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I don’t usually sit in the queue outside the Arrivals Gate at la Guardia at quarter past midnight waiting in line for a fare but I’m not usually feeling as low as I’m feeling tonight.

I’ve just had a row with my boyfriend, Marcel. An end-of-relationship sort of row and I’m feeling so down I can’t face cruising the empty boulevards looking for a fare.

I thought Marcel loved me. He did, our first night together, fucking in the lift going up to his penthouse apartment. Back then, Marcel said that he loved me. But it turned out that what he really loves is watching other guys do me, guys I pick up in my cab. He’s only interested in me after he’s satisfied his kink. We only make love now after some stranger’s banged me. It’s not very satisfactory.

In fact, it’s been downhill ever since the night I picked up a pair of guys with suitcases full of lingerie. High-class lingerie, expensive stuff, but Marcel still wasn’t satisfied, even after they banged me pretty good.

Marcel’s starting to get paranoid. He thinks I’m picking up guys and fucking them in my taxi without bringing them home for him to watch. He says horrible stuff to me. He claims I’m ‘going behind his back’. Me and Marcel haven’t made love for over a fortnight. No wonder I’m down in the dumps.

The queue’s about a hundred taxis long and it’s moving real slow. This late there aren’t many planes flying in like there were earlier on in the day.

I’m about ninety cabs from the head of the queue, I could be sitting here for another hour with my engine on, burning petrol, inching up to the pick-up point for a miserable ten dollar ride out to Queens.

I can’t even get out and have a chat with some of the other drivers when the queue’s at a standstill because of the looks I get.

Five inch heels. A fuck-me miniskirt, blue sequins halfway up my butt and a hot little—well, not all that little—butt-plug itching in my pert ring. Talking to people would only get me into trouble. So I just sit in my cab—pink paintwork, ‘Sisterhood Cars’ on the side—and wait.

Forty-eight from the head of the queue.

People think I only stay with Marcel because he’s rich and lives in a swanky apartment out at de Groot Heights. I don’t. People are wrong. I love Marcel. I’m crazy for him and sometimes, when I’ve picked up someone who bangs me extra good Marcel can be so tender and loving he takes my breath away.

Thirty-three from the head of the queue.

The roar of a plane taking off directly above my head. A big 767 lifting off up into the darkness. Heading for happier climes. I almost wish I was on it.

Twenty-one from the head of the queue.

The even louder roar of a 767 landing, and after a while the queue starts moving faster...

... Fifteen...

... Fourteen...

... Thirteen to the pick-up point, new arrivals pouring out and jumping into cabs and heading off... 

... Eight... seven... six...  five...

I wind my window down.

Please God let it be more than a ten dollar fare to Queens.

Petrol fumes. Engines revving. People shouting.

... Four... three... two...

My heart stops beating.

There’s a yearning clench in my stomach.  

He’s standing at the head of the arrivals queue, waiting for...

... Me!...

Dark business suit. White, open-neck business shirt.

It’s not just the classy suit or his stylish shirt that’s set this tingly sensation going, half hot dread in my stomach, half hot slick between my legs.

He’s fabulous. He’s gorgeous. He’s something else again. Dark Mediterranean eyes. Wavy black hair. Broad sensuous lips. And his body... like a stallion that’s been turned pure male human and been poured into expensive clothing.

I roll to a halt. I pull up.

He leans down and looks in my driver’s window.

His dark eyes are lustrous. They glint like they might just be looking at something that they like.

I say:

“Where to?”

He glances around, at the airport buildings, the noise, the queue of cabs.

“... Erm... not sure...”

Ey?

Not sure?

He’s still looking at me. His voice is low and gravelly:

“... Anywhere...”

Anywhere? What sort of destination is that? He looks back over his shoulder.

“... Outta here’ll do for a start...”

Normally, a fare tells me ‘anywhere’, ‘outta here’ll do for a start’ I tell them to go find themselves another cab, but this guy’s something else.

I switch off my light and get the meter going. I nod at the back seat and say:

“Hop in.”

He doesn’t hop in.

For a second I think he’s changed his mind.

He’s walking round the front of my cab, round to the front passenger door.

He opens the door on the passenger side and slides in beside me and slams the door shut.

The upholstery creaks. It sinks under his weight. It’s not used to getting sat in. He nods at the windscreen and says:

“I like to see where I’m going.”

“Right.”

I pull away from the kerb, my head spinning. ‘Likes to see where he’s going?’ He’s only going ‘anywhere.’ I get this feeling I’ve just picked up a load of trouble.

We head down the underpass, florescent lights flashing above our heads, and out into the midnight traffic.

He smells as good as he looks. A cool South Seas fragrance with a hint of burning palm fronds. He smells so good I almost ask him what the fragrance is, I can get some for Marcel.

He’s got this low, gravelly, purring sort of voice, like a panther testing its growl. He says:

“East.”

I turn onto the Eastbound freeway and up a slip road onto the flyover, grids of quiet suburban streetlights rolling by below.

“Anywhere East in particular?”

“No. Just East’ll do.”

He’s tense. I can feel that at once. This dude’s tense right up to his own private snapping point. Something’s bugging him.

He gazes out through the windscreen, little glances at my rear view mirror like something all around us, or else coming up behind, is making him extra tense.

I say:

“Mind if I put on some music?”

“No. Music’s fine.”

I find a country music station. Bottle neck guitars. Three-part harmony.

Dusty Springfield.

‘... The only one who could ever reach me... was the son of a preacher man...’

I don’t know why I’m expecting it, but when he puts his hand on my knee I’m not surprised. I’ve picked up some pretty wild dudes in my time, even guys who prefer the front seat, but this is the first fare to clamp his big powerful mitt on my naked knee so openly.

I’ve got about three seconds to tell him to get his hands off me before something bad happens.

... One... two... three...

His hands’ still there, sitting on my knee, his warm palm registering how cute my kneecap is, strong fingertips stroking my metatarsal tendon, his eyes fixed on the road ahead like he doesn’t want anyone to interrupt him in his contemplation of my kneecap.

I say:

“Traffic’s busy for this time of night.”

It is too. A torrent of headlights streaming East at five past midnight like the city’s being evacuated after a terrorist attack.

‘... The only one who could ever teach me...’

His hand slides up my thigh. For a second I wonder if I should take him home to Marcel but something tells me this is a bad idea. He’s tense. He’s very tense. Tense and the hunkiest dude I’ve ever picked up. Marcel gets upset if I get into it too much while he’s watching.

I realize I’m driving with my legs spread wider apart than changing gear strictly requires, his fingers stroking the silky firmness of my inner thigh, his knuckles grazing moist nylon where my thong’s marinating in hot juice. I’ve juiced up so quick it starts to feel a bit dangerous.

He’s still gazing out at the road ahead, glancing in the rear view mirror. His fingertips slip under sopping nylon, stroke my melting pussy like it’s a luscious envelope, a love letter dying to be opened. He says:

“What’s a chick like you doing driving a taxi?”

“Waddya mean, a chick like me?”

“You know what I mean.”

I do too. ‘What’s a chick like me doing driving a taxi?’ is a question I often ask myself. Marcel’s got loads of money. My boyfriend buys me things
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