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The Train Diary

Scene One

Zack leaned back against the kitchen cabinet, his dinner warming in the microwave on the counter behind him. He stared at the book in his hands, turning it this way and that, the expensive-looking leather felt soft against his fingertips.

He blinked and pushed his glasses higher onto his nose.

“This is somebodies diary,” he mumbled. 

Questions filled his thoughts as he fingered the shiny metal clasp holding the cover closed. Is it wrong for me to read another person’s private words, even if I don’t know who wrote them?

He paused as he searched for an excuse that would justify opening the book and reading what had been written inside. What if I read it but I don’t tell anyone else what it says? Will that make it okay? The question hung in his thoughts as he put the book on the counter and stared down at it. He knew he would eventually read the diary, but he needed an excuse, some justification, so he wouldn’t feel guilty when he did.

“I’ll look through it later to see if I can find the owner’s name.” He smiled. “Yeah, that’s it, I’m not being nosy.” He shrugged. “Not at all. I have to read it to see if I can find out who owns it.” 

He opened a cabinet door and took a can from a shelf. Pixie, the tan kitten his sister had given him for his forty-forth birthday, purred and twisted around his ankles as he opened it. He emptied the can into a bowl and set it on the floor.

“There you are, little girl,” he said softly, “your favorite, tuna.” Pixie arched her back as Zack stroked the kitten’s soft fur. “What do you think I should do, huh, Pixie?”

He stood up and waved his arm in an arc. “To read or not to read,” he said in a loud, dramatic tone, “that is the question.” Pixie’s face disappeared into the bowl. “You’re no help at all, you know that, Pixie?”

He inhaled deeply and puffed his cheeks as he exhaled slowly. He picked up the diary and gazed at it again. He turned it front to back, letting his fingers slide over the rich, grey leather, his fingertips bumping over the stitches sewn along the cover’s edge. He held it to his nose and sniffed.

“It even smells expensive,” he mumbled. 

The microwave oven continued to hum behind him as his thoughts returned to his morning commute on the Number 15 bus. Zack rode this bus to work every day, and almost always in same seat. The ride was usually uneventful, except for this morning.   

This morning he had found the diary.

~~~~~


Scene Two

Zack boarded the Number 15 bus and made his way to his regular seat in the rear of the bus. Few passengers sat this far back, preferring to sit closer to the side exit doors. But the seat was just fine with Zack. He didn’t mind the noisy whoosh of the engine as the bus accelerated, or even the occasional smell of burnt diesel fuel wafting through a loose window frame. Zack preferred to sit alone and read his current library loan, usually a western, without the interruptions of a chatty fellow passenger.

Zack reached his seat just as the bus lurched forward, plopping him down onto the seat with a bounce. When he placed his hand on the seat cushion next to him to steady himself, he found the book. 

He picked it up and looked around, thinking he might see who it belonged to, but there was no one sitting nearby. No one had exited through the front door as he had boarded. He did notice several people had exited through the middle side door, but they had disappeared into the crowd of people on the sidewalk. He scanned the passengers sitting up front, but they were either engaged in conversation with a fellow passenger, nodding off, or engrossed in a book of their own.

A metal clasp held the book closed, and there was nothing written on the grey, expensive looking leather cover. Zack thought it was probably someone’s day planner, so he opened the cover hoping to find the owner’s name and hopefully an address or phone number. But what he found written on the front page surprised him.     

This is the place where I will keep all my most private thoughts.

The dots over the i’s had been turned into little smiley faces, and the wide flow and exaggerated curves of the penmanship was too neat to be anything but a woman’s handwriting. Zack pursed his lips and gazed out the bus window, absently tapping his fingers against the book’s cover as a thought seeped into his mind.   

This is private, and no one should read what someone else has written in their diary.

He wanted to return it to its owner, but he had no idea who that was. I’ll wait until I get home tonight and look through the book, he told himself, maybe I’ll find the owner’s phone number or something inside. But he knew that was only an excuse. The words on the front page had sparked his curiosity.  

When Zack arrived at his office, he dropped the diary into a desk drawer. Out of sight, out of mind, he repeated to himself throughout the day. But each time he was alone in the office, he opened the desk drawer and stared at the diary, arguing with himself about whether or not it was proper to read the words written inside.

At the end of the day, Zack put the book in his jacket pocket and rode the Number 15 bus home, the weight of the book reminding him of its presence.     

The ding-ding of the microwave announced that his dinner was ready, pulling Zack back to the present. He held the small book in his hands, questions whirling in his mind.

It’s only natural curiosity to want to read the diary, he told himself, so why not read it. He had no idea who had written the diary, who had put their private thoughts into words. And he would likely never would know the book belonged to.

“What harm will it do to read…ah…,” he blinked, “to search the book for the name of the owner.”

~~~~~


Scene Three

Zack dropped into his chair with a sigh, as he put the book on the table next to his dinner. He salted his food, popped open a lime-flavored beer, and took a long pull. His eyes kept returning to the book as he ate.

He hurried through his dinner, the diary sitting next to his plate, its heavy  presence more resembling a live person than an inanimate object. The diary seemed to call out to him, tempting him, pulling him toward the decision to read the book that had filled his thoughts since his morning commute.

Pushing his empty plate aside, Zack took the diary in his hands and studied the leather-bound book as if for the first time. The questions returned, flooding him with confusion. Will it really matter if I read the private thoughts of someone I’ll never know? What harm will it do if I read the diary. What if I never tell anyone I read it? Will that make it alright?

He signed heavily, pushed his glasses up on his nose and rubbed the back of his neck. 

The shiny metal clasp reflected the overhead light as Zack’s finger picked at the lever that would release the lock mechanism. His chin rested on his chest as his cheeks began to warm.

“Ah, what the hell,” he mumbled and flipped his finger against the clasp. It opened with a light click.

Zack stared at the first page, and seeing the same words he had read earlier.

This is the place where I will keep all my most private thoughts.

He drummed his fingers against the table and told himself that he was only searching for the name and address of the book’s owner. He shrugged and turned to the next page.

The page was blank, and so was the next page, but he continued to turn pages until finally coming to a page filled with the same smooth script he had seen on the first page. However, there was nothing personal about what had been written on this page.

Whoever owned the book was looking for a new job, but the search had yet to be successful, at least not to the point when this entry had been made. From what he read, Zack guessed that the writer was some sort of secretary. She, Zack felt comfortable using the feminine label, had a co-worker who was given to brown nosing and had caused the writer some problems at work. Typical office politics, he told himself.

The next page was filled with even more mundane entries. Lists of places where the writer shopped for clothes, food, and even the dealership where at the time of this writing she was in the process of purchasing a car—a red Volkswagen bug. 

Some of this information could be helpful in finding the owner of the diary, but he doubted the dealership would be willing to help. And as for the other stores, he had no idea yet what the woman who had written this looked like.

Zack was beginning to think he would never find anything helpful in the diary, and he was a bit disappointed that he hadn’t seen anything juicy, maybe a little sexy tidbit about a boyfriend, or a girlfriend.

He turned to the next page and began reading, but then he suddenly stopped.

“What the hell…?” he mumbled as he read. “Is this for real?” Zack stiffened in his chair, coming more alert as he read the entry again.

It began with this.

I have a fantasy that I hope will be fulfilled sometime soon.

Zack swallowed, and the beginning of a smile wavered on his face. He tilted his head to one side, his lips moving as he continued to read. 

My favorite fantasy is to have sex with a man on a moving train, but the man must be a total stranger. More importantly, I don’t want him to make love to me—I want him to fuck me! And I want him to be the kind of man who knows the difference.

The chair scraped the linoleum floor as Zack slid closer to the table and read the words again, this time with his eyes focused like a laser. Reading the last sentence again, he combed his fingers through his thinning, grey hair and put the book down.

“This can’t be real.” He wiped the sweat from his forehead. “Can it?”    

Maybe you shouldn’t read this after all, he told himself. But his curiosity was stronger than his consideration for a stranger’s privacy. He couldn’t stop now.

“Well, maybe just one more page,” he mumbled.

Chewing his lower lip, he flipped through page after page of mundane entries as he looked for more about the fantasy of this unknown person. He stopped turning pages when he found a page filled with words written in red ink. 

I don’t want to know his name, and I want him to act as if he is entitled to do as he pleases with me. He must treat me with the familiarity of a long-time lover. There can be no hesitation! He must be aggressive and domineering.

The words shocked Zack as they seeped into his mind. His face reddened with excitement as he read the next page. 

On my Sunday train trips to visit grandma in New Town, I always wear a short skirt, but nothing underneath, allowing easy access. I don’t want to impede him in any way.

Zack felt his cock harden and he shifted in his seat. He tried to imagine how hot it would be to put his hand under a woman’s skirt—a woman he didn’t even know—and find out she hadn’t worn panties. It would be the sexiest thing he had ever done.

He had read stories about things like this in Penthouse Magazine. Men wrote articles claiming things like this happened to them. But Zack had considered them to be works of fiction, simply the fantasies of the writer.

Zack sighed, admitting to himself that nothing like this could ever happen to him. He turned back to the diary and continued to read. 

Each time I take the train, I hope it will be the day when a stranger will sit next to me and push caution aside. I hope it will be the day a man will be aggressive enough, courageous enough, to fulfill my fantasy. I get wet just thinking about it.

Excitement pushed Zack’s hesitation aside. He was fully aroused as he thumbed through page after page, looking for more entries made in red ink. About a third of the way into the book, he found another red-ink-entry, but this entry had nothing to do with her train fantasy.

No, she had written a story—leaving out no details—about a sexual liaison. Whoever she was, she apparently had a sexual appetite for not only older men, but for older men who were strangers.

With a renewed interest, Zack began reading again.  

~~~~~


Scene Four

Zack couldn’t put the book down, not now. His fingers trembled as he turned the page, revealing a scene he could hardly believe. The words were descriptive in every way, and Zack felt his skin warm as he read.

He’s my neighbor, but I hardly know him. We’ve ridden in the building’s elevator together a few times, and he has begun walking his dog only minutes after I begin walking mine. He stays just far enough behind me to keep me in sight, so I’ve started wearing my tightest jeans or shortest skirts when I take my dog for a walk.

He’s about forty-five years old, which makes him older than me by about twenty-five years. But I like older guys, and older guys seem to like younger women, so it works out well for everyone.

We’ve only spoken a couple of times, usually just in greeting, but I have been purposely standoffish, keeping him at bay—keeping him a stranger to me. Having sex with a stranger, or men I barely know, is hot and exciting, and it allows me to do whatever I want and not worry about any judgements the following day. Afterward, we part, usually never seeing each other again, we have the sexy memory without the worry. 

Zack cleared his throat and used a napkin to mop the sweat forming on his brow. He looked around his apartment as if someone might see him reading this very explicit description of a sexual encounter—something written by a person who thought it would remain secret. But hell, he told himself, I’m alone, and I have no idea who wrote this.

Even though Zack knew it was wrong, he began reading again.

It had to happen before we got to know each other, before he asked for my name or told me his. That would ruin the whole thing for me. 

It was 11:30 on Friday night when I decided I had waited long enough. He wouldn’t be a stranger forever. It was now or never, and I try never to miss out on an opportunity. 

I took a long, hot shower, toweled myself off until my skin glowed, then stood in front of the mirror and applied my makeup. I used blue eyeshadow and blue eyeliner to highlight my eyes, and finished with a glossy, pink lipstick. My hair would wait until after I dressed.

I went to my dresser and searched through the drawer containing my sexiest lingerie. I choose a silk, dark blue thong, a see-through bra, also blue, and white stockings—the ones with roses embroidered at the top. I’m tall, five-feet-seven, and about two inches taller in the heels I wore. 

When I finished pulling my dark brown hair into a tight bun behind my head, I stared at myself in the mirror for just a minute. I wanted to be sure every detail was right.

My green eyes looked out from their frame of blue. My nipples, already erect and sensitive, were pressed against the sheer fabric of my bra. I could just make out a slight camel toe in the thong covering my pussy.

I looked good, and damn sexy.

Zack put the diary down and rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands. He got up, took a bottle of beer from the refrigerator and took a long pull, his Adam’s apple bobbing with each swallow. He thumbed through the pages and saw that there were several more pages to read, so he got a second beer from the fridge and sat it on the table.

He settled into his chair, picked up diary, and continued to read.

I didn’t, and still don’t, know my neighbor’s name, but that only added to my excitement. His apartment is on the same floor as mine, several doors down the hall, but I didn’t let the fact that I’d pass other apartment doors spoil what I had planned.

I took a deep breath and nodded at the image in the mirror, then turned and walked out of my apartment, quietly pulling the door closed. I wore nothing over my lingerie, as I walked along the corridor to my neighbor’s apartment. The sounds of televisions and muffled conversations coming from the apartments I passed only added to my excitement, I mean, it might be embarrassing for me if someone came out of their apartment, but if it was a man I’m sure he would have enjoyed the view of my firm ass as I walked. 

I stopped at the apartment door and listened for sounds that would tell me if he was awake, but I heard nothing. I hoped he wasn’t asleep because it would mean I’d have to knock louder and possibly wake a neighbor. I had gotten this far and I wasn’t about to turn back, no matter how hard I’d have to knock.

I heard the security chain jingle and the dead bold clang after my first knock. The door opened slightly, and my neighbor stood in the wedge of light spilling in from the hall. He was barefoot and wearing a thin, cotton robe. My heart thumped in my chest as his eyes, wide as saucers, moved over my nearly naked body. I liked the idea that he was probably sitting around, bored, thinking another uneventful day had passed—until there was a knock at his door.

“What… Uh… I mean…?” He stammered, apparently so surprised by what he saw that he couldn’t form complete sentences. I watched his face turn red.

I looked over my shoulder. There was no one else in the hallway. I turned back to him and smiled my best, friendliest smile.

“Can I borrow a cup of sugar?” I said.

He didn’t move, unless you counted the fact that his eyes were traveling all over my body. After a long beat, recognition gleamed in his eyes.

“You live in the apartment down the—“

“It’s cold out here,” I said, then wrapped my arms over my chest.

“Yes, yes,” he said. “Of course. Come in.”

He pulled the door open and stepped aside just enough so that I had to walk between him and the door, so I took full advantage of the narrow space by letting my ass slide against him.

He looked both ways down the corridor before closing and locking the door. 

My neighbor stepped into the living room and gave me a puzzled look. Surprising him like this made me feel sexy, and I didn’t want to waste time. Dressed as I was, we both knew why I was there. I took the two steps separating us, put my arms over his shoulders and clasped my fingers together behind his neck, then rose up on my toes and kissed him—deep, warm, and wet. His arms went around my narrow waist and he pulled me against him.

A moment later, with our lips still pressed together and our tongues exploring each other’s mouths, he walked me backwards into his bedroom. When I felt the cold metal of his bed frame against the backs of my legs, I broke the kiss.

I turned and looked at his bed, then back to him.

“I feel like going to bed,” I said. I made my voice as sultry as I could, and said, “Would you tuck me in?” 

He stood there, his eyes wide and shining with excitement, seemingly unable to speak. I snapped my fingers in front of his face a couple of times and he seemed to come back to the present.

“Oh, yes,” he said. His eyes moved from me to the bed, “I mean, hell yes.” He grabbed the blankets and began to shake them, smoothing them over the bed.

I took his wrists in my hands and said, “No need to straighten the bed, we’re only going to mess it up anyway.”

He just nodded, his eyes feasting on my body.

I like aggressive, domineering men, but I was having fun with the hesitation my surprise visit had caused. He looked like he was lost in a trance. I wondered if he wanted to pinch himself to make sure he wasn’t dreaming. But a bulge poked against his robe, so I had faith that he would soon take charge. 

I stepped forward and felt his cock through the thin material of his robe, and he gasped as I began stroking it, feeling it getting harder against my hand. He was well equipped.  

“Very nice,” I cooed. “You are definitely a big boy.”

He said nothing, but his cock pulsed inside the loose fist I had wrapped around his impressive girth. After a minute of this he was quite hard. I let go of him and smiled.

Without taking my eyes from his, I slipped my bra off and pushed my thong down, wiggling my hips until they were around my ankles. I smiled at him and then got into bed wearing only my stockings. I laid on my back, my legs slightly spread, as I gazed up at him and patted the sheets next to me. He stared at me for a moment, his mouth slack, his eyebrows raised. He took a step back. 

“I’ll be right back,” he said. He turned and hurried into the bathroom.

A moment later I heard the shower turn on, and a minute after that it turned off again. The bathroom door opened slowly and he stepped into the bedroom, totally naked. I was already wet, but my pussy clenched as I watched his rigid cock bobbing in front of him as he walked to the bed where I was waiting for him. He didn’t say a word as he got on the bed and stared at me. He smelled clean, like soap and lime aftershave. He had even taken the time to shave. I was impressed.

He propped himself up on his elbow and stared at me. 

“What?” I said softly. 

“I can’t believe this is happening.” His eyes moved over me again. “I thought things like this only happened in fantasies.”

“Or in Penthouse?” I said.

“Penthouse?” His eyes narrowed, but then widened with recognition. “Oh, yeah, you mean the letters in the forum? The fantasies?”

“Yes,” I said coyly. “Maybe now you’ll have a reason to write a letter to the magazine.”

He chuckled.  

“Who would possibly believe me!” His eyes moved over my body, stopping when his gaze reached my pebbled nipples, and then again when they reached the trimmed, dark curly hair between my thighs. “You’re beautiful,” he whispered, “just beautiful.”

I reached out and stroked his cock as his eyes moved over me. He wasn’t big, but he was certainly big enough. It was hard, thick, velvety smooth. Yes, it would be enough for me.

I smiled shyly at him, and it didn’t take long for my neighbor to come alive. I mean, really alive.  

He slid down my body, dropping kisses along my shoulder, down over my neck, then stopping to suck my hard nipple before continuing lower. His tongue left a wet trail over my flat stomach as he moved closer to my pussy. I spread my legs as he rolled between them, and I gasped when I felt his hot breath against my sex.

His tongue pushed through my soft pubic hair, and I moaned when he found my slit. I spread my legs further as he used his thumbs to spread my lips and expose my engorged nub.

And then he went to work.

He used the tip of his wet tongue to lap at my cunt, moving up and down, stopping occasionally to gently suck my sensitive clit into his warm mouth. It didn’t take long before the heat of an orgasm began pooling deep inside  me. I entwined my fingers in his hair and pulled his face against my pussy. 

“Don’t stop,” I moaned. “Please, don’t stop.”

“I have no plans to stop,” he said, the warmth of his breath spreading over my mound.

He pressed his tongue flat against my clit and moved it side to side. I sucked in a shuddering gasp and arched my back, pressing the heels of my feet and my shoulder blades into the sheets. My muscles tensed, as the hot juices of my orgasm spread through me, filling my pussy and soaking his face.

“Ohh…,” I moaned, twisting my fingers tightly into his hair as spasms rippled through my belly. He moaned against my sex as his tongue continued to lick up the juices spilling from my opening.

My breathing slowed as my body relaxed, as my orgasm subsided. I slowly lowered myself back onto the sheets. I looked between my spread legs and saw my neighbor looking back at me.

“Damn,” he said, his words muffled against me, “you taste so good.”

“You are very good at this,” I said.

“Let’s see if I can make you do that again.”

He went back to work, licking and sucking me, his tongue probing deep into my hole. He covered my labia with his mouth and sucked as much of my pussy into his mouth as he could, as his finger slipped deeply into me.

I grasped the sheets in my fists and held tight as another orgasm warmed inside my belly. The sensation of his sucking my pussy into his mouth while he fingered me was too much for me. I tried to pull away, but he curved his arms over my thighs and followed me as I moved, his sucking mouth never losing contact with my quivering pussy.

My body tensed, as my orgasm rippled through me. My cunt clenched at his finger as my warm juices flooded into my hole, filling me, and gushing past his finger and down my ass.

It was only when I felt the burn in my lungs that I realized I was holding my breath.  

My body slowly relaxed.

“Again?” he asked from between my legs, his eyes visible above my mound.

He was very good at eating pussy, but there was something I wanted to do ever since I saw him walk out of the bathroom.

“Bring your cock up here,” I said softly. His eyes narrowed with uncertainty. “I want to suck you cock,” I said. “Bring it up to me.”

My neighbor pushed himself up onto his knees and shuffled up until he was straddling my chest. The hair covering his heavy balls tickled my nipples as his dick bobbed only inches from my face. With my arms pinned to my sides, I couldn’t reach out and touch him. I stared at the glistening head, then let my gaze rise until our eyes locked together.  

“Feed it to me,” I said.

He grasped his cock at the base and lifted it toward my mouth, and I licked my lips, moistening them, as I waited. Without breaking contact, he rubbed his cock over my lips, up over my cheek, then along my lips again. The velvety soft skin of his cock felt good as he began rubbing it over my other cheek, then back down to my lips again.

We kept our eyes locked on each other as he put his cock against my lips. And then, using a little pressure, he pushed his cock into my mouth. Feeling his smooth, rubbery head in my mouth, I closed my lips around it and flicked my tongue against the sensitive spot just under the rim of his glans. He moaned when I touched the tip of my tongue to the hole at the top of his cock, tasting his precum. The musky, sweet liquid made my tongue tingle, and I moaned with approval at the taste. 

With my lips closed tightly around his cock, my neighbor began slowly fucking my mouth. He pushed his hips forward until about half of his cock was in my warm mouth. He held himself there, his thick head pressed lightly against the opening of my throat. And then moved back, sliding his cock against my tongue until the flare of his glans bumped against the inside of my lips. And then I pressed my tongue against the silky-smooth skin of his cock, as he began slowly fucking my mouth.

He reached down and lifted my head, then placed a pillow under it so that my mouth was better positioned to receive his thrusting prick. His balls slid over my nipples, hardening them, as he moved back and forth above me, pushing more of his cock into my mouth each time.

He pulled back until his cock slipped out of my mouth, then reached down and grasped it by the thick shaft. Gazing down at me, a determined smile curved his lips as he began sliding his wet cock over my cheeks, my chin, and across my lips before feeding the rubbery head back into my mouth. I had to open wide as he pressed more and more of his cock into my mouth. Each time the head of his cock hit my throat I’d gag and he would pull back, but he’d be right back to feeding me all of his cock as soon as I had caught my breath again. 

I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His eyes were clenched in concentration, his lips pressed into a straight line. Precum spilled from the tip of his cock, and he moaned softly as I licked it into my mouth. His dick began to thicken and get harder. I could feel his body begin to tense.

He pulled his cock from my mouth. “I don’t want this to end yet,” he said softly, “I want to fuck you.”

I remained silent as my neighbor moved so that he was between my legs, his prick lying against my mound. I instinctively reached between us and guided him to my opening, longing to feel his hard, silky cock inside me.

I rubbed his head along my wet slit, and he probed at my hole as my lubrication spread over him. I used my hand to keep him from thrusting too deeply, wanting him to be slippery when he pushed his hard cock into me.

He pushed his cock against my pussy, anxious, probing, thrusting, deep moans coming from him, but I held him back. I wanted him more aroused then he’d ever been before. I wanted him to always remember the night he fucked me.

Finally giving in to my own desires, I held his head against my entrance.

“Push,” I whispered.

I gasped as his head spread my lips apart, pushing into my resistance.

“Oh,” I moaned as he pressed harder. “Oh, oh,” I groaned as I felt myself open up around his girth.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned as he sank his cock to the hilt into my liquid warmth. “Your pussy is so hot, so wet.”

My pussy clenched around him and held him deep inside me.

The warm breath of his gasp passed over my shoulder, and his cock pulsed, as my warmth enveloped him. He began a steady rhythm as my lubrication coated his shaft, pushing deeper into me with each thrust, his balls slapping my ass.

Lying against me, I could feel his chest vibrate with his moans and groans as he began to thrust harder, pushing all of his cock into me, burying himself in my silky warmth.

I pulled my legs up and wrapped them around his hips, opening myself completely to him.

“Yes,” I moaned into his ear, “fuck me like that. Deep. Hard! Harder!”  

His hips were slamming against mine as his dick began to swell and my pussy clenched him. I pushed my hips up to meet each of his thrusts, and each time he drove into me I felt him pulling on the walls of my pussy. When he pulled out his cock dragged along my engorged clit, making me shudder.

My stomach tightened as my orgasm built. He was working my pussy with his cock, thrusting in and out of me with a determined rhythm, as the heat deep in my core began spreading through me. It wouldn’t be long before I would come again. When I felt his cock swell inside me, I wanted him to come with me.

“Tell me when you’re ready to come,” I whispered into his ear.

“It won’t be long,” he said as his thrusts grew more determined.

I reached behind him and grasped his ass. I dug my fingers into his firm cheeks and pulled him deeper into me.

“I’m ready,” I groaned, “I’m going to come.” My body shivered as the heat of my orgasm began spreading through me.

“Yes, yes,” I hissed, “fill me with your cum.” My voice was deep, throaty as I cried out. “Fuck me. Yes! Empty your balls into me.”

His chest vibrated against mine as a deep, guttural groan escaped from him. He drove into me, pummeling my pussy. 

“I’m coming…” he said, his voice husky, strained. “Damn, I’m coming…”

I felt the familiar warmth as his cock pulsed inside me. He continued to thrust, emptying more of his seed with each grunt escaping him. As he spread his sticky seed, I felt my insides spasm with my own release. My juices flooded into my cunt, making his cock slick so that it slid through me easily. His cock pulsed with each new spurt of his seed, mingling with the juices spilling out of me.

Our chests heaved and our breathing grew loud and ragged as we pulled against each other, grunting, groaning, both of us trying to wring out as much pleasure as possible. A thick stream of cum, both his and mine, flowed out of me and ran down my ass.

A moment later, my neighbor rolled off me with a groan and laid next to me.

Wearing only the towel my neighbor had given me, and holding my lingerie in one hand, I quietly made my way back to my apartment. No sounds came from behind the doors lining the corridor as I crept past them. Thirty minutes later, I climbed between the sheets on my bed, my skin still damp from a hot shower.

We never rode the elevator together again, but I saw my neighbor walking his dog several times at the same time I walked mine. We virtually ignored each other and I wondered if it was because he harbored the same, sex-with-a-stranger fantasy as I did. 

Zack was breathing hard as he put the book down on the table and pushed it away.

~~~~~


Scene Five

“This can’t be real,” Zack mumbled skeptically. “Someone is playing a fuckin’ trick on me.” He cleared his throat as he stood. “Somebody, probably that bastard, Mike, is going to have a good laugh over this.” 

Zack and Mike were friends, and they were always playing tricks on each other. He knew that if Mike could see him right now, a painful hard on in his pants, his face red with excitement, Mike would laugh for days.

Zack picked up the diary and thumbed quickly through the pages, again hoping to find the owner’s name. He chuckled when he didn’t find it. 

“I’m not surprised,” he mumbled. “Mike can’t put an owner’s name in here. He’s the owner.

That night Zack laid in bed staring at the dark ceiling, unable to sleep, his thoughts swirling with questions. He knew that Mike wasn’t smart enough to put in the mundane information about a job hunt or buying women’s clothes. No, he wouldn’t be that creative, he’d just put in a bunch of stuff about sex, and not as good as what he had just read, either. Could Mike really make up a sex scene like the one in the diary?

“Hell, no,” Zack said into the dark room. Another thing crossed his mind, something that made him think Mike hadn’t planted the book.

If Mike had planted the diary, wouldn’t he have put a note in it somewhere? A note saying something like, I got you, you dumb shit! Sure he would. Mike would want Zack to feel like an jerk as soon as he finished reading the diary. If nothing else, Mike would have called by now, even if just to try to find out if Zack had found the book. 

No, the more he thought about it, the more he felt that Mike was not involved. Which meant the diary was real, even if the sex scene he had read wasn’t.

Zack tried to fall asleep, but his thoughts kept him awake. What if the diary he found had actually been lost? What if the diary did belong to a woman? What if what he had read was real?

I’ll wonder for the rest of my life, he told himself, if I don’t at least try to find out the truth—especially if the woman looks as good as she had described herself. If so, she was a knock out!

The next morning he left the diary under his pillow and left for work.

With the diary at home, Zack tried to think about something other than the beautiful woman with the green eyes who liked fulfilling her fantasies. But he couldn’t. Throughout the day, visions of a beautiful young woman coming to his door late at night wearing only lingerie played in his mind all day. He could picture her walking into his apartment, her ass covered by the thin strip of material of her thong. He could imagine looking down at her pretty face as he fucked her.

He wondered if he would ever find her. He wondered if she even existed.

Riding the bus to work the next morning, Zack stared at every woman who boarded the bus. They probably think I’m some kind of perv, he told himself. But he wished he could at least see her, even if just once. 

It did not take long.

She boarded the Number 15 bus at the next stop.

~~~~~


Scene Six

The young woman stepped into the bus and absently dropped her fare into the coin counter. She looked briefly at each passenger as she made her way down the narrow aisle. Zack stared at her as she walked toward him, her short skirt swaying with the motion of the bus, and even from his seat in the back, he could see her green eyes.  

Zack felt his pulse quicken.

She’s much too pretty, much too attractive—much too young—to have written those things in the diary, Zack told himself. But his gaze lingered on the hem of her short skirt, and he wondered if she was wearing panties. The thought made his cock pulse.

She had long, shapely legs, and her open-toe sandals revealed red painted nails. Her long hair, the color of dark chocolate, framed high cheekbones. Her full breasts strained against the thin fabric of her white blouse and received the notice of the male passengers as she made her way to the back of the bus. Zack forced himself not to stare. 

That can’t be her, he told himself. She can get any guy she wants, and she’s at least fifteen years younger than me. Zack sighed with resignation. No, he decided, that’s not her. She’s too innocent looking—too wholesome.

He turned his attention back to the paperback book in his hand and began reading. But a moment later, the woman’s voice caught his attention. He looked up to see her standing in the aisle next to an elderly passenger two seats in front of him. He leaned forward slightly so he could hear her over the sound of the bus’s rumbling motor. 

“Excuse me,” the young woman said. “Were you on this bus yesterday morning?”

The older woman looked up at her. “Why, yes, I was,” she said. “I’m not sure it was exactly this bus, but I did ride the bus yesterday.” She frowned. “But I sat closer to the front.”

“I’m sorry to bother you,” the green-eyed woman said. “But did you happen to see a small book on the seat when you got on the bus yesterday, or this morning?” Hope edged her soft voice.

“No,” the woman replied, “I didn’t see anything like that, yesterday or today. Did you lose something, dear?” 

“Yes, I think I left it here yesterday.” She sat down, carefully tucking her skirt under her.

“I hope it wasn’t anything too important,” the woman said.

“Oh, actually, it was quite important,” she said with a deep sigh. As Zack watched her, the young woman scanned the floor under the nearby seats. “It was very important to me,” she mumbled softly.

Zack closed his eyes and thought about everything that had happened. He had found the diary on this bus yesterday, in the same seats as where this beautiful woman had come to search for it. She was beautiful, and she had green eyes. Zack’s ears buzzed.

It must be her. 

Should I just return the book to her, he wondered. Before he made his decision, she reached up and pulled the overhead cord, alerting the driver she wanted to get off at the next stop. He bit his lip and pushed his glasses up onto his nose. He thought about following her. If I know where she lives or works, I can leave it for her anonymously, that way she won’t be embarrassed.

They got off at the next stop. Zack watched her skirt sway with each step she took, and he could not stop himself from wondering if she was wearing anything under the smooth fabric. Words from her diary floated through his mind.

He doesn’t have to be handsome, but he must be bold.

Look at me, he told himself, I’m much older than she is, I have a paunch, and my grey hair is thinning. I’m a mess. I doubt she would want to do anything with someone that looks like me. But then he remembered another entry he had read.

I want him to fuck me!

He watched her calf muscles flex and loosen as she walked, the way her hair shimmered in the morning light, the softness of her bus as she spoke to the woman on the bus.  

If he hesitates, my interest will be lost, as well as my own courage. His boldness, his unbridled desire, will excite me. He must be willing to throw caution to the wind and ignore his usual restraint, as his lust drives his actions. Having a total stranger want me for purely physical reasons is what I long for.    

Zack ears buzzed as he watched her climb the worn, stone steps of a fashionable apartment building. She stopped in a small foyer and unlocked a polished-brass mail box—the first one on the bottom row. She removed a letter from the box, closed the shiny lid, and disappeared behind a curtained door.

A moment later, Zack climbed the same steps. He stopped in the foyer and looked at the name on the first mailbox on the bottom row.

K. Murphy. 

Kim? Kelly? Karen?  He wondered what her first name might be. He wanted to know more about her.

As he walked back to the bus stop, Zack’s thoughts filled with her-and the things she had written. He worried that it might be a fantasy for her and nothing more. Most people have fantasies, he told himself, but he also knew that most people didn’t act on them. Was this fantasy one that she never wanted to fulfill? Or does she want to do the things she had written about. Had she done the things he had read in her diary?

It was all so confusing.

At home,  he read more of Miss Murphy’s diary. 

I had hoped to be further along in my career, an entry began, but since I rejected Mr. Brandon’s advances, my career hasn’t moved at all.

Zack felt his courage wane. I guess Mr. Brandon is some dirty old man-kind of like me, I suppose. He chuckled. But the following entry boosted his courage. He stiffened in his chair as he read. 

I actually don’t mind that Mr. Brandon is older, I like older men. If he were a stranger and approached me on the train, he could have had what he clearly wants. But he’s not a stranger, so I guess my search, and my hopes, continue. But now I will need to find a new job. Too bad. 

He thumbed through more pages, stopping occasionally to read the ordinary entries, the ones in black ink, thinking that he might find something that would tell him if the fantasy was real or not. But only the pages written in red ink contained what he was looking for. A couple of pages further he found this.

I imagine his hand reaching under my skirt, as he sits next to me, touching and arousing me. I want to feel his warm hand as it explores—as he discovers my how wet my pussy is for him.  

As Zack lay in bed, he wondered if he could ever find the courage to act out her fantasy. Could he reach under the skirt of a total stranger, no matter how tempting and beautiful she might be? What would happen if she slapped him, or worse, yelled for the police?  What if these entries were fiction? Was writing these words on these pages all she intended? Was it all fiction? 

Remembering how her breasts strained against her blouse, the way her skirt swayed as she walked home, peaked his desire. What if it’s not fiction, what if she did want these things to happen? If I don’t at least try I will always regret my lack of courage.

He imagined the young Ms. Murphy seated next to him, his hand creeping over her smooth thigh. He hadn’t been with a woman in a long, long time, and his cock hardened quickly.

What if she is serious, he wondered; could I actually have her? A faint smile cut across his face as he turned out the light. The last thought he had before falling to sleep settled in his mind.

I need to buy a train ticket.

~~~~~


Scene Seven

Sunday morning broke warm and clear, the air fresh from an overnight rain. Zack checked his watch. With so many doubts filling his thoughts, he wanted to arrive at the train station ahead of her-if she arrived at all. Propelled by fear as much as desire, his pace quickened. 

Zack sat on the uncomfortable wooden bench in the train station peeking over the top of the newspaper he pretended to read. The overhead speakers came to life with muffled announcements of arrivals and departures that he was unable to understand. But it didn’t matter. He had checked the schedule yesterday, and there was only one train to New Town on Sunday. With his stomach knotted in uncertainty, he waited.

I’ll probably be in jail before the day is over, he thought, as he imagined her calls for help. If I had any brains, I’d go home now while I still can. But then he saw her and his heart skipped a beat.

Dusty shafts of sunlight fell from the skylights, catching the reddish highlights in her flowing hair as she walked into the station. Her thin, tan sweater formed around the curve of her ample breasts. Her lipstick was pale pink, her eyelids tinted blue, her long, shapely legs bare.

She’s lovely, Zack told himself. So clean, so fresh, so wholesome.

Passion bubbled inside him, as Zack wondered what she had on under her short, plaid skirt.

After buying a ticket, Ms. Murphy made her way to the platform where a train waited with its door open. Zack followed her from a discreet distance, stepping beside a steel column when she stopped and seemed to be watching people around her getting on the train.

A moment later, she began walking toward the front of the train. When she reached the car directly behind the massive engine, she stopped and looked at her ticket for a short minute before disappearing into the train. 

Watching her slender body moving under the soft material of her skirt, Zack could hear the blood rushing past his ears. His cock began to harden.

I have to try, Zack decided, whatever the cost.

A moment later, Zack boarded the same car. He saw her seated at the front of the car. She held her purse on her lap as she stared out the window. The seat next to her was empty, and another entry from the diary blossomed in his mind as he gazed at her.

I can only imagine my excitement as his hand slips between my thighs and he feels my warm pussy. I hope I can keep from moaning too loudly as his finger slips between my wet folds.

Zack noticed that there was no car ahead that held passengers, only the blank steel of the back of the engine. Another entry raced into his thoughts.

I can’t wait until he suggests we move to a more private place. 

She didn’t seem to notice when Zack sat in the empty seat next to her. 

Without saying a word, Zack opened his newspaper, held it in front of him, and pretended to read.

After what seemed like an eternity, the train heaved with a grinding shudder, and with a rhythmic clack, it was soon speeding ahead. 

Hidden behind his Sunday newspaper, Zack lowered his eyes and saw the pale flesh of her exposed lower thigh. His mind flooded with ways to begin—or whether he should begin at all. His forehead beaded with sweat as his frenzied thoughts filled with the sound of a woman’s screams, handcuffs chafing his wrists, people staring at him as he was led off to jail.

Maybe I should I abandon the whole affair, he thought, as the pages of his newspaper shook in his hands. But then another diary entry pushed that thought way as he remembered it.

I will turn over all control to him, allowing him to take me any way he chooses. But it wouldn’t do for the other passengers to hear my squeals of pleasure, so he must be careful not to let me come as his fingers stroke my sensitive clit.

Zack let out a long, slow breath. He couldn’t stop now, even if he wanted to, and he didn’t. This is what she had written about, wasn’t it? Sex with a stranger on a moving train. This was her fantasy, right? His stomach roiled as his hand dropped to the narrow space between them.

~~~~~


Scene Eight

He could feel her warmth even before he touched her skin, and each time the train swayed his hand moved a little closer to her. If this goes bad you’ll just have to jump from the train, he told himself.

As the countryside slid past in the window, he saw that her skirt had ridden higher on her leg, revealing more of the soft flesh of her thigh. Zack lowered the newspaper just enough to hide his hand as it crept closer to the supple, pale skin that seemed to beckon him. Even as he remembered the words she had written, he held his breath and waited for her reaction. 

It will excite me to know that this stranger is so filled with desire that he can disregard his normal thoughts of discretion and take the chance to touch me.

Zack stopped breathing as his trembling fingers barely touched the warm, supple flesh of her thigh. Her body stiffened against the seat, and he readied himself to run and throw himself from the train. He hesitated, his heart pounding. She didn’t move away from his touch, she made no objection, no shouting. He waited.

After a long moment, he moved his hand across to the top of her thigh. Her skin was velvety and warm. He breathed a sigh of relief when she didn’t call out. Thankful that his newspaper hid his hand, he began gently caressing her thigh, squeezing gently, lightly pressing his fingers into her supple flesh.

She remained silent as his fingers began to creep to her inner thigh. Her breathing quickened, causing her breasts to press against the fabric of her blouse with each intake of air. His fingers found the edges of the feathery, springy hair between her legs. 

Her full lips parted as she gave a low sigh.

He turned to look at her, hoping she would give him a sign that she was enjoying what he was doing. A droplet of sweat glistened on her neck just below her left ear, and her hands trembled, but she didn’t turn away from the window. Instead, she stared out the window as if nothing unusual was happening.

Zack sucked in a breath, and his cock throbbed, as he remembered another diary entry. 

I will be obedient to his touch. I want to respond to him as if I was being paid. He does not need to assure me of anything, no, I’m there for his pleasure. To do the things that he wants. I need to be his whore.

The words excited him and drove his passion. When she parted her legs further, he could feel her heat rising from between her thighs.

He took her hand in his and pretended to admire the sapphire ring on her trembling finger. When she didn’t protest, he lowered the newspaper and placed her hand against his hard cock. Hidden by the newspaper, she stroked him through his pants, his cock throbbing each time she gently squeezed it.

Zack moved his hand into the space between her thighs. He felt her body shudder when his hand cupped her pussy. With her wet slit pressed against his palm, he slid a finger between her lips and used the tip to spread her juices over her engorged clit. She covered her mouth with her hand, stifling a moan, when his finger slipped between her folds and entered her pussy to his first knuckle.

I will allow the stranger to choose the place for our sexual encounter, but it must be on the train.

He remembered the entry. She began rocking slowly against his finger, driving herself down onto it as she tried to take all of it into her soaking cunt. 

It was time they left their seats, Zack told himself.

“Excuse me,” he said without turning to her, “I’m going to have a cigarette outside, on the platform in the front of the car.” Then with a low but commanding voice, he leaned closer to her and said, “Wait about a minute, then join me there.” 

Without waiting for her response, he stood and looked down at the creamy flesh of her exposed thighs. He remembered that she had written that the stranger should act as if he had paid for her. He swallowed hard. He leaned down and whispered in her ear, his voice maintaining its commanding tone.

“Pull your skirt up a higher,” he said, “I want to see more of you.”

For the first time since boarding the train she looked at him.

Without saying a word, she pulled the hem of her skirt slowly up her legs, exposing more of her pale flesh until the dark, springy hair between her thighs came into view. With her eyes still locked on Zack’s, she spread her legs just enough for Zack to see her glistening slit.

Zack smiled and walked to the heavy door a few feet away and pulled it aside, then stepped out into the noisy wind. His cock strained against his pants, as he lit a cigarette and waited.

~~~~~


Scene Nine

Zack flinched when a moment later the door opened and she stepped out. With the slightest smile, she stood next to him as the wind whipped her chocolate brown hair around her face. 

He slid his arm around her slender waist and gently pulled her to him. All of his uncertainties evaporated when he felt the warmth of her thigh against his. Turning to her, Zack watched as her eyes lowered to the bulge in his pants, then back up to his eyes. He smiled and nodded. She sighed as her delicate hand grasped the erection inside his pants. She stroked his cock slowly, squeezing when she reached the tip, then stroking to the base again. 

Zack unzipped his pants and she reached in and worked her hand down to his hard cock. She moaned in approval as her soft fingers went around his girth, the tips barely meeting. Holding his shaft in a loose fist, she stroked him slowly up and down, and each time she reached the tip, she used a fingertip to spread his precum over his bulbous head.

Zack’s hand moved up her side, his fingertips following the curve of her  breast. A moment later he moved his hand under her satin bra. He squeezed her hard nipple between his fingers, drawing a gasp of pleasure from her.

Heated blood pulsed in Zack’s ears.  

She made no attempt to stop him, as he continued to explore her body with his hand. He liked the feel of her velvety skin against his hand as he moved it down her back until it slipped beneath the waistband of her skirt. His breathing quickened and his cock throbbed as his hand traveled over the feminine swell of her hips, stopping to gently knead her firm, fleshy cheeks. .

He turned to her and saw the smile on her lips.

No longer concerned with consequences, Zack moved more quickly now. He nudged her to the three steps at the side of the rough metal platform. Standing there, they were hidden from the passengers seated in the car behind them.  

Standing on the steps, the wind tossing their hair, Zack grasped her skirt and rolled it up between his fingers. He gently stroked the soft skin of her inner thigh, then moved his hand higher to cover her heated mound. Gasping, she pressed herself against his palm, and he could feel the wet warmth of her slit.

She pressed her thighs together when he inserted a finger into her wet pussy. She rocked against his finger, causing it to go deeper each time she pressed herself against it.

She leaned her head back and moaned, as her tongue darted out and slid over her full lips.

She reached out and crossed her wrists behind his neck, pressed against him, her warm breath caressing his ear as she spoke. “There’s not much time. I get off at the next stop.”

Zack leaned his head back and asked, “New Town?” He smiled.

Her eyebrows rose.  “Yes, New Town.”  

~~~~~


Scene Ten

She unzipped his pants and pulled his erection out of his jeans, and the mixture of the cool air and her warm palm on his cock made him shudder.

She moved up one step so that they were about equal height, which gave Zack direct access to her hungry pussy. Without taking her eyes from his, she grasped his prick and rubbed against her clit, spreading her juices. She widened her stance to spread her legs more, and then she guided his throbbing cock to her waiting cunt.

He found her easily. 

His cock head slipped into her silken folds and he began pushing in and out with shallow thrusts, spreading her warm lubrication and coating his shaft. But when she reached around him and pulled his hips to her, his cock pushed to the hilt into her liquid warmth. Buried inside her, he felt her pussy clench his throbbing cock. With his body pressed against hers, he could feel her heart beating in her heaving chest.  

Enveloped in her velvety folds, Zack reached around and grasped her ass. Holding her in place, he pushed his cock deep into her cunt and stopped. With his prick buried in her clasping cunt, he wanted a moment to savor the reality of this beautiful, young woman so eagerly allowing herself to be taken by him this way.

Zack knew there wasn’t much time, so he began a slow, steady rhythm. He felt her cunt pulling on him each time he pulled his cock back until the rim of his head pressed against the inside of her entrance. A loud intake of breath escaped her each time he plunged back in, his girth sliding against her swollen clit.

A moment later, Zack started thrusting harder, faster, matching the clacking rhythm of the train; steady and insistent. Her gasping breaths caressed his ear as his prick stroked her sensitive nub, driving into her harder and harder with each push of his hips. She pressed against him, meeting each thrust, her fingers biting deeper into his back. Shudders rocked her body as her muscles stiffened and her pussy clutched around his driving cock. As the liquid warmth of her orgasm spilled into her pussy, the sound of the rushing wind drowned out her loud moans. 

She relaxed against him, her arms around his neck, her head on his shoulder, as he continued to drive into her harder, pummeling her pussy more fervently. She pressed herself against his thrusts as his entire length stroked in and out of her. Her body tightened again.

“Yes, like that,” she moaned into his ear. “Fuck me harder. Faster.”

She pulled him to her, urging him on until her body shuddered once more, her essence coating his dick.   

Zack reached under her thighs and raised her legs around his waist. He pressed her against the cold steel wall behind her and supported her heaving body with his hands. Holding her in place, he drove himself deeper into her with increased energy. 

“It’s your turn, please take me,” she gasped, her breath caressing his ear.

The words cut through him, thrilling him, stiffening his cock. It excited him that a young beautiful woman wanted, no, needed, him to fuck her. A shudder went up his spine at the thought.    

Excited by her words, Zack took her heaving breast in his hand, her pebbled nipple firm against his palm. His other hand circled her waist and held her firmly in place. He began to rock forward, withdrawing his cock almost entirely out of her before thrusting forward again, plunging his throbbing cock deep into her folds. His orgasm began to coil deep inside his stomach.  

He used his body to pin her against the wall, as he drove his cock into her, his thrusts powered with determination. The heat deep inside him began to spread sprung. With a deep, chest-vibrating groan, he pushed into her, burying his cock to the hilt in her warmth. He forced himself to stop.

He looked into her eyes as his body shuddered with each spasm of his cock. He could feel his sticky cum filling her, and he began stroking with short, slow thrusts, spreading his seed in her pussy, their eyes locked together the whole time.

Their bodies softened against each other as their breathing slowed.

The shrill, train whistle announcing its arrival at New Town station pulled them from their sexual trance. Zack released his grip on her waist and lowered her to her feet. He zipped his pants as she smoothed wrinkles from her blouse and patted her hair into place. Their eyes met briefly as she turned and walked back to her seat.

They sat next to each other as the train groaned to a stop at the wooden station platform. Ms. Murphy stood and exited the train without saying a word. Zack watched her through the window as she crossed the platform.

She never looked back.

The train lurched forward and slid away from the station, as Zack stared at his smiling reflection in the window glass. 

~~~~~


Scene Eleven

The early Monday-morning sun streamed through her apartment window, as a humming Kim Murphy stood in front of her bookshelf. Smiling thoughtfully, she moved her finger over a row of books, each one a different color. She lifted a sky blue book from the shelf and opened it to the first page.

The handwriting flowed with wide curves and arches, and the dots over the i’s had been made into small smiley faces. 

“Mmm…, that sounds interesting,” she mumbled. 

She dropped the book into her purse and left her apartment. 

A few minutes later, Kim Murphy stepped out of her apartment and locked the door behind her. A smile brightened her face and her green eyes sparkled, as she strolled to the corner and waited for the bus to arrive.

She watched the Number 5 bus approach, the word Airport, its destination, displayed above the large, front windshield. She took a step back from the curb as the bus squealed to a stop. The doors rumbled open and Kim smiled at the bus driver as she climbed the steps.

Her fare jingled as the coins dropped through the fare counter. She turned and walked to a back seat and sat. The crowded sidewalks passed by in the window as Kim smiled and a wave of excitement passed through her as she thought about yesterday’s train ride. Her cheeks reddened.

Three stops later, Kim stood as the bus pulled to the curb, its brakes squealing loudly. She took a last look at the sky blue, leather-bound book, and then placed it on the seat she had just vacated. She walked to the door and stepped down onto the sidewalk.

Standing at the curb, Kim watched a passenger get on the bus. He was a tall, good looking man with rugged features and a ruddy complexion. She had seen him before, and she had noticed that he didn’t wear a wedding ring. Either he wasn’t married, or he didn’t want people to know he was. It didn’t matter to Kim. In fact, she preferred married men because they had to be discreet, and they were usually sexually bored at home. And they responded well to the idea of a sexual adventure. 

As he made his way along the narrow aisle, Kim could read the large, white lettering on his black leather jacket.

Carl’s Skydiving School.

Aerial photography, sightseeing tours. Hourly rates

Get married while you’re high: Weddings at 10,000 feet.   

Kim watched as the man took his regular seat at the back of the bus, the same one she had just vacated.

“I have always wanted to learn how to skydive,” she mumbled, as she watched the bus merge into the flow of morning traffic.

~~~~~~~
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