell a friend what I was doing.

Hi, Mags, I said cheerily. Just wanted to let you know, Im meeting someone for a drink after work at the Three Kings. So if he turns out to be an axe murderer

Aha. Got it. Whats his name?

What was his name?

I Oh God. Im not sure. Ive forgotten. Somehow this seemed more acceptable than telling her I didnt know.

Hes made a big impression then. So if you arent at work tomorrow, Ill tell the police to look for a nameless man.

Crestfallen, I mumbled, Yeah. Oh look, maybe I wont go after all

Oh, stop it, woman! Go! You only live once. Its been two months since Paul did the disappearing act  I bet he isnt waiting around for Ms Person with a Name.

No. Youre right. Youre bloody right. Thanks, Mags.

He chose his venue well.

The Three Kings is situated exactly where the lane curves round towards the Green, so there is no question of having a quick spy before you approach  as soon as you can see the building, you are visible from it.

The steps of St James Church opposite were thronged with post-work drinkers and foreign students and their pint glasses. I squinted at the bare chests and acres of sunglasses, but saw nobody who looked like my mysterious date. They all looked healthy and sun-kissed and wholesome, not pale and full-lipped and surging with perverse lust.

My throat was dry and tight; I hadnt eaten all day and I needed a shower. Perhaps, I thought, I should go home. I turned back, looking unseeingly into the window of the junk shop over the road from the pub. A reflection loomed behind me, quicker than I could respond to, and then there were hands over my bare elbows, clammy hands, and hot breath in my ear.

Where do you think youre going? I hope you werent thinking of standing me up.

His voice, thick and greedy, pretending to be jokey but with a deadly serious undertow.

Im not sure, I confessed weakly. Now I was in his clutches. In his clutches. I liked the phrase. I liked the idea. But would I like the reality?

I am, he said, dripping his poisoned honey into my ear. Im sure. I knew youd come.

You couldnt know that.

I could. Come on, Ive bought you a drink.

There was nowhere to sit, so we leaned against the wall. He picked up a glass for me from the pavement  white wine, though Id have preferred mineral water under the circumstances. All the same, I took a gulp, grateful for anything wet. He watched me over the rim of his pint glass, just as he had done that morning over the newspaper.

I like your dress, he said, and he leered. A true and unmistakable leer. Behind his eyes, his mind was stripping it off me and pushing me down on the church steps before pounding into me, right here, right now, in front of everyone.

It seemed wrong, somehow, to say Thanks, in response, but I did it anyway.

Thank you for wearing it, he said, with a catch of something in the back of his throat. For a split second, he sounded self-conscious and it was such a relief. Oh, was he human after all? But then I realised it was laughter. He turned quickly to face me, his eyes vivid, skittering from side to side. And thanks for coming.

You knew I would come, I pointed out, somewhat sulkily.

Oh yes. But thanks anyway.

So come on. How did you know? You worked it out by the power of your stare? Are you some kind of Sherlock Holmes character, and youre going to tell me what I had for breakfast and the name of my childhood pet?

He snuffled a bit and moved the toe of his boot closer to my strappy sandal, so that they touched. No, nothing like that. Just applied a bit of psychology.

What? Explain?

Very curious, arent you? He smiled slyly.

What do you mean?

Ive given you your answer. And thats all Im saying.

You I was beginning to feel seriously out-manoeuvred. Even more so when he took the glass from my hand and put it on the wall next to him.

But Im very glad you came. He took my hand and grazed my knuckles with his lips and whiskery chin. Like I said, youre gorgeous. My favourite kind of gorgeous. Filthy gorgeous. He flicked out his tongue and licked a knuckle. I tried to draw my hand back, but he was too quick, pulling me closer to him and whipping an arm around my waist. His hand patted my hip while he continued to say weird and creepy things to me. I could have disengaged, I could have looked around for help from the crowds of evening drinkers, I could have told him to fuck off.

I didnt.

You like the attention, dont you? he said. You like men and you like sex. Is that true? Would that be fair?

Yeah. It was true. It was fair. But

Its OK, sweetheart. It doesnt make you a bad person. A bad girl, maybe, but not a bad person. He grinned at me, then his hand shifted down until it rested on the curve of my arse. I looked up sharply, appalled at how arousing I was finding all this, feeling I should put up a fight, but having absolutely no desire to stop him. He gave my bum a proprietary little smack, drawing a few giggles and whispers from some of the people nearby. I think youre a dirty girl. Im certainly no Mr Clean. What do you think? His hand was bunching at the back of my skirt, drawing it up so the lace of my hold-up would have been visible to anyone watching from the right angle.

Of what? I asked, feeling drugged and stupid with need now. My knees felt as if they might buckle and my cunt had sucked all the humidity from the air into it.

Of me taking down your knickers. His fingers crept under the dress and slipped between my burning thighs. And giving you what you want and need. They pressed lightly against my gusset, finding it soaked. And deserve, he whispered, rubbing the wet cotton between my swollen lips and over my clit.

People looking, I said, my tongue too big for my mouth.

I can hardly blame them, can I?

Might be people from work, I urged, but I did nothing to stop his lazy fingering of me all the same.

You work near here?

Yes. It came out like a shiver; I was so sticky and damp all over I could barely think. I thought you knew that.

No. I guessed you might, judging by the train route. I guessed youd have to be no more than a stop or two beyond me, to make it to the office for ten. A fingertip slid under the elastic. Christ, youre wet. I knew you would be.

I could see a group of men in suits, ties off, collars open, watching us curiously, making inaudible comments.

They know what youre doing, I moaned. Well get thrown out.

Lets go somewhere more private then. I could hear the sucking sounds of his finger in my slick heat; in my confusion, I perceived them as deafeningly loud. Unless you want them to watch. Do you like being watched? I bet you do. I bet theyre wishing they had their fingers where I have. Not just the fingers either. Shall I invite them along?

Oh, dont, I wailed, having to work at remembering that this was not a good place to start rotating my hips and pushing down, begging for more, harder, deeper.

Dont invite them? Or dont find somewhere more private?

No lets go somewhere they cant see us.

Thats a very good idea. Theyll know, all the same. Theyll know Im taking you away to be fucked. You do want to be fucked, dont you?

Mmm. My lips were pressed tight, my voice strained and high-pitched. I nodded sharply to emphasise the importance of the point. Two fingers speared my cunt, holding me in place, owning me.

Good. I think I know a place.

The fingers sloshed out, he pulled down my skirt and patted my bottom again.

Come on, he said, taking my hand and entwining fingers so my own wetness was transferred to me. We walked in front of all the people lolling on the church steps and through an arched gateway leading into the churchyard.

Behind us I could hear some whistling and laughter.

Oh God, you cant be serious! In a churchyard! All those people out there saw us come in! What if we get caught?

My erection doesnt travel well, he said grimly. This place is shady and dark. And if we get caught, we get caught. Im having you now, no matter what.

I dont want to be arrested!

You wont be.

We walked along the side of the church, through a dense grove of trees. We were only halfway down the path before the illusion of distance from the London crowds descended. The chatter and clink of glasses was muffled by the foliage, even as dry as it was, and the endless traffic drone receded to a mild buzz.

He saw the place before I did  a tree trunk bent backwards at an angle that made it comfortable for leaning against.

Right, thatll do, he decided. Knickers off and leaning back on that tree trunk with your legs either side, please.

I was breathing heavily now, desperate for him to use me, but faintly aware that this was my very last chance to back out. Did I want to use it? Should I get out of here and run like fury to Farringdon tube?

Youve brought a?

Of course. Dont know where youve been, do I? He flashed a smile, then unexpectedly jerked me towards him and kissed me. But I know where youre going. Straight on the end of my cock. Go on, then. He nipped at my earlobe, then spun me around and gave me a gentle push towards the tree.

In a dream now, I stepped out of my knickers and left them on the scrubby crackly ground, then I slowly, carefully aligned my spine with the bark of the tree and parted my thighs either side of the trunk, which was slightly thicker than my body. My legs were well spread now, the bottom button of my skirt straining a little so that I had to pull it up to my waist, exposing my overripe pussy and sweaty thighs.

Mmm, let me look at you like that for a minute, said my sleazy seducer, folding his arms over his brown and orange striped shirt and standing with feet wide apart to accommodate the obvious bulge in his suit trousers. God, thats exactly how Ive imagined you this past fortnight. Thats how Ive got myself off every night, thinking of you, spread and ready for me, just like that. Fuck, youre perfect. No, dont shut your eyes. Look at me, sweetheart. Take a really good look around. Because by the time Ive finished with you, you wont be seeing straight for a long, long time.

He unfolded his arms and strode towards me with a demonically purposeful air.

Look at her, he said, running hands up my soaked hold-ups to my even more soaked splayed sex lips. Lying there with it all on show, just ready and waiting. You really need this, dont you?

Please just hurry up.

Cant wait? Been sitting on the train every day wanting to pull up your skirt like this and show me your hungry pussy? Hey?

Yes, I yelped. He lowered his mouth to my hot core and gave it a long, luscious slurp.

I can tell. Youre streaming with juice. You want it badly, dont you?

Mmm, oh yes, I really do. Do it, please. By now I was rubbing my spine up and down the tree trunk, feeling everything clinging to me, ready to just grab at him and shove him inside.

Oh, Im going to. He stood straight and started unbuckling his belt ruthlessly. I should have brought some rope. Id love to tie you up here, keep you like this.

Oooh. No more words. Beyond that now. Just bucking my hips up, flexing my calves, holding my thighs apart with kneading fingers.

His hands shook as he skinned on the rubber; he had to brace one palm on the tree trunk to keep from falling over. I cant believe this is happening, he muttered, to himself more than me, before slapping his body up against mine and swarming up inside me to the hilt in one sweet, sharp thrust. Ah yes, he mouthed blissfully. Ah yes. You. Ive got you. I brought my legs around and tucked them under his bottom, feeling the muscles tauten, preparing for action. All the way up you, he whispered, wanting to hold on to the moment a while longer. Youre going nowhere, babe.

No, no, Im not. His body was heavy and hot on mine; it would not take much for us to start melting into each other, becoming one on the tree trunk. He pushed himself upwards without letting me off his hook and began unbuttoning my dress until it flapped either side of me. He pulled the cups of my bra over my nipples and gave each one a hearty suck. Salty, he said. He traced patterns in the grimy sweat of my abdomen with a fingertip. Youre hot. Im going to make you hotter.

He held my arms at my sides and began to slide his cock in and out, slowly at first, excruciatingly slowly  I could tell that he was having to make an effort to keep from coming then and there.

You dont know my name, do you? he said conversationally, presumably as part of this endeavour.

No, I shuddered, digging my heels into his soft pale buttocks to spur him on.

I know yours. Youre called Jane.

How do you know?

His pace began to pick up; his chest crushed down on my breasts, one of his shirt buttons chafing a nipple with each stroke.

Your security pass. You wear it on the train. You arent wearing it now.

Oh. Shit. Yeah. I suppose I do. Oh, please, more.

He wedged a hand between our pelvises, reaching for my clit and strumming it. More? I can give you more. So, you dont know my name. But youre lying here in the open air taking my cock and begging for more. What does that make you?

Oh, fuck, a slut, a slut, a dirty whore!

Well put, he ground out, ramming me into the trees trunk now, holding me down by one shoulder while his other hand worked over my clit. I was so hot, surely I was steaming, surely I would be a puddle of sweat and pussy juice by the time he was finished with me. The canopy of dry leaves overhead blurred; I even had sweat in my eyes, stinging them shut, so I had nothing more to concentrate on than the burning hot hammering taking place between my thighs and the bunching fingers on my clit and what a whore slut bitch I was to let a total stranger do all this to me without even asking his name and oh when I came, I cried out all kinds of things, things that made no sense at all, things that brought him smashing into his own dark climax, and he fell down on me and sank his tongue into my mouth, ending it all with the most violent kiss I could remember.

Fuck. Oh fuck, he said when he let my mouth free. You beautiful fucking whore.

My throat was so dry I could do no more than rasp. Wow.

Even if I never see you again, I can die happy, he said, nuzzling my neck, careless of its city grit.

But you could, I whispered. If you wanted.

His lifted his head, staring at me again with those shifty blue-green eyes.

I mean, I stammered, not quite sure where I was going with this, not like in a heavy sort of way.

In a friendly fuck sort of way? he enquired dryly.

Well, yeah. If you want.

I want, he said. Ill make you do things you never imagined youd do.

You already have.

Good. And its Shaun, by the way.

Perverse bastard that he is, he made me go back to the Three Kings with him for a drink. I had to sit on the steps in my rumpled, sweat-patched, dirty dress. There was a dead leaf in my hair, my make-up was melted to fuck and my legs bore definite tree-bark patterns. This time, though, I enjoyed the attention. I enjoyed the thought that anyone looking at me could see Id just been firmly and thoroughly shagged by the ordinary-almost-even-ugly bloke sitting with his arm around me, fingers playing idly with the hem of my skirt. We kissed like swooning lovers until dark fell and we took the last train home together, parting at the station.

No spending the night. No acting like boyfriend and girlfriend. Strictly hot, sweaty, horny, kinky, casual sex.

Which is what Im looking forward to right now. Im crossing the Thames, my knickerless bottom pressed into the bikers leathery thigh, wondering if he can tell, wondering what Shaun has in store for me today. It is difficult not to let my fingers stray crotchwards. Shaun has proved to have the very best kind of dirty mind  an endlessly inventive one  and he has led me down some very peculiar paths indeed since that tree-lined one at the side of the church. Without exception they have been worth the detour; I have discovered tastes and predilections I never knew I had.

At last the train draws in at Blackfriars and I look forward to the prospect of breathing in some slightly less stale air, fighting my way through the crush to get through the door and on to the platform.

At the ticket barrier I spot him, slouching against the wall in an open-necked white shirt, his floppy hair smoothed back against the heat. As usual, he waits until I almost pass him before putting out an arm and dragging me over to him by the wrist. He puts his nose in the crease of my neck and takes a deep draught of my dried-on scent.

Mmm. Have a good wank, did we?

Not bad, thanks.

What did you think about?

I thought about the time you lifted my skirt in St James Park and spanked my arse in time to the marching band.

He chuckles. That was a good one. Got another good one lined up for you now. Come on. He kisses me, very quickly but still managing to get a sliver of tongue in there, and leads me around to the station entrance. In a small alcove, away from the main drag, he shields me from view with his body and lifts my skirt.

Time for a quick check, he says, making sure I am not wearing knickers, and that I am wet, as I am expected to be. Not a difficult rule to obey; I am always wet when we meet, whether I want to be or not.

I shut my eyes and rest my head against the sooty brickwork, breathing in tarry heat, hearing the pneumatic drills that are like the pulse of the City, always there. The thing about London is that, whatever you are doing, you can always bet that somebody has done it here before. Somebody has stood here, maybe before the river Walbrook was built over, being felt up by a nasty man who had nothing but dishonourable intentions towards her. Maybe then he was wearing a tunic or maybe he was wearing a top hat and a fob watch. But I bet he was here, and I bet there was a girl here with him, giving herself up to her dark side.

Once he has slicked up his fingers and given them a sniff, he leans over to kiss me. I used to find his kisses sloppy, but I have grown to love them, love their indiscipline and barrier-breaching, love their careless, breathless adolescent quality.

He takes me by the hand and leads me towards the bridge, but we do not cross it. Instead we take the steps down to the Embankment. At this section of the Thames, it is little more than a concrete pathway, the river rushing busily in front while the Blackfriars underpass road roars behind a wall. With the railway lines thundering overhead, it is not exactly a spot people choose to linger in, but, all the same, there is a brief hinterland of scrubby greenery between the path and the road with some stone benches set at intervals for lovers of ear-bleeding urban racket.

He waits until we pass under the railway lines we travel together most mornings, then he pulls me down into the yellow-brown grass and hisses, Here!

Here? I wrinkle my nose. People walk past here.

They dont stop though. People walking down here are usually in a hurry to get somewhere else. They wont look either side. They look ahead.

Already he is pushing me on to my knees, lifting my skirt. The grass is prickly and I am conscious of the midday sun scorching down. If Shaun is an Englishman, does that make me a mad dog? A mad something, at any rate, to let him do this to me in our most public place yet. He has unbuckled and freed himself; he sits down on the grass and pulls me into his lap, making me gasp as I find myself swiftly and inescapably impaled on his hot, hard cock. I am facing forwards, kneeling with my knees on either side of his thighs; his arms are wrapped around my ribcage, holding me in place. I am not sure how this would look to a passer-by  I think it might not be completely obvious that I am shafted by a prick beneath my flimsy skirt, but I cannot say for certain.

We sit there like that for a while, getting used to the position, trying to plan how it will work. I gaze across to the Tate Modern and the Millennium Bridge, wondering if our dotty shapes look lewd or innocent from that distance. Trains curve incessantly around the railway bridge, in and out of the station, cutting sparks on the tracks and making that strange piping and shushing noise that they do. Their rumble makes the ground we are sitting on vibrate; their fumes surround us on all sides. And then Shaun lifts me slightly and then slams me back down, and the main event has begun. I have to lean forward, to find my angle. I put my palms on the baked earth and give him the leeway to thrust while I jiggle back and forth, already too hot, already too wet, but knowing I cannot stop this until I have shown my slutty core to the towering London skyline.

Do you think they can see us from the trains? asks Shaun, his vigorous thrusting making it clear that he does not care either way. Do you think they are looking out of the window watching you get fucked in the open air at lunchtime on a workday? They know that this is your idea of a lunch break. You dont get a lunch break. You get a fuck break. Thats what you need. A daily fuck break. Thats what youre going to get. I might pencil you in for tomorrow as well. You should see my diary, Jane. Meetings, meetings, social, meetings, fucking my slut, meetings, more meetings. Uh!

He pulls me back up to his chest abruptly and for a second I wonder if he has come already, but then I see that two suited men are wandering up the path, speaking loudly into mobile phones in competition with each other. Shaun buries his lips in my neck, making us look as much as possible like normal lovers catching a quick lunchtime rendezvous. The men barely give us a second glance, though one double-takes briefly and smirks in Shauns direction before moving on under the railway lines and away.

Then Shaun bends me back over and commences a savage onslaught, hard and fast, until I am dripping and scratched and raw and burning. They knew I was fucking you, Jane. They knew it, he whispers, and I come, and he comes, and the Oxo Tower shimmers in a heat haze that blankets all of us while we fall forwards, wailing and sighing, on to the hard ground.

Half an hour later we are sitting outside a riverside pub, drinking lager (him) and vodka and orange (me). It is beginning to occur to me that, in the space of six weeks, this sordid arrangement has become an addiction  something that will damage me if I cannot learn to control it. The combination of heat and sex and alcohol makes me light-headed and bold and I say things I would not normally dare to.

The men cant take their eyes off you, he is saying, relishing the words. They can probably smell you. One day I might invite them over.

I raise my damp eyebrows at him. One day, Shaun. This cant go on for ever though, can it?

His face falls a little. I want to touch his hand, but it seems against the rules somehow. Too intimate.

Ive met someone at work, I tell him. Its nothing much at the moment. Coffee, chat. Were going to the cinema this weekend. Might come to nothing, or it might get serious. And if it does, I cant do this any more.

Shaun looks away, over the river, for a moment, then looks into the dregs of his pint.

You want to be a nice girl, he says flatly. He looks up at me squinting against the sun, waiting.

No. Not necessarily. I dont know. I want to be Jane. Jane whos a slut sometimes, but a person as well.

There arent enough sluts in the world, says Shaun wistfully. Not perfect ones like you, at least. I might have known

Shaun, I say, a little distressed. Im not saying I dont know what Im saying.

He drains the last drops of his drink and bangs his glass down on the table.

Well, you dont have time to say it now, anyway. I have to get back to work. To the offices of the London Merchant Bank. On Threadneedle Street.

I catch my breath. He has never told me anything about himself before. He is standing up, taking something from a pocket. Paper and pen.

Thats where I work, he says, and this is where I live. Not far from you, I think. He scribbles down an address, three streets away from my flat and puts the paper in my hand. If you want to call round. Tonight. Tomorrow night He shrugs. Ill leave it up to you. He dithers, as if unsure how to end our encounter, looking around to the exit and then back at me.

Time to seize the day. Time to also seize his hand.

Promise you wont ever stop being sleazy?

He smiles, toothy and broad. No question of that.

Ill see you tonight then.

We snog for ages, by the river, ignoring the sniggering remarks of the boozy bankers, then I have to run for my train, all the way back to where it began.
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