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         I lock my bike to a lamp-post. My thighs are wet. Typical me to put a skirt on when it’s raining like it is now.

         I see him in the broad mirror hanging over the hotel steps. He’s sitting up there on the other side. I see him and know that I’ve seen him before. Somewhere. I don’t know where. I can’t remember where it was I’ve seen him but I recognise him. A middle-aged man, loose-fitting suit, briefcase, powerful hands, authority. Was it on a train, perhaps? On a train a long time ago, him sitting opposite me and telling me about his job, and my knees bumping into his and having to look out the window because the sucking feeling below me became way too much. Too hot. He was an architect or something but with the hands of a builder. I had to turn away. There were other people sitting on the train too. When I looked at his lips, it was like I could physically feel them against my body. I had to turn away and look out. Had to look out when he shifted in his seat because my hands trembled with the desire to rest on his thigh, feel the material of his trousers, stroke upwards. I had to look out.

          “Are you going far?” he asked me.

“A way.”

“I’m getting off at the next station,” he said, holding my look with his eyes.

         It’s him that I can see in the mirror above the steps. It’s got to be him. I was relieved when he got off the train. I couldn’t bear it any more, what with a teenager in a Walkman on one side and a woman going for a hike in the mountains on the other. I couldn’t help myself, couldn’t stop imagining his sex, how I put my hands around it, how I felt the head of his cock against my lips.

         “Do you take the train often?” he asked as he got up.

         “Now and again.”

         “Then maybe we’ll see each other again.”

         I was relieved when he got off. And now he’s sitting up there in the hotel bar. It’s a perfectly ordinary Tuesday and I’m just popping in to give someone a message, and now I can see the architect from the train up there in the bar. I slowly turn away from the mirror and go up the next set of steps. It’s raining out, and windy. Autumn. Lots of leaves in the streets. Streetlights casting a yellow skin across the asphalt.

         There’s only him and a few others sitting n the bar. He’s sitting broad-legged in an armchair, going through some papers. Alone. When I’m inside the bar, I can’t quite remember why I’m there. I’m just standing there in the middle of the lushly carpeted floor. I can feel the softness of the carpet beneath my feet. I feel the hollow rush in my stomach, the heat and my lips swelling. I hear him leafing through his papers, laughter from one of the other tables. Otherwise, just a low murmuring.

         The bartender is standing and polishing a glass. He’s an unusually beautiful bartender. Tall, long sinuous fingers, feminine and masculine at the same time.

         “What would you like?”

         I look up, look in the mirror behind the bartender and see the architect from the train look up too. My eyes quickly meet his.

         “A little whiskey, perhaps. Is Sissel here?”

         “Sissel?”

          “The woman from the restaurant.”

         The bartender says he hasn’t seen her at work today. He’s still polishing the glass. A young man. Long limbs. Dark. Dark eyebrows. Dark blue eyes. Strong nose.

         “Don’t we know each other?”

         I jump. He’ standing close to my back behind my bar-stool. I glance up in the mirror behind the bar. The bartender shakes his head.

         “I don’t think so,” he says, “What can I get you?”

         The architect from the train allows his hand to trail over my bar-stool.

         “But we at least know each other!” he says, coming up beside me, his hand gliding round the edge of the stool. He moves closer to the bar, his hand now sliding up my thigh, high up. I jump. I need to keep a steady head, I think. I’m losing control, I think. I look at the bartender. He’s busy sorting out a whiskey for each of us. The architect from the train turns towards me, gives me my glass. “Cheers,” he says. I let the entire contents slip down my throat, feel how the heat from the liquor spreads through my body. I let myself lose control.

         “Is it possible to order room service?” the architect asks, turning to the bartender who is just on his way back after clearing some tables. The bartender stops in front of us, glancing down at the architect’s hand. I see the naked skin of his wrist. He’s tall, taller than the architect, but much slimmer.

          
   

         I press the button for the fifth floor. I am alone with the architect in the small, enclosed space.

         “Just amazing to bump into you on such a grey and miserable Tuesday,” he says.

         “It’s not every day that I’m here,” I say.

         “So what do you usually do?” he asks.

         “Well, I don’t generally meet love-sick architects in lifts,” I say, moving closer to him, brushing his lips with mine, feeling how it’s trembling inside me, feeling how he starts, pressing myself closer against him and feeling his sex against my thigh. It’s growing.

         Standing in the middle of the large hotel room is a rectangular dining table. He says he’s had it brought up so he can sit there with his PC.

         “They think I’m here on government business. The people at work do too. Everyone thinks so. But I’m here to write,” he says, “And then you need a big table.”

         The table is made of a dark wood. The varnish shines. There is nothing on it.

         “Will you alow me to feast on you?” he says. “I am decent and grown up,” he says, putting his rough hand gently behind my neck, “I don’t have any dirty thoughts.” He pulls me slowly towards him. “I love your mouth, your lips...” His other hand slides over my bottom. “I want to lick your bum, open your pussy.” His lips part. I breathe slowly, hearing his breath, heavier, his mouth slightly open. His voice is slightly rougher now, he comes closer. “Take your body in my hands and feast on you.” I am aware of his smell, the smell of a man. My nostrils widen. He comes closer. I shiver against him, feel my nipples against my sweater, feel his broad rough lips briefly rub against mine. “Eat you,” he says, and I let him lick my lips, lick my mouth. I join with his kiss, move around with him. “All of you,” he says.
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