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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 that’s another book altogether!


Our new Sex In The Cityseries 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 it’s cheaper than a plane ticket!


So, come and enjoy sex in the city.


Maxim Jakubowski










Woman in White
by Lisabet Sarai



I’M NOT A STALKER. I didn’t mean to freak her out. Aie – Dios Mio!The last thing I wanted was to hurt her. I just couldn’t help myself. She was my goddess, my dream. My reason for getting up in the morning.


I didn’t know her name or where she lived, but still, I knew her. Every day I’d hunker down on my milk crate outside the Graybar entrance to Grand Central, her Times and her Wall Street Journal already set aside and ready. I’d wait for her cheery ‘Good morning’, delivered in that husky voice that sent shivers down my spine.


‘Good morning, miss.’ I’d hand her the papers. She’d give me her four bucks and a smile that turned me to jelly, then stride away on her high heels and disappear into the terminal. I’d stuff the bills, still warm from her hand, inside my shirt, as close to my skin as I could get. At night, I’d bring them out, sniffing for a hint of her perfume.


I’d lie on my cot in my cousin’s kitchen, gripping my bicho, conjuring her out of the darkness. She usually dressed in white; fitted jackets and straight skirts that were sexy but business-like. In snug clothes like that, someone with her curves should have looked trashy, but somehow she was always elegant and professional. Never mind the gold in her earlobes, the lips painted blood red, the stilettos that had her towering over me as I crouched near the pavement. She had class.


I loved to imagine what she might have on underneath. Smooth silk cradling her swelling breasts, the snowy lace a shocking contrast to her espresso-dark skin. Pale satin hugging that ripe ass and vanishing into the cleft between her thighs. I’d be hard in a minute from the pictures I painted for myself.


Her voice was in my ear, low and raw. ‘Come on, baby. Give it to me,’ she’d tease. She would straddle me, tits dangling in my face, brushing her pussy hair over my dick. I’d grab her meaty hips and pull her down onto my rod. Her moans drowned out the traffic, the sirens, the thud of my cousin’s bed as he banged his girl in the next room.


It didn’t matter how raunchy she talked. She was always a lady, even when I rammed her from behind, making her curse and clench her pussy around my dick. She was my beautiful black queen. She was practically my saint. I worshipped her with my come, pouring it out for her by the gallon. It was the only thing I could give her, aside from her papers and my nervous greeting.


She showed up every work day around eight, more predictable than the sun. Before her arrival, my heart slamming against my ribs, I kept my eyes on the crowded sidewalk, watching for the first glimpse of her curvy form coming up Lexington. After she left, I’d replay the memories: the twinkle in her eyes, her throaty laugh as she bid me good day. Had she been a bit more friendly today? Had she smiled more warmly, lingered a bit longer than usual? She hurried off to what must be some important job, maybe down on Wall Street, leaving me aching but happy.


Weekends and holidays, without my daily dose of her magic, I was miserable. Then I had to remind myself how lucky I was to be in the city at all.


Two years before, back in Santa Domingo, I killed a man. It was an accident. I was drunk. He was drunk. Before I knew what I was doing, there were knives, screams, blood pooling on the floor of the bar. My parents scraped together enough cash to get me to America. Their savings and the remains of my college tuition account went for fake papers and a one-way air ticket. It was risky, but the alternative was worse. If I stayed in DR I might rot in prison for decades.


My cousin Julio gave me a place to sleep. A friend of a friend got me the newspaper job. After my shift on the curb, I had another gig as a cleaner inside the terminal. It was hard, but I was surviving. In a few months, I’d have enough for the deposit on a room of my own.


I actually liked being a janitor. Something about Grand Central gave me hope. The first time I stood looking up at the star-studded blue vault soaring over my head, it was like being in church. I felt tiny, yet protected. The guilt that I’d been hauling around with me since I left home eased. We were in the same boat, me and all the crazy humans scurrying around me like ants. Maybe we had sinned, but there was always the possibility of forgiveness. When I finally lowered my head and rubbed at my stiff neck, I discovered tears in my eyes.


I never got tired of the place. The marble archways and grand staircases whispered of wealth, power and pleasure.


And of course, it was her temple. The gateway to her world. I wondered, if she happened on me scrubbing the floor in my orange coveralls, whether she’d recognize the shy cabron who provided her morning news.


Fantasy is no substitute for reality, but it’s better than nothing. In the mornings, I had her smile. At night, she kept me company as I jacked off. I could at least relieve the physical need. Every time I came, though, I wanted her more.


Through summer and winter and back to spring, I offered my secret love the morning papers and my heart. Then came the day that changed everything.


It was a Tuesday, overcast and threatening rain. She was late. Eight-thirty, quarter to nine, and she still hadn’t shown. My stomach twisted into knots of barbed wire. Maybe she was ill. Maybe, Dios no lo quiera, she had left the city.


Then I saw her, trudging along, staring down at the sidewalk. I could hardly believe that it was the same woman. She wore a skirt and blouse of drab grey. She had the same juicy body, the perfect ebony skin, the fountain of black braids cascading down her back. But the energy that had danced through her was gone. As she plodded past me, I searched her face. Her forehead creased into a frown. Her lips pressed together as though she was struggling keep something inside. Her cheeks were wet with tears.


She didn’t stop. I was suddenly desperate.


‘Miss? Your papers, miss ...’ I blocked her path, holding out her newspapers, which I had wrapped in plastic as protection from the weather. ‘Here you are.’


She seemed dazed. It took a moment for her to focus on me. I saw gradual recognition, but no smile. ‘Oh ... sorry. Never mind. I don’t need them.’


‘Please. Take them. You might change your mind later.’


Like a robot, she accepted the packet. She paused, looking confused. Pain sliced through my chest, echoing the pain I saw in her eyes.


‘Don’t ... don’t worry, you can pay me tomorrow,’ I stammered. ‘You’re late.’


A ghost of her normal smile flitted across her features. ‘Yes. Yes, I’m very late. But he probably won’t even notice.’ A sob shook her. She forced the next one down.


‘I’m sorry. Thank you.’ She scanned my face as though trying to imprint it on her memory. ‘After all this time, I don’t know your name.’


‘I’m Miguel.’ My heart leaped into my throat. I ‘Are you going to be all right?’


‘It doesn’t matter,’ she whispered. I had to bend close to hear her. Her perfume swirled around me. My dick swelled inside my jeans.


‘It matters to me.’ My hand hovered above her shoulder. I wanted to pull her into my arms, right there on the street. I could barely resist. My imagination showed me what it would be like, to feel her melting against my body. I’d stroke her hair, comfort her, gently press my lips to hers ...


I reached for her. She was gone. While my mind was spinning fantasies, she had disappeared into the bowels of the terminal.


No! I couldn’t let her leave. She needed me. I threw a plastic tarp over the piles of newsprint and sprinted to the entrance. Pushing my way through the crowd, I hurried down the passage past the ticket machines and the fancy shops and into the concourse.


Morning in Manhattan. Thousands, maybe millions, of commuters filed back and forth through the vast hall, rushing to catch their trains or make their appointments. How could I expect to find one woman in this crush? Yet there she was, stock still near the information booth, looking lost. The tides of humanity flowed around her.


I raced over and grabbed her hand. ‘Come on,’ I urged. ‘I know a place.’ My queen followed me like a docile child. I led her through the Vanderbilt Hall to one of the side passages. The hum of voices died away. I sat her down on a marble bench in one of the arched alcoves. At one time, this corridor probably led to an exit, but now it was a dead end. Settling beside her, I dug in my pocket for a handkerchief. As she used it to wipe her eyes, I saw how I’d cherish the scrap of cotton forever.


‘Don’t cry, lady. I can’t stand to see you so sad.’ I put my arm around her shoulder, trying to ignore my throbbing dick. ‘A beautiful woman like you should always be smiling.’


‘Not beautiful enough for him.’


‘Who? What are you talking about?’


My angel’s laugh had a bitter edge. ‘My boss. My married boss who told me again and again that he was going to leave his wife for me. The bastard has been lying to me for eight months. He’d promise anything, just to get into my pants.’


I could identify. My need for her was agony.


‘Today I got the invitation. Next month they’re renewing their vows! How could he be so stupid, to include me on the guest list? Hell, how could I be so stupid, thinking that I could trust him?’


‘You should forget him.’ I watched her chest rise and fall as she breathed. The fine silk of her blouse hid nothing. ‘Find yourself a man who appreciates you.’ Open your eyes, I added silently. He’s right in front of you.


‘I can’t.’ Her eyes glistened with fresh tears. ‘I love him. In spite of it all. I’m so pathetic. I can’t help myself. I can’t live without him ...’ Her voice trailed off into a wail. She buried her face in my shoulder, and I held her tight. Her gardenia scent made me dizzy with lust. I didn’t dare move.


My dreams had never been like this. I wanted her, but even more, I wanted to erase the sorrow that had quenched her glorious smile.


I was frozen. I had no idea what to do or say. If I shifted position, even a little bit, my pinga was going to spurt right inside my pants.


She was the one who made the decision. She raised her tear-stained face to mine and gave me a little grin. ‘Thanks for listening, Miguel.’ She added my name as though trying to fix it in her mind. Then she kissed me.


Her lips were as soft. Her tongue was as bold. She tasted like coffee, strong and black. She left me breathless.


She gripped my shoulders and mashed her pillowy breasts into my chest. Awkward, sure that I’d shoot in the next instant, I stroked her back with trembling hands. The thin fabric stretched across her shoulders was like a second skin. My fingers caught on the clasp of her bra. White lace fluttered in my mind. I could unhook the thing through her clothing if I wanted, if I dared. She moaned and tightened her arms around me.


I let myself wander further, to her waist and over her hips. Her abundant flesh made my palms tingle. Her skirt was made of denser stuff than her top, with a pebbly texture, but if I applied a bit of pressure, I could feel the elastic band of her panties hugging her body. I traced the line across the small of her back. Amazed at my own courage, I slipped my hands down to cup her butt, massaging her ripeness. She writhed in my arms. My dick surged inside my jeans as I struggled for control.


Her kiss became frantic. She sucked at my mouth as if she wanted to swallow me whole. Her teeth battered my lips. I tasted blood. I didn’t care. Whatever she wanted, I was ready to give.


A breath of hot musk teased my nostrils. Groping, I discovered that she had spread her thighs. I rested my hand just above her knee, feeling her heat through the taut nylon. In my mind, I was trailing my fingers up the inside of her leg then sinking them into her wet centre. In the real world, I didn’t dare move.


‘Please,’ she moaned, finally breaking the kiss. ‘Touch me.’ She pulled my hand under her skirt. I had a confused impression of bare skin and damp satin. My thumb brushed over a ridge of elastic running down her thigh. She was wearing an old-fashioned garter belt. White? My dirty mind painted a picture of her standing over me, bare-breasted, a black tangle of curls framed by the band of pearly satin and the pale suspenders stretched over her ebony flesh.


She pressed my palm against her soaked, satin-covered chucha. The wet heat shattered my image, bringing me back to the present. She opened to give me access. I stroked a fingertip along the crevice dividing her lower lips, scarcely daring to breathe. She squirmed under my touch. ‘More,’ she sighed. ‘Harder ...’


I wriggled my hand under the elastic and burrowed through her pussy hair. Working blind, I found my way between her slick lips and finally, to the hard knot of her clit. She gasped and fell back onto the bench, eyes closed, shuddering each time I touched that magic bud.


‘Oh ... oh, yes ...’


I pushed one finger into her cleft, rubbing her clit all the while with my thumb. She clenched her muscles, straining against me. I added a second finger and she arched up, forcing me deeper. My balls were tight and my cock ached, but I pushed those sensations away, wanting to concentrate on my lady’s pleasure. Her ripe lips were drawn back from her teeth. Her forehead gleamed with sweat. She clutched at her breasts through her blouse, pinching her nipples. Santos, I wanted to do that, too, but I was fully occupied with her pussy.


It was awkward, sitting beside her. My arm was starting to cramp. Without removing my fingers from her sex, I slipped to the floor. Kneeling between her thighs, I used my free hand to force her skirt up. She raised her buttocks from the bench so that I could crumple the garment around her waist, out of the way. Now she could spread her legs wide. I could see her in all her glory.
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