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Also By Saskia Lane

I turn off East Thirty Ninth Street onto the Crescent, my headlights lonesome in the midnight darkness. This late the boulevards are empty, the streets wider in the a.m. emptiness. Even the clubs look finished, their neon signs ready to call it a night.

It’s hard driving a taxi in this town, especially the night shift, especially if you’re a woman, especially when you’re a woman in the middle of a break-up, in love with a man who’s not interested in you any more.

Down by the accelerator my stiletto heel crunches a polystyrene coffee cup. You need to keep awake when you’re alone in your car cruising the late night streets, hoping for one last fare. Driving a cab in high heels and a sequin miniskirt is crazy at the best of times but I’ve just had a fight with my boyfriend.

I’ve got a perky butt, sensational breasts and a face to die for, but even in five inch heels and a bandeau bodice, blue sequins rustling halfway up my voluptuous ass, Frank didn’t bother to even look at me as I left the house. He just cracked another beer and kept on channel surfing, pretending I no longer exist. Even seeing my butt-plug doing sensational things to my toned softness he wasn’t interested.

There’s a queue of taxis a half a mile long outside Sugar Beat. If I had to sit waiting another hour for a fare I think I’d to explode.

I cruise on by. The Central Station rank’s equally desolate.

This late, with the empty streets gunning their midnight growl, I have a rule: Women Only. I only pick up female rides. Lucky wives going home to their loving husbands. Cheerful chicks gossiping about their latest conquest. There’s a sign on the side of my Audi: Sisterhood Cars. That’s the firm I drive for, Sisterhood Cars, women clients only. It’s safer that way.

So when I see a pile of platinum blonde hair and a metallic gold pants-suit waving at me across six lanes of East Central Avenue I slow down. She’s with a guy, but that’s okay. Sisterhood Cars picks up accompanied women. If a man’s accompanying a woman he’s probably pretty much reliable, at least for the duration of the ride.

The woman’s seen my light and she’s waving like crazy for me to pull over.

There’s no sign of traffic in either direction so I swing across to where she’s signaling, and pull into the kerb.

The woman’s dressed to kill. That’s not the problem. It’s the guy. The guy’s a total one hundred percent hunk. Pure eye candy. Six foot two if he’s an inch, the collar of his business shirt unbuttoned on a totally ripped chest, muscular legs packing the tightest pair of dress pants I’ve ever seen and—dark Mediterranean features, wavy black hair— a face so gorgeous it’s hard even looking at it.

I can tell before they get in that they’re both ballooned. The babe can hardly stand up. I should refuse to take them but the man’s already opening the door, it’s too late to pull away.

The chick pretty much falls into the back seat. She’s plastered. If she throws up on my new upholstery that’s my night totally fucked.

The guy looks less out of it than his date, not legless or anything, just breathing vodka ideas directly into my fluttering heart, and even more directly into the hot slick between my legs. The tingle of smooth steel in my ring starts tingling even sweeter. Lucky bitch, she’s hooked herself a man in a million.

I say:

“Where to?”

The guy gives me an address in Belvedere Heights, de Groot Avenue, the classiest street in the classiest part of the city.

The woman manages to sit upright and the dude slides in beside her. I’m sick with envy before he even closes the door.

As soon as we get moving they start to fight. Well, not so much fight as grapple and argue at the same time. The guy’s doing the grappling and the woman’s doing the arguing. The guy’s got his hand between her legs before I even swing a U-turn, massaging her gold metallic crotch with big powerful beautifully groomed fingers, an expensive watch flexing on his wrist as he unzips her.

His voice is a panther’s purr.

“Okay-z, baby...?”

I’m used to couples getting it on in the back seat of my car. It happens every now and then. It’s par for the course. You just have to keep your eyes on the road and your mind off your personal problems and keep driving, except this guy’s so gorgeous I’m looking in the rear view mirror every two or three seconds more than at anything on the road ahead of me.

The woman’s got this high, whiny voice:

“Get off me, Marcel!”

Marcel. What I’d give for a man with a name like Marcel! Marcels don’t channel surf and crack another beer when you put on your fuck-me frock. Marcel clearly doesn’t turn his head away when there’s a diamante stopper in your tight cleft telling him you’re up for anything.

She screeches:

“I said stop it!”

He’s trying to kiss her, kiss her and get his hand in her panties at the same time. Powerful knuckles bubble a triangle of gauzy thong. I nearly drive straight into a forty tonne rig balling through on the interstate. The hot slick between my legs burns every time I put my foot down. My butt purrs every twitchy pump of my brake pedal.

The woman’s voice goes way up high and shrill:

“Get off me, Marcel! You know I hate it! I’m not just a freaking piece of meat for you to maul!”

A piece of meat? This piece of meat’s juicy already!

The way her pants are gaping I can feel how hard he’s insisting from even behind the wheel.

Her voice goes up a screech:

“You hurt me!”

Under my lustrous brunette hair— especially permanent waved for Frank— my ears prick up.

“You’re so freaking rough, Marcel!”

He just purrs and rumbles:

“Eye-z love-z yer, baby...”

She won’t stop:

“Love me’s all very well, Marcel! I’m not here to be ripped apart again!”

There’s a churning sensation in my stomach. He’s climbing between her legs. Marcel won’t take no for an answer. He growls:

“Eye-z love-z yer, doll...” 

Doll? The woman’s pretty but she’s nothing compared to me.

“Get off me!”

He’s unzipping his pants.

“No! No! I said. You’re too big!”

My heart stops beating.

“You’re way too big!”

Frank’s okay, but the shrillness in her voice I can tell this guy’s something else again.

Fuck knows why I’m wearing a thong. God knows why I came out in my skimpiest T-back. Yearning moisture slips and slides on burning upholstery. Helpless desire soaks my skimpy gauze triangle. Stainless steel sends a voluptuous tingle shivering up my butt. Driving a taxi’s suddenly so hard my skirt’s halfway up my ass. I can’t stop glancing in the
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