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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 25.5k WORD NOVELLA! It follows a posh girl in Japan and features some seriously adult scenes on their trains – AGE-GAP with boyfriend voyeur watching. It's a full on erotica book with filthy scenes for dirty minds – not a love story! 


See the trigger warnings at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 9 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


Chapter 1: Research Purposes
The Discourse on Public Transport Etiquette


The heat was the first thing. Not charming Mediterranean warmth, not the manageable dry heat of a Spanish summer, but something aggressive and wet that wrapped itself around you the moment the airport doors opened. Like standing inside someone's mouth. Perfectly delightful. One felt immediately as though one's clothes were a mistake, as though linen and cotton were theoretical fabrics that had no business existing in actual air.

Daniel made a sound beside me. Not quite a groan, more a sort of defeated exhalation.

"Christ," he said.

"Quite."

We joined the queue for customs. Efficient, quiet despite the crowds. That was the second thing: the volume. Or rather, the lack of it. Hundreds of people moving through the arrivals hall and it was quieter than a Friday afternoon in the Bodleian. Everyone knew where they were going, what they were doing. We were the only ones who looked lost.

I watched Daniel fumble with his phone, trying to get the data working. His hair was already sticking to his forehead. He'd sweated through his shirt on the plane and the linen had dried in strange patterns across his back. He looked approximately fourteen years old and utterly out of his depth.

I probably looked worse.

The customs officer waved us through without interest. We collected our bags from the carousel. Daniel's came first, then mine, and we stood there in the middle of the hall looking at each other with the specific exhaustion of people who have been travelling for sixteen hours and have suddenly realised they're actually here, wherever here is, and now what?

"Taxi?" Daniel said.

"Taxi," I agreed.

The rank was clearly signposted. We queued. I let my bag rest against my shins and tried not to think about how much I wanted to shower, to sleep, to exist somewhere that wasn't in motion.

That's when I noticed him.

Older Japanese man, sixty perhaps, in a full suit despite the heat. Charcoal grey, properly tailored, slightly rumpled from the day. He was standing near the queue reading a newspaper, waiting for someone presumably. Wedding ring. Neat grey hair. Glasses. The kind of man who'd spent forty years doing something responsible and was now close enough to retirement to see it.

He glanced up from his paper. His eyes passed over me, moved on, came back.

I looked away.

Counted to five.

Looked back.

He was reading again.

I felt like an idiot. I had been in the country for twenty minutes and was already seeing things that weren't there. Typical. One does not travel eight thousand miles to project one's sordid little fantasies onto retired accountants waiting for their daughters in airport taxi ranks. One does not. And yet here I was, pulse slightly elevated, skin slightly too warm, because a man in his sixties had glanced at me for half a second.

This was going to be a long three weeks.

The taxi driver was perhaps fifty-five. Grey hair, kind face, wedding ring on his left hand against the steering wheel. He didn't speak English. We didn't speak Japanese. Daniel showed him the hotel address on his phone and the driver nodded, loaded our bags with an efficiency that suggested he'd done this approximately ten thousand times.

I slid into the back seat behind the driver. The vinyl was hot against my thighs through the linen. Daniel took the seat behind the passenger side. The driver pulled out into Tokyo traffic and we sat in silence, watching the city happen around us.

The density of it.

That was what struck me first. Not the neon or the architecture or the specific aesthetic I'd seen in films. Just the sheer quantity of people. Bodies everywhere: walking, cycling, waiting at pedestrian crossings in perfect queues. The pavements were packed and nobody was touching, nobody was shoving. They just moved around each other like water.

I noticed the men specifically.

Not deliberately. Or rather, entirely deliberately but I was pretending it wasn't deliberate. Salarymen in dark suits, walking in groups or alone, ties slightly loosened, jackets over their arms. All of them older. Forties, fifties, sixties. Tired-looking. Ordinary. Heading home after long days in offices doing important things I'd never understand.

They looked so normal.

That's the bit I hadn't quite expected. In the fantasies they were always slightly abstract, slightly threatening in a way that was arousing rather than frightening. These men looked like someone's father. Someone's husband. They looked like they thought about mortgages and whether they needed to pick up milk.

And I was cataloguing them like some sort of pervert.

Which, to be clear, I absolutely was.

"You all right?" Daniel's voice, quiet from the other side of the taxi.

I turned from the window. "Mm? Yes. Just taking it in."

"It's overwhelming."

"Rather."

He smiled, small and tired, and went back to looking at his phone. The conversation died. Not uncomfortable, just empty. We'd never been good at small talk. All our conversations at Oxford were about books or politics or people we knew. We'd never developed the language of couples who actually liked each other.

The taxi turned onto a larger road. I caught a glimpse of a sign: Shinjuku Station. And then I saw them.

The evening crowds.

Thousands of people. Actually thousands, pouring out of the station entrance like something liquid, spreading across the plaza, filtering into streets and underground passages and buildings. I watched a wave of commuters cross at the lights. Forty, fifty people moving as a single mass. The lights changed. Another wave. And another.

I thought about the trains.

Of course I'd read about the trains. One doesn't plan a trip to Tokyo without encountering the discourse on public transport etiquette, the specific warnings to foreign women about chikan, about the men who grope on crowded carriages, about keeping your bag in front of you as protection, about the women-only carriages during rush hour. I'd read all of it. I'd bookmarked several articles.

For research purposes.

Obviously.

The taxi pulled up outside our hotel. Small, glass-fronted, the kind of business hotel that exists in every city. The driver helped with our bags. Daniel paid, fumbling with the unfamiliar notes. I stood on the pavement and felt the heat rising off the concrete.

The lobby was tiny. Immaculate, but tiny. The receptionist was a young woman, efficient and slightly bored-looking, who checked us in with careful English and handed over two key cards.

"Breakfast is seventh floor, six-thirty to nine-thirty. Check-out is eleven. Please enjoy your stay."

We thanked her. Daniel's hand found my lower back as we turned towards the lifts. Habit, not desire. The kind of touch that means we are together in public rather than I want you.

The lift had mirrored walls. I saw myself: hair escaping its ponytail, shirt creased and slightly damp, looking younger than twenty-one. Daniel looked worse. Glasses fogged, face shiny, the specific exhaustion of someone who'd been awake for twenty hours and counting.

We didn't speak.

Fifth floor. The corridor was narrow, beige, identical doors every few metres. Our room was halfway down.

Daniel opened the door.

The room was small. That's the polite word. Small. Single bed, though we'd booked a double, but this was apparently what Japanese hotels meant by double: a bed slightly wider than single, suitable for two people who quite liked each other. Window overlooking other buildings, all glass and concrete and air conditioning units. Our air conditioning unit was struggling, pushing out air that was cool-ish but losing the fight against August.

The bathroom was visible through an open door. Tiny. Immaculate. Everything in miniature.

We both stood there for a moment, bags in hands, looking at the bed.

Then we collapsed onto it.

Not touching. Just lying on our backs, staring at the ceiling, still fully dressed, too tired to do anything else.

"Food later?" Daniel said.

"Mm."

"There was a convenience store near the station."

"Mm."

His breathing started to deepen. I lay there listening to the city outside: traffic, voices, the low hum of ten million people living their lives. Cooking dinner. Watching television. Fucking. Sleeping. Existing.

We had three weeks here.

Twenty-one days in a city where nobody knew who I was, what I'd said in seminars, what workshops I'd run, what my mother had published. Three weeks of being nobody in particular. I could get on a train and I'd just be another foreign tourist. I could stand in a crowd and nobody would expect me to have opinions.

The thought should have been relaxing.

Instead it felt like standing at the edge of something very high.

Daniel's breathing settled into the rhythm of sleep. I stayed awake, too warm, too aware of my body in these clothes. The linen stuck to my thighs. My shirt clung to my back. I thought about the shower. How small it would be. How the water would feel.

I thought about the taxi driver's hands on the steering wheel. Large hands. Older hands. The wedding ring catching the light.

I thought about the crowds at Shinjuku Station. All those bodies. All that proximity.

I was warm. Not just from the heat. I shifted slightly, aware of the specific warmth between my legs, the way my knickers were already damp from sweat and something else.

I didn't touch myself. Not yet. Just lay there, listening to Daniel sleep and the city hum and my own pulse in my ears.

Tomorrow we'd be tourists. We'd see temples. We'd eat interesting food. We'd take photographs.

Tomorrow.

Tonight I just lay there in a too-small room in a too-hot city and thought about trains.


Chapter 2: The Confession


The ramen had been extraordinary. That was the word for it: extraordinary. A tiny place three streets from the hotel, eight seats, a man in his sixties behind the counter who hadn't looked at us once but had produced two bowls of something so good it had briefly silenced us both. We'd eaten quickly and without ceremony, the way you eat when you've been awake for twenty hours and the food is better than you deserve.

Now we were back in the room with a bottle of sake from the convenience store and the window cracked open and the city doing its quiet nighttime thing outside. Eleven o'clock. Daniel was lying on his side facing me, glasses off, hair still slightly damp from the shower. Without the glasses he looked younger. Softer. He reached for the sake bottle and I passed it.

"The pronunciation thing," he said. "It's not as complicated as everyone makes out."

"You said arigato to the woman at the ramen place and she looked at you like you'd sneezed on her."

"That's tonal. It's very tonal."

"Japanese isn't tonal."

He took a long pull from the bottle. "I'm committed to the idea that it is."

I laughed. The sake was cheap and warm and doing what cheap warm sake does, which is to say it was making the inside of my chest feel like the window felt: cracked open. The city noise came through it. Somewhere below us, a taxi horn. Voices. The low mechanical sigh of the city breathing.

I shifted against the headboard. Daniel watched me.

"You're thinking about something," he said.

"I'm always thinking about something."

"Something specific." He handed the bottle back. "You've had that face since the airport."

I looked at the sake. The label was in kanji I couldn't read. I'd been carrying this thing around all day, this specific weight, and I was tired of carrying it, and the sake and the dark and the fact of being twelve thousand kilometres from anyone who knew my name made me reckless.

"Do you ever have fantasies," I said, "that you're ashamed of afterwards?"

He didn't move. Didn't reach for the bottle. Just looked at me steadily with his bare hazel eyes.

"Everyone does, probably."

"Not like this." I turned the bottle in my hands. "Not the kind where you finish and then just... sit there hating yourself. Feeling like a complete fraud."

"Do you want to tell me?"

I didn't know. That was the honest answer. I didn't know if I wanted to tell him or if I just wanted to have told him, wanted to skip the terrifying middle part and arrive at the other side of it where someone else knew and I wasn't carrying it alone anymore.

The sake was making everything possible and terrible. I could feel the words forming, the confession I'd never made to anyone, and some terrible reckless part of me wanted him to know. Wanted someone to know. Wanted to not be alone in it anymore.

"I have thoughts," I said, "that don't match who I'm supposed to be. Who I actually am, or who I've told everyone I am, which might be different things. Thoughts that make me feel like I'm standing up in front of people and talking absolute rubbish whilst privately being..." I stopped.

"Being what?"

"Someone else entirely."

Daniel was quiet. Outside, another taxi horn. The air conditioning hummed its losing battle.

"You're not a fraud," he said.

I laughed, short and without humour. "You don't know."

"Then tell me."

So I did. Not all of it. Not the full architecture of it, not every variation I'd constructed in four years of shameful solo inventory. Just the shape. The outline. Older men. The fantasies about authority, about being held down, about being passed between people who hadn't bothered to learn my name. Being used was the word I used, finally, quietly, staring at the sake label. Being used and not minding. Wanting it, actually. Wanting it the way I'd never wanted any of the polite, equal, feminist-approved sex I'd actually had.

I couldn't look at him when I said it.

The silence afterwards was the longest thirty seconds of my adult life.

Then: "I don't think you should apologise for that."

"I wasn't—"

"You were about to."

I looked at him. He was still lying there, still quiet, and his expression was something I didn't have a word for.

"I understand more than you think," he said.

"What does that mean?"

He reached for the sake. Took his time with it. When he spoke again his voice was careful, the way his voice got when he was working out the words in real time.

"I watch porn that confuses me. Not standard stuff. I mean, I don't even know what standard is anymore, but." He stopped. Started again. "There are these scenarios. Groups of men. And a woman. And I'm not... I've worked out that I'm not imagining being the men. I'm not imagining touching her myself." He set the bottle down. "I think I get off on watching. Not doing. Just witnessing. Is that weird?"

The word that came to me was no. A very simple, very immediate no.

"Do you mean," I said slowly, "that you'd want to watch me. With other men."

"I don't know." He met my eyes. "Maybe. The thought makes me..." He gestured vaguely at his lap, which was answer enough.

My boyfriend had just admitted he wanted to watch me get used by other men and I was soaked, I was absolutely soaked, my knickers damp and my cunt aching and Christ, what did that make us? What did it make either of us, lying here in this tiny overheated room with our respective monstrous honest secrets finally out in the air between us?

We stared at each other.

"Have you thought about it here?" I asked. "In Tokyo. Where nobody knows us."

"Yes." No hesitation. "Have you?"

I nodded.

Neither of us said anything else. The agreement formed in the silence, not spoken, not needing to be: the shape of a possibility neither of us had been able to name before tonight. We were here. We were no one. The trains ran all morning, packed full of commuters, and I had been cataloguing the salarymen since the airport, and Daniel had been watching me do it, and we both knew now that the other one knew.

I pressed my hand between my thighs. Over my knickers, just the heel of my palm, pressure and heat, and I watched him watching me do it. His cock was hard against the cotton of his boxers. I could see the shape of it clearly.

I came in about thirty seconds. Barely a sound, just my thighs shaking and my breath going shallow and my fingers pressing harder without my telling them to. Daniel's breathing thickened through his nose, his hand moving under the waistband of his boxers, unhurried, watching my face whilst I watched his. He came shortly after, quietly, turning his face briefly toward the ceiling, then back to me. Neither of us spoke.

We lay down. The gap between us on the bed was six inches. Neither of us crossed it.

"What do we do now?" I said, eventually, to the ceiling.

"I don't know." His voice was already thickening toward sleep, or pretending to be. "Maybe we just... see."

"See," I repeated.

"Tomorrow. The trains."

I closed my eyes. The city went on outside the window. The air conditioning hummed. Somewhere in my chest, behind my ribs, the thing I'd been carrying all day sat differently now. Not lighter, exactly. But known. Witnessed.

I didn't sleep for a long time.


Chapter 3: Kawaii Hito


The platform at Shinjuku was a living thing.

Not metaphorically. It breathed, it shifted, it pressed against itself, the morning crowd moving in those particular Tokyo patterns that looked chaotic from outside and operated on invisible geometry from within. Eight-fifteen on a Friday in August and the salarymen were everywhere: dark suits, white shirts, briefcases, the collective smell of hair product and cigarette smoke and the warm human reality of bodies that had been in the heat since six. I stood slightly apart from Daniel, which we had agreed, which I had agreed to whilst lying awake at three in the morning running through the plan with the systematic thoroughness of someone preparing a debate brief rather than a woman preparing to be groped on public transport.

This was absolutely, categorically insane. I was a twenty-one-year-old woman who had stood in the Pembroke College junior common room with a projector slide about bystander intervention, and I was standing on a platform at Shinjuku Station braless, in a thin dress, waiting to be touched by a stranger. Christ.

The dress was thin, and that was what I kept coming back to, standing there in the press of bodies with the platform heat already closing in. Pale blue cotton, knee-length, decent by any objective measure, but Daniel had suggested no bra this morning in that careful, quiet way he had of suggesting things he knew would make me wet, and I had stood in the bathroom mirror for a full minute looking at myself and then removed it. The fabric moved with me in a way that made the removal immediately, damningly obvious, my nipples already shamefully present in the heat, and I had been wet before we'd even left the hotel.

Daniel was twenty feet away, chinos and linen shirt, backpack held in front of him, glasses slightly steamed in the humidity. He glanced at me across the crowd. The glance said: are you still doing this. I looked back at him and the look said: yes, obviously yes, don't make me say it out loud. He nodded, very slightly, and returned to staring at the track indicator board with the studied concentration of a man thinking about something other than what he was thinking about.

The train arrived like a wall of pressurised air and noise.

The doors opened and the crowd simply absorbed me. There is no other word for it: I stopped being a person with agency and became a particle in a system, swept inward and sideways, my sandals finding the carriage floor and my hand grabbing the overhead rail before I'd consciously decided to grab it. Someone's shoulder against my left arm, someone's briefcase against my shin, the doors closing behind me into a density I hadn't experienced on the Central Line at nine in the morning, which I had previously considered the outer boundary of involuntary human proximity.

I couldn't see Daniel. He'd entered through the next set of doors, the plan, we'd discussed the plan but knowing it and feeling it were different and for a moment something cold and practical moved through the arousal like a hand through water.

One could simply exit at the next station. One could stand here perfectly safely in a Tokyo commuter train and exit in six minutes and go and have breakfast and not do this. One could.

The train jolted into motion. I grabbed the rail harder. Bodies swayed, redistributed their weight with the practised ease of people who had done this commute a thousand times. The heat inside was a different heat from the platform: recycled, human, close, carrying with it the intimate musk of fifty people pressed together in August. Someone's hair was near my face. An advertising hoarding above the windows showed a woman eating yoghurt with a look of profound satisfaction.

I scanned the carriage.

Not him. Not him. Too young, dear God, too young. Him, possibly, the one with the charcoal shoulders and the certain way he holds himself, but he's looking at his phone and I'm not, I'm absolutely not auditioning them, that would be a perfectly appalling thing to be doing, I am simply—

He appeared the way inevitable things appear: moving through the crowd without disturbing it, efficient and unremarkable, parting the bodies with small courteous adjustments until he arrived at the space behind me.

Fifty-five, perhaps. Perhaps sixty. I was still bad at this, which was a gap in my education I was presently regretting. His hair was grey, properly grey, not the cultivated grey of vanity but the grey of a man who had simply stopped noticing. His suit was charcoal and good quality, worn until it had settled into him, shiny at the elbows and perfectly pressed everywhere else. White shirt, no tie, the face of a man who had been tired for twenty years and found it perfectly tolerable. And his hands, when he reached past me for the overhead rail, were large for his frame: thick-fingered, steady, the wedding ring worn to a particular smoothness on the inner edge from decades of being on a hand that worked.

My chest did something my rib cage hadn't authorised, and I could not have stopped it for anything.

The train jolted at a junction.

His hand brushed my arse.

Oh.

Not deliberate. The carriage had shifted, we'd all shifted with it, and I knew the difference between accidental contact and a hand that had decided to stay, and this was—

His hand didn't move away.

Just rested. Light. Warm. Exactly warm, that was the thing, not cold and sudden like the fantasy version I had constructed across four years of guilty, thorough, mortifying practice, but warm and still, as though it had always been there, as though this was simply where his hand lived.

It was warm. That was the first thing, the first real thing, the daft and trivial thing that my brain fixed on in the absence of anything more coherent: his hand was warm. And it had stopped. And I was standing here with my pulse doing something alarming and not moving away, not considering moving away, thinking: wait. Just wait and see.

Thirty seconds. Perhaps longer, I genuinely couldn't say. The city moved past the windows. The yoghurt woman watched from the advertising hoarding with her expression of dairy-based serenity. A student three bodies away had her eyes closed, headphones in, head tipped back against the glass.

He moved his hand.

Not away. Not removing it with a polite shuffle and a murmured apology. Moving it deliberately, the cup of his palm settling against the curve of my arse through the thin cotton, not gripping, not rushing, simply resting there with the particular quality of a question that had already calculated its answer and was simply waiting for confirmation.

The heat of it went through the cotton like the fabric wasn't there, and the heat went through me the same way.

I had a choice. That's what I told myself, standing on the Yamanote Line between Shinjuku and Harajuku with a married Japanese salaryman's hand cupped against my arse, the morning light coming through the windows, fifty people around us entirely uninvolved: I had a choice. I was choosing. I could step forward, could excuse myself, could exit at the next station and go eat something and pretend this was a normal Friday. I am twenty-one years old, I had organised the consent workshops, I understand agency and threshold, and I am absolutely choosing and what I am choosing is—

More.

Please.

I didn't move. I stood absolutely still and felt his understanding of that stillness travel through his hand and into his body, his chest settling against my back with the deliberate, unhurried confidence of a man who had received a clear answer and intended to honour it properly. He was warm all down my back, and he smelled of cigarettes and something medicinal, throat lozenges perhaps, and underneath that the smell of a man who had been warm since before the sun came up, the lived human smell of it. His chin was near my hair. His other hand moved to the overhead rail, his arm coming up beside mine, not trapping, not forcing, but the effect was the same: I was in the space his body created, contained in it, and I was not, in any register I could access, remotely interested in leaving.

I found Daniel.

He was across the carriage, perhaps twenty feet, pressed between two suits with a clear sightline to me. His backpack was angled in front of him in a way I recognised now as strategic, his face holding that particular stillness he used when he was trying to appear uninvested in something that was consuming him entirely. He was watching, his chest rising in the short, controlled pattern of a man trying to breathe quietly through something he had not entirely prepared for.

Our eyes met, for the length of one held breath.

His face was not horror. I want to be precise about this, because I have thought about this moment more than I have thought about most things. What I saw on Daniel's face, in that one long second across the packed carriage, was not discomfort or jealousy or even the performance of concern. It was want. Raw and simple and entirely directed at this, at what was happening at my back, at the evidence of what I was choosing and what was about to happen next. He had gone slightly open in the jaw. His right hand was shoved beneath his backpack in a way that had nothing to do with carrying it, the tension running up his forearm visible even from here.

He was hard. He was hard, watching a stranger's palm cupped against my arse in a packed Tokyo commuter carriage, and the sight of Daniel like that, of Daniel like that, of what this was doing to him, sent a pulse of heat through me so sharp I had to lock my knees.

The consent workshop I had run in Michaelmas term had a section on the ethics of public spaces and bodily autonomy. I had written that section myself, quite carefully, I thought it was rather good.

I was extremely wet.

His hand slid down the curve of my arse and found the hem of my dress.

I gripped the overhead rail harder, the metal warm under other hands before mine. The train rocked and the elevated track gave way briefly to a corridor of buildings close enough to see into offices, rows of desks, another ordinary Friday, the whole unremarkable city going about its business. He went slowly, his fingers finding the hem and moving under it without any hurry at all, his skin warm against my bare thigh, and the shock of direct contact moved up through my body like a live current finding its way to ground. He was not teasing, I don't think it was teasing, more that he was a man who did things at the pace they required and would not be rushed by anyone. His hand moved up my inner thigh and I was trembling against him, my body doing it without permission, and when his fingers reached my knickers he made a sound, very low, almost inaudible, warm against my hair.

The cotton was soaked through. There was no ambiguity about it, no possible alternative interpretation: I was standing on a commuter train in front of fifty people and the evidence of what this had done to me was immediate and absolute and entirely beyond any pretence of polite deniability.

He made the sound again, lower this time, approving, and then quietly, against my hair, in a murmur that was meant only for me: "Kawaii hito."

I didn't speak Japanese. I didn't need to.

His fingers pushed the cotton aside.

Oh God. Oh Christ. Oh—

Two fingers, thick and certain and not asking permission, sliding into me all at once, and my legs did something structural and alarming that only the press of his body against mine and the white-knuckled grip of my fist on the overhead rail prevented from becoming a genuine problem. I bit down on my lip so hard I tasted copper. The man to my left was scrolling his phone, the woman opposite had been asleep against the glass for three stops, the train rocked through Harajuku and an automated voice announced something pleasant and the LED board changed and Kenji's fingers were inside me, in public, curling upward, finding the angle with the brisk and utterly certain efficiency of someone who had done this before and knew the territory well.

One doesn't, in one's right mind, make room for a stranger's fingers on the Tokyo Metro. One doesn't adjust one's weight and angle one's hips and open the tiniest fraction to give him better access. One doesn't do any of that. And yet here we are.

I shifted my weight. I need to say this clearly: I shifted my weight and moved my feet slightly and tilted my hips, barely, a fraction, making it easier for him, making room, my body making the decision at a speed the conscious mind couldn't match and wouldn't have approved of if it could. His other hand, on the overhead rail, moved incrementally closer to mine, and when his hand shifted the wedding ring was cold against my thigh, a small bright shock of cold against all that heat.

I was standing on a Tokyo train making room for a stranger's fingers inside me, and the thing I could not stop thinking, the only thought that would come, that kept arriving and arriving, was finally. Four years of wanking in my Hampstead bedroom feeling monstrous and disgusted and wet and coming anyway, four years of reading feminist theory in the morning to punish myself for what I'd wanted the night before, four years of the fantasy sitting in me like something shameful and animal and absolutely mine, and the feeling moving through me right now was not shame, was not only shame, was shame mixed so thoroughly with want and heat and the slick certainty of his fingers that I couldn't separate the ingredients any more, and the mixture was more incandescent than any single thing I had ever felt alone in the dark.

His thumb found my clit.

A sound came out of me. Small, compressed, mostly contained, but real, and the woman three spaces to my left glanced in my direction. I fixed my gaze on the middle distance with the rigid expression of someone suffering a minor headache, and after a moment she looked away.

He was merciless. That's the word, and I use it without complaint. Merciless in the way of someone who has decided on a thing and sees no reason whatsoever to be tentative about it: two fingers working steadily and deeply, his thumb firm and relentless against my clit, the curl of them finding the precise angle that made my whole body want to collapse, working it over and over with the patience of a man who had absolutely nowhere else to be. I was soaked around his hand, could feel exactly how wet I was, the obscene slickness of it, and I could smell myself in the warm recycled air of the carriage, that specific smell, my own arousal warm and unmistakable, and the mortification of it, the absolutely appalling intimacy of it, made everything sharper and worse and better and more.

My mother had a paper published in the European Journal of Feminist Theory. She signed copies for people at departmental events. She was very pleased about the impact factor. I was coming on a stranger's hand on the Yamanote Line.

The orgasm arrived without announcement, the way water comes through a wall: not one breach but many at once and then suddenly all of it, my thighs shaking so hard I bit my lip to silence what wanted to come out, the wave of it going through me from my cunt to my chest to my back teeth, my knuckles white on the rail as my body folded and un-folded and folded again. The wet heat of it was obscene. I could smell myself. That was the dreadful, mortifying, incandescent thing: standing in a packed carriage, I could smell my own cunt in the warm air, and it was appalling, and it made the second orgasm arrive faster and sharper and higher than the first, a full-body convulsion I felt in places I hadn't previously associated with orgasm, and the sound I made into the window glass was small and helpless and absolutely real.

A woman nearby, thirties, office clothes, glanced at me with the quick professional incuriosity of someone who had decided not to have seen something, and looked back at her phone.

Kenji did not stop.

Through the orgasm and past it, his fingers kept their pace, his thumb still working in that same steady, ungodly geometry, and I was whimpering now, very quietly, a small repeated sound I couldn't prevent, my body locked between his and the carriage door, entirely dissolved, the aftershocks hitting one after another in quick succession. His breath was steady against my neck, his chest solid and warm and utterly calm. There was something genuinely appalling about his calm: that he could stand in a packed commuter carriage with his fingers deep inside a stranger, working her through a second orgasm, and not look any more agitated than a man waiting for his stop.

The second orgasm arrived faster than the first, sharper, higher, a full-body thing I felt in my back teeth, and the sound I made was something I will not be repeating in polite company.

The train began to slow.

His fingers stilled, then withdrew, the loss so sudden and so complete that I made a small, undignified sound of protest that I would be processing for some time, my body clenching around nothing, bereft. His hand came out from under my dress and smoothed the fabric down behind me with a gesture so matter-of-fact it stopped my breath entirely. I was shaking properly now, not the fine trembling of arousal but something structural, my legs barely functional, the inside of my thighs slick and cooling in the recycled carriage air, my knickers so wet they had ceased to be a garment and become simply evidence. My cunt was still pulsing in slow, fading contractions I couldn't stop and didn't particularly want to.

He reached into his jacket pocket, produced a small folded tissue with the absolute calm practicality of a man who carried one for exactly this sort of occasion, and wiped his hand clean, unhurried, refolded the tissue neatly, and put it away. Then, only then, he turned his head and looked at me directly and properly, for the first time: not at my reflection in the glass, not at the back of my head. At my face. As though I were the most ordinary thing in the world, and also the only thing worth looking at.

His expression was the thing I hadn't expected. Not leering. Not triumphant. Something much quieter: an acknowledgement, a recognition, the nod of a man who had answered a question that had been hanging in the air for twenty minutes. He nodded once, with a gravity that was almost courteous, and it was the most devastating thing anyone had done to me in my twenty-one years on earth.

The doors opened.

He moved through them with the same efficient, unhurried parting of bodies that had brought him to me, and the platform absorbed him, and he was gone into the Friday morning crowd before I had drawn three full breaths.

I stood in the space he'd left and shook.

The doors closed. The train moved. I became aware, slowly, of the carriage reconstituting itself around me: someone shifting into the vacated space beside me, the automated voice, the LED board ticking through its announcements. The woman who had been asleep was still asleep. The student with the headphones was changing her song. Everything had continued and nothing had registered and the inside of my thighs were wet, and my cunt was still pulsing, and I had come twice on a Tokyo commuter train in front of fifty people and not one of them had done anything except politely not look.

Daniel was beside me, his hand on my elbow, steady and warm. I hadn't seen him cross the carriage.

"Are you okay?" Low, close against my ear.

I nodded, my voice having gone somewhere I couldn't locate, some far room in my own head. "We should get off." Another nod. Yes. Off. The next station was the only rational thought available to me, because the alternative was standing here for four more stops, dress damp, legs unreliable, smelling of myself in a way that would have been perfectly appalling in any context other than this one.

The train slowed, the doors opened, and Daniel's hand stayed on my elbow as we moved onto the platform, into the morning crowd, the heat and noise of the ordinary Tokyo Friday receiving us without comment. My sandals found the platform tiles. Bodies moved around us without caring. Somewhere above, the electronic board announced the next departure in two minutes.

I stood still for a moment and let the air hit me.

I had done it. I had actually, genuinely, in concrete physical reality rather than in the dark of my Hampstead bedroom with my hand between my legs and my mother's books on the shelf above me, done it. The thing I had wanted since I was seventeen. The thing I had wanked to and come from and then lain there hating myself for wanting. And it was—

Christ. It was so much better. It was so thoroughly, devastatingly, categorically better than the fantasy that the fantasy seemed now like a pencil sketch of something I had just seen in full colour, smelled, tasted, stood inside of, shaken apart in.

Daniel was watching my face with the careful attention he'd brought to the whole morning, except his glasses were slightly fogged and there was a flush along his throat that had nothing to do with the August heat.

We looked at each other across the narrow space between us, and neither of us had words for what had just happened, and neither of us tried.

"My legs have stopped working properly," I said, eventually.

He made a sound that was almost a laugh, and his hand tightened on my elbow. "There's a coffee place," he said. "Just outside the exit."

"Yes. Coffee. Yes." I paused. "In a moment."

I stood on the platform a little longer. The Yamanote Line departed behind us, curving away on its endless loop, carrying its oblivious cargo of suited men and sleeping women and the ordinary Friday city, and I watched it go and felt my own body slowing back toward something that resembled composure, and thought about Kenji's hand, and his wedding ring cold against my thigh, and the tissue produced with such calm practicality, and the nod.

The nod especially.


Chapter 4: What Daniel Saw


The room was dim and cold and blessedly quiet after the noise and press of the train, and I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the carpet and tried to locate some version of myself that could speak in complete sentences. There was a pale rectangle near the skirting board where the cleaning trolley had scuffed the pile; I looked at it for a long time, not because it was interesting, but because it was the most neutral thing in the room and I needed something neutral very badly.

Daniel locked the door. I heard the click of it. He didn't come away from the door immediately, just stood there with his hand still on the handle, and I could hear him breathing, and I could hear myself not breathing, and the air conditioning hummed its indifferent cycle; outside, Tokyo continued in the way cities do, entirely unbothered by the private disasters of the people inside them. Neither of us spoke.

"I loved it."

My own voice surprised me. Hoarse, unfamiliar, as though it belonged to someone who'd been shouting for a long time. I was still looking at the scuffed carpet when I said it, and I said it before I'd decided to, before the part of me that organises sentences and considers implications had a chance to intervene. Terribly inconvenient, that part. Absent when most needed.

"I know." Daniel's voice was careful. "I could see."

I looked up at him then. He'd taken his glasses off at some point and was holding them loosely, and without them his face looked younger and more open, and he was looking at me with something I didn't have a word for, not pity, not disgust, something that sat further back in the face than either of those, behind the eyes rather than on them.

"Were you hard?" The question came out with the same directness as the first admission, because something had broken open in me on that train platform and the polished social machinery had apparently gone with it; I was asking my boyfriend, in a hotel room in Shinjuku, whether he'd had an erection whilst watching a fifty-seven-year-old stranger use his fingers on me in a packed commuter carriage. "The whole time?"

He didn't look away. "Yes."

He was still in his chinos and shirt from this morning, and the evidence was plain enough. He made no move to conceal it, no apologetic shift or strategic repositioning. He simply let me see. My mouth went dry in a way that had nothing to do with the hotel's inadequate air conditioning and everything to do with the fact that I could still feel the ghost of Kenji's fingers and I was already soaked through and this was, apparently, who I was now.

"Tell me what it looked like." I pulled my knee up onto the bed and turned slightly toward him, my ponytail mostly undone, dark blonde strands stuck to the back of my neck from the heat, mascara doubtless in a thoroughly undignified state. "From where you were standing. What did you actually see?"

Daniel came away from the door then and sat in the small chair beside the window, not the bed; the distance said what neither of us needed to articulate. He set his glasses on the windowsill.

"Your face, first," he said. "You were looking at your phone. But you weren't reading anything on it. Your jaw was doing the thing it does."

"What thing?"

"When you're trying not to show something." He paused. "Then his hand. Under the hem. You couldn't see from your angle how obvious it was, but from where I was standing." He stopped, pressed his thumbnail to his lower lip for a moment. "It was obvious. Everyone could have seen, if they'd been looking. Some of them were."

Oh.

Oh, that was new information, and it landed somewhere between my hips like a fist.

People on the train had seen. Had watched a girl in a summer dress go very still while an older man's hand moved up under the hem, had seen her shift her weight just slightly, just enough, and had said nothing, done nothing, in the way that Tokyo does, and had perhaps watched with the same quality of quiet attention that Daniel had been watching with, and I was so wet I could feel it against the insides of my thighs and the feminist in me could go and get absolutely stuffed.

My cunt clenched so hard it was nearly painful. Still humming, still swollen, and hearing him describe it was doing something that was going to make the knickers situation considerably, humiliatingly worse.

"And then," Daniel said, "you moved your legs apart. Just slightly. Just enough." He looked at me steadily. "You chose it. Every second of it, you chose it. That was the thing I couldn't stop watching."

He had seen all of it. Had stood twenty feet away in a packed Tokyo commuter carriage and watched a stranger push his fingers inside me and had watched me spread my legs to give him better access, had seen my face when I came. He had watched me become the thing I'd been ashamed of for four years, and he was sitting across a hotel room from me with a visible erection and something on his face I could only describe as awe, uncomplicated awe, without a trace of revision in it.

He wasn't disgusted. He was hard.

Something in my chest cracked cleanly in two, like good china dropped on tile.

"I want to do it again." My voice came out steadier than I had any right to expect. "Not again like once more. Again like I don't want to stop. More men, different trains, I want—" I stopped, because the wanting was very large and not entirely shapeable into language yet, it was more appetite than thought, more body than mind, and my body had been making decisions without consulting me all morning. "What does that make me?"

"Honest," Daniel said. Simply, immediately, without the qualifier I'd braced for.

That was when I cried.

Not dramatically, not the way I'd rehearsed it in my head during the months of imagining what it might feel like to finally say these things aloud. Just tears, sudden and warm, and rather inelegant ones at that, the kind that arrive with an undignified hiccup I couldn't suppress, my nose running almost immediately in that deeply mortifying way that reminded me of being nine years old. I sat on the edge of a hotel bed in Tokyo with my dress still damp at the hem and my mascara certainly halfway down my face and cried, and the relief of it was physical, somewhere between my ribs, a knot I'd been carrying so long I'd stopped noticing it simply, quietly let go.

We are genuinely extraordinary people, I thought. Genuinely, dreadfully, perfectly extraordinary.

Daniel crossed the room and sat beside me, put his arm around my shoulders, and I leaned into him and breathed through it. He smelled of his own sweat, the chemical cool of the hotel room, and faintly of something else, something I recognised now as arousal, that particular warm animal note underneath the deodorant and the clean shirt. I pressed my face briefly against his shoulder and felt the tension in him, the held-in wanting of him, different from Kenji's blunt physical certainty but real, genuinely real in a way that made my throat close again for an entirely different reason.

"We need to talk about what we're doing," he said, into my hair.

"I know."

"Tonight, maybe. Different train. Evening rush is different, I read, well." He stopped. "I looked some things up. Before we came. For research."

I laughed, wet and slightly undignified. "Of course you did."

"The Chuo Line. Or the Saikyo. There are particular carriages later in the evening, where it's." He seemed to feel the absurdity of narrating train logistics with his arm around his crying girlfriend. "We don't have to decide now."

"No. I want to decide now." I sat up and wiped my face with the back of my hand, shoved the wreckage of my ponytail away. "I want to go tonight." The wanting was already reforming itself into something specific, something hungry and deliberate, the appetite that had woken up this morning on the Chuo Line and had no intention of going back to sleep. "Different from this morning. I want more. Not just one man."

Daniel's arm tightened fractionally. "Okay."

"You'd watch."

"Yes."

"Is that enough for you?" I turned to look at him properly, reading his face the way I read texts that require close attention, looking for the thing underneath the thing. "Just watching. You don't want to, with me, or with—"

"No." He said it with a quiet certainty that was kinder than any elaboration. "Watching is the thing. Being close to it but not in it. That's where I." He met my eyes. "That's what I am. Is that all right?"

I thought about him across the carriage, glasses fogged in the heat, bag held just so. I thought about what it had done to me, knowing he was there. The witnessing. The way his watching had worked on me like a second pair of hands.

"It's perfect," I said. "We fit perfectly. We're just not what anyone would expect."

Something in his face settled, some long-held careful thing releasing, and he looked younger by several years, more like the boy who'd argued Rawls with me across a debating society table in first year than the composed person he usually performed.

I kissed him.

He made a surprised sound against my mouth, and then kissed back, and it was not like the polite, occasional kisses of the past several months. It was real, urgent, his hands coming up fast, one at my jaw and one in the ruined ponytail, and I could feel the want in him, different from Kenji's thick blunt certainty but genuine, pressing forward.

I pulled back, grabbed the hem of my dress, and pulled it over my head.

No bra. I'd stopped wearing one three days into Tokyo and the heat was only part of the reason.

He watched me with the same quality of attention he'd had on the train, focused and intent and slightly wide-eyed, and when I lay back on the bed and pulled him with me there was no polite negotiation of limbs, no careful arrangement; I simply moved my soaked knickers aside because there was no time and I was already so wet it was frankly embarrassing and I needed him inside me immediately, not because I wanted Daniel precisely, not in the way I'd wanted Kenji's hands, but because I needed something to fill the aching empty space those hands had left, and Daniel understood this, I was fairly certain Daniel understood this completely.

He pushed inside me and I made a sound the pillow only partially absorbed.

Oh God. Oh, that was. Yes.

He was harder than I'd felt him in months, possibly ever, and he moved with a purposefulness he didn't usually have, steadier than usual, and I lay under him with my eyes open and my mind immediately, helplessly, going back.

Kenji's wedding ring. Gold, worn at the inner edge, the kind of wear that takes decades of the same hand, the same woman's hand, and here it was pressing against my thigh on a train whilst its owner's fingers were doing something rather comprehensive inside my knickers. I had run a consent workshop in second week of Michaelmas. I had stood in front of fourteen undergraduates and explained, with considerable articulacy, the dynamics of sexual power imbalance. I had used the word "entitlement" seven times. I had been very good at it.

Kenji's fingers had been large and absolutely certain of themselves, the way older men's hands are certain, unhurried, not performing for me, simply doing the thing as though he'd decided to do it and intended to do it correctly, and I had been soaked through in approximately forty-five seconds and had spread my legs on a packed commuter train and there is no way to contextualise that within the framework of the workshop notes. There simply isn't. I checked.

Daniel's hand found my breast, and I arched up into it and stopped thinking about workshops.

I was fucking Daniel and thinking about another man's hands, about the specific worn gold of a wedding ring and the way thick fingers feel when they know what they're doing, and it should have felt like a betrayal of something but it felt like the truth, finally, the actual truth of what we are and what we've always been. Daniel knew I was thinking it. He probably expected it. He was possibly, in some way neither of us would ever need to examine too carefully, grateful for it.

I came with my hand pressed flat against Daniel's chest, with my eyes open, thinking about a packed carriage and a charcoal suit and a single deliberate nod as a thumb pressed down on my clit, and the orgasm rolled through me full-body, the particular whole-body shiver I couldn't control, and I said "Christ" and "fuck" and possibly his name, though I'm not entirely certain whose name, and Daniel came hard thirty seconds later, burying himself and making a sound against my neck that I'd never heard from him before, raw and real and nothing like polite.

We lay still. The air conditioning ran its quiet programme. The room smelled of sex and sweat and the particular chemical cool of hotel linen, and I was aware of being thoroughly, happily, absolutely ruined for the second time today, and it was not yet noon.

Extraordinary, I thought. We are genuinely, dreadfully, perfectly extraordinary people.

"Tonight," I said.

"Tonight," he said back, and reached for his phone from the nightstand, pulled up the train map, coloured lines spreading across the city like a diagram of possibility. I leaned into his shoulder and looked at it with him, his warmth against my bare skin, both of us still slightly breathless, my ruined ponytail against his jaw. My finger found the Saikyo Line, running north to south down the centre of the screen.

"Here," I said.

He scrolled through departure times, murmuring them under his breath the way he reads anything he wants to retain, and I watched him do it and thought: we are making a plan. We are lying on a hotel bed in Shinjuku, covered in each other, smelling of sex, and we are making an actual plan. The consent workshop notes were somewhere in my email drafts. My mother's most recent paper was saved to my laptop. The Saikyo Line ran north to south, and we were choosing a time that was late enough for the particular quality of evening crowd and early enough to not draw any more attention than strictly necessary.

Daniel glanced at my face.

Whatever he saw there made him go still for a moment, something almost wondering in his expression, taking in the wrecked mascara and the undone hair and the flushed chest and whatever the rest of it added up to.

"You're beautiful like this," he said.

I raised an eyebrow. "Like what, exactly? Mascara halfway to my chin, hair like I lost a fight with a—"

"Free," he said.


Chapter 5: Rush Hour


The shower ran for a long time, cold then scalding then cold again, because my body had been running at a particular temperature since this morning and ordinary water wasn't making a dent in it. Kenji's hand. The particular unhurried certainty of a man who has decided something and intends to see it through. I stood under the spray and tried to think in a straight line and got precisely as far as:

Tonight.

Different train. Different men. Plural.

The word sat in me, warm and wrong and absolutely correct, and I washed my hair and didn't think too carefully about the black skirt folded in the paper bag on the chair. I'd stood in the shop for four minutes holding it before I'd carried it to the till, the girl behind the counter not blinking, because why would she. It was just a skirt. A perfectly ordinary short black skirt that stopped mid-thigh and was tight enough to announce its intentions, and it was not the sort of thing I had ever owned, and I'd handed over the yen without checking the price and walked out into the afternoon heat with my heart doing something rather undignified.

I turned off the water and stood in the steam, the single word still beating through me like a second pulse: tonight.

Daniel was on the bed when I came out, phone face-down on the mattress, watching the bathroom door in a way that suggested he'd been watching it for some time. Glasses on. Still fully dressed. The watching was the thing for Daniel, always the watching, and it had started already; it had started the moment I'd turned on the shower and he'd heard the water and begun imagining, and I could see the particular quality of his attention from across the room, the way a man looks when he is working very hard not to move.

I crossed to the chair and lifted the paper bag.

"Sit there," I said. "Don't move."

He sat there and didn't move, and the quality of his stillness told me he'd been holding his breath since he'd heard the shower stop.

I let the towel drop.

One does not, strictly speaking, require an audience to get dressed. And yet.

The skirt first. I stepped into it and pulled it up over my hips, the fabric tight and smooth and already warm from the afternoon, and I turned to look at myself in the wardrobe mirror because I needed to know. What I saw was not the Amelia who stood in tutorial rooms and said things like the structural implications are rather significant, actually. It was someone else; someone I recognised from the inside, from four years of private mortifying fantasy, from the particular shameful clarity of wanting something you've been publicly arguing against since you were eighteen. She looked back at me from the mirror with dark eyes and bare thighs and not a stitch of anything under the skirt, and somewhere in the back of my mind the woman who'd run three consent workshops was observing proceedings with an expression I can only describe as appalled. I met her reflection and thought: there you are, and I wasn't talking to the appalled one.

"No knickers," Daniel said, from the bed. Not a question.

"Observant."

"Christ, Amelia."

No knickers. One does not accidentally forget one's knickers. One stands in a Tokyo hotel room at six in the evening and decides, with complete and sober premeditation, to walk out into a city of thirteen million people without them, because one intends to be fingered on a commuter train by a stranger and knickers would be an administrative inconvenience. One is, in this specific context, entirely rational. One is also, in this specific context, already embarrassingly wet, which the cool air of the hotel room was making rather difficult to ignore, the bare skin of my inner thighs registering the temperature with an attention to detail that my Oxford education had not prepared me for.

The top next, thin fabric, low-cut, dark, and I pulled it on and my nipples were immediately and unapologetically visible through it, and I watched Daniel's throat move as he swallowed, the involuntary bob of it, and felt something clench low in my belly that had nothing to do with him specifically and everything to do with being looked at.

Then the heels: black, simple, and when I straightened up, my legs looked entirely different. The muscle definition from two years of rowing did something in heels that it had never once managed in trainers, something that lengthened and curved and made the skirt's hemline a statement rather than a measurement. I was standing in a Tokyo hotel room looking like the woman in the fantasies I'd been ashamed of since I was seventeen, and I felt, Christ, I felt extraordinary, lit from somewhere inside like a thing that has finally been switched on.

I did my makeup at the mirror, taking my time, because taking my time was, I had discovered, its own form of cruelty. Liner, careful. Mascara. Lipstick, a dark red I'd bought that afternoon and had not examined my motivations for purchasing at any point, not in the shop, not on the walk back, and certainly not now. I looked older. I looked like someone who had made a decision some time ago and was no longer interested in discussing it. From the bed, Daniel made a sound that was not quite a word.

"You can speak," I said to his reflection.

"You look..." He stopped, mouth still slightly open, the sentence apparently beyond rescue.

"I know," I said.

I walked to where he sat at the bed's edge, stopped close enough that he'd need to tip his chin up to meet my eyes, held his gaze, and pulled the hem up to my hip. Bare. Wet, already wet; wet from the dressing and the mirror and his watching and from the very specific image that had been living in my head since this afternoon: a crowded evening carriage, press of bodies, two men who did not know my name and were not going to learn it.

Daniel's breath came out in a long, slightly broken exhale, something pulled from him without permission, and I let the skirt fall and stepped back, and the extraordinary thing was how immediately easy it was to become operational.

"Chuo Line," I said, because planning was something I was rather good at regardless of what my thighs were doing. "Six forty-five from Shinjuku. Homeward crowd, older men, office workers, men who've been at their desks since eight and are now tired enough to be honest about what they want. Third or fourth carriage, middle of it, where it's dense."

Daniel picked up his phone with hands that were not entirely steady, found the map, pushed his glasses up. "I'll board at the far end. Same carriage, different door." He looked at me over the top of his frames. "You'll be able to see me?"

"I'll know where you are."

"And if you want to stop—"

"I'll say stop." I met his eyes. "I won't say stop."

He breathed out again, slowly. "Okay."

"If they're rough—"

"I want rough."

"Amelia."

"Daniel." I said it the same way he'd said mine, flat and level and done with the conversation. "I want rough. I want more than one. I want to be standing on a train in this skirt with no knickers underneath it and I want two men who don't know my name to put their hands on me while you watch from the other end of the carriage. That is what I want. That is specifically and precisely what I want. Is that what you want?"

The flush had crept up from his collar and was doing interesting things to his jaw. "Yes," he said, very quietly. "That is exactly what I want."

We were out of the hotel by quarter past six, the door clicking shut behind us on a room that smelled of perfume and premeditation.

The evening had softened the heat fractionally, the way Tokyo evenings will, dropping it from unbearable to merely oppressive, and neon had begun in earnest above the street in colours that had no earthly business existing. The crowds moved differently from morning: slower, with the particular purposeful shuffle of people heading home rather than toward obligation.

I stepped out into it and felt the heels on the pavement and the warm night air moving against the bare skin of my thighs, under the skirt, against skin that had no business being that exposed, and every step was a small, private announcement that nobody around me could quite hear.

The eyes came immediately, and without aggression, not the kind I'd have written a column about for the student paper. Simply the frank, unhurried attention of men who had noticed something worth noticing: older men, salaryman-exhausted, ties loosened, suit jackets folded over their arms, men who had been working since before I was born. They looked, and then they looked again, and Daniel walked three paces behind me and I knew without turning around that he was watching them watch me, that the watching was already doing what it did to him, and the knowledge went through me like something electrical, like the moment before a storm when the air changes quality entirely.

It had already started, I thought. It starts the moment you dress for it. You don't need the train yet.

Shinjuku Station swallowed us whole. We moved through the barriers and down to the Chuo Line platform at six forty-two, and the crowd was exactly what the evening had promised: a density of grey hair and dark suits and the specific, productive exhaustion of men who had been serious and responsible all day and were now simply going home. I moved through them and the skirt shifted against my thighs with every step and I felt them registering me, foreign and young and dressed wrong for the context, dressed precisely right for something else entirely, and my cunt was wet and the air was warm and I was about to do something I had been fantasising about since I was seventeen years old in my parents' Hampstead house with my mother's feminist theory on the bedside table, and the sheer, dreadful, mortifying correctness of it made me want to press my thighs together and keep walking.

I saw the two men near the platform edge.

One was broad across the shoulders, bald, his jacket straining across a solid, settled weight: a man who had been physical once and whose physicality had become furniture rather than vanishing. A gold watch on his wrist, thick-linked, expensive in a way that was about reliability rather than display. The other was leaner, carrying two days of grey stubble at a length that might have been deliberate but was probably just the end of a long week, his tie still knotted correctly at nearly seven in the evening because he was, self-evidently, the kind of man who notices things and maintains standards regardless. They were standing slightly apart from the main crowd with the particular quality of men who have been colleagues long enough not to need to perform conversation.

My pulse made itself known in my throat and considerably further south than that, and I made myself look properly, the way you assess something before committing to it. The gold watch. The grey stubble. The suited, settled, entirely ordinary authority of two men who had spent the day being competent and were now simply tired. And both of them, I clocked this with an attention I will not pretend was accidental, were wearing wedding rings.

Of course they were.

The lean one turned his head, and his eyes found me across the platform and held.

I did not look away.

He looked away first, and said something very quietly to his colleague, and the heavy one turned and looked at me in a way that was an entirely different quality of look from the looking of boys my age: no performance in it, no attempt to impress, simply a man deciding whether he wanted something and concluding, with the calm efficiency of long experience, that he did. I stood on a Tokyo platform at six forty-two in the evening with nothing between me and the night air and thought, with what I can only describe as luminous, ringing, Oxford-educated clarity:

Yes. You two. Come on, then.

The train arrived.

In the press of boarding I let myself drift toward where they were moving and ended up in the corner of the carriage with the metal pole cold and smooth in my hand, the two men settling close, the carriage filling and pressing warm around us. At the far doors, a familiar shape took up position: Daniel, backpack held in front of him, glasses slightly steamed from the heat of the platform, sightline unobstructed and absolutely clear.

I shifted my weight.

The skirt rode up, barely half an inch, and the lean man's eyes dropped to the hem and came back to my face, and what had settled into them was certainty: the particular, unhurried certainty of a man who has revised his assessment and reached a conclusion. He said something very quietly to his colleague, not a sentence I needed translated, and the heavy one looked at me then, a long, assessing look that moved and did not apologise for moving, and something in my body simply unlocked, some tightly-held tension releasing all at once in a way that left me slightly warmer and considerably more honest with myself than I'd been thirty seconds before.

The city pulled away outside the windows. The carriage was warm and close and smelled of the working day: suits and office air conditioning and the quiet, human staleness of eight hours of being somewhere responsible. I held the pole, kept my face perfectly composed, felt the wet, dreadful, mortifying, absolutely correct heat of it all, and waited with what I hoped was apparent patience for them to decide what to do about me.

They knew exactly what I was.

And that, God help me, was precisely the point.


Chapter 6: The Yamanote Line, Friday Evening


The train moved and Ryota stepped closer.

Not rushed. Not performative. The way a man moves when he's already decided and the deciding was the interesting part, not the doing. He was perhaps a foot away, close enough that I could smell the day on him. Cigarette smoke, office air, and something else underneath, cedar or aftershave. His tie was still knotted correctly. It was nearly seven in the evening, and his tie was still knotted correctly, and I found this rather extraordinary, even in the part of my brain that was still functioning.

"You are not afraid."

Not a question. A verdict, delivered quietly, with the particular precision of a man who learned English from books and had none of the hedging, none of the apologetic softness that native speakers use by reflex. Just the statement, clean and direct, held up for me to confirm or deny.

I shook my head.

Something shifted in his face. Not a smile exactly, more a settling, the expression of a man whose theory has just been confirmed by experiment. He held my eyes for another moment, then looked past me, the smallest tilt of his chin, and Hiroshi moved.

He came to my other side, and the corner of the carriage became a different space entirely. The two of them flanking me, Hiroshi's broad shoulder on my left, Ryota's lean stillness on my right, the door behind me and nowhere to go that I wanted to go. The overhead lights hummed. Outside the windows Tokyo was becoming its evening self, the neon asserting itself against a sky that had turned deep purple. A salaryman four bodies away kept his eyes on his phone.

I was caged. I had walked into a cage I had built myself, wearing heels and a skirt I had bought for this evening and nothing underneath, and the bars were two men in suits who smelled of the working day and wanted me.

Finally, I thought. Just: finally.

Hiroshi's hand found my breast.

Not tentative. Not a question. His palm pressed flat against me through the thin fabric and then closed, squeezed hard, rough and certain, and the sound that came out of me was half gasp, half moan, the sort of noise I'd have been mortified by a week ago. His hand was large, I registered this even as my brain was dissolving, large and rough and completely uninterested in being careful with me. He squeezed again and I felt my nipple harden against his palm and he made a low sound in his chest, satisfaction not surprise, the sound of a man confirming something he'd already clocked.

He wasn't gentle. I hadn't wanted gentle. Not once, not ever, not in four years of fantasising. His hand was large and rough, and he grabbed my tit like he owned it and something in me that had been wound tight since I was seventeen years old simply gave.

Ryota's hand moved at the same moment, unhurried, up the outside of my thigh. The fabric of my skirt rode up as he moved higher, and then skin, bare skin, and then higher still until he found my pussy, wet and waiting, and what he found was the humiliating, drenching evidence of how long I had wanted this.

He paused. Then he laughed, very quietly, the breath of it warm against my cheek, and said something to Hiroshi in Japanese, a few words, conversational.

I didn't need a translation. The tone was sufficient. The tone said: look at the state of her. The tone said: told you. The tone said: foreign girl, no knickers, soaked before we've even started, and whatever word he used for me in Japanese I was certain it wasn't complimentary and I was equally certain that this was not a problem.

I spread my legs.

A fraction, a small shifting of my weight, my feet moving slightly further apart in the heels, and both men felt it and both men understood, and Hiroshi's grip on my breast changed quality. Both hands now, moving to cup and then to pinch, finding my nipples through the fabric and pressing hard, twisting, and I made a sound into the back of my teeth that I kept just barely to myself.

Ryota's fingers pressed into me.

Two immediately, no preamble, and I was so wet there was nothing but the pressure and the stretch and the slow curl of them inside me, testing, exploring. A man who was in no hurry and knew it. My free hand found the pole and gripped. My other hand hung at my side, nowhere useful, nowhere appropriate, simply there while my body staged what could only be described as a comprehensive mutiny against every principle I had ever publicly espoused.

"Ii ko da."

Hiroshi said it against the side of my head, low, his mouth near my ear, his hands still working at my nipples with a rough patience that was somewhere between pain and something far more interesting than pain.

Ryota's voice, quieter: "He says you're a good girl."

He called me a good girl whilst twisting my nipple hard enough to make me whimper, and I wanted to die from the wrongness of it, from how much I wanted more, from how perfectly correct the whole thing was. I was a good girl. I had always been a good girl. I had been good in seminars and at the debating podium and in my mother's kitchen and on every march I had ever organised, and apparently this was also what a good girl looked like from the inside.

Ryota added a third finger.

The stretch of it pulled a sound out of me that I heard from a distance, as though someone else had made it. Low, breathy, undignified, the sort of noise that had no business coming from someone who had received three academic prizes last year. My hips moved, tilting into his hand, my body conducting its own negotiations. A passenger somewhere to my left shifted position; I caught the movement in the corner of my eye and didn't look. Could only grip the pole and let Ryota's fingers work and feel Hiroshi's mouth drop to my neck, his lips finding the skin there, his teeth pressing in.

The passengers around us maintained, with extraordinary collective discipline, their absolute absorption in their phones.

Hiroshi pulled at my top.

Not a request. A fact. His hands gathered the fabric at the hem and pulled it down, the cheap stretchy neckline going where it was pulled, and then the cool air of the carriage and then his hands and then his mouth, his mouth dropping to my nipple, his teeth closing on it with a sharp pressure that arched my spine away from the door.

I was bare from the waist up on a Tokyo commuter train and Ryota had three fingers inside me and Hiroshi was biting my nipple with the businesslike focus of a man who had decided to be thorough, and the part of my brain that wrote op-eds for the student newspaper about male entitlement in public space was raising objections that were frankly no longer audible over everything else.

I found Daniel.

He was in the seat diagonally across the carriage, his bag on his lap, his glasses slightly fogged. He wasn't pretending to look at his phone. He was watching with the complete, unguarded attention of someone who has stopped performing inattention because there is simply no performance left in him. His hand was under his bag. The movement there was slight but unmistakable, and he was hard, I could see it even from here, and his face was not horrified, it was not conflicted.

He looked at me. I looked at him.

He nodded. One small, slow nod.

What that nod gave me wasn't just permission. It was witnessing. It was being seen, wholly and filthily seen, by someone who didn't look away. I was not alone in this. That was the thing. I had never been alone in this. I simply hadn't known who to tell.

Ryota's thumb found my clit.

The orgasm had been building since the platform, since the lean man's eyes had held mine and not looked away first, and what Ryota's thumb did was simply the conclusion of a sentence that had been accumulating for four years. It arrived with a full-body violence that would have put me on the floor without Hiroshi's arm braced across my chest, his mouth still on my breast, his forearm solid and indifferent as a railing as my knees went.

Two men. Two older men with wedding rings and suits and the specific, devastating, utterly ordinary authority of men who have been somebody's responsible colleague all day. Using me on a public train like I was there for it, like I was nothing beyond wet and warm and willing, and I was coming so hard I couldn't see the end of the carriage properly, coming whilst Hiroshi's arm held me upright and somewhere Daniel was watching every second.

I shook. Ryota didn't stop. Hiroshi didn't stop, and the orgasm kept finding new places in me to move through, and by the time it finished I was sweat-damp and trembling and leaning against the door with my top around my waist and no remaining interest in intellectual frameworks of any description.

Ryota withdrew his fingers.

He held his hand up, the three fingers glistening, and looked at them with the calm, satisfied expression of a man examining evidence, and then he held them where I could see and put them in his mouth one at a time, slowly, watching my face throughout.

"Dirty girl," he said.

Not an insult. A classification. The tone of a man who has established the category and found it pleasing.

The train began to slow, the brakes a long sigh through the floor. Hiroshi straightened, said something rapid and low to Ryota, and Ryota turned to me with the particular expression I was coming to recognise: measured, precise, the English being selected and assembled before deployment.

"He wants your mouth."

The doors opened. Perhaps a third of the remaining passengers filed out with the quiet efficiency of people who had definitely not been watching anything. The ones who stayed redistributed themselves, found new points of interest on their phones, reorganised their relationship with the middle distance. A man in a blue windbreaker near the doors examined the route map with the focused attention of someone who had memorised it years ago.

The carriage was quieter. Ten people, perhaps. Maybe twelve.

I could stop. There was a version of this moment in which I said no, in which I pulled my top up and smoothed my skirt and got off at the next station and went back to being the Amelia who organised workshops and got firsts and knew the correct theoretical language for everything that had just happened to her. That version existed. I could see it clearly.

I looked at Daniel. He was watching with his whole body, his whole attention, his chest rising and falling more quickly than usual, and under the bag his hand was moving, and he wasn't bothering to pretend otherwise.

I nodded.

Ryota said one word to me, quiet, unhurried. "Kneel."

I hesitated. One second, a single breath's worth of hesitation, and then the heels went under me and I went down.

The train floor was hard through my knees. I was kneeling on the floor of a Tokyo commuter train in heels with my top still displaced and my skirt hiked up and two men standing over me and the carriage lights overhead and ten strangers maintaining their extraordinary, collective, courteous inattention.

This is who I am. Not a betrayal of who I am. Not a secret self that contradicts the real one. This is the whole of it. This is the room I hadn't been into yet.

And from across the carriage, from a seat near the opposite doors, I could see Daniel's face, and on it was the expression I had been waiting, without knowing it, my entire adult life to see: someone looking at the whole of me and finding it not just tolerable but extraordinary.

Hiroshi unzipped.

He was thick, shorter than I'd imagined and urgent, already hard to the point of aggression, and he pulled himself out without ceremony and took my jaw in one large hand, tilting my face up.

I opened my mouth.

He pushed in without waiting, his hand fisting in my hair at the back of my skull, and I tasted him, salt and skin, felt him thick against my tongue, filling my mouth, hitting the back of my throat before I'd even prepared for it. Spit flooded. I gagged, couldn't help it, and he didn't slow. He pulled back and pushed in again, setting a pace that was his pace entirely, nothing to do with my comfort or my readiness or my anything.

Couldn't breathe. Didn't care. His cock was thick and he was using my throat like it had been made for this and somewhere in the upper storeys of my education something was screaming, I could hear it very faintly, it sounded like a third-year seminar paper on the commodification of the female body, and somewhere considerably closer to the floor I was whole, finally, completely and irreversibly whole, kneeling in my heels with my jaw stretched wide and a married stranger's fist in my hair.

I gagged again. He didn't adjust. His grip on my hair tightened and he made a low, guttural sound that was not English and not gentle and was not intended to comfort me, and the sound of it sent arousal through me like a current, sharp and direct, my body responding to his pleasure with an enthusiasm my intellect had long since vacated.

Mascara, I was aware, was doing something structural to my face. I was drooling. Spit ran down my chin. These were facts I observed from a middle distance and filed under: later, if at all.

The train passed through a station without stopping. The lights outside the windows strobed and fell away. Hiroshi's hips moved and I took it, I took all of it, my hands braced against his thighs, my jaw aching in a way that was distinct from pain, and I heard him say something in Japanese, several words, and I didn't understand any of them and this, somehow, was part of it: the total absence of anything but the physical, no shared language, no mutual context, just his hands and my mouth and the evening city moving past outside.

Ryota was watching. I caught him in my peripheral vision, standing to my right, his hand moving slowly against himself through his trousers, the lean watchful face arranged in an expression of quiet satisfaction. Then Hiroshi pulled back and Ryota tapped my cheek with two fingers, a light, possessive tap, and I turned my head.

He was longer, slimmer, and he held himself at the base with a steady hand and guided himself in without hurry, and where Hiroshi had been about force and immediacy, Ryota was about precision: shallower at first, patient, watching my face with the focused attention of a man who is reading something carefully. His hand brushed my jaw, not gripping, just resting there, and he said something very quietly in Japanese and then, apparently deciding I merited the translation, said it again in English, barely above a murmur.

"Look at you. Perfect little slut."

The feminist literature on internalised misogyny. The workshop handouts I had personally written and printed and distributed. My mother's third book, the one with the chapter on reclaiming female sexuality from the male gaze. All of it, every single word of it, present and accounted for and completely, comprehensively, gloriously irrelevant to the fact that being called a perfect little slut by a precise, grey-stubbled Japanese salaryman on an evening train was the most accurate thing anyone had ever said to me.

I went back to Hiroshi. Then Ryota again. They were patient with the alternation in the way that men are patient when they are close and know it and have decided that close is a pleasant place to remain for a while longer. Hiroshi said something, a short urgent burst of Japanese, and Ryota's hand came into my hair and he spoke to me directly.

"Out. Both. Look up."

I understood. I sat back on my heels, tipped my face up, eyes closed, and waited.

Hiroshi first. The heat of it crossing my cheek and the corner of my mouth, thick and salt-sharp, two pulses and then a third, and his grunt above me was the sound of a man emptying something he'd been carrying all day. Before I'd finished registering it Ryota was there, aiming lower, the warmth of him landing across my throat and my collarbone and the top of my chest, his breath coming in a long, controlled exhale that broke at the end.

The warmth of it. That was the thing they never wrote about in the academic literature, the warmth of it, the specific live temperature of it on my skin, and the taste where it caught the corner of my mouth, salt and bitter and undeniably, irreducibly male, and I knelt there in my heels on the floor of the train with my face tipped up and my eyes closed and their cum cooling on my skin and the only feeling available was something that had no name in any theoretical framework I had ever encountered: a completeness so absolute it felt structural, like something had been slotted into place that had been missing since the architecture was built.

I heard Daniel.

Not a word, not a sound exactly, just the very slight, very controlled exhale of someone trying to stay quiet and failing by the smallest margin, and I opened my eyes and found him across the carriage and his face was doing something extraordinary. It was unguarded, all the performance gone, the careful pleasant agreeable Daniel face simply absent, and what was there instead was a man in the middle of the most intense experience of his life, his hand moving fast and then stopping and then a stillness that communicated everything. His head dropped forward. His glasses slid down his nose. He sat very still for a moment, breathing.

Ryota produced a folded tissue from his jacket pocket. He held it out. I took it.

I wiped my face. Mostly. Pulled my top up into approximate position. Stood on shaking legs, one hand on the pole, my heels finding the floor again. I was covered in evidence, and my makeup was destroyed and my hair had been handled by two men who had not been gentle with it, and I felt, taking honest inventory, like I had been taken apart and reassembled into a more accurate configuration.

The train slowed.

Hiroshi looked at me directly, for the first time since it had started, as though only now that the transaction was complete could he look at me as a person rather than a purpose. He said something, a few words, and there was something in it that was neither dismissive nor cruel.

Ryota translated, the English precise and unhurried as ever. "He says thank you."

Then they zipped up and straightened their jackets and when the doors opened they walked through them without looking back, two salarymen in suits stepping onto a Tokyo platform on a Friday evening, disappearing into the stream of people with the clean efficiency of men who have places to be and have simply had a detour.

I stood in the corner of the carriage and the doors closed and the train moved and I held the pole and let the city move past outside the windows.

The passengers who remained had spent the past fifteen minutes discovering rich sources of interest in their phones, the route map, the middle distance, the grain of the floor, and they continued to discover these things with admirable consistency. Nobody looked at me. Not because they hadn't seen, but because Tokyo had, built into its social architecture, a profound and gracious capacity for not-seeing, and I was, in that moment, extremely grateful for it.

Daniel came to me.

He crossed the carriage with his bag held in front of him and stood close, very close, and said very quietly, almost against my ear: "Are you okay?"

My voice, when I found it, was not my usual voice. It was smaller and rougher and had none of the received pronunciation's clean edges. "Yes. Yes, I'm. Yes."

He produced tissues from his bag, two of them, and began very gently wiping my face, and the gentleness of it after everything else was almost too much, the contrast so acute it made my eyes sting, my boyfriend cleaning my face on a Tokyo train with the careful attention of someone who has watched something extraordinary and is now simply here.

"Your mascara," he said.

"I imagined."

"You're otherwise." He paused, searching for the word. "Intact."

I laughed, which surprised both of us.

We got off at the next station and walked through the warm Tokyo evening back toward the hotel and neither of us spoke, not because there was nothing to say but because speech was inadequate to the current circumstances and we were both intelligent enough to know it. The streets were bright and busy around us, and I was still trembling slightly in the heels and Daniel's hand found mine and held it and we walked like that through the neon and the heat, two Oxford students returning from a Friday evening that had no analogue in any previous experience either of us possessed.

I was wrecked. Utterly, shamefully wrecked.

I had never felt better in my life.


Chapter 7: The Platform After Midnight


The city never quite went quiet. That was the thing about Tokyo at ten in the evening: it didn't silence itself, just modulated down into something lower and more continuous, taxi horns and distant train announcements and the particular white noise of ten million people arranged within a few kilometres of one another, all of it filtering through the window I'd left open a crack because the air conditioning made the room smell like recycled office air and I'd had enough of recycled things.

I'd showered. I hadn't washed my hair.

I was aware of this the way you're aware of a choice you've already made: lying there in the dark with the city breathing outside and Daniel beside me, my hair still carrying the smell of cigarette smoke and cedar and cum, faintly, like a secret I'd decided to stop keeping. My mother would have something to say about that. Several things. Probably beginning with Judith Butler and ending with a welfare referral.

My mother was four thousand miles away.

"I can't go back to who I was before."

I said it to the ceiling. Daniel was quiet for a moment, not the quiet of someone who hadn't heard but the quiet of someone choosing their words.

"I don't want you to."

Simple as that. No qualification, no anxious hedging, not the Daniel Montgomery special sorry, what I mean is, sort of, if that makes sense. Just: I don't want you to. Four words delivered with more certainty than I'd heard from him in eighteen months of knowing him.

I turned my head to look at him. He was on his back, glasses off, staring at the same ceiling.

"The workshops," I said. "The activism. That's still real. I need you to know that."

"I know."

"I'm not going back to Oxford and becoming someone different. I'll still stand up in seminars and make the older male professors uncomfortable. I'll still run the consent workshops in Michaelmas term." I paused, working through it, feeling for the shape of what I was trying to say. "I just also know now that I'll go home afterwards and think about this and touch myself until I can't think at all."

I could be both. The woman who designed the workshop slides and the woman who'd knelt on a moving train with her mascara down her face and her mouth full of a stranger's cock. Both true. Neither cancelling the other out. The feminist literature my mother had stacked on my childhood bookshelves had a great deal to say about the complexity of female desire and the internalisation of patriarchal frameworks, and all of it was correct, and absolutely none of it had prepared me for how completely right it had felt to be held upright by two men I didn't know while my legs stopped working entirely.

"Can I ask you something?"

"Yes."

"Are you gay?"

The question sat in the room. Daniel breathed through his nose, once, slowly.

"I don't want to — I mean, it's not about fucking men, I don't think. I've thought about it enough to be fairly sure that's not it." He stopped, started somewhere else entirely. "What I want is to be... near it. In it without being in it. Watching." He turned his head and we were looking at each other now in the near-dark, his face without the glasses younger somehow, more exposed. "Tonight was the most — Christ, Amelia, watching their hands on you, watching your face when you stopped trying to hold it together. I've never felt that. In my life. That's the honest answer."

He'd said it. Actually said it. I'd suspected it for months in the vague, comfortable way you suspect things you don't particularly want to examine. But there it was, out in the Tokyo dark, real.

I reached across and found his hand.

"Thank you," I said.

"For what?"

"For being honest. It's quite hard, being honest."

"Yes."

"We fit," I said. "That's a strange thing to say, but we do, don't we. Not in the way people mean when they say it about couples, not in the normal way. But we fit."

His fingers closed around mine. "Perfectly," he said, and there was something wry in it, some private acknowledgement of how perfectly strange the whole configuration was, and I almost laughed, except that it was also entirely true.

We lay like that, foreheads almost touching, not kissing, not moving toward sex, just present with each other in a way that felt, absurdly, more intimate than anything we'd managed in the previous eighteen months. His thumb moved across my knuckles. My hair smelled like those men, and I was lying in a Tokyo hotel room holding hands with my boyfriend who liked to watch, and I felt, taking honest stock: settled. Unexpectedly, thoroughly settled, in a way I'd never felt after any of the polite, adequate sex we'd had at Oxford.

Then the hunger came back.

It did that, now; it arrived like weather, like the Tokyo heat when you stepped outside and it hit you full in the face before you'd even properly left the building. The want for more pressing up from somewhere lower than my chest, more animal than anything I had language for, and I lay there and let it arrive and didn't apologise for it, because I was done apologising for it, I think, somewhere between the first man's hand and the second man's mouth, I had stopped being able to locate the apology and had simply started wanting.

"One more night," I said. "Tomorrow. Last night."

"Yes."

"I want more than two men."

Daniel's hand tightened on mine.

"I want a lot more. A group." I searched for the word that was honest and not dressed up. "I want to be destroyed. Used completely, by as many of them as possible, and I want you watching every second."

He reached for his phone. I reached for mine. We lay side by side in the dark, both scrolling, my hand still in his, researching the geography of what we were planning. Late platforms. Salarymen waiting for last trains. There were sites, forums, English-language boards where people had written about specific stations, specific times, the known gathering points of men in suits who stayed out past the last rush and waited for the final service home.

I read a paragraph written by some anonymous person, some tourist or expat or local with an English keyboard, describing a platform after midnight, describing the particular quality of drunk salaryman attention, describing what happened if a woman stood there and made it obvious she wasn't waiting for a train. My mouth went dry. Other parts of me did not.

"There," Daniel said, tilting his screen toward me. A station name I couldn't pronounce, a certain platform, after midnight, the last trains. "It says the late service draws older men who've been drinking since nine. Business entertaining. They're not going to sprint anywhere. They'll wait."

I looked at the screen. I looked at Daniel.

"How many?"

"It varies." He scrolled. "Groups of ten. Twelve. Just standing around on the platform."

Ten. Twelve. The numbers moved through me like something physical, low and immediate and embarrassingly wet, the kind of wet that had nothing to do with the Tokyo summer. Ten men. Twelve men. Their hands and their suits and the smell of whisky and corporate dinners and I would be the only woman on that platform who wasn't trying to get home.

I let go of his hand and slid my fingers beneath the waistband of my knickers, and I was already soaked, shamefully, completely soaked, slick against my own fingers before I'd even started properly, and Daniel watched me do it with that particular quality of attention he'd had on the train, that unguarded, intent watching that was nothing like his usual careful reserve. His own hand went under the sheet. The room changed. The air changed. Both of us breathing in the Tokyo dark, the city making its noise outside, and in here the only sounds the soft movement of my hand and the wet, undeniable evidence of exactly how much I wanted this, and Daniel's breathing going rough beside me.

"I want them all to come on me," I said. "I want to be covered."

Daniel's breath caught. "I want to watch every second of it." His voice had gone lower, rougher, nothing like his tutorial-room register. "I want to see their cocks. All of them. I want to see you take every single one."

We were both wanking to the idea of my degradation and it was the most intimate thing we'd ever done together. It was the most honest thing. There was something almost tender about it, which I realised I was going to have to think about later when I was capable of thinking.

"I want them to use my mouth," I said, my fingers moving steadily, the image sharp and immediate and mortifyingly detailed behind my eyes. "I want to lose count, want to genuinely not know whose hands are where."

"I want to see their cum on your face," he said, no performance in it, nothing hedged; it came out like he was stating a preference for where to have dinner. "All of it. What you look like after."

"Christ." My hips rolled against my own hand, the shame arriving already fused with heat, the way it did now, no gap between them anymore, shame as accelerant rather than brake. "I want to be so wrecked I can barely stand up."

"I want to see that." His arm moved under the sheet, his face intent and flushed in the city-lit dark, glasses off and nowhere to hide behind. "I want to watch them claim you. I want to see your face when you stop caring about anything except taking them."

There is nothing, I thought, quite like being known. Not the polished, seminar-room version of known. The other kind. The kind where someone has seen you at your worst and your most wrong and your most wanting, and they are not horrified, and they are lying beside you working their own hand and asking to see more of it. There is nothing in Judith Butler about this. There really isn't.

I came with my teeth in my lower lip, a full-body shiver that had my free hand gripping the sheet and my back arching off the mattress, and Daniel watched me do it with the expression he'd had on the train: unguarded, fully present, more himself than I'd seen him in a year and a half of knowing him. He followed not long after, very quietly, his jaw tight, a sound escaping that I don't think he meant to make.

We lay still, the city breathing outside, the curtain lifting and settling in the warm drift from the cracked window.

"Tomorrow night," I said.

"Tomorrow night," he echoed, in the same flat, certain register, and then: "Are we actually doing this?"

I thought about the platform. Midnight. The late service. The groups of older men in suits who had been drinking since nine and had nowhere urgent to be. I thought about standing there and making it clear and seeing who understood. I thought about Daniel in a seat somewhere with a clear sightline, watching. I thought about ten men. Twelve. I thought about not being able to stand up afterwards.

"I've never been surer of anything," I said.

He reached over and killed the bedside lamp, and the dark came down complete. Tokyo made its noise outside. The curtain breathed. I lay in the dark with my hand still warm between my own thighs and thought about a platform I couldn't name yet, and twelve men who didn't know I was coming, and Daniel watching every second of what they did to me, and the last thing I felt, before sleep took the thought and finished it for me, was not shame and not fear.

It was the precise, terrible, brilliant hunger of someone who knows exactly what they want and has approximately eighteen hours left to wait for it.


Chapter 8: End of the Line


The station was at the end of everything.

That was the feeling of it, arriving there just before half eleven with the city's noise falling away behind us and the platform lit by fluorescent strips that made the humid air look solid. Cicadas going mad in the trees beyond the tracks; the vending machines humming orange and blue against the far wall; somewhere out past the tracks, another train on a different line. And on the benches, the men.

Nine of them, distributed across the platform with the particular looseness of men who had been drinking since seven and had no urgent reason to stop. Suits with the ties pulled down or removed entirely. One man with his jacket folded over his arm, shirt dark at the back with sweat. Another smoking with his head tipped against the wall, eyes half-closed. Grey hair and silver hair, the particular exhaustion of men who had been working the same life for thirty years and had tonight, somehow, ended up here at the end of the Chuo line instead of at home in bed.

Daniel walked beside me. Neither of us spoke. My heels found the platform's join lines, and I picked my way across them carefully, the coat's hem brushing my knees, and I was aware of the coat the way you're aware of something you're about to put down permanently.

This was the platform, these were the men, and this was where the performing stopped entirely.

"Ready?" Daniel said. He didn't look at me when he said it; he was watching the benches, cataloguing, doing his quiet arithmetic.

"I've been ready for four years," I said.

He reached for the coat's collar.

He undid the buttons one by one, slowly, his hands not entirely steady, and neither, if I was being honest, were mine; the August night air came through the fabric as each button gave, warm and thick, smelling of humidity and concrete and something green from beyond the tracks. When he reached the last button he slid the coat back from my shoulders and took it from me, folded it over his arm, stepped back.

I stood on the platform in heels and stockings and a skirt that had no business being called a skirt, the mesh top's fabric a transparency rather than a covering, my nipples already hard in the night air, visible in the fluorescent light, no knickers, nothing underneath but me, Amelia Charlotte Braintree of Hampstead and Oxford and four years of carefully managed shame.

Please let them want me. Please let them use me. Please let this be real.

Nothing happened for a moment. The cicadas. The electric hum of the machines. The distant train.

Then one of the men, a younger one, forty-five perhaps, looked up from his phone and registered what he was seeing, and his face went through several expressions in rapid succession before he stood, pocketed his phone, and walked quickly toward a different exit. Not for him. I felt nothing about it. The uncertain ones were useless to me.

The oldest one noticed next.

He was sitting apart from the others on the far bench, silver-haired, his dark suit impeccable despite the hour, the jacket still fully buttoned as though he had simply sat down five minutes ago. Gold-framed glasses. A face that had been, at some point, handsome, and had since become something more interesting: a face with sixty-odd years of living behind it, serious and watchful and, at this moment, very still. He looked at me the way a man looks at something he did not expect and has not yet decided what to do with. Then he looked at my face.

He put his cigarette out against the bench's metal armrest. Stood.

He walked toward me without hurry, with the self-possession of someone who stopped needing to prove things some decades ago. He stopped perhaps a foot from me and his gaze moved down and then back, slow and thorough and entirely without apology.

Then he brought his heels together, inclined his head, and said: "Yoroshiku onegaishimasu."

A formal business greeting. Please treat me well. The phrase you use when meeting a new colleague, offered with genuine sincerity on a fluorescent-lit platform at half eleven at night to a twenty-one-year-old British woman dressed like a fever dream.

Something rose in my chest that had no name, tightening behind my sternum, not quite a laugh and not quite a sob and not quite either. I brought my heels together, bent forward from the waist in what I hoped was a recognisable bow, my hair falling forward, the mesh top making nothing of the position's revelation.

"Please use me," I said.

When I straightened, he was smiling. Small, genuine, the smile of a man who has received exactly what he hoped for and finds it rather more affecting than expected. He raised one hand and touched my face, two fingers against my cheekbone, with a gentleness that had absolutely no business being on this platform at this hour and wrecked me completely with it.

He said something in Japanese, soft and deliberate.

"Such a pretty foreign thing. How kind of you to visit us old men."

I didn't know, then, that he had said that. Daniel told me afterwards, reading it haltingly from the translation app on his phone, the two of us sitting in the taxi in the small hours, and when he read it aloud I had to close my eyes because it was the kindest thing anyone had said to me in years and the most filthy, both at once, and that was the man entire.

But that came later. What arrived first was the others.

They had been watching, of course they had; there was nothing else to watch. They moved toward me in the way of men who have each been waiting to see whether the others are going to do this, and then understand all at once that yes, they are, and so are we. A stocky one came first, broad through the chest and shoulders, shirt sleeves rolled to the elbows, dark jeans rather than a suit, a wide flat face split by a grin that transformed it from ordinary to something very nearly delightful. He came directly to my side, and his hand found my arse through the skirt, cupped it, squeezed with frank enthusiasm, the grip hard enough that I felt it in my hip.

I gasped.

"Sugoi!" he said, and laughed, and squeezed again.

Three more reached me within seconds. A hand on my breast through the mesh, squeezing, fingers finding my nipple and pinching until I made a sound that carried across the platform and came back at me off the far wall. Another hand at my thigh, moving upward, and I was already wet, had been wet since the taxi, had been, if I was being entirely accurate, wet since Daniel laid the coat across my shoulders two hours ago in the hotel room and I understood what was coming. The fingers found this immediately and there was a murmur in Japanese, passed between the men surrounding me like something being agreed upon.

More hands. My skirt hiked at the back, the night air on my bare arse, and then a hand spreading me, fingers pressing where I was already slick and desperate, and a voice very close behind me said, in rough English, "No underwear. She's soaking."

"Foreign slut came here for this."

"Let's give her what she wants."

Yes. Exactly. Finally.

The oldest man, Daisuke, I would learn his name was, had stepped back and stood watching with his hands clasped behind him, patient as a man who knows his moment is not yet. He spoke, and the hands on me stilled marginally.

"Train comes soon," he said, in careful deliberate English. "You come with us? All of us?"

Several sets of hands were holding me upright. Two fingers were inside me, working with cheerful efficiency, and another hand was at my breast, and someone's mouth had found the side of my neck and was sucking hard enough to leave something I'd carry home. My heart was going at a pace that probably merited medical attention.

"Yes," I said. "Please. All of you. I want all of you to use me."

I said it out loud on a public platform in my own posh Hampstead voice, the voice that had argued consent theory in Oxford tutorials, the voice my mother recognised from across a room. Said I wanted nine strange old men to use me on a Tokyo train. And I meant every syllable.

One of them pushed two thick fingers into my mouth, pressing down on my tongue, and he wore a wedding ring, and his fingers tasted of salt and cigarettes and something male and fundamental and I sucked without thinking, my lips closing tight around the intrusion while my eyes found Daniel across the platform.

He had moved to the bench. He was sitting with his bag in his lap and his phone raised, the screen's glow catching on the lenses of his glasses, and his face had the expression I had first seen on the Yamanote Line: stripped of everything performed, entirely present, more himself than I had ever seen him in a year and a half of knowing him. He met my eyes over the heads of the men surrounding me and something passed between us that I do not have a name for, some variety of love that has not been catalogued yet because nobody has thought to look for it in circumstances quite like these.

The train arrived in a wash of light and compressed air and the smell of hot metal, and the hands came off me reluctantly, each one a small specific loss, and I pulled my skirt down with shaking hands and followed the stocky one, Tomo, through the doors.

Last train. Nearly empty. One old woman at the far end of the carriage, her head dropped sideways in sleep, or performing sleep with great conviction; either way she did not move for the duration of what followed, and I have chosen to be grateful for that ambiguity. Otherwise the carriage was ours: fluorescent-lit, rattling, the city lights smearing past the windows as the train began to move.

They surrounded me in the centre aisle.

I could smell them properly now, sake and cigarette smoke and the honest sweat of working men at the end of a long Friday, something cedar or sandalwood from one of them, the particular thick smell of suits that had been worn since seven in the morning in August heat. It was not an unpleasant smell. It was the smell of the thing I had wanted, specific and real and nothing like the sanitised version I had been carrying carefully in my imagination for four years, the version that had no scent and no weight and no sound of carriage wheels on tracks.

Daniel sat in the corner seat, his bag abandoned on the floor, phone already raised. One of the men glanced at him, made a flat assessment, shrugged, and turned back.

Daisuke spoke. "Remove the top."

I pulled the mesh over my head. The fluorescent light was not kind or dramatic; it simply illuminated, factually, what I was, bare from the waist up, heels and stockings and the skirt that covered almost nothing. Several of the men made sounds of appreciation, low and without self-consciousness, the sound of men acknowledging something good.

Tomo didn't wait. He stepped forward and unzipped the skirt at the side, pulled it down, and I stepped out of it when it pooled at my feet because there was nothing else to do, and then I was naked except for the heels and the stockings and I was standing in the flat white fluorescent light of the last train of the night while nine older men walked slowly around me, making observations to each other in Japanese I couldn't decode, which made their hands more vivid by contrast, which made everything more vivid by contrast.

Naked on a moving train with nine old men and I had never, not once, not in twenty-one years, been wetter. There it is. Oxford PPE student, Women's Officer, consent workshop organiser, kneeling for their inspection like something at auction on the Chuo line and soaking through.

Daisuke translated some of what the others said, mildly, as though providing commentary at a museum. "They say you are very beautiful. Very young. Very generous."

An older man, grey everywhere, stepped close. He looked at my face, checking something, and then he spat on my chest. A single deliberate application, not aggressive, testing. The spit landed warm and sat there, catching the light.

I didn't flinch. I held his gaze.

He smiled, slow and satisfied.

Another man spat on my breast, the saliva tracking downward through the curve of it, and I was breathing hard through my nose, the degradation of it going directly to the place that four years of shame had been tending like a fire it wouldn't let anyone see.

They were spitting on me, and I loved the filth of it, the reduction; that it was real and physical and nothing like four years of sanitised imagination. The spit cooling on my skin. Real. Finally, embarrassingly, damningly real.

Tomo's cock was out, I registered then, thick and flushed dark, and he picked me up as though weight was an irrelevance, his arms around my waist and my legs wrapping his hips by instinct, my heel catching the floor for a graceless scrambling half-second before his hands had me fully, and he pushed inside me without ceremony, a single deep stroke that he announced with a guttural sound of profound satisfaction.

"Sugoi! Kimochi ii!"

The heat of him was extraordinary. He fucked me standing up in the centre aisle, holding my arse in both hands and bouncing me with the cheerful vigour of a man experiencing something he considers a gift from the universe, and the sound of it was obscene in the rattling carriage, the wet slap of flesh, my heels squeaking uselessly against nothing, my own sounds coming out of me in a register I didn't recognise. The other men stood around us, watching, hands moving at themselves through their trousers, and Daniel was in the corner with his phone held very still and his mouth slightly open, and I could see his chest moving.

I was being fucked standing up naked on the last train out of Shinjuku surrounded by eight watching men and my boyfriend was filming it and I was going to come. Humiliatingly, immediately, without any dignity whatsoever, I was going to come. Good.

The orgasm built with undignified speed, because Tomo's technique was enthusiastic rather than refined, but refinement had nothing to do with it; being fucked whilst standing naked surrounded by men watching, with my boyfriend filming, with another man's spit cooling on my breast and the smell of sake and sweat and my own arousal thick in the air, that had everything to do with it. I gripped Tomo's shoulders and felt my nails go in and he didn't notice or didn't mind, and when I came I made a sound that had absolutely no Oxford in it whatsoever.

Tomo groaned, went rigid, and I felt him finish inside me, several deep pulses, the warmth of it, then the slow satisfied relaxation of a man who has received something he considers fair exchange with the universe. He set me down with genuine care, patted the top of my head, and said "Ii ko" with an earnestness that was almost paternal, and I would have laughed if my legs had been anywhere near operational.

They weren't. His cum was already sliding down the inside of my thigh, warm and slow and obscene, and the men surrounding me registered this; the quality of their attention shifted, something that recognised what I was becoming in this carriage, what I had agreed to become.

Daniel was watching it slide. I didn't need to look to know that. I could feel him watching it.

The next man bent me over a seat back without introduction, one hand in my hair pulling my head up so I was looking at the dark window and my own pale reflection in it, and entered me from behind in a single thrust that drove a sound out of me I hadn't planned. He fucked me harder than Tomo, with less joy and more intensity, a man with something to exorcise, and his palm came down on my arse with a crack that bounced off the carriage walls and I yelped and the sting spread in a wave of red heat and he did it again, harder, and again, and I was gasping at my own reflection in the dark glass, watching my face do things, watching myself become something, and the heat of the spanking mixed with everything else until I genuinely could not have separated pain from pleasure with a scalpel. He finished inside me, added to what Tomo had left, and I felt full in a way that was purely and completely devastating.

He was slapping my arse whilst fucking me with another man's cum already inside me and I was thinking about nothing. For the first time in my adult life, not one theoretical word. No workshops. No mother's book jacket propped against the lamp on my Hampstead bedside table. Just this. Just the heat and the weight and the sound of it and more, please, more.

The bald one, hungry-eyed, made me kneel on the carriage floor. He was already hard, wet at the tip with wanting, and he held my face in both hands and rubbed himself across my cheeks, my lips, my forehead, smearing the pre-cum in slow deliberate strokes across my skin, the gesture functional and proprietary and completely without apology. He pushed two fingers into my mouth, sticky with himself, and the salt of it and the utter degradation of being made to clean his fingers of his own want was enough to pull a moan out of me around them.

"Dirty girl," he said, in careful broken English. "Suck. Good."

He pushed his cock into my mouth and immediately drove it into my throat, both hands fisted in my hair, and he did not slow down when I gagged because we had not discussed slowing down and I had not asked for it; the gagging was the point of it, the tears running down my face and the spit escaping the corners of my lips and the mascara that was certainly now somewhere in the region of my jaw. I gripped his thighs to stay upright on the hard carriage floor, and he fucked my throat like he'd been waiting all evening for exactly this and had finally, finally arrived.

Daisuke's voice reached me from behind, translating mildly: "He says your throat is very tight. Very good."

I was gagging on a stranger's cock on a moving train with my eyes streaming and what I thought, the one coherent output my Oxford education could manage, was: good. I hope it's tight. I hope it's the best thing he's felt in years.

He came with his cock pressed to the back of my throat, thick and insistent, and I swallowed because there was nothing else to do and then gagged and swallowed again, my throat working around him, and when he pulled back there was cum and spit stringing from my lips and he wiped the full length of himself across my cheek before tucking himself away, slow and satisfied. The gesture was so purely functional, so entirely without malice or apology, that something in me dissolved that had been rigid for four years.

He wiped his cock on my face like I was a tissue and I wanted to thank him for it. I wanted to say: yes, exactly, that is precisely the correct use, carry on.

The one with the grey temples and glasses knelt in front of me while I was still catching my breath, the carriage floor hard under my knees, my heels digging in. He looked at what was on my face for a moment, then he leaned forward and licked my cheek, a long slow deliberate stroke from jaw to temple that collected everything and left his own warmth behind, the scratch of grey stubble dragging after it.

His breath smelled of cigarettes and sake and something faintly sour, and it was the least glamorous thing, and I was going to come from it. I was absolutely going to come from a middle-aged Japanese man licking another man's cum from my face on the last train of the night whilst I knelt on a hard floor in ruined heels, because apparently this is what I was and had always been and the only question was how long it had taken to find a city far enough from home to let it be true.

He licked my forehead. The bridge of my nose. My closed eyelids, carefully, his breath warm and slow against my skin, and then he kissed my lips with a thoroughness that was claiming in a way none of the fucking had quite been, something that said: I know what I'm doing, you are worth taking time with, even like this, especially like this. I kissed him back because I wanted to.

He pulled back, held my chin, and spat into my open mouth. I swallowed it and he watched me do it and spat again, and the sounds I was making by then were bouncing off the carriage walls and coming back at me like something I should have been ashamed of a long time ago and wasn't, not anymore, not at all.

I lost the precision of sequence somewhere around the fifth man. The carriage was swaying and someone's hands were in my hair and a cock was in my mouth and another pressing against me from behind and thick fingers had found my arse and were working it carefully and steadily whilst someone else was already in my cunt and I was full, completely and absurdly full, stuffed with them, two of them at once, and the smell of sex and sweat and cigarettes and my own wet cunt was everywhere, thick in the air, and somewhere in the roaring static of it another orgasm tore through me and left me shaking and weeping, not from sadness, from being too full of sensation to contain it in any other way.

Full, both of them, everything at once, can't, too much, please, God, please don't stop.

Daniel's face swam into focus between one man and the next. He had moved from the corner seat; he was perhaps six feet away, phone raised, face completely undone, and his other hand was at himself openly, without any pretence, his cock out in the carriage, and one of the men glanced at him and gave the small nod of one professional acknowledging another's legitimate presence at the work.

He was watching them use me. Really watching. And his face, God, his face.

I had been crying for some time. I registered this properly when Daisuke stepped forward.

The others paused without instruction; they simply registered his approach and gave him space, the quiet deference of men who had agreed on an order of precedence during the course of the evening without ever needing to discuss it. He had been there the whole time, standing at the edge, watching with his hands clasped behind his back, touching himself occasionally and without urgency, a man content to wait because he knew what was coming and knew it would be worth it.

He held out his hand. I took it. He helped me to my feet with a care that nothing about my current state had earned but that he gave without calculation.

I was covered. My hair was matted and stiff. The mascara had gone somewhere entirely different from my eyes. I could feel what several men had left cooling on my skin and beginning to dry, the particular heaviness of it, and my legs were doing their structural best under the circumstances, which was not much. The carriage floor had left red marks across both my knees.

Daisuke produced a handkerchief from his breast pocket, white, neatly folded, and wiped my face with it. Gently. The white linen came away far from white, and he didn't look at it; he looked at me. The way a person looks when they are trying to see something properly before it is gone.

He touched my cheek. Looked at my face.

He whispered in Japanese: "You're beautiful. Thank you for this gift. You've made an old man feel alive."

I started crying properly.

Not performance, not the body exceeding its container as the orgasms had been; this came from somewhere under the ribs, from the specific place that had been locked for four years and had simply, quietly, come open. The specific crying of someone who has been seen entirely, every hidden hungry shameful part, and found not wanting but worth the taking of a white handkerchief from a breast pocket, worth being told they are beautiful even like this, especially like this.

His thumbs wiped my tears. He kissed my forehead and stepped back.

He didn't fuck me. He just stood there and saw me. The Oxford debater and the woman on her knees on a Tokyo train floor, and he didn't flinch and he didn't look away, and he didn't need to do anything else at all.

He nodded to the others. Continue.

The eighth and ninth men were efficient and thorough, and I was grateful for both. I had stopped thinking entirely. There was only the sound of the train and the city lights sliding past the dark windows and Daniel's breathing close by and the specific physical fact of being used completely, being nothing but the thing they needed, which was the thing I had always needed to be; the two requirements arriving at each other from opposite directions and fitting exactly.

Daisuke spoke. "Kneel. Centre."

I knelt on the carriage floor in the centre of the aisle, heels tucked under me, stockings in ruins, hair fallen forward, and I tipped my face up and opened my mouth.

They formed the circle.

All nine of them, standing, their cocks out, their faces flushed and intent, and I looked up at them from below with my mouth open and my chin tilted and I felt the full extraordinary weight of what I was in this moment: twenty-one years old, Oxford PPE student, Women's Officer, trust fund and a good family and firsts in all my essays, kneeling on a train floor in the small hours for nine older Japanese men because I had chosen this, had chosen it with every informed and deliberate cell I possessed, and the choosing was entirely the point, the choosing was what made it mine.

Daniel stood just outside the circle, phone in one hand, cock in the other, not pretending otherwise. One of the men glanced at him and made a sound of mild approval, then looked back at me.

Tomo went first, because of course Tomo went first at everything with the same irrepressible physical optimism. He aimed for my face and came with a groan that filled the carriage, thick ropes across my forehead and into my hair, and I felt the warmth of it and kept my face tipped up, kept my eyes open.

The bald man followed almost immediately, aimed for my mouth, caught my cheek and the corner of my lips instead, and I turned toward him to take more of it and tasted the salt.

The third hit my chest, my nipples, three pulses that left warm trails across my sternum, and I watched it happen from a strange calm height, as though I were watching something I'd been waiting to see properly and wanted to attend to.

The fourth and fifth barely paused between them; face again, more warmth, I was losing the ability to see clearly, the cum sitting heavy in my eyelashes and catching the fluorescent light. The sixth filled my open mouth when I turned toward him, and I swallowed and opened again, and he gave me the rest. The seventh across my hair and ear, immediate and warm. The eighth across my throat, pooling in the hollow of my collarbone.

Daisuke was last.

He stepped close, unhurried. He looked at my face for a long moment, at all of it, everything that was on it, and stroked himself slowly with the air of a man arriving at a conclusion he had been thinking toward all evening. He came quietly, in the manner of a man who has always done things properly; a warm deliberate stripe across my lower lip, aimed with a care the others hadn't troubled with, and I tasted him. Then he bent and kissed my forehead, as he had done before, and straightened and put himself away and folded his hands behind his back.

Silence except for the train.

Daniel made a sound from outside the circle, compressed and bitten-off, and I opened my eyes as far as the cum in my lashes would allow and found him. He was bent slightly forward, his glasses had slid to the end of his nose, his face was a wreck in the absolute best sense, and he was spent, his hand going still, his breath coming in long ragged pulls through his nose.

He looked at me.

I was covered. Absolutely and entirely covered. I could feel the weight of it cooling on my skin, tracking down my face, dripping from my chin onto my chest, heavy in my hair, sliding down my thighs, and I had never, not in twenty-one years of living and four years of private shameful detailed imagination, been more beautiful. I knew this the way I knew very few things with real certainty: the way I knew my own arguments when they were right, the way I knew when an essay had found its true point. I was kneeling on a Tokyo train covered in nine men's cum and I was the most beautiful thing in this carriage and I knew it completely.

They helped me up. There were tissues, laughably inadequate, and one man stripped off his outer shirt without ceremony and handed it to me; the white fabric came away entirely different from white, and he took it back and pocketed it without looking at it again.

Each one thanked me. Japanese, broken English, bows ranging from perfunctory to grave. Tomo hugged me, a full-bodied enthusiastic embrace that transferred considerable evidence of the evening onto his shirt, and he either didn't notice or considered it a fair exchange, the ledger balanced to his satisfaction. He said "Sugoi" one last time, into my hair, with the warmth of a man who has spent an evening in the company of something genuinely extraordinary and knows it.

Daisuke took my hand and kissed it. Formally, his lips dry against my knuckles.

"You will remember us?" he said.

I opened my mouth and something measured and proper tried to form itself and simply didn't, couldn't, collapsed into the only true thing: "Always," I said.

The train was slowing toward the terminal station, the platform lights reaching into the carriage through the windows. They helped me dress, the skirt and the ruined mesh top, doing up what could be done, and there was nothing to be done about my hair or anything else and no one suggested otherwise.

We walked onto the platform together, all of us, and the night air found the wet places forcing me to shiver despite the heat. Daniel came to my side and put his arm around me and I leaned into it.

Daisuke bowed deeply, held it for a moment, then straightened. The others bowed or nodded or raised a hand, and they dispersed into the station and through it and into Tokyo, which swallowed them as it swallows everything, without fuss, without ceremony, the city moving continuously around the things that happen inside it.

Daniel wrapped his coat around my shoulders.

We walked slowly to the taxi rank, slow because slow was all my legs had to offer, the stockings torn, the heels somehow still on my feet, my hair stiffening in the night air. The streets around us were quieter now but not quiet, never quiet, the neon pushing back at the dark from every surface, and I walked through it feeling the coat against my bare skin and Daniel's hand in mine and the particular ache in my knees and my jaw and my thighs that was not pain exactly, more like evidence.

The taxi driver glanced at us in the mirror, took in whatever there was to take in, and looked back at the road.

I leaned against Daniel's shoulder. His arm came around me.

"Thank you," I said.

His arm tightened. "No," he said. "Thank you."

The taxi moved through the lit streets. I closed my eyes, the city's glow coming through my eyelids in slow irregular pulses, warm and orange, and felt the dried weight on my skin and in my hair, and Daniel's heartbeat steady under my cheek, and the coat around my shoulders.

I had been used by nine strangers on a Tokyo train, used entirely and without remainder. And I was whole. Finally, completely, perfectly whole, the two halves of me fused at last into one woman who could stand in a seminar room and win an argument and also kneel on a carriage floor with her face tipped up, and both of those women were real, and neither was going anywhere. The shame was gone. Simply gone, like weather that has finally moved on.

What was left was just me.


Chapter 9: Nothing to Declare


Iwoke before Daniel, which was unusual. Normally he surfaced first, blinking and squinting whilst I lay still beside him running through the things I'd failed to do or shouldn't have said; but this morning there was nothing to run through. I opened my eyes and the ceiling was just a ceiling and the air conditioning was just the air conditioning, and I lay there for a moment not quite sure what to do with the quiet.

It was quiet. Inside, I mean. The constant low-level friction I'd carried since I was seventeen, the noise of being two women who couldn't acknowledge each other, had simply stopped. Not suppressed, not silenced by exhaustion or a bottle of sake, simply gone, the way a headache goes when you stop noticing you were clenching against it.

I was sore. My thighs ached deeply, the particular bone-ache of having been held open for a long time, and my hips carried bruises I could feel through the sheet without touching them, and my jaw had the tenderness of sustained overuse. I pressed my fingertips against each sore place in turn, not to check the damage but because the tenderness felt earned, felt like proof of something. Evidence, all of it, and I wasn't interested in contesting a single piece.

Daniel slept on his stomach with one arm flung sideways, glasses on the nightstand, his hair in its permanent state of needing cutting. I watched him breathe for a while. He looked like himself. Possibly for the first time since I'd known him, though I'd need to sit with what that said about me for not noticing sooner.

I got up, careful not to wake him, and padded naked to the bathroom.

The mirror showed me things I hadn't expected to examine without flinching, and yet. Fingerprint bruises on both thighs, properly purple by now, one set wider than my palm, spread by fingers thick enough that the geometry told me everything. A matching pair on my hips where someone, I was fairly certain it was Tomo because he'd been the one who simply could not stop, had gripped and held me still whilst the man behind him finished. A faint oval on my throat, barely anything, just enough to see if you were looking.

Nine men. I had the bruises from nine men's hands and I was standing in a Tokyo hotel bathroom pressing the marks with my own fingers, watching the tenderness bloom outward, noting the deep soreness in my jaw, the rawness at my inner thighs, the faint taste of cum I still couldn't quite shake, and the only feeling I could identify was: I would very much like to do that again.

The shower was long and hot. I stood under it without particular purpose for some time, letting the water run down over my chest and thighs and the backs of my knees, feeling the ache shift from something tight and bright to something looser and dull and rather pleasurable. I washed my hair twice because someone, I couldn't place who at this remove, had had their hands in it for long enough to leave it genuinely knotted at the back. There was dried cum along my inner thigh that the water took a moment to dissolve. I watched it go. I was not, I noticed, trying to think about something else.

The shower wall was cool against my bruised hips when I leaned back and the pressure was, honestly, quite helpful. I was not washing anything away. There was nothing left to wash.

I was simply clean.

I dressed in jeans and a white t-shirt and tied my hair back. The outfit that said: reasonable young woman, considered opinions, reads the Guardian, probably has thoughts about planning permission. I'd been wearing that costume since fresher's week and it still fit every inch of it, because I was the same height and weight I'd been four days ago, the same person who'd run consent workshops and argued Judith Butler in tutorials and written op-eds with titles like Whose Body, Whose Choice.

All of that was still true. It was just no longer the complete picture.

Daniel was awake when I came out, sitting up in bed squinting at the light. He looked at me. I looked at him. We both smiled, and it was not the slightly effortful smile of two people maintaining a relationship they'd stopped believing in. It was the smile of people who know something together, something they'd never be required to explain.

"Last day," he said.

"Last day."

We went down to breakfast and ate surrounded by businessmen and tourists, and talked about the whole dreary arithmetic of going home: flight times and boarding windows and whether four o'clock was safe enough and whether Daniel had remembered to leave room in his bag for the things he'd bought (he hadn't, obviously) and whether Tokyo in spring might be worth a return trip. We both thought probably yes, for reasons neither of us named. Ordinary conversation. The kind couples have over breakfast everywhere. Except that beneath every exchanged look was the full weight of what we'd become to each other, and that made even the question of Daniel's overcrowded bag feel significant in a way I couldn't have explained to anyone who hadn't been in that room.

A room smelling of sweat and sex and nine men's pleasure, with Daniel watching from a chair, and me being, for the first time in my life, completely myself. But yes. The bag.

The afternoon dissolved into the city the way only last days do. Shibuya first, the lights dropping and the crowd unfolding in all directions at once with the Tokyo efficiency that still, after four days, genuinely amazed me, all those bodies navigating each other in perfect proximity without collision. Then the Meiji shrine, cool and green and quiet, the city properly held back by the trees. We were tourists. We bought things. I photographed a stone lantern and Daniel photographed me photographing it, which would have been insufferable if it weren't also oddly kind.

At the crossing I watched a group of older salarymen waiting for the light, four of them, fifty-something, suits, briefcases, that particular quality of Tuesday-morning exhaustion. One of them glanced at me with the mild, assessing look that men use when they've noticed a woman without having quite decided anything about it yet, and I felt the familiar pull, low in my stomach, the one I'd spent four years pretending was something else.

I smiled at him. Not an invitation, or not only that. More like an acknowledgment of shared information. I know what you might be thinking. I know what I'm thinking. We're both adults at a crossing in a city that contains everything, and I'm not afraid of you or of myself or of the wanting.

He blinked, faintly surprised, and looked away. The light changed. We all crossed.

Daniel had seen. He said nothing, just walked beside me with his hands in his pockets, and when we reached the other side he nudged my shoulder with his and I nudged him back, and that was sufficient.

We found a park in the mid-afternoon, a narrow strip of green squeezed between towers, and sat on a bench watching pigeons work at a dropped onigiri wrapper with impressive seriousness. The heat was still oppressive. There was occasional shade.

My bruised thighs were pleasantly sore against the bench slats. I was aware of them continuously, the way you're aware of a healing graze: present, tender, not unpleasant.

"I can't go back to pretending I'm not this," I said. "But I'm also not going to stop being the other me. Both are real."

Daniel watched the pigeons. "Yes," he said. "That's exactly it."

"The workshops aren't a lie. The op-eds aren't a lie. I believe all of it. I believe it now the same as I did before we came here."

"I know."

"I just also believe this." I paused. "Both things simultaneously, and apparently that's allowed."

He smiled at the pigeons. "Revolutionary concept."

"I'm an Oxford student. We do love a dialectic."

He laughed, a proper one, easy and unguarded, and I thought: this is what we actually are. This is the friendship underneath the arrangement, the thing that was always real even when the romance was largely administrative, a mutually convenient fiction for two people with secrets they couldn't say out loud to anyone else.

"What happens at Oxford?" I asked.

He considered. "We go back. You do your third year, I finish mine. We're still." He stopped. Started again. "Still whatever this is. Which is." Another pause. "Actually quite good, I think. Genuinely."

It was. Untranslatable to anyone outside it, but good. He was the only person who knew all of me without flinching, and I was the only person who knew what he needed without making him feel monstrous for it. There was genuine love in that, even if it didn't look like the kind that came with Valentine's cards and eventual mortgages.

"We might find others," I said. "Who understand."

"We might."

"Or not, and we figure it out regardless."

"Yes." He pushed his glasses up. "Either way."

I leaned my head briefly against his shoulder. The pigeons achieved nothing with the onigiri wrapper and eventually gave up.

Narita was Narita: vast and temperature-controlled and entirely indifferent to the fact that I was walking through it carrying four days that had rearranged me completely. We checked in and went through security and found our gate and did all the ordinary things that surround extraordinary trips, the bureaucracy of return. I bought overpriced green tea. Daniel bought a book he would almost certainly not read on the flight. We sat in the gate area with our bags and our boarding passes and waited.

I told Daniel I needed the bathroom.

The airport toilets were clean and antiseptic-white and empty except for me. I locked the cubicle, leaned back against the cool door, and slid my hand inside my jeans before I'd quite consciously decided to.

I was wet before I touched myself. That was, I noted, information.

I was thinking about Tomo's laugh, which had been a surprise, low and genuine, the moment before he'd pulled my head back by the hair. I was thinking about the smell of the room, all those men together, sweat and suit fabric and the particular thick musk of arousal multiplied by nine, the smell of a room where nothing polite was happening. I was thinking about Daisuke, who had been oddly careful at the end, who had smoothed my hair back from my face with something approaching tenderness before he'd come across it, and I had found that almost unbearably erotic, the gentleness and the filth arriving in the same motion, the same hands.

I was thinking about how I'd looked. I'd caught my own reflection in the dark glass of a window at some point in the middle of it all and hadn't looked away. The woman looking back was covered in cum and sweat and smeared lipstick and entirely at home in her own skin. I had thought: oh. There you are. Finally.

The part of me that had organised consent workshops and argued Butler in tutorials was present for this reflection, was watching, and had not a single coherent objection left.

I found my clit and pressed, and my hips rolled against my own hand without permission, and the sound I made was quiet and not particularly dignified. I bit my lower lip and thought about the weight of nine men's attention, the way being wanted by that many people in one room had felt less like exposure and more like recognition, like being correctly identified after a very long time of being mistaken for someone else.

The arousal was almost architectural. Floor, walls, ceiling. Nine men. Daisuke's careful hands. Tomo's laugh. Daniel in his chair by the window, hard, watching, not moving, knowing this was mine and his simultaneously and not needing to explain that to a single person on earth.

I came in rather under a minute. Both hands flat against the cubicle door, legs shaking, teeth in my lip, soaking through my knickers in Narita airport whilst the tannoy announced a flight to Seoul in two languages.

Perfectly normal. Nothing to declare.

I washed my hands. Checked my face in the mirror. Jeans. White t-shirt. Ponytail. Gold studs. The sensible one.

I went back to the gate.

Daniel was where I'd left him, book open, not reading it. He looked up when I sat down and read my face with the fluency we'd developed over four days of becoming honest with each other, and said nothing, and returned to not reading his book.

I looked around the gate area. Near the window, in a loose cluster, a group of older Japanese businessmen waited for the same flight: suits, briefcases, business class tags on their luggage. One of them, silver-haired, perhaps sixty, stood slightly apart, looking at nothing in particular. His hands were large. His suit had been expensive once.

His gaze moved across the gate area and found mine.

I held his gaze and smiled, unhurried, feeling no particular need to look away first, which was new, which was perhaps the most Tokyo-specific thing I was taking home with me.

Something moved in his face: not quite surprise, something more private than that. A small acknowledgment of shared information.

He smiled back, the kind of smile that knows something.

Daniel's hand found mine and squeezed once.

They called the flight. We joined the queue, and I looked back through the terminal windows at the city spread out in the evening dark, all light and distance, ten million lives cycling through it continuously, none of them knowing or needing to know a single thing about what I'd done in it.

Goodbye. For now. With gratitude and absolutely no apologies.

On the plane, taxiing, Tokyo's lights moving slowly past my window and then falling behind, I sat with Daniel's shoulder against mine and let the last four days settle into me with the particular clarity of things you know you'll carry permanently.

Three weeks ago I was a fraud. A feminist activist with a degradation fetish she'd never mentioned to her mother, terrified of the moment it showed. Now I was the same woman with somewhat fewer illusions and considerably more bruises, and the workshops would continue because they should, and the activism would continue because it was real and always had been, and when the hunger came back, because it would come back, because it was mine now and I'd stopped pretending it wasn't, I knew I could feed it. I'd learnt that from Tomo's laugh and Daisuke's careful terrible hands and Daniel watching from his chair and finding none of it monstrous, finding me, all of me, not monstrous at all.

Just honest. Dreadfully, perfectly, finally honest.

Hello, then.

Here I am.


Also by Lily Corbett


Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?


Trigger Warnings


This book contains the following themes which some readers may find distressing or challenging:

Explicit sexual content throughout (adults only, 18+)

Age gap sexual scenarios (21-year-old woman with men aged 50-68)

Group sexual encounters involving multiple partners

Public sexual activity and exhibitionism

Consensual degradation and use of derogatory language in sexual contexts

Voyeurism and cuckolding dynamics

Interracial sexual content

Facial and other explicit depictions of male ejaculation

Psychological themes of shame, identity conflict, and sexual transformation

Brief emotional distress (non-sexual; character processing identity)

All sexual activity depicted is between consenting adults. No minors are present or referenced in sexual contexts.
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