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W/vmlmyouyt)ﬁ-z'/nﬂofpwz}teW,Idon’tfwﬂz}néove,lrmm&twkeuwuﬁ‘lefM/é@dyhfflwtefméoﬂew
Mwmﬂwwyﬁrekwed%mn. Idﬂom‘, g‘m}/ Doc Martens didn't tether me. Then I remember.

I promised notto do this. I swove in the sacredness 0]’(9%2’81’/&{70&{ fW[WM?WéWWWW
p/md/r}ée&mfw Marles and Spencer women.

But - ﬁ‘om your Eden Project tofe—baﬁ to your modest eternity m'/r@ - you're Lrvesistible. Your sensible shoes,
)/m?aﬁe—éa}//wy'mwt, WWWWW I don't care @‘IWWtWCMeWMW@MWﬂ

Mm/ugh/t, ex—ytm/iﬁ/t/t fo@—wmxzﬂvmﬁ on our doovstep, demwnd/t/nﬁ wy wheveabowts in Ophelia-like tones.
I want to seduce you.

IwMWet/vedeoMantofaxte.ljm!'mt/vembewtgmmybwmwf/wWyfamnka.I%emmdam'ﬁn
@/tm,m&maﬂonﬁmt/wm&mw:mldljofwym,WW?MWMV@MmmemWW
yiﬁh, wheezes, and stops. Theve is a silence. Ymo&mpmméa/sfyowﬁfec%ed/um

“Blah,” says the driver over the intercom, “blak, blah, unexpected detay, blah ...” But I'm not listening. It's the
sign. The godss want me to seduce you. W%Wth/ewédwthwt[cm. I smite and you smile back.
W@/ wvwlobn%)/ou?/tpmtﬂom the boots, I'm a W)/MWW)/W woman. You muﬂh/té‘e e/ua/éwa/t—z'/nﬁ me
WW&WM&WMMWW}WjVW—W son, zfyou hawe one. I smile wider. Sweet M and §
lady; theve's a surprise on the hovizon for you!

W%ﬂaymwmlmfwkewyme.Imrymw%hmyg/egtmrﬁwﬂymrm%mw. You have
wmilk shan, w&tht/vebWWMmgqueM%o—od. YWWWMMWW/M}Mh,WWﬁW
wp'fhtaﬁ‘e?mwefmm.I%mfmmﬁljﬁmw,}mwwmeﬁﬁftmmmm
Modém‘h:wbtr.[mkeagm. Youll be ... Wﬁfth/e VW. VM&;tm&@hgfwymmdéwtho—o
commonplace. me%mmo%%%to;mde@cﬂea@‘wfwywmm wym%hwm’om% Wéyaf
WVMM}W%WWQ.

You run your finger round your neckline. Its getting hot in this sunmny carviage. Madwas check cotton—

MM&MW]‘WWM, the dxrm;lm’re waa/m% You Look like the kind 0/"’74)191/%% whod call it a
ﬁ‘o—r/k. It W green with tangerine and chitli ved squaves to lLven it. Inside the cotton your ﬂef/h ‘s W
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W%WWWWM;VMWV%@/&%W@WM.
Iwbﬂtw@ymrﬁmﬂmr/wfmmwwktm Wodmﬁcjo}/.lwbﬂemmmefoh’ymommr
w%hm&mmﬂﬂymmemppkmd&wvm@wﬁhﬂw&pr'%fwdmymmﬂ)/mmeﬂmdmﬂe,
every fold and contour will vise to my touch.

Carte says 1 m lo—nfomﬁ fo—rﬂ. mother ﬁ:gwre, when I leave you W"’ﬁ) sated, on your bed ‘7, aﬁm%m surprises,
and open your wardrobes. When Iinventory your cupboards mdﬁfpdge, and investigate your address book, I'm
[ovkmg‘ , she me,fm% mother substitute.

She’s wrong.

I'm [o—nkmﬁfova%’@‘ When Imewwreymwmreﬁagwhwfmyévdy;yowddbmﬁkewfw the time z'r/-’t/ve
month, thefmgzmtyfomm%km%emmmmefmtm Lean CM/V'WMMth/eﬁfee@ Lm trying
you owtfm’ size, fm’ taste, fmf WWMM Can Iﬁt into this Lt'fe? Do I hawe the m'_g/r/t mﬁredzbem/‘: to be an M

and S weman?

1 dont want to love you, ov possess you. I want to tﬁmef/h/m’e)/ow’ Ltfe. I want Wemen’s Institute membership
and C/VVV'J‘Z'MMW wtfe’@fmdger I want a husband with a beard and a /w’lzfz)/ like model m/t}éwwsz
Wd—wwto/w‘ng. I want two kids aﬁ‘wt Uni., a civil service pension when I vetive, and a nice circle z'ffﬁ*umd/;
I want cheese and wine evenings; church on J’u/@ay; a West Hp'_g/véazm White Tevvier named aﬂef a Dickens
chavacter.

I want to be)/zm.

I want hold inside wy oa#mﬂnk the mrei‘o/'fa mwnﬁejz}rlwbt/t wrmﬂwybmmﬁowwrgf
persuasion, WWMWW]WWMW Monfemf#ﬂmmef. Fﬂafew%cmd/:lwwtohfhem
rsing gently from the seats and dancing in the sluggish air curvents. “Ion't it hot?” I say, leaning towards
you. I promised notto do this, but I can’t hetp WW Wjod/r/wwej/}m mam’ﬁmmmth/e exhausted
breezg in this ancient carviage, I can smetl Lily of the valley.
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fo'[wlvr}e remembered Wﬁr%mgffhetmfwthe reft{f’h/evhfe - because it wasn’t what shed expec?ed
Shed imagined the kind zy’o%w—_grm, triamgulor object that she WWI/@ with Kaven and Janice. This
was an zmwﬁemdé’bweée% WMWWWWMWMMfWWWMMWWtMW.

Jamie was owtside it. mekt'/nﬁooﬂ, WMWWWWM#D /mfja/woh/e, W@/%’x}mywr. p‘/ve
hadn't been th/eve,y/txewv[ﬁh/t/mm cycled away aqain, but becawse hed seen her the Love vose up in her throat,
mwkz}nﬂl)tha/rd to breath, and clamoured in h/evrz}boaﬁemt/wugh r/h/edmwﬂowedﬂ.bwb}/ bivd. she was
ﬁladtohwwhﬂdﬁ«’theﬁkemyfwwowo/wd;fhe heat between th@hﬁhmme@tedfhemrﬁ"w
L@:M%WMWWWWM@@WWW. If/pedéovkedexwt%w/mmvfwm/wm
f/wwghztbeftw:yftw:, Wﬁmmhelovkedwcm,wtafw@amtﬁdem%wfmmﬂ wuytodxy'mawm‘
and walk wp to him, WWW:@M&) the handlebars, W@Wemt/ww%rh her dark tan.

And he smiled. Mytow_qm)nwmrmwdmwghfww%‘m. Fov nearly a year sted watched hine at
schoot, thﬁh/erorm/hto/vwh/mrt Now she would spend the next six m@/wfrwv’th/r/t}m,/}nt/vt}rjwwdy
canwas nest. Hewmmﬂwwdfoﬁ‘ecmpv'%ﬁw&th mwtefﬂ‘m :mmwmmﬂmwwemw
owtfwamefca/t]mm?wmkp&dc:yowr—ownﬁ‘m}tfwm. wavca/m/pwterwweaow#mwt
and between them, in this meadow approached by a bridlewny, jamie had pitched the secret tent.

HetMtMWﬂmWWW%@W@WfMKW. Then he kissed her.

Hed kissed Wﬁefwa, zrfomrpe. You Mn’t’jd—to organise a week Uj’W/Vt!M/L a tenwt without a éofzrfbtxwm:q
Ih/e@jewf/tmwlal ma/keh/ev%qw&dﬁrm thojm}n, and that her whole Mdywmédmxm‘to be closer to
his than ww:/wwv%e JMWtM /w,a/a)/t/anﬁ %WWWMWW&MD him, Lt}keﬁmw)ty, wntil
they weve sweat-slick with the M/Wlflﬂ pleasure (f’f it. And then she remembered t/m;/ Adidn’t have to stop this
time.

ﬂw}/a{/&ﬂbn’tyteepwtw% th,w{:ﬁyytm&j/w. Drowsed mayh. fMWWWWﬁWWWWe, foﬁMfM
GMMPMWWM%%W&odyhmrmedh/eﬂhfwewbyermmdwem—wt/wtmhmw
me@mmua&rawryrxifwmMed&nt/ve?ammﬁwdwfﬁvevévdytmw%umym@w
a/wu}/z’z)/alazevgfoéo’fh.
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When the dawn &e@m to Ldj/r/tm the fwm, yiwwv'nﬁ the contours #t/vev}r linked bodies, she took stock. Her
thighs and lower back throbbed. m@mffm/wpﬁmesfmmg‘tmyd been ground to powder under his
m%ﬁ/ut HMM/WSW&WW%WMWWWhWWWM@W%WWWMW%ﬁ
eqwa/l Ifh’e’ﬂﬁth. She was h,am

She watched th/eﬁrgl hﬁ/r/t creep and brt'ﬁ/vtm, MOVING ACrosS the canvas and giving back Vea/éﬂy to t/t/e]%w
stewws inside; the crampled m?wﬁ lmﬁ, her jeans — legs twisted around like mating smakes, his rucksack
i the corner Like a hunched animal.

“In Evance, t/m;/ grow mg%ww: that turn vound all da}/ to fm the sun. You've been dm/@ the same tW,”
his voice cwag/z/t/vevwm/wmer — theve had been no c/wmﬁe mn /w’réwa/t/w}nﬁ to ngeft/w was awake. “T was
theve last year; student exo/wwzﬁe. The}/ call them towrnesol; it means turn to the sun.”

She buried his wovds in her throat, yww%awﬂn:q his satiated MMW with his breath which tasted 7‘
sweet, d/r)/ exhaustion, like /my Wk/t}wedwn/tﬂt/ve tewtjéawwl with heat, and she cowéﬂbn’tjwdge whether
&tmwwﬂm t/ueﬁfé&u'tm zyft/m'xr bodies, wt/veﬁr NG sun.

WWWMfﬂﬁWﬂWWM WWW_@WWWW@W%/%M WW}/W
—yh/eg/oéedfa/yt, not to waste a minute. ma/fﬂ/bj/mf, t/t/emmdmij/t/t,yfve rode him, /thmwo/verw'w'ﬂﬁ
and falling over his hipbones as ste plunged him deeper than imagination could take hev. She pressed
Wﬁnﬁe«:z}n/w her taut abdomen and felt the rmndedﬁumdg‘/w):mhzwmwﬁaﬁmmfh/emﬂzy’w
stomach.

The thivd WMMWWW Th/e}/ volled in coarse Lmﬁjm&rt/mtta're Mth/eﬁrs/k/t}n,mt/vg/t/wm
Mmho%w?ﬂ%,mdt@ywmmwmnmmm«fm%nwﬂafwmﬁbm.J’h/efed/w'm
strawbervies — pressing the m»r‘W fruit into his mouth and then Licking the spilt juice from the
mw:of%mowth,ﬂmt/vemmgv’%mok,Wmn,mmn... until his juice and strawberries
blended in her mouth. He hissed to the moon as she swallowed him.
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’ﬂwfmwth H/(ﬂh/tf/m?/ r/tep/t move than t/m,y werve awake. Exhausted bodies wmﬁwd in heat and Wﬁed Zz)/
the /I/&WV}/ scent 7’ grass turning to straw.

The fifth wight he didn't come to the tent. She m%Q awake, but she wasn't waiting for him. Someow shei
W@ewm%ﬁow@tomn up. WWMWWWW%](WWW&VM bwtﬁv/m/pe@‘

She WMMW&@@W&BW@M@%MW]‘WWWﬂm&djm&ehmfwéedtowm.
She wm«rxtedamﬁj/utwém, a celebration o/’fﬁfe@m She Maﬁmedhowoﬁvwbq: mﬁj/t/téov’k, and men too;
darvk éwbpef,fmhm /ufl'%yer, wﬁdg/er. She Wmm&twmjww éz’fmf/t/mg with those other men,
and felt a hot squirm #mMWMtM}W;MWtMWW would take.

As th/ejre}/ Light began to f»&t&r th/mugﬁ the tent, she mounted her bike and rode away. She didn't look back.
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Toz,ia}/ IW& Z)ffw’f%m/ph ff’th/em back when it was a piet; nota fMlﬁMW ofjlxrdew. In the
Wajm/pfh it has a msz with curlicues, doovs, windows, even ﬁ‘aﬁm&m‘: irf shattered jém that weve once
window-panes. Now the prev is the exoskeleton z7’ a extinct sea creature, resisting the waves with gamnt

WWW%MM,WWWWM Brt'ﬁ/ttm.lrxz}tmfh/emﬁmmf,jum}nﬁwtt/ww
Mz'/t//:tod/@/, wzxr/tmrﬁ Iwwm’tmjavdatmefaf/fwwbmmthewm me—ure’re wwvymﬁg/mtamm

In 2000, when the photo was taken, Iwmthxy'riy—e/iﬁ/vt The Twin Towers still stood. That's how we measure
time now Lswt (2 From when the West realised it was vulnevatble. ﬂwmwmdem}/mﬁjmt/y, unused,
M/Mafe,&wtwr%—éoved. WW[WﬁW@#tMMWWW]MWWWM 70 me,
fmrywrmgle—é’h}wkedpm 10 him, t@mmamﬂmzfatm%wm%mm
Time, Lt}kejrw@hvm/hhfe.

I don’t want to think abowt this. Instead I want to concentrate on the /w’z‘:gow'rm t/m/td/efowod/:ﬁ‘m my
mand to W?M%WW%WIfWUf'MM?%d%

Miles says he is %W@/, W’W—m. Nﬂ'/w'n:q he can do to stvetch his age wpwards will aét}rjm'/pe the
fwftWMWWMalmmehtohh/kmm«

He blustves when he sees me. Not an embavvassed blush. Its a sex-blush, a hectic colowr that tints /w':fwoe,
Just as twmescence heats his grotn. One good thing abowt being older is I know this stuff: I don't quess; I'm
cervtain. tHe Wn’f@ow w’@/ he wants me, but he aLm—bM%/.

I want too. IM/veﬁomﬁfmtoka, tofef’l/vt}mhwédeme. IVW@/W%MMWeMtM
pretiminaries—Llike, how does he kiss? Who W%!IWMW’LL:j@d, a young W?mﬂzf&a’ﬂojm,
tefta—xxtemm,aMW—ywm IWMWWje warm hands that shake with Lwytth/e/wwto touch me. I
know if I breathe on his neck when we're air-kissing hetlo, he'll swallow convulsively, blush, swell in his
hipster jeans. W/rwte’kedo)/m medfokn:ow, a/tfm~tm?

I suspedd, tW/L I can’t be sure, that he'll be uncivcumcised. I am oowfwtewf/ue w&MWeaﬂow’d, thick,
M/p—owrm'/nﬁ?m&r,WWhIWWWMMM&MmtoWWthm. Ifm”lr/wre/vew&él
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view sex with me as an mbpjh/tmmﬁ, refp@cﬁ‘wlexpwéemmh/ew&%t/u}mk tnyWw@/Wﬂﬁef

And theves the problem. Miles is not my to}/—bzg/ - he is Miles, brown—gled, sensual, tnavticulate; Mw%e 7
mmwwma cateqory. Bwtdm/vemmcéew@z?/\/o. I'm the older woman, the kewsz/w
mysteries. And I'm vain emmgh to want to be me.

Like t/t/em L past my prive, but I asm to bejmfjwmm wmy warning. WWV:M%?M vts place,
a testament to theﬁmw{ wﬂ-h/mﬁ else. No’b*od?/ suggests vt b5 a monuwment to Vickorian mﬁp’mm/}@, ovan
example 17’ ﬂa/ww{ fmwémﬁ priovities in /veru'tnﬁe restovation. Its just our plev fmkm:q Lmne’@/, Br/&qh/tm’:
glory.

IwwMtobeM&kf?jW/.Iwth&mtommeoéw@g Vajwrd/éeﬁz’rflwaﬁem@m}/— t/ver///aﬁhzt@//wmw
Mth/eﬁmthm Ma}lmkrems. I dow't want to be an icon — seme Cathervine Deneuve sz'ﬁowrm,?/ Weaver
W—Mm I want to be just me.

I've got move to z{ﬁwthm an Mo/usiyp@. I’wyaﬁmmowrmd responsiveness and fafwlomrﬁdem in my
body’s ability to vide tfveﬁfef/h wave that is Miles, m'ﬁ/t/tt/mmgh the rip-curl and owt the other side. I have the

M%L{/ty to Listen to him without ﬁMWW@ his words th/m—ugh my eqo. I've got W@/ three decades z’rf mez}nﬁ
WW?WWWWMM&&WMW[CMZM‘W Wown?wmdw&rewown%ﬁh/ts—m
ot ald, I%Ljovdm‘tlw':b)/ww.

Im@/mwt/u}mfomme—ma/%/m m—%w?mefwm,wlow we. I just want him to open his warm,
brown QKWMmommmmarWﬂ%mﬂwdwmm, m%a/fﬂowﬂe«xaxuwtwmrf/wyﬁm
remaining adolescent drveam. See me. Acoepftlmw}mbt}nﬁz}m‘o my own sea. No’fh/t}nﬁjrmfwlmwtz}tthough,
Imﬁﬁ/m!—mﬁ every step afth/e way.

W/ve%)/ou’re)wwnﬁ)/m want the whole world to Lovf)/ou. As you aﬁe}/mjm/tnnd one person to éow;fou,
ma/%/ Lovf)/zm, Mthewnythwtymwmm,ymmldwmwhdyymﬁ But theve’s
mlojhto need. And then, when all those wants arve worn t—l'/wm—th/t'/nb)/@%,)/mjmxtwh/h to be seen as

powrself.
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I%Mewfthep/fwﬁ)ﬁmph Lyfthzem Wmfmnﬁtm,mmt@w%wﬁm;mgfw
W@AWM.AM%WWWWW. L&M/}Lefmwfmxtem/w%exlmmmywﬁlw&%
mmype%mlrmglm.

“Miles,” I say. “How abowt a walk to the prer?”
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