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“There is a voice that doesn't use words. Listen.”

— Rumi
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Introduction
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Years ago, after midnight, I lay alone in my bed with the phone pressed against my ear. It was quiet out. Most people were tucked up in their beds, asleep. On the other end of the line was a woman I was seeing. She listened silently as I murmured into the phone, my voice dreamy but certain. 

The story I told her came fresh from my mind, unrehearsed and unlived yet, but vibrant with possibility. I presented her with a scenario, a vivid picture with details she could see in her mind. In that picture, we were alone, and slowly I described to her what it felt like: the music in the background, the pattern of light on her bare skin. In slow detail, I told her what I would do to her, and how. By now, she was urging me on. She wanted more, and I had more to tell.

As I spoke, I felt myself there in the world I had imagined, and took as much pleasure from it as she did. In my ear, I could hear her small gasps and knew that whatever effect my words had on her was being encouraged by her hand. Briefly, I imagined that, wishing I was there to culminate our story. 

But then I went on, my mind full, my desire tangible, tasting it, tasting her, I spoke, imagining what she was feeling, teasing and taunting until, finally, my words found their climax.

Afterwards, she told me, You should do that for a living. I laughed at the time, pleased at the effect. Later, I wondered if it was possible. That’s when I came to write these stories.

I had a bold idea to record these as audio stories customised to you, the listener. Your hair and eyes. Your name. It would be yours to cherish, listening on the train to work, or late at night, or sitting in a bathtub. Too bold, as it turned out, and the logistics defeated me.

But why waste a good story? Twenty years later, I’ve resurrected these stories, given them a polish, and presented them to you.

These are addressed to you, and only you. All these stories are told from the male perspective, like a letter directly to you, or words you ask him to repeat and again. 

As you read, I want you to imagine the alluring man of your desires murmuring these in your ear as you lie beside him in bed. He is recounting to you the memory you will never forget, the moment you met and felt most desired in this world; the moment you felt your desire come alive, infusing you with warmth and the insistent, ultimately electric need to satisfy your erotic urge. 

I want you to remember it as if it were true, and the memory of it to resonate throughout your body long after you have finished reading. These are chance encounters and overlapping moments. They describe the unlikely magic of two people connecting at just the right time in just the right way. They may be fantasies, but they are drawn from life. These can be, and may yet be. I want you to remember that, too.

Be careful where you read these stories. I want you to feel them all the way through...
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Kismet
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Do you ever think about that rainy evening when everything changed? The day, midwinter, with the rain bucketing down just as everyone headed home from work. And you, stepping into the tram I was riding on, and how everything changed from that moment?

I’d lingered at work just long enough to miss the first wave of commuters, hoping for space. Instead, the tram that arrived was crammed wall to wall. I got on anyway, pressing through the fug of damp coats and steamed windows, and found a bar to cling to.

The tram had travelled a couple of stops, chugging through choked city streets. I was pressed against the fogged glass, watching the city blur past in streaks of light, when the tram lurched to a stop. As the door opened, cold air rushed in with the boarding passengers, and the rest of us squeezed a bit tighter.

I didn’t know it then, but you were one of the passengers coming on board. Water was dripping from your dark coat, your cheeks flushed from the cold, and your eyes darting, looking for space in the crowded car. I shifted without thought, and you found a place beside me.

The tram jerked forward, and it was like a wave passing through the car, all of us tilting to ride it. Suddenly, you were against me, your shoulder pressed to my chest, your damp hair almost touching my chin. I caught the scent of rain and something warmer underneath—your perfume, maybe, or just you.

"Sorry," you murmured, not quite looking up.

"Don't be." The words slipped out without a thought.

You did look up then, and I saw your eyes for the first time—dark, amused, holding mine a beat longer than politeness required. The tram swayed around a curve, pressing us closer together, and neither of us stepped away.

I remember thinking you were attractive. Not in any showy way, but undeniable. You had presence. Energy. The air was moist, with breath and heat trapped inside, and the smell of damp wool. You were like a splash of colour on a monochrome day. Then you spoke.

“Any harder and it'll snow.”

I wasn’t sure you’d spoken, or if it was meant for me. I was staring out the one clear patch on the fogged window, watching the world smear by in streaks of grey. 

I replayed your voice. In my head, low and offhand. You didn’t look at me, just gazed through the cleared oval of glass like you were somewhere else. But I studied your profile—quiet, composed, subtly amused.

And then you turned. Our eyes met. There was a flicker in your gaze as you took me in, and with it came an invitation, or a challenge.

I took a breath. “Snow? Wouldn’t that be romantic?”

You tilted your head, assessing me. Up to then, I was a random stranger on a random tram you had pressed up against randomly in the crush: a warm body on a crowded tram. Then your mouth curled into a smile—barely there, but real enough.

“Yes,” you said, “I think I’d very much like to see snow.”

It’s funny how much that simple comment thrilled me. I'd been on this tram hundreds of times, surrounded by strangers going through the motions of their evening commute. But now, with your eyes holding mine and your body warm against me in the crowd, I forgot where I was supposed to be going. I felt like I had scored the winning goal.

As the tram rolled forward, rain still thrashing the city, we began to talk. About the weather. Jobs. The smelly man in the corner. Your favourite restaurant. A bar I liked. The tram emptied slowly, and at last, we slipped into seats side by side.

The rain began to ease, and a pale sunset broke through the clouds, casting everything in a mysterious golden glow. You turned to the window, giving me a chance to really look at you—the curve of your neck, the way you absently tucked your hair behind your ear.

“No snow today,” you said, smiling.

“Maybe tomorrow,” I answered. 

“Maybe,” you answered. 

Your smile was soft, secret-like, as if you knew something I didn't.

It was light talk, surface-level, but with an undertone beneath it. We both knew it. I saw it in the sideways glance you gave me, how your smile lingered just a little longer than it had to and how you paused before answering, as if you wanted to get it right.

I felt...heightened. Maybe tomorrow we’d meet again. Maybe snow would fall. Maybe we’d build a snowman, laughing, or sit by a fire and pour out our souls to each other. 

My mind was filled with ridiculous fantasies, and yet they didn't seem so ridiculous at the time. It would not snow on the next day, I knew that, you knew that, nor on the day after. It didn't matter. What mattered then was that there might be a next day with you, and one after that. 

As the tram neared my stop, I realised we’d soon be parted. Too soon. I hesitated, wondering at my options. Stay on, past my stop? Ask for your number? Say something irresistible? I had no plan, only a blur of expectation and nerves.

But you were ahead of me. You took my hand, casually, as if we were already something.

“Mine’s the next stop,” you said.

Relief swept through me. “Mine too!“ I blurted. “Can you believe it?”

You gave me a look like you’d known all along. “Kismet.”

Kismet, I thought to myself, like an answered prayer. 

It surprised me how I felt. I was no innocent boy. In my own way, I was worldly, but sitting by you, I felt like an innocent boy. It was how I knew it mattered. I liked you, and I wanted you to like me. And I didn’t want it to end. 

The tram slowed. We stood together. I babbled some explanation of where I lived. You smiled, quiet, amused, and we stepped off into the street. The rain had stopped completely, leaving the streets washed clean and glittering. You stood facing me on the empty sidewalk, your coat collar turned up against the wind, and I knew this was the moment that would decide everything.

"I know you're probably tired," I started, then stopped. Started again. "Would you like to get a drink? There's a place nearby..."

"I'd love to."

You laughed at my pleasured relief, and I found myself laughing too, giddy with the impossibility of it all.

The bar was warm and dimly lit, filled with the low murmur of conversations and soft jazz. We found a table by the window, and I watched you settle into your chair, slipping off your coat to reveal the elegant line of your shoulders. 

You ordered a Merlot. I got a Shiraz. We talked like people who’d waited too long to meet.

"Can you believe what I said about the snow?" you asked, wrapping your hands around your wine glass. "I don't usually chat to strangers on trams." 

“I liked it. I didn’t know if you were speaking to me. Or if I imagined it. I thought maybe you were thinking aloud.”

“I didn’t realise I spoke out loud. I remember thinking, ‘Did I say that?’ And then you replied...”

“Yes. I’m glad I did.”

"Are you?" You leaned forward slightly, and I caught another hint of your perfume. “You weren’t just being polite?”

“Polite is not what I feel,” I admitted.

You paused, your head tilting as if to take my measure, then the corner of your mouth lifted in a smile. “Go on.”

“Hmm.” I had surprised myself and wondered if I’d gone too far. Not that it was false, just...I wanted more than that. So, I shrugged, my eyes fixed on yours, and continued with another conversation. 

“It was whimsical,” I said. “It made me smile.”

You sipped your wine and looked out at the rain-slicked street before turning back. “It’s not that I didn’t notice you.” Again, with a cheeky smile. “We were -“

“Pressed against each other.”

“Yes, we were. You were hard to ignore.”

You played with the stem of your glass, your fingers long, nails deep red. A Sam Cooke tune crackled softly overhead. We were past small talk now, past pretending this was just two people sharing a drink. The air between us hummed with possibility.

"So," you said, tracing the rim of your glass with one finger, "tell me about yourself. What do you do when you're not flirting with women on the tram?”

"Is that what this is? Flirting?”

It came out easy, natural, but I heard the challenge in it and suddenly felt a mix of doubt and hope. You paused before answering, and your voice carefully casual when you did. 

“Isn’t it?”

Now it felt as if you were waiting on me. This time, I paused, letting the feeling build. “Sure,” I said, “we’re flirting. But more than, too.”

That landed. Both of us knew what I meant, and now it was out in the open, both of us were relieved: we liked each other. 
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