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The heat wave continued relentlessly. The sun rose in a cloudless sky and, by mid-morning, the 

temperature was soaring. After a week of sweltering in his office, Jake could think of no better way to 

spend such a glorious day than strolling around the capital. 

He dressed for the sun in light-blue jeans and a white T-shirt, and caught the train to London. He 

wanted to call on the Queen. Or rather, heôd stand at the gates to Buckingham Palace and watch the 

Japanese tourists take photographs. He planned to have lunch on the banks of the Serpentine in Hyde 

Park, maybe stroll around Tate Modern or the Natural History Museum. He might take a walk around 

Kew Gardens in the afternoon and then take in a West End show in the evening. London held so many 

possibilities. 

Heôd bought a tabloid newspaper at the station before boarding the train. He read Jeremy 

Clarksonôs rants and laughed at pictures of David Beckhamôs latest bizarre haircut. He found a seat at 

the end of the carriage, next to the window and facing away from the direction of travel. Jake liked 

travelling backwards on trains. 

The small commuter train had low seats grouped in foursðtwo pairs facing each other. The tiny 

table that jutted out from under the window was just large enough to rest two cups on. He looked 

around at the other passengers. There was an Asian couple with a baby, two teenagers playing on 

Gameboys, a rowdy group of football supporters who expected their team to be crowned champions 

that afternoon, several families, and three teenage girls. 

The girls sat across the aisle from Jake. He gave them a cursory glance. They were probably 

fourteen, maybe fifteen, but desperate to appear older. All three of them had taken the sunny weather 

as an excuse to show as much flesh as they could. They all had their pierced belly-buttons exposed. 

Two of them wore short skirts and the third had on denim pedal-pushers. Jake might have fancied 

them had he been ten years younger. Or even five years younger. Instead, he sighed and resigned 

himself to an unpleasant journey avoiding their conversations about which of their boyfriends had the 

biggest dick and the best way to give head without choking. 

The three seats around Jake remained unoccupied. He wondered briefly if heôd showered well 

enough that morning. The train pulled away with a jerk and flung one of the girls forward onto her 

friends. They started giggling uncontrollably. 



ñOh, noðIôm going backwards. Quick, Katie, swap.ò 

ñNo.ò 

ñPlease. I hate going backwards.ò 

ñThatôs not what you said to Colin the other night,ò said the third girl. They giggled again. 

The girl who was travelling backwards leaned across and playfully hit her friend. ñBitch.ò 

Katie relented and swapped seats. Jake tried not to look up her skirt as she moved, but her black 

thong winked at him from the crack of her arse. He lifted his paper up to block the view. 

Oh, my God, he thought. And we havenôt even cleared the platform yet. 

The door that connected the carriages burst open and a woman rushed through. A sudden 

movement of the train slammed the door shut behind her and threw her into the nearest seatðthe aisle 

seat opposite Jake. He didnôt register whoôd sat down, but he was thankful that sheôd chosen the aisle 

seat. It meant he could still stretch out his legs. He flicked through the TV magazine that came with 

his paper. Ten minutes later, heôd finished reading the plot lines for the major soap-operas, which 

saved him watching them, and knew all about Terry Woganôs hopes for a British winner at the 

Eurovision song contest. He put the magazine on the table under the window and picked up the 

newspaper. He started reading from the sports section at the back. An article about which international 

goalkeeper Manchester United should buy when the football season was over held his interest. 

Two of the three girls were still giggling. The third had plugged herself into her iPod and was 

singing along to Eminemôs latest offering. 

ñExcuse me?ò It was the lady sitting opposite Jake. He looked up from the story. ñIs that yours?ò 

She pointed at the discarded magazine. 

ñYeah,ò he said. ñIt came with the paper.ò 

ñDo you mind?ò 

ñNo, go ahead.ò 

Jake watched her reach over and pick up the magazine. Her frilly blouse gapped open and treated 

him to a flash of the contents. But it was only when she leaned back in her seat and opened the 

magazine, that he got the full effect. When she was upright, the blouseðwhite, with big red flowersð

was more than respectable. It covered all it needed to, but was low-cut enough to hint at the delights 



within. She wore a black leather skirt. Not a mini, like the teenagers across the aisle, but short enough 

to show off her tanned thighs to best effect. There was something vaguely familiar about her. Jake felt 

as if heôd seen her before. He tried not to stare, but failed. He followed her legs down to her black, 

knee-high boots. 

Luckily for Jake, she was thoroughly absorbed in the magazine and didnôt notice that he couldnôt 

drag his eyes from her. He shook himself out of his trance and looked back at the story heôd been 

reading. He lowered the newspaper enough to look over the top of it at the woman opposite. Heôd 

seen her before, he knew he had, but he couldnôt say where. Northampton was a big place. Maybe 

heôd seen her in one of the city centre pubs. On the other hand, maybe heôd mistaken her for someone 

else. He read a few lines of the story and then glanced up at her again. He kept doing it. A few more 

lines, a longer glance. She didnôt seem to notice him at all. The journey had become much more 

bearable. 

For twenty minutes Jake kept up his furtive glances. He had to remind himself to turn the pages 

of his newspaper and keep up the pretence of reading. He had lost interest in what the journalists had 

to say long ago. 

She closed the magazine and leaned over to put it back on the table. ñThank you.ò 

ñYouôre welcome.ò Jake could see down her blouse again. She was wearing a lacy white bra. She 

must have noticed him gazing down her top. He looked away and blushed. 

She leaned back and rested her head against the seat. Jake looked over the top of his paper again. 

Even her neck was sexyðtanned and slender. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She leaned 

forward, pulled off her scrunchy and ruffled her raven locks. With her hands above her head, her 

glorious breasts thrust out in Jakeôs direction and strained against her blouse. When she was satisfied 

that she had loosened her hair enough, she pulled it tight and put it back into a ponytail. She caught 

him watching and smiled. And what a smile it was. Perfect lipsðnot too thin, not too full. She spread 

them wide to expose her gleaming teeth. 

Stop it, Jake told himself. He tied to concentrate on the article he wasnôt reading about a 

referendum in France. 

She was restless, incapable of sitting still. She took her mobile phone out of her tiny handbag and 



dialled a number. She stared at the ceiling of the carriage while she waited for her call to connect. Not 

for the first time, Jake looked at her eyes which were brilliant blue with large, black pupils. They were 

wide open, and surrounded by long lashes. They flicked down to him momentarily before looking up 

to the ceiling again. The call connected and she began an animated conversation. 

ñBilly? Yeah, itôs me. The trainôs nearly at Euston. No, no, Iôll get the tube, itôll be quicker. I 

should be there in an hour or so. Yeah, I know, Iôm looking forward to it too.ò 

It has to be her boyfriend, Jake decided.  

ñIs Mum there, Billy?ò she asked. 

Jake peeked over the top of his paper and watched her as she waited. ñHappy Birthday, Mum. 

No, Iôm not telling you, itôs a surprise. No, Iôm sure youôll love itðI wouldnôt have arranged it if I 

didnôt think you would. Mum, can I speak to Billy again please?ò 

A short pause. 

ñAre you sure Mum has no idea, Billy? Well, you must have some idea. Youôre her son for 

Godôs sake.ò She put the phone down and switched it off. She looked at Jake and smiled. Then she 

glanced at the three teenage girls across the aisle. The one with the iPod had removed her earphones 

and turned up the volume so that her two friends could swear along with Marshall. She looked back at 

Jake and shook her head. ñWe were that young once.ò 

He shook his head as well. ñDonôt remind me.ò 

They both chuckled, but there was no more conversation between them. 

The train pulled into Euston Station. She pulled a lipstick from her handbag, removed the top, 

and took extreme care twisting it so that the coloured stick within was revealed. Jake watched, 

captivated as she applied the makeup. She rolled it around her lips, first the top, then the bottom. She 

smacked them together when she had finished. 

ñLadies and gentlemen, the next stop is London Euston, where this train will terminate. London 

Euston is your next station stop. Passengers are reminded to take all belongings with them. We would 

like to thank you for travelling with Silverlink trains today.ò Throughout the carriage, people stood up 

and prepared to leave, including the three teenagers. 

ñWaste of time really,ò she said. ñWe havenôt even stopped yet.ò 



ñAnd weôll be last off anyway,ò Jake replied. 

They both sat until the train had stopped and enough people had stepped onto the platform to 

allow the three girls, each now sporting a cigarette ready to light, to move forward. 

ñI suppose we better go,ò she said. 

ñI suppose so. After you.ò Jake gestured towards the door. 

She stood, confirming just how magnificent her legs were. She turned to leave as he stood and he 

got a good look at her rear. It was as perfect as the rest of her. She turned her head towards him and he 

quickly looked up from her arse. She had surely caught him looking this time. 

ñIt was nice, nearly meeting you,ò she said. Then she stepped off the train and walked down the 

platform towards the ticket gates. 

Jake was stunned by her words. He had spent the whole journey ogling her, and she had just 

given him every indication that she had enjoyed it. Hell, thought Jake, she probably played up to it 

with all the hair ruffling and stuff. He regained himself, jumped off the train and ran to catch up with 

her. This had to be done now. Heôd lose her for good if she went through the ticket gate and into the 

tube. 

ñExcuse me.ò He tapped her arm. She stopped and turned to face him. 

ñYes?ò 

ñErm, this is going to sound a little strange, given you donôt know me at all, but I have to say this 

or Iôll regret it for the rest of the day.ò 

ñSay what?ò 

ñYou have lovely eyes.ò He paused. She smiled. He smiled back. ñLovely eyes and a 

magnificent smile.ò 

ñThanks.ò 

ñYou look really familiar, I donôt supposeéò 

ñA dark-haired Sarah Michelle Gellar?ò She was still smiling. 

ñWho?ò 

ñBuffy the Vampire Slayer.ò 

ñOh!ò Jake grinned. ñYeah. I can see the resemblance.ò 



ñI get that a lot.ò 

ñButé Iôm positive Iôve seen you somewhere before.ò 

She sighed. ñDo you ever read Ladz?ò 

Jake nodded. ñI wouldnôt say óreadô exactlyéò 

ñYou just look at the pictures? Then you will have seen me before. Just with fewer clothes on.ò 

Jake thought for a few seconds. ñYou posed for óLocal Loveliesô, didnôt you? A few weeks ago.ò 

ñIt was back in February.ò 

ñWell, I must say, you look better in the flesh, so to speak. Look, silly question. I mean you 

probably get strangers asking you this all the time, and please donôt think that just ôcause youôve 

stripped for a magazine I think youôre easy or anything cause I donôté but would you like to go for a 

drink?ò 

ñIôd love to buté itôs my mumôs birthday, and Iôm supposed to be taking her out for a surprise 

dinner cruise on the Thames. Sorry.ò 

ñThatôs okay. It was a long shot anyway.ò 

ñWhy donôt I give you my number? You could call me, text me, whatever.ò 

Jake pulled out his mobile and keyed in the number as she said it. ñWho should I file this under? 

I mean I can hardly put óThe Girl on the Trainô, can I? It wouldnôt fit for one thing. Or should I go and 

look on the Ladz website?ò 

ñIôm Emma,ò she said, offering her hand. 

ñJake.ò He shook her hand. 

ñAnd whatôs your number, Jake?ò 

ñMy number?ò 

ñYou donôt expect me to wait for you to call, do you? I mean, it took you the whole train ride just 

to say I had nice eyes.ò 

Jake gave her his number and she stored it in her phone. 

ñIôm sorry I canôt stop and talk. Mumôs expecting me.ò 

And she was gone. Jake stood for a moment on the platform, his head spinning. He almost felt 

like a teenager again. Either side of him, people rushed past. He was like a rock in a fast flowing 



stream. He regained his composure and followed the crowd. Once through the ticket gates, he was 

faced with a choice. The ramp to his left led to up Eustonôs main concourse. The steps to his right led 

down to the tube station. He went right. Euston was on the Northern and Victoria lines. Jake chose the 

Northern line, which ran through the heart of the city from north to south. 

His interlude with Emma had shaken him. He needed time to think and clear his head. Where 

better than a flight on the London Eye? The tube ride to Waterloo was uneventful, as was the walk to 

the bank of the Thames where the giant, futuristic Ferris wheel stood majestically, dwarfing 

everything around it. He knew he was lucky to get on immediately. The thirty-minute flight lifted 

Jake over four hundred feet above the Thames. He had magnificent views of the city from the glass 

capsule on the enormous observation wheel. He gazed over London. The leaflet heôd been given said 

heôd be able to see for twenty-five miles on a clear day. It was certainly a clear day. In the distance, he 

could see Windsor Castle. 

At the peak of the wheelôs path, Jakeôs mobile phone rang. Everyone in the capsule turned to 

look at him. Jake took his phone out of his pocket and apologised to his fellow passengers. He looked 

at the screen. The call was from a friend. ñBobby!ò 

ñHey, Jake. Where are you? Itôs a great day to be out on the course. Fancy a round?ò 

ñIôd love to, Bobby, but itôll be a bit difficult.ò 

ñWhy? Where are you? Thereôs a hell of an echo.ò 

ñIôm on the London Eye.ò 

ñWhat? Why?ò 

ñFancied a day in London. Hey, Bobby, youôll never guess who I met on the train.ò Jake told his 

friend about Emma. 

ñNo way, dude! And she gave you her number?ò 

ñYeah. It was weird. I expected her to tell me óFuck off.ô Or slap me and tell me óFuck off.ô But 

no.ò 

ñI bet youôve been fake-numbered.ò 

ñBeen what now?ò 

ñFake-numbered. I bet she gave you a fake number to get rid of you.ò 



ñDo people do that?ò 

ñAll the time. Itôs the easiest way of getting out of an embarrassing situation.ò 

ñYou sure?ò 

ñSure, man. Iôve done it myself. Hell, I did it last night to this blonde bit who kept pestering me.ò 

**********  

Jake was convinced that Bobby was right. Emma must have given him a fake number. After all, 

sheôd been in Ladz and she probably had tons of guys asking for her number. There was one way to 

find out. He could call her. But that presented problems. What if he wound up speaking to an elderly 

lady from Brighton? He put all thoughts of Emma out of his head and tried his best to enjoy himself. 

It was a truly lovely day. He purchased some sandwiches from Mark & Spencer and took them to 

Hyde Park where he watched the hordes of scantily clad students playing childish games. After lunch, 

he took a river boat from Westminster to Kew and wandered aimlessly around the Royal Botanical 

Gardens. He had just left the Palm House when his mobile beeped to tell him heôd received a text 

message. It was from Emma. 

ñd prt finshd erly, h a dat drink tmbò  

Jake started at the message. He considered himself too old to fully understand text-speak. He 

spotted a couple of teenagers sitting on a bench looking bored. ñExcuse me, you couldnôt tell me what 

this means?ò He offered them the phone. 

One of the teenagers took it from him and huffed. ñAw, man. How can you not get that? Itôs a 

piece of piss. You must be, like, a hundred or something if you canôt get that.ò 

ñI am. One hundred and six. What does it say?ò 

ñóThe party finished early. How about that drink? Text me back.ô God, man, thick or what?ò 

ñQuite. Thanks for your help.ò He took the phone back and keyed in his reply. It took him ages. 

ñGr8 where and when??ò 

His phone rang a few seconds later. ñHi, Emma.ò 

ñHi, Jake.ò 

ñAre you serious? Would you really like to meet up for a drink?ò 

ñOf course I would. Where are you now?ò 



ñKew.ò 

ñWell, Iôm heading for Leicester Square. How about we meet outside The Odeon?ò 

ñFine. See you in twenty.ò 

**********  

She looked great. That smile lit up her face when she saw him walking towards her. She rushed 

up meet him and kissed his cheek. Emma knew a quiet place in one of the streets surrounding 

Leicester Square. 

She looked him in the eye while she sipped her drink. There was something familiar about her, 

but Jake still couldnôt say what. He had seen her spread in Ladz, but there was something else. He 

shook his head. ñIôm sure Iôve seen you before, and I donôt mean in some tacky magazine.ò 

Emma put her drink on the table and sighed. ñOkay. You have seen me before. You would have 

doneðwe used to work in the same building.ò Her smile vanished. 

ñUsed to? What happened?ò 

ñThe partners didnôt think that my appearance in a tacky magazine gave off the right kind of 

image for the firm, and suggested I might be happier working elsewhere.ò 

ñYou mean they sacked you?ò 

Emma nodded. 

ñI am so sorry.ò 

ñDonôt be. Iôve got a lot of modelling work since the Ladz shoot. Itôs better than typing.ò 

 ñIé I donôt know what to say.ò 

ñYou donôt have to say anything. They way you looked at me on the trainéò 

ñYes, Iôm sorry about that.ò 

ñDonôt be. I liked it. And I like the way youôre looking at me now.ò She drained her glass. She 

put it on the table and sighed. ñFancy another?ò 

Jake still had half his drink left. ñSure.ò 

ñAnd shall we order some food too? Iôm starving. I havenôt eaten all day.ò 

ñI thought you were taking your mother for a dinner cruise?ò 

ñShe turned it down. Said she couldnôt possibly eat on a boatðsheôd get seasick. We went to the 



pub for drinks instead.ò 

Emma ordered wine with the meal. Jake wasnôt very hungry. He wouldnôt normally have eaten 

for another couple of hours, but he made the effort. Emma ate like it was her last meal. She cleared 

her plate and then stole some of Jakeôs left-over chips. 

ñI canôt believe how lucky I am,ò he said as she took more chips from his plate. 

ñLucky?ò 

ñYeah. I mean, first you sit opposite me on the train, then you donôt slap me when I compliment 

you. You gave me your number and it was your real one, not a fake oneéò 

ñWhat makes you think I give you a fake number?ò She shovelled more of his chips into her 

mouth. 

ñDo you know Bobby, on my team at work? He said that he knows people who give out fake 

numbers to get rid of stalkers and stuff.ò 

ñBobby must know some strange people.ò 

ñOh, he does.ò 

ñWhat else makes you lucky? I interrupted.ò 

ñWell, the party you were at finished earlyéò 

ñI have a confession.ò She grinned. 

Jake looked her in the eye. ñYes?ò 

ñIt didnôt finish early, I left early. I couldnôt wait to see you again. Look, Jake, this is going to 

seem really forward buté The thing isé I really need to get laid.ò 

 Jake shook his head and tried to work out if heôd heard correctly. ñExcuse me?ò 

ñI need to get laid. And the sooner the better. You see, I havenôt had sex since that stupid Ladz 

shoot.ò 

ñI find that hard to believe.ò Jake paused. ñThat came out wrong. Iôm sorry. What I meant was 

that you must have tons of guys dying to sleep with you.ò 

ñYouôre probably right. But these days guys who recognise me from Ladz wonôt approach me, 

and guys who do approach me seem to give up after they find out about it. Itôs like they think theyôre 

not good enough for me or something.ò 



Jake stared through Emma as if she wasnôt there. He still couldnôt quite believe his ears. ñErmé 

I donôt quite know what to say.ò 

Emmaôs smile faded. ñShit. Iôve fucked things up havenôt I? Iôve put my big foot in it again. Can 

we forget I said anything?ò 

ñItôs just thaté Well, itôs not everyday that a beautiful young woman asks you to have sex with 

her.ò 

The smile returned. ñWellé If youôre just worried about how to respond, you could tell me how 

sexy I am and suggest we get a hotel room.ò 

Jake grinned. ñEmma, you are really sexy, and Iôm flattered youôd offer yourself to me like this.ò 

ñThereôs a óbutô coming, isnôt there?ò 

ñButé I think itôd be criminal to rent some cheap hotel and fuck like animals. Why donôt we get 

the train back to Northampton, take a taxi back to my place. Iôll fuck you as much as you want, and 

then a bit more.ò 

She smiled and grabbed the last of the chips from Jakeôs plate. Before stuffing in them in her 

mouth and standing up, she said, ñGreat idea. Letôs go.ò 

**********  

They sat next to each other on the train home, kissing and fondling. Jake marvelled at how 

smooth Emmaôs legs were. Her breasts felt good tooðeven through her blouse. By the time they got 

back to Jakeôs apartment, both were ready for action. 

ñFancy a coffee or something?ò Jake asked. 

ñóOr somethingô sounds good.ò She laughed, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him 

forcefully. ñThat sounds really good.ò 

ñOkay, but donôt say later that I wasnôt a good host. I offered.ò 

ñJust shut up and fuck me.ò 

He picked her up and carried her upstairs to his bedroom. ñWhat did I do to deserve you?ò 

ñItôs not what you did, itôs what youôre about to do. I hope.ò 

ñYou just wait.ò 

He dropped her on the bed where she bounced gently and squealed. He fell to his knees and 



pulled her to the edge of the bed. He slipped her panties off and draped her legs over his shoulders. He 

devoured her pussy, biting, licking, and sucking. Her moans were interspersed with squeals whenever 

he touched her clitoris. After half an hour of his relentless assault, her body shook, she screamed and 

crushed his head with her thighs. 

ñOh, Jake. That wasé Oh, Jake. Oh, God. Oh, Jake.ò She was barely conscious such was the 

force of her orgasm. Jake stood and quickly stripped. He gave her no time to come down. He 

clambered up and guided his cock inside her. He slid in easily, and fucked her slowly. He kept up the 

slow steady pace for as long as he could. It wasnôt very long. 

She wrapped her legs around his back as he thrust into her with increasing force. ñOh, yeah. Fuck 

me. Fuck me.ò 

Her cries were incomprehensible as another, bigger orgasm approached. Jake did as she asked. 

He fucked her through her orgasm until he erupted, filling her pussy with and roaring in pleasure. He 

collapsed on the bed next to Emma and rested, regaining strength for the next round. 

She draped her arm over him. ñThat was wonderful. Thanks. I really needed it.ò 

They lay in each others arms, neither knew how long. Eventually, Emma moved her head onto 

Jakeôs stomach. She grabbed his cock and watched it grow hard again in her hand. She held it. 

Examined it. Admired it. She pulled the foreskin back to reveal the dark red head. It shone, glistening 

with the residue of their passion. It was smooth compared with the wrinkled skin of the rest of organ, 

which was covered with lumps and bumps and veins. She pulled the foreskin taut and then let go. It 

slid back up to rest under the rim of the head. Again, she pulled the skin down and watched as it 

returned. ñYou have a magnificent cock. Itôs beautiful.ò 

ñYou think so?ò 

ñI mean, as they go. it is. Theyôre not the most aesthetically pleasing appendage. Not that Iôve 

seen that many up close, but yours is beautiful.ò 

She pulled the skin down again and ran a finger along the underside of the exposed lip. He 

shivered. She smiled. 

ñI think itôs more to do with the way it makes me feel then the way it looks.ò She traced a finger 

along the thick vein that ran along its length. ñI donôt meané Itôs not as if I havenôt had orgasms 



before, of course I have, but with youé I donôt know. Iôve never come like that before. It might just 

be because itôs been so long, but itôs not just physical. Thereôs something more. Does that make 

sense?ò 

She looked up at him, her eyes wide and filled with emotion. He smiled at her. Her gaze was 

fixed on him but her hand was slowly pumping his cock. ñWell?ò 

ñI guess it sort of makes sense.ò 

She smiled, and then bent her head and took him into her mouth. She took her time. Whenever he 

got close to orgasm, she stopped sucking, lifted her head and kissed him. Three times, she brought 

him to the edge and then denied his release. On the fourth occasion, when she tried to lift her head, 

Jake held her in place and the teasing stopped. His semen oozed into her mouth, and she drank and 

drank until there was no more. 

ñDonôt think youôre done for the night, mister,ò she said. ñIôm only just getting going.ò She 

turned around and straddled him, her cunt inches away from his cock, which was rising once more. 

She bent down as if to kiss him, but instead licked his face. She smiled and lowered herself until his 

hard dick touched her soft pussy. Then she kissed him and applied more downward pressure so that he 

slowly penetrated her. His tongue pushed past one set of her lips, and his cock slid past the other. 

She slowly moved herself up and down him. ñGod, I feel so full.ò 

Jake was grateful that she fucked him slowly. He lay back and enjoyed it. He watched her ride 

through what seemed like a non-stop orgasm until he felt his own building again. He gripped her 

backside and stopped her from moving. He smiled at her. She smiled back and he thrust upwards into 

her as hard as he could. She gasped and her eyes widened. Again, he thrust into her hard and again she 

gasped. Then he rolled her over, and pounded her with every ounce of his strength. It didnôt last long, 

and she screamed another orgasm as he let go and flooded her pussy. 

This time they rested for longer. Jake rested against the headboard, Emma had her head on his 

chest. He stroked her hair and she reached down for his cock once more. 

ñEmma, I couldnôt. Iôm spent.ò 

ñI know. I just like to hold it.ò She let go and lifted her head up to kiss him. ñIôm glad I took the 

train today.ò  



They burst out laughing, the absurdity of the situation suddenly dawning on them.  

ñHave you got a girlfriend?ò she asked eventually. 

ñNot at the moment.ò 

ñWell?ò 

ñAre you asking me out?ò 

ñKind of,ò she said. ñItôs just that I wouldnôt normally sleep with a guy until the fourth or fifth 

date, at least, that was before the shoot and guys started running away from me. So, since weôve 

already fuckedéò 

ñYou think we should go out on four or five dates to make up for it.ò 

ñExactly.ò 
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