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Artificial Intelligence

Real stories with real characters are what makes the most exciting erotic reading, not padded word salad or A I. What kind of person wants to read an erotic story created by Artificial Intelligence...! Personally, I find it incomprehensible, yet there are now tens of thousands of A I created books being uploaded every single day and flooding the market. All my books are written and edited by myself, a real human being.
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Prologue
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This story is about a girl I see every morning on the train while commuting into London. I don't know her name but she does notice me when I get on at St Albans and when I caught her staring at me, she quickly looked away while smiling to herself and clearly embarrassed at being caught. I assume she's in her late twenties and married as she wears a gold wedding ring and looks Eastern European. Slim and attractive with long brown hair and blue eyes, quite tall in her high heels and always wearing an elegant outfit with stockings or tights. 

Now just for the record, I'm Robert, also married, in my late fifties and work at the HSBC head office in the City. 
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First contact
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I have no idea why but I always seemed to end up in the same carriage as her. Maybe because I always try to get on the first or second carriage, so as to avoid the queue to exit at St Pancras station in London. And because the train is almost full by the time I get on, it's normally standing room only and I always try to stand close to her or if she's sitting down, where I can view her beautiful, long, nylon covered legs. 

This has been going on for a good few months now and about two weeks ago, I ended up standing directly behind her near the exit door. She was trying to act normally but the train was full and we were constantly being pushed into each other. I eventually had to apologize as another rather large male passenger was trying to squeeze past and I was literally pressed right into her. 
Surprisingly, she just turned to me and smiled before nervously turning away. I'd never been so close and as I felt her bottom pressed against my bulge, I recognised her expensive perfume, Must de Cartier as it was one of my favourites, of which I always bought for my wife when returning from a business trip abroad. She was also wearing a long black coat and I was sure she enjoyed our close encounter as much as me. My erection was hard to hide and she must have felt it pressing against her bottom. This only lasted for about five minutes as the train terminated at St Pancras and everyone was pouring out onto the platform. I let her walk ahead as I followed behind, staring at her lovely long legs and was pleasantly surprised when I saw her glance behind and our eyes locked for a brief second. I continued walking and just before she disappeared out the main entrance and I was about to go down the steps to the tube, she stopped and glanced around. Again our eyes met and I saw her smiling to herself as she turned and was gone. 

The next morning was interesting as when I boarded the train, she was sitting down and as I was standing a few feet away in the gangway. Her coat was undone and she was wearing an above the knees skirt with black tights or stockings. She was texting on her phone and as she looked up and our eyes met, I gave her a friendly smile and was surprised to see her smile back. That was a first and I spent the next ten minutes staring at her legs. She continued scrolling away on her phone and I was sure she glanced up at my cock a couple of times. I wasn't hard or anything and was wearing my bankers business suit. Then the woman sitting next to her got up to exit at the next station. It was only another five minutes to St Pancras so I continued standing but she then looked up at me and indicated with her eyes for me to sit down. My heart now racing as I never expected that and just as I stepped forward to sit down, another passenger beat me to it. I gave her another smile as I shrugged my shoulders but she promptly got up and moved towards me. Both now standing by the exit door holding onto the handrail, her facing the door and me slightly behind her, I leaned forward and whispered in her ear, 

"Hello, you were lucky to get a seat...!"
Turning her head slightly she replied, 
"Yes, my name Anya.... Why you look me every morning...?"
"Err... I don't know, maybe because you're very attractive...!"
"But you married like me," she replied pointing at my ring. 
"Yes, what a shame," I replied smiling. 

She didn't speak for what seemed like ages but just as the train began slowing down, she placed her hand over mine on the handrail and held it there until the train stopped and we all exited the carriage. She then walked off briskly as I followed behind in the crowd. She didn't look back but the fact she held my hand for a good ten seconds or so, my palms were sweating and my heart was definitely beating faster. 
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Fun on the train
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Monday morning and this time I didn't see her as I boarded the train and thought she must have taken the day off or was in another carriage. However, about five minutes later I saw her walking towards me down the center aisle. She was wearing another very elegant outfit and as she stood in front of me by the door, I whispered, 

"Nice dress Anya."
"Thank you," she replied softly. 

More passengers boarded the train at Radlett the next stop and we were again pushed closer together. This time, I felt her leaning into me every time the train turned slightly to the left. Her hand was still holding onto the rail as I moved mine closer until we were almost touching. I have no idea why I was feeling so attracted to her, maybe because my wife and I hadn't been sleeping together for a few years, her saying she wasn't interested anymore and I was basically so frustrated, had no option but to occasionally book a cheap hotel and an escort for an hour or so. With only a few minutes to go, the train was slowing down, so moving my hand onto hers I said, 

"I'm Rob, see you tomorrow." 
The doors opened and just before stepping out, she turned to me and said,
"Maybe," then smiled and walked briskly away. 

Tuesday morning and Anya was sitting down again. We exchanged smiles and at the next stop, a middle aged woman sitting directly opposite her, got up and I quickly slid into her seat. Anya was pretending to be doing something on her phone while I was staring at her flesh coloured stockings or tights. Then, without looking away from her phone, she parted her legs slightly! I was like a deer caught in the headlights and as soon as I glimpsed her stocking tops, she quickly closed them again. Looking up at her, I was convinced I saw her smiling to herself again, indicating to me that she did it on purpose. Pulling my own phone out, I opened the video recorder, pressed the record button and pretended to be reading an email but aiming it at her legs and the floor. Then sure enough, without looking directly at me, she casually scanned all around and again parted her legs briefly as I aimed my phone up and captured the moment. The train was slowing down, so watching her get up first, I followed her to the door and as we stood there waiting for the doors to open, she turned her head and said, 

"You very naughty man Rob."
She'd obviously sussed me out and I felt like a schoolboy that had just been caught staring up the teachers skirt. However, she was also teasing or winding me up, so as soon as I got the chance, had a look at the recording and was shocked to see she was wearing hold ups but wasn't wearing any knickers and her
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