
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Mile Long Club: Chapter 1

The 8:15 train to Edinburgh was my personal purgatory. Five hours of monotonous countryside punctuated by brief, unremarkable stops at stations I'd never visit. I made this journey twice a month for work, and each time swore it would be my last before demanding video conferences instead. Yet here I was again, laptop open, pretending to work while actually watching the battery percentage tick down like a countdown to freedom.

I was thirty minutes into the journey when she appeared, pushing the refreshment cart down the aisle.

"Drinks, snacks, sandwiches?" she called, her voice carrying a slight musical lilt that stood out against the rhythmic clacking of the train.

I'd seen plenty of train attendants before, but something about her was immediately different. Perhaps it was the way she smiled genuinely at each passenger, or how she remembered the regulars' preferences, or maybe it was simply how her dark hair was gathered in a messy bun that somehow looked perfectly intentional.

As she approached my row, I closed my laptop, suddenly interested in whatever overpriced coffee she might be offering.

"Morning," she greeted, stopping her cart beside my seat. "Can I get you anything?"

Up close, she was even more striking. Warm brown eyes, a light dusting of freckles across her nose, and lips curved in a natural smile that suggested she might actually enjoy her job—a concept foreign to most train staff I'd encountered.

"Coffee, please," I replied, realizing I'd stared a moment too long. "Black."

"Brave choice," she commented, reaching for a paper cup. "The coffee on these trains requires a certain... resilience."

That pulled a laugh from me. "Five hours to Edinburgh. I'll need the fortification, regardless of quality."

Her eyebrows raised slightly. "Edinburgh? The full route. Not many go all the way through." She poured the coffee with practiced efficiency. "Business or pleasure?"

"Definitely not pleasure," I sighed. "Client meetings I can't avoid."

"Sounds thrilling," she teased, handing me the cup. Her fingertips brushed against mine in the exchange, a brief contact that shouldn't have registered but somehow did. "Anything else? Perhaps a sandwich to go with your liquid courage?"

I checked her name badge—Ellie—and found myself wanting to extend our interaction. "What would you recommend, Ellie?"

She seemed pleased I'd used her name. "The ham and cheese is the safest bet. The tuna was made sometime during the last royal wedding, I believe."

Another laugh. Two in under a minute—a record for these train journeys. "Ham and cheese it is."

As she handed me the sandwich, she glanced at my open laptop bag. "What kind of work has you commuting to Scotland twice a month?"

"I'm an architectural consultant." I passed her my card along with the payment. "Alex Bennett."

"Well, Alex Bennett, architectural consultant," she said, tucking my card into her pocket, "enjoy your marginally acceptable coffee and relatively fresh sandwich."

She continued down the aisle, and I found myself watching her interact with the other passengers. None received quite the same banter, I noted with a small surge of satisfaction that I immediately questioned. She was just being friendly; it was her job, after all.

Yet when she passed back through an hour later, she slowed at my row.

"Verdict on the coffee?" she asked.

"You were right about needing resilience," I replied, holding up the empty cup. "But it did the job."

"Another?"

I nodded, and she prepared a second cup.

"So, what does an architectural consultant actually do?" she asked as she worked. "Design fancy buildings?"

"Sometimes. Mostly I tell people why their ideas won't work and watch their dreams crumble before offering slightly less ambitious alternatives."

She handed me the fresh coffee with a smile that reached her eyes. "Dream crusher with a side of solutions. I like it."

"And you?" I asked. "Is the snack cart your calling, or are you crushing dreams elsewhere too?"

"This finances my real passion," she replied. "I'm studying photography. The train schedule lets me attend classes and still pay rent."

"Photography." I nodded appreciatively. "Anything specific?"

"Architectural photography, actually." Her smile turned slightly mischievous. "Buildings don't blink or complain about their angles."

The coincidence wasn't lost on me. "So I design them, and you shoot them?"

"Seems like we're perfectly complementary, doesn't it?" There was a hint of something in her voice—not quite flirtation, but adjacent to it.

Before I could respond, someone further down the carriage called for service, and she excused herself with a small shrug. "Duty calls. Enjoy Edinburgh, Alex Bennett."

The way she said my full name felt oddly intimate, like she was trying it out, testing how it felt to say.

The next few hours passed in a cycle of actual work and glancing up whenever I heard her cart approaching. Each time she passed, we exchanged brief smiles, but she was busy with other passengers and I didn't want to be the creep who kept calling her over without buying anything.

As we approached Newcastle, the penultimate major stop before Edinburgh, the train announcer informed us we'd be delayed by twenty minutes due to track maintenance. Collective sighs filled the carriage, but I found myself secretly pleased for the extended journey.

Ellie made another round, offering complimentary water to appease the mildly inconvenienced passengers. When she reached me, her professional smile shifted to something more genuine.

"Your delay compensation, sir," she said, handing me a bottle of water. "Though I suspect twenty more minutes of Northumberland scenery is compensation enough."

"Absolutely," I agreed with exaggerated enthusiasm. "What could be better than staring at sheep for an additional twenty minutes?"

She laughed, then glanced around before lowering her voice. "I take my break after Newcastle. If you'd like company for part of the final stretch, I could join you? Purely to ensure customer satisfaction, of course."

My heart rate picked up embarrassingly. "I'd like that. Customer satisfaction is very important."

"Excellent." She straightened up, professional demeanor slipping back into place. "I'll see you after Newcastle then."

As she moved on, I found myself unnecessarily tidying my table and checking my reflection in the window. It had been ages since I'd felt this kind of anticipation over simple conversation with an attractive woman.

The train eventually pulled into Newcastle, where a few passengers disembarked and even fewer boarded. We were soon moving again, and about ten minutes later, Ellie appeared without her cart, now wearing a casual cardigan over her uniform.

"Is this seat taken?" she asked, gesturing to the empty spot opposite me.

"Reserved for customer satisfaction specialists only," I replied, enjoying the way her eyes crinkled when she smiled.

She sat down, stretching her legs out with a small groan. "God, it feels good to sit. I don't know why I wear these shoes." She nodded toward her practical but still somewhat heeled black shoes.

"Hazards of the job?"

"One of many." She gazed out the window for a moment. "So, Alex Bennett, twice-monthly Edinburgh traveler, tell me something that's not on your business card."

I considered this. "I wanted to be a comic book artist when I was younger. I still draw sometimes, but buildings rather than superheroes."

"That's actually fascinating," she said, sounding genuinely interested. "Do you have any sketches with you?"

I hesitated, then pulled out my tablet. "A few. Nothing special."

I opened my drawing app and passed it to her. She scrolled through my sketches with obvious appreciation, asking intelligent questions about certain design elements.

"These are really good," she said finally, handing the tablet back. "You've got a great eye for detail."

"Thanks. What about you? Do you have a portfolio I could see?"

She pulled out her phone, opening her Instagram page which displayed a grid of striking architectural photographs. Her work was impressive—she had a talent for finding unusual angles and playing with light in ways that transformed ordinary buildings into something almost otherworldly.

"You're really talented," I told her, genuinely impressed.

"Thank you." A slight blush colored her cheeks. "I've got a long way to go, but I'm getting there."

We spent the next half hour sharing our favorite buildings and architects, discovering a surprising amount of common ground. Ellie was not only knowledgeable but passionate, her eyes lighting up when she talked about her photography projects.

"I'm actually working on a series about train stations," she mentioned. "The architecture of transit. Places designed to be passed through rather than inhabited."

"That sounds fantastic," I said. "I've always thought stations have a unique energy—all that movement and anticipation contained in one space."

"Exactly!" She leaned forward excitedly. "Most people never really look at them, but they're incredible spaces."

Our conversation flowed easily from architecture to travel, to books and films. Before I knew it, the announcement came that we were approaching Edinburgh.

"Time flies," she said with obvious disappointment. "I should get back to my cart for arrival."

As she stood, I found myself reluctant to end our conversation. "Do you make the return journey today as well?"

She nodded. "The 5:30 back to London."

"That's my train too." I hesitated for a moment before adding, "Maybe we could continue our conversation then? I could show you some of the station design projects I've worked on."

Her smile was warm. "I'd like that. Look for me in the third carriage."

As she turned to leave, she paused. "You know, there's an exclusive group of architectural enthusiasts who discuss design theory on long train journeys. We call it the Mile Long Club." She delivered this with such a straight face that it took me a moment to catch the play on words.

When I did, I laughed out loud. "Clever. Do I need special qualifications to join this club?"

"Just an appreciation for good structure and satisfying... design." The slight emphasis she placed on the last word sent a warm current through me.

"Well, I'm definitely qualified then."

"We'll see," she replied with a playful smile. "Membership applications are reviewed on the return journey. Third carriage, 5:30."

As she walked away, I found myself smiling more genuinely than I had in months. For the first time ever, I was actually looking forward to the return journey on the 5:30 train to London—and wondering just what kind of club I might be joining.


The Mile Long Club: Chapter 2

My client meetings in Edinburgh dragged on longer than expected. By the time I raced to Waverley Station, I had barely ten minutes to spare before the 5:30 departure. The platform was crowded with commuters heading south, most wearing expressions of resigned fatigue after a long workday.

I, on the other hand, felt an unfamiliar buzz of anticipation.

I found the third carriage and boarded, scanning the seats for any sign of Ellie. There was no indication of her yet, which wasn't surprising—she'd be preparing the refreshment cart before service began. I chose a table seat by the window, setting my laptop bag on the opposite seat to discourage other passengers from sitting there.

As the train pulled away from the station, I caught myself checking my reflection in the window, running a hand through my slightly disheveled hair. I'd splashed some water on my face in the station bathroom and popped a mint, basic grooming that suddenly seemed inadequate.

Twenty minutes into the journey, I heard the now-familiar sound of the refreshment cart rolling down the aisle. When Ellie appeared, pushing the cart with practiced efficiency, I felt a ridiculous flutter in my chest. She was still in her uniform, hair now pulled into a neat ponytail that swayed slightly as she moved.

She spotted me and her professional smile transformed into something more genuine. I watched as she served several passengers before reaching my row, enjoying the subtle grace in her movements and the way she managed to make each customer interaction seem personal.

"Well, if it isn't the architectural consultant," she said when she finally reached me. "How were your dream-crushing meetings?"

"Surprisingly uncrushed," I replied. "They actually liked my ideas. I'm suspicious they might have been replaced by pod people."

She laughed, the sound warming something in my chest. "The usual coffee to celebrate this anomaly?"

"Please. And whatever sandwich won't give me food poisoning."

As she prepared my order, I noticed she was moving with a slight deliberateness, taking longer than necessary. "Busy journey back?"

"Packed," she confirmed, glancing around before lowering her voice. "Which means I might not get my break until after York. But I saved the seat across from you. For our Mile Long Club meeting, of course."

The way she emphasized the club's name sent a current of electricity through me. "Of course. Very serious architectural discussions planned."

"Very serious," she agreed, her eyes holding mine a moment longer than necessary as she handed me my coffee. Her fingers deliberately brushed against mine, the brief contact sending a surprising jolt through my system. "I'll see you after York."

For the next hour, I alternated between pretending to work on my laptop and watching for glimpses of Ellie as she moved through the carriage. Occasionally, our eyes would meet, and she'd offer a small private smile that made my heart rate accelerate.

After the York stop, the train emptied considerably. As promised, Ellie appeared without her cart, sliding into the seat opposite me with a soft sigh of relief.

"People are animals," she declared, kicking off her shoes under the table. "A man tried to pay for a £2.50 coffee with a £50 note, then got angry when I didn't have change."

"The audacity," I sympathized, enjoying her unfiltered commentary. "You should have charged him £50 and called it an inconvenience fee."

She laughed, then reached down to massage her calf. "These long journeys are murder on the legs."

"Occupational hazard?"

"One of many." She stretched, her uniform shirt pulling tight across her chest in a way that momentarily derailed my train of thought. "So, you promised to show me some station designs?"

I cleared my throat and opened my tablet, grateful for the return to professional territory. "Right, yes."

I pulled up several projects I'd worked on, including a redesign for a regional station in Manchester. As I explained the concepts, Ellie moved from her side of the table to sit beside me for a better view, our shoulders and thighs pressing together in the confined space.

The proximity was distracting. She smelled faintly of vanilla and coffee, and when she leaned closer to examine a detail on the screen, a strand of her hair brushed against my cheek. I found it increasingly difficult to focus on explaining architectural principles.

"This curved roof design is beautiful," she said, pointing to the screen. "The way it channels light through those skylights would make for amazing photographs."

"That was the idea," I managed, acutely aware of her finger tracing the curve on my tablet, just inches from my hand. "Natural light transforms the space throughout the day."

She turned to look at me, her face much closer than I expected. "You have a good eye for how light moves through a space. Most architects focus on the structural elements and treat light as an afterthought."

"Light is what brings a structure to life," I said. "Without it, we're just stacking boxes."

Something shifted in her expression, a softening around her eyes. "That's exactly it. That's what I try to capture in my photography—the moment a building becomes more than just materials."

We were still sitting remarkably close, her knee pressed against mine under the table. Neither of us moved to create more space.

"I'd like to see more of your work," I said. "Your photography, I mean."

She smiled and pulled out her phone again, opening a portfolio app rather than Instagram this time. "These are the ones that aren't public yet."

As she scrolled through the images, I was genuinely impressed by her talent. Her photography captured buildings in moments of transformation—dawn light breaking across glass facades, the geometric shadows created by afternoon sun, the warm glow of interiors glimpsed through windows at dusk.

"These are incredible, Ellie," I said honestly. "You have a real gift."

She looked up from the phone, her expression suddenly vulnerable. "You think so? Sometimes I worry I'm kidding myself."

"Definitely not kidding yourself. You see things others don't."

Our eyes held for a long moment. The train rounded a curve, the subtle shift causing her to sway slightly against me. Neither of us moved to restore the previous distance.

"Can I ask you something?" she said after a moment.

"Anything."

"Do you take the 8:15 train again in two weeks?"

I nodded, warmth spreading through me at the implication. "Like clockwork. Twice a month, usually the second and fourth Thursdays."

"I'm not always assigned to that route, but I could request it," she said, a slight flush coloring her cheeks. "For professional development, of course. Architectural photography research."

"Of course," I agreed, unable to suppress a smile. "Very educational."

"And in the meantime," she continued, her voice dropping slightly, "maybe we could continue our... discussions... through other means?"

She held out her hand for my phone. I unlocked it and passed it to her, watching as she created a contact for herself and sent a text to her own number.

"There," she said, handing it back. "For proper Mile Long Club communications."

Our fingers touched again during the exchange, but this time lingered. Almost unconsciously, my thumb stroked across her knuckles, a small gesture that caused her breath to catch audibly.

"You know," I said, my voice sounding rougher than I intended, "I don't think you've fully explained the membership requirements for this club."

Her lips curved into a smile that was equal parts sweet and mischievous. "It's very exclusive. Requires a deep appreciation for elegant structures and... physical forms."

The loaded pause and emphasis she placed on "physical forms" sent heat coursing through me.

"And what about you?" I asked boldly. "Are you already a member, or just the membership committee?"

She laughed softly. "Let's say I'm the founding member looking for qualified applicants."

The train announcement system crackled to life, informing us we were approaching Peterborough. Ellie sighed reluctantly.

"I need to get back to my cart for this stop," she said, though she made no immediate move to leave. "There will be new passengers boarding."

"How much longer is your shift?"

"Until we reach London, unfortunately." She glanced at her watch. "Still over an hour to go."

"And after that? Any plans in London tonight?" The question was out before I fully considered its implications.

Her eyes met mine, something unspoken passing between us. "Nothing that can't be changed," she replied carefully. "You?"

"I was planning to grab dinner near King's Cross before heading home. Nothing fancy, just a place I know with good pasta and better wine. Maybe you'd like to join me?"

The invitation hung between us, transforming the nature of our interaction from chance encounter to deliberate choice.

Ellie held my gaze for a long moment before nodding. "I'd like that. I finish about fifteen minutes after arrival—need to restock the cart and complete my paperwork."

"I'll wait for you in the main concourse," I said. "By the departure boards."

She smiled and finally, reluctantly, stood up. As she did, her hand brushed across my shoulder, fingers trailing lightly along my collar in a touch too deliberate to be accidental.

"Don't leave without me," she said, and there was something in her tone that suggested she meant more than just tonight.

"I wouldn't dream of it," I replied honestly.

She walked away, and I watched her go, admiring the confident sway of her hips and the elegant line of her back. This day had taken an unexpected turn that left me feeling more alive than I had in months.

For the remainder of the journey, we exchanged glances each time she passed with her cart. Once, when the carriage was momentarily empty of other passengers, she paused beside me and leaned down as if to collect my empty coffee cup.

"I keep thinking about dinner," she murmured, her lips close to my ear. "And what might come after."

Her breath against my skin sent a shiver down my spine. "Any particular course you're looking forward to?" I asked, playing along.

She straightened up, eyes dancing with mischief. "Dessert, definitely." Then she was gone, continuing down the aisle as if she hadn't just set my pulse racing.

By the time we approached London, the anticipation had built to an almost unbearable level. Each shared look, each "accidental" touch as she served me a final coffee, carried an electric charge. The conversation we weren't yet having hovered between us, full of promise.

As the train pulled into King's Cross, I gathered my belongings, suddenly nervous in a way I hadn't been since my university days. Ellie caught my eye from where she was collecting trash at the end of the carriage and mouthed "fifteen minutes," holding up her hand with fingers splayed to emphasize the point.

I nodded and mouthed back "departure boards," then joined the stream of passengers exiting the train. The main concourse was busy with evening commuters, but not overwhelmingly crowded. I found a spot near the departure boards with a good view of the platform where we'd arrived and settled in to wait.

Fourteen minutes later—I'd been checking my watch embarrassingly often—I spotted her emerging from the platform. She'd changed out of her uniform into jeans and a simple blue top that somehow looked both casual and deliberately chosen. Her hair was down now, falling in soft waves past her shoulders, and she'd applied a touch of lipstick.

She scanned the concourse until our eyes met, and the smile that spread across her face sent warmth flooding through me. As she walked toward me, I had the distinct feeling that my life had just derailed from its predictable track and was heading somewhere far more interesting.

"Hi," she said simply when she reached me.

"Hi yourself," I replied, suddenly aware I was grinning like an idiot. "Hungry?"

"Starving," she confirmed. "Lead the way."

As we left the station together, her hand brushed against mine, then deliberately took it, fingers interlacing with quiet confidence.

"You know," she said as we walked, "I think your application to the Mile Long Club is looking very promising."

I squeezed her hand gently. "I aim to exceed all membership expectations."

Her answering laugh was full of promise, and I knew with certainty that this particular train journey had been just the beginning of a much more interesting destination.


The Mile Long Club: Chapter 3

After Ellie left to tend to her cart, the remainder of the journey stretched interminably. I tried to focus on work, but my mind kept drifting to her—the curve of her lips when she smiled, the deliberate brush of her fingers against mine, the promise in her eyes when she mentioned "dessert."

The train was now half-empty after the Peterborough stop, with entire sections of the carriage vacant as commuters thinned out. As we pulled away from the station, I spotted Ellie moving through the far end of the carriage, serving the few remaining passengers. When she glanced in my direction, I held her gaze, and something unspoken passed between us.

Ten minutes later, my phone vibrated with a text.

Storage compartment at the end of carriage 3. Five minutes.

My pulse quickened as I read her message. I waited what felt like the longest five minutes of my life before casually gathering my laptop and jacket, making a show of stretching as if heading to the bathroom.

The storage compartment was a small service area at the end of the carriage, used for extra supplies and separated from the passenger section by a narrow door marked "Crew Only." I hesitated for a moment before trying the handle—it turned easily, unlocked.

Inside, the space was dimly lit and cramped, lined with shelves stocked with refreshment supplies. Ellie was already there, her back against the far wall, ponytail slightly disheveled as if she'd been running her hands through it. When she saw me, her lips curved into a smile that was pure invitation.

"Took you long enough," she murmured as I closed the door behind me.

"Had to make it look casual," I replied, stepping closer until we were inches apart. "Wouldn't want to compromise the integrity of the Mile Long Club."

"Speaking of membership requirements..." Her hand reached up to the back of my neck, pulling me down to her level. "I think it's time for your practical examination."

Our lips met with none of the tentative exploration of a first kiss. This was hungry, urgent, months of tension concentrated into a single moment. Her mouth opened beneath mine, tongue pushing against mine as her body pressed forward. She tasted of coffee and mint, and something uniquely her that I couldn't get enough of.

I backed her against the shelves, one hand tangling in her hair while the other gripped her hip. She made a soft noise of approval, her own hands sliding beneath my jacket, nails digging slightly into my back through my shirt.

"Been wanting to do this since you ordered that first coffee," she admitted when we broke apart, both breathing hard.

"Just this?" I asked, voice rough with desire.

Her smile turned wicked as she deliberately pressed her hips against mine, feeling my hardening length. "Not even close."

Her hands moved to my belt, fingers working with surprising dexterity in the dim light. "We have about fifteen minutes before I'm missed," she whispered, the urgency in her voice only increasing my arousal. "Make them count."

I didn't need to be told twice. My mouth found hers again as my hands moved to her uniform, fingers working at the buttons of her shirt. She shrugged it off quickly, revealing a black lace bra that contrasted beautifully with her skin. I bent to kiss the swell of her breasts, tongue tracing the edge of the lace while she arched against me.

"Fuck, I've been thinking about your hands on me all day," she gasped as my palm covered her breast, thumb circling the hardened nipple through the delicate fabric.

I reached behind her to unclasp her bra with practiced ease, freeing her breasts to my gaze and touch. In the dim light, her nipples were dark and taut, begging for attention. I bent to take one in my mouth, sucking gently while my hand kneaded her other breast.

Ellie's head fell back against the shelves, a strangled moan escaping her lips. "God, yes, just like that."

Her hands hadn't been idle during this exploration. She'd managed to unbuckle my belt and unzip my trousers, her hand now slipping inside to wrap around my rigid length. The feeling of her fingers stroking me nearly made my knees buckle.

"Jesus, Ellie," I groaned against her skin.

"I want to feel you inside me," she whispered urgently, her hand tightening around me for emphasis. "Now."

I reached under her skirt, fingers finding the edge of her underwear. To my surprise, the fabric was already soaked through. "Fuck, you're so wet," I murmured, pushing the material aside to slide a finger along her slick folds.

She bit her lip to suppress a moan as I circled her clit with my thumb, two fingers pushing inside her tight heat. "Yes, right there," she gasped, hips rocking against my hand.

The train swayed around us, the rhythmic clacking of wheels on tracks creating a soundtrack to our frantic encounter. Every slight jolt threatened to throw us off balance, adding to the precariousness—and the thrill—of our situation.

"Condom?" I managed to ask, my brain still functioning enough for basic responsibility.

"Pill," she replied breathlessly. "Clean, tested last month. You?"

"Clean," I confirmed. "Tested recently."

That was all the discussion needed. She hooked one leg around my waist, opening herself to me as I positioned myself at her entrance. With one powerful thrust, I buried myself inside her, both of us gasping at the sensation.

"Fuck, you feel incredible," I groaned, giving her a moment to adjust to my size before beginning to move.

The position required some creativity in the confined space. Ellie braced herself against the shelves behind her, items rattling dangerously with each thrust. I held her leg up with one arm, the other hand gripping her ass to support her weight as I drove into her.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice a harsh whisper. "I need to feel you deeper."

I complied, increasing both pace and force, driving into her with an urgency that matched hers. Each thrust pushed her back against the shelves, small noises of pleasure escaping her throat despite her efforts to stay quiet.

The forbidden nature of our location, the risk of discovery, the limited time—everything combined to heighten every sensation. I could feel her inner walls clenching around me, her breath coming in short gasps against my neck.

"I'm close," she whispered, her nails digging into my shoulders. "So fucking close."

I shifted slightly, changing the angle to hit the spot that made her gasp. My thumb found her clit again, circling in time with my thrusts.

"Come for me," I commanded, my voice a low growl in her ear. "I want to feel you come around my cock."

That pushed her over the edge. Her body tensed, inner muscles clamping down on me in rhythmic pulses as she buried her face against my shoulder to muffle her cry of release. The feeling of her pulsing around me, combined with the sight of her coming undone, triggered my own climax. I drove deep one final time, emptying myself inside her with a suppressed groan.

For several moments, we remained locked together, breathing hard, my forehead resting against hers as the reality of what we'd just done settled around us. Gradually, the sounds of the train—the hum of the air conditioning, the distant murmur of passengers, the steady rhythm of wheels on track—filtered back into my awareness.

Ellie was the first to move, placing a surprisingly tender kiss on my lips before disentangling herself. "That was..."

"Yeah," I agreed, understanding completely what she couldn't quite articulate.

We cleaned up and straightened our clothing with the efficiency of co-conspirators, checking each other for any telltale signs of our activities. Ellie's ponytail required complete reconstruction, and I discovered a smudge of her lipstick on my collar that needed to be discreetly removed.

"I should get back before someone comes looking for me," she said, though she made no immediate move toward the door.

"When's your next shift on the Edinburgh route?" I asked, not ready for this to be a one-time encounter.

Her smile returned, slower now but no less genuine. "I can arrange to be on your return journey in two weeks. Second Thursday, right?"

I nodded, already anticipating it. "I'll be in carriage three again."

"Perfect." She straightened her uniform one final time, then reached up to place a lingering kiss on my lips. "Next time, we should try for the full mile."

"Ambitious," I commented, unable to keep the grin from my face. "Does the Mile Long Club have special accommodations for such endeavors?"

"There's a sleeper car on the overnight service," she replied, her eyes dancing with mischief. "Much more comfortable than a storage compartment. I might be able to arrange something."

The possibility hung between us, full of promise. "I'd be very interested in booking that particular service," I told her.

"I thought you might be." She checked her watch and grimaced slightly. "I really do need to go. Wait five minutes before you leave."

She cracked the door, peered out to ensure the coast was clear, then slipped through with a final glance back at me. "See you in two weeks, Alex. Consider your Mile Long Club membership officially approved."

After waiting the suggested five minutes, I made my way back to my seat, feeling slightly dazed but thoroughly satisfied. As I settled in for the remainder of the journey, my phone vibrated with a new message.

Already looking forward to your next trip north. I have some ideas for expanding your membership benefits.

Attached was a photo of her Mile Long Club "membership card"—her business card with a lipstick kiss pressed to one corner.

I smiled to myself as the London skyline came into view. For the first time in my professional life, I found myself eagerly anticipating a client meeting in Edinburgh—or more precisely, the train journey to get there.

The Mile Long Club had just gained its newest devoted member, and I intended to take full advantage of all its exclusive benefits.


The Mile Long Club: Chapter 4

Two weeks felt like an eternity. Ellie and I had exchanged increasingly explicit messages, photos, and one particularly memorable late-night video call, but nothing compared to the anticipation of seeing her in person again. I'd deliberately booked the overnight service from Edinburgh to London this time—departing at 11:30 PM and arriving at 7:15 AM—after Ellie confirmed she'd arranged to work that specific train.

My meetings in Edinburgh wrapped up early, giving me plenty of time to check into the small hotel near the station where I'd booked a room to shower and change. As I packed an overnight bag for the train, I added the items Ellie had specifically requested in her last message—a silk tie, a small bottle of massage oil, and a toy she'd asked me to purchase from a discrete shop in Edinburgh.

By the time I arrived at the station, my body was already thrumming with anticipation. I located the sleeper car—the last one on the train—and found my private compartment. Unlike the standard carriages, this was essentially a tiny bedroom on rails, with a narrow but comfortable-looking bed, a small fold-down table, and a private toilet/shower cubicle. Everything was compact but well-designed, with soft lighting and wood paneling that created a surprisingly intimate atmosphere.

I stored my bag and settled in, checking my watch repeatedly as departure time approached. At precisely 11:25, five minutes before scheduled departure, there was a soft knock on my compartment door.

When I opened it, Ellie stood in the narrow corridor, still in her uniform but with a small duffel bag slung over her shoulder. Her hair was down tonight, falling in soft waves past her shoulders.

"Good evening, sir," she said loudly enough for anyone nearby to hear. "Just checking if you need anything before departure."

Then she slipped past me into the compartment, closing and locking the door behind her.

"I've been wet all day thinking about this," she whispered, dropping her professional facade along with her bag. Her mouth found mine in a hungry kiss, her body pressing me back against the compartment wall.

I groaned against her lips, hands immediately finding her ass to pull her closer. "Fuck, I've missed you."

"Show me how much," she challenged, guiding my hand beneath her skirt.

I growled when my fingers encountered bare, slick flesh—she wasn't wearing underwear. "You've been serving passengers like this all evening?"

"Only thinking about serving one particular passenger," she replied, gasping as I slid two fingers inside her. "Fuck, yes, just like that."

The train lurched into motion, beginning its journey south. The movement caused us to stumble slightly, breaking our kiss but adding to the urgency of the moment.

"I have thirty minutes before I need to check on the other passengers in the sleeper car," Ellie informed me, already unbuckling my belt. "Then I'm officially off duty for the night."

"Better make those thirty minutes count, then," I replied, spinning us so her back was against the wall.

I dropped to my knees, pushing her skirt up around her waist to reveal her completely bare pussy, already glistening with arousal. Without preamble, I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue finding her clit with practiced accuracy from our previous encounter.

"Oh god," she moaned, one hand tangling in my hair while the other braced against the wall for support. "I've been dreaming about your mouth on me for two fucking weeks."

I devoured her like a starving man, my tongue alternating between circling her clit and dipping inside her entrance. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, her hips rocking against my face as I worked. When I slid two fingers inside her while sucking hard on her clit, she came almost immediately, a strangled cry escaping her throat as her body convulsed with pleasure.

Before she could fully recover, I stood and turned her to face the wall, bending her forward slightly as I positioned myself behind her. My cock was already free of my trousers, hard and aching for release.

"Is this what you've been thinking about?" I growled in her ear, the head of my cock teasing her entrance. "Being fucked in your own train?"

"Yes," she gasped, pushing back against me impatiently. "Stop teasing and fuck me already."

I drove into her with one powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt. We both groaned at the sensation—her tight heat enveloping me, my thickness stretching her perfectly. The narrow compartment limited our movement, but the restriction only added to the intensity as I established a punishing rhythm.

The train swayed and rocked beneath us, each curve in the track adding an unpredictable element to our coupling. I gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks, holding her steady as I pounded into her from behind. Each thrust pushed her against the compartment wall, the sound of our skin slapping together mixing with the rhythmic clacking of wheels on track.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice muffled as she bit her own forearm to keep from crying out too loudly. "I want to feel you for days."

I complied, increasing both pace and force, driving into her with an intensity that had the entire compartment creaking in protest. My hand snaked around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles that quickly had her inner walls fluttering around my cock.

"I'm coming again," she gasped, her body tensing. "Fuck, Alex, don't stop!"

Her orgasm triggered my own, and I drove deep one final time, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan. We remained locked together for several panting moments, both trembling with aftershocks as the train carried us steadily southward.

Ellie turned in my arms, her face flushed and hair disheveled, looking thoroughly and satisfyingly fucked. "Not a bad start," she murmured against my lips. "But we've got all night to properly christen this compartment."

She reluctantly disentangled herself from my embrace, straightening her uniform and attempting to restore some semblance of professional appearance. "I need to check the other sleeper compartments, make sure everyone's settled. There are only four other passengers in this car tonight—all business travelers who'll likely be asleep already."

"How long will you be gone?" I asked, already missing the feel of her body against mine.

"Twenty minutes, tops." She picked up her duffel bag. "When I come back, I'll be off duty until morning. And I brought something special for the occasion."

The promise in her voice sent a renewed surge of heat through me. "I'll be waiting."

After she left, I used the tiny shower to quickly freshen up, then changed into more comfortable clothes—boxer briefs and a t-shirt that could be easily removed. I also prepared the items Ellie had requested, laying them on the small table beside the bed.

True to her word, she returned twenty minutes later, a light knock preceding her entry. She had changed as well, her uniform replaced by a short silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh.

"All passengers accounted for and settled," she reported, locking the door behind her. "No one will disturb us until morning checks at 6:30."

"So we have the whole night," I observed, moving to her and untying the belt of her robe. It fell open to reveal nothing underneath but smooth, bare skin. "Whatever shall we do with all that time?"

"I have some ideas," she replied, letting the robe slip from her shoulders to pool at her feet. Her body was even more magnificent fully revealed—firm breasts with dusky nipples already hardened in anticipation, a flat stomach, the curve of her hips leading to long, toned legs. "But first, I see you got the items I requested."

She moved to the table, picking up the silk tie with a mischievous smile. "On the bed," she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. "Hands above your head."

I complied, stretching out on the narrow bed as she climbed on top of me, straddling my waist. With practiced efficiency, she bound my wrists to the small rail at the head of the bed, the silk tie secure but not uncomfortably tight.

"Is this part of the official Mile Long Club initiation?" I asked, testing my bonds.

"Special executive membership package," she replied, her smile wicked as she reached for the massage oil. "Very exclusive."

She poured a small amount into her palm, warming it between her hands before beginning to massage my chest and shoulders. Her touch was magical—alternating between firm pressure that worked out knots I didn't know I had, and feather-light teasing that sent shivers across my skin.

Gradually, her massage moved lower, her oil-slicked hands sliding over my abdomen, deliberately avoiding my cock which strained against my boxer briefs. The train swayed gently beneath us, adding an unpredictable rhythm to her movements.

"You have no idea how many fantasies I've had about this," she confessed, finally tugging my boxers down to free my erection. "Fucking a hot passenger in the sleeper car has been my number one train fantasy."

"Happy to help make it reality," I replied, my voice strained as she wrapped her oil-slicked hand around my length, stroking slowly.

"I'm going to ride you now," she announced, positioning herself above me. "And you're going to lie there and take it until I say you can move."

Without waiting for a response, she sank down onto my cock, taking me completely inside her in one fluid movement. We both gasped at the sensation—her still-sensitive from her earlier orgasms, me already on edge from her teasing.

She began to move, setting a deliberate pace, rising until just the head of my cock remained inside her before sliding back down. Her hands braced on my chest for leverage, her head thrown back in pleasure as she used my body for her satisfaction.

The restraint of being tied while she rode me was exquisitely torturous. I wanted nothing more than to grab her hips and thrust up into her, but could only lie there as she controlled our pleasure. The sight of her above me—her perfect breasts bouncing with each movement, her face contorted in ecstasy, my cock disappearing inside her again and again—was almost enough to make me come on the spot.

"You feel so fucking good," she moaned, increasing her pace. "So deep like this."

She leaned forward, changing the angle, her clit grinding against me with each downward movement. When she captured my mouth in a hungry kiss, I could taste her desperation, her building need.

"Touch yourself," I commanded, wanting to see her come apart above me. "I want to watch you make yourself come on my cock."

She complied without hesitation, one hand moving between us to circle her clit as she continued to ride me. The additional stimulation quickly pushed her toward the edge, her movements becoming more erratic, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my length.

"Oh god, I'm coming," she cried, her body tensing above mine as pleasure crashed through her. The sight and feel of her orgasm nearly triggered my own, but I gritted my teeth, determined to make this last.

When she collapsed against my chest, still trembling with aftershocks, I strained against my bonds. "Untie me," I growled. "I need to fuck you properly."

She smiled lazily, reaching up to release my wrists. The moment I was free, I flipped our positions, pinning her beneath me on the narrow bed. I hooked her legs over my shoulders, opening her completely to my gaze and access, before driving back into her with renewed urgency.

"Yes," she hissed, her hands clawing at my back. "Fuck me like you own me."

I established a punishing rhythm, each thrust pushing her up against the headboard. The confined space of the compartment, the narrow bed, the constant motion of the train—everything added to the intensity as I claimed her body with savage need.

Ellie matched my ferocity, her hips rising to meet each thrust, her nails leaving marks on my skin that I'd wear proudly tomorrow. When I felt myself approaching the edge, I reached between us, my thumb finding her clit and circling it with relentless pressure.

"Come with me," I demanded, feeling my release building. "One more time."

Her response was a series of incoherent pleas and curses as her body tensed beneath mine, inner muscles clamping down on my cock as she shattered in pleasure once more. The feeling pushed me over the edge, and I drove deep one final time, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan.

We collapsed together in a tangle of sweaty limbs, both breathing hard as the train continued its journey south, the steady rhythm of wheels on track creating a soothing backdrop to our recovery.

"Fuck," Ellie breathed against my neck. "That was..."

"Yeah," I agreed, understanding completely what she couldn't articulate.

We must have dozed off, because the next thing I knew, Ellie was gently shaking me awake. The train was still moving, the countryside outside the window pitch black.

"We're approaching Newcastle," she whispered, already slipping back into her robe. "I need to make a quick check of the other compartments."

I glanced at my watch—3:17 AM. We'd been asleep for almost two hours. "Come back to me?"

Her smile was warm, genuine in a way that went beyond our physical connection. "Always."

While she was gone, I used the tiny bathroom again, then settled back on the bed, waiting for her return. When she slipped back into the compartment ten minutes later, she was carrying a small ice bucket and two plastic champagne flutes.

"Perks of the job," she explained, setting them on the fold-down table. "Not real champagne, just prosecco, but it'll do for a mid-journey toast."

She poured us each a glass, then rejoined me on the bed, curling against my side with comfortable familiarity. "To the Mile Long Club's most promising new member," she said, clinking her glass against mine.

"And to its most gorgeous founding member," I replied, taking a sip. The prosecco was nothing special, but the moment—naked in a train compartment with this incredible woman—was perfect.

We talked for a while as the train continued south, sharing stories and dreams that went deeper than our previous conversations. I learned about her childhood in a small coastal town, her first camera, her dreams of a photography exhibition. She listened as I described my passion for sustainable architecture, my fractured relationship with my father, my small flat in London that overlooked a community garden.

The conversation felt significant, a shift from purely physical connection to something with more substance. When she set aside her empty glass and reached for me again, there was a different quality to her touch—still hungry, but with an undercurrent of genuine affection.

"I brought something else," she said, reaching into her bag to retrieve the toy I'd purchased at her request—a slim vibrator designed for mutual pleasure. "Want to try it?"

"Absolutely," I replied, pulling her into a kiss that quickly rekindled our desire.

This time, our lovemaking was slower, more deliberate, exploring each other's bodies with greater attention to detail. The vibrator added a new dimension, her gasps of pleasure when I pressed it against her clit while slowly thrusting inside her creating a feedback loop of arousal that had us both climbing toward release again.

"I can't get enough of you," she confessed, her voice breaking as another orgasm built within her. "It's never been like this before."

"Me neither," I admitted, the truth of it surprising even me. "You're incredible."

We came together this time, the intensity of our connection heightened by the words we'd exchanged. Afterward, we lay tangled in the narrow bed, the gentle rocking of the train lulling us toward sleep.

Just before dawn, Ellie woke me with her mouth on my cock, her eyes mischievous as she glanced up at my startled expression. "Morning service," she explained before taking me deeper, her tongue working magic that had me fully hard in seconds.

I surrendered to the exquisite sensation, my hands tangling in her hair as she brought me to the edge with practiced skill. When I was close to breaking, she straddled me once more, taking me inside her still-sensitive body. We moved together with languid pleasure, both slightly sore from our night's activities but unwilling to waste a moment of our remaining time.

As sunlight began to filter through the window, illuminating Ellie's face above me as she rode me toward one final climax, I knew with absolute certainty that the Mile Long Club had forever changed what train travel meant to me. And as we approached London, bodies still humming with satisfaction, I was already planning my next journey north—and all the exclusive membership benefits that awaited me.


The Mile Long Club: Chapter 5

Over the next six months, the Edinburgh train became my second home. What started as twice-monthly business trips transformed into weekly journeys as I conveniently discovered new potential clients in Scotland's capital. My colleagues were puzzled by my sudden enthusiasm for the tedious journey, but as far as I was concerned, those five hours on rails had become the highlight of my professional life.

Ellie and I had explored every possible scenario the confines of a train could offer. We'd fucked in storage compartments, empty first-class carriages during off-peak hours, private sleeper cars, and once, memorably, in the tiny disabled toilet during an emergency stop in the middle of nowhere. Each journey pushed boundaries further, our desire for each other seemingly insatiable.

But something else had developed alongside our physical obsession. Between the mind-blowing sex and creative use of train facilities, we'd built something unexpected—a genuine connection. Our post-coital conversations grew deeper, more meaningful. I learned about her photography ambitions, her difficult relationship with her parents, her secret dream of traveling through Eastern Europe documenting abandoned Soviet architecture. She, in turn, came to understand my passion for sustainable design, my complicated family dynamics, my desire to eventually start my own firm focused on eco-friendly public spaces.

We'd started spending time together beyond the train as well—weekends in London or Edinburgh depending on our schedules, gallery visits to feed her photographic interests, and architectural tours that satisfied my professional curiosity. What had begun as pure lust had evolved into something neither of us had anticipated.

Today, however, was different. After six months of regular "membership activities," I'd booked the ultimate Mile Long Club experience—the private luxury carriage attached to the overnight Edinburgh to London service. Typically reserved for corporate events or wealthy travelers, this self-contained carriage cost me nearly a month's salary for a single journey, but for what I had planned, it would be worth every penny.

Ellie had managed to get assigned to this special service, ostensibly to attend to the "corporate event" being held aboard. Her supervisor believed she was serving a group of six executives; in reality, she would be serving an audience of one.

I arrived at Edinburgh Waverley Station early, watching as my private carriage was connected to the main train. Unlike the standard carriages, this was essentially a luxury apartment on wheels—a spacious lounge area with plush seating, a dining section with a fully stocked bar, and a separate bedroom with an actual queen-sized bed. The entire space was done in rich wood paneling and subtle lighting, with large windows covered by thick curtains for privacy.

At precisely 11:15 PM, fifteen minutes before departure, Ellie arrived at the private entrance to my carriage. She was in uniform, but I could tell she'd taken extra care with her appearance—her dark hair was styled in loose waves, her makeup subtly enhanced her features, and beneath her professional attire, I glimpsed the edge of something lacy and black.

"Good evening, sir," she said formally as she stepped aboard, aware of the platform staff still within earshot. "I'll be your personal attendant for tonight's journey."

Once the door closed behind her, her professional demeanor dissolved. She dropped her small overnight bag and practically launched herself at me, her mouth finding mine in a hungry kiss. I backed her against the nearest wall, hands already working at her uniform buttons.

"Do you have any idea how wet I've been all day thinking about tonight?" she murmured against my lips.

"Show me," I commanded, turning her around to face the wall.

I pushed her skirt up around her waist, groaning when I discovered she was wearing a black lace thong and garters that attached to sheer stockings. The contrast of her formal uniform above the waist and erotic lingerie below was mind-bendingly sexy.

"Surprise," she breathed as my fingers traced the edge of her thong, finding her already slick with arousal. "I've been wearing this under my uniform all day. Nobody had any idea how filthy their proper train attendant really is."

I dropped to my knees behind her, pulling the thin fabric aside to expose her pussy. Without preamble, I buried my face between her cheeks, my tongue finding her wet center with practiced accuracy. She gasped, pushing back against my face as I devoured her, one hand reaching around to rub her clit while my tongue pushed inside her.

"Fuck, Alex," she moaned, bracing herself against the wall. "I've been needing this all day."

I continued my assault until her thighs began to tremble, her breath coming in short gasps that told me she was close. Then I stood abruptly, unzipping my trousers to free my painfully hard cock.

"I need to be inside you," I growled, positioning myself at her entrance. "Now."

With one powerful thrust, I buried myself to the hilt, both of us groaning at the sensation. The train lurched into motion beneath us, beginning its journey south, the movement adding an extra dimension to our coupling as I established a punishing rhythm.

I reached around to unbutton her uniform shirt, pushing it open to cup her breasts through her matching black lace bra. Her nipples were hard peaks against my palms, and when I pinched them lightly, she cried out, her inner walls clenching around me.

"Yes, just like that," she gasped, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Harder, I want to feel you for days."

I complied, driving into her with increased force, one hand moving from her breast to her clit, circling it with practiced precision. The combination quickly pushed her over the edge, her body tensing as she came with a cry that would have been audible throughout a standard carriage. Here, in our private domain, she could be as loud as she wanted.

Her orgasm triggered my own, and I drove deep one final time, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan. We remained locked together for several panting moments, both trembling with aftershocks as the train gathered speed, carrying us away from Edinburgh.

"That," she breathed when she could finally speak, "was one hell of a greeting."

I chuckled, slowly withdrawing from her and helping her straighten her clothing. "Just a preview of what I have planned for tonight."

Her eyes darkened with renewed interest. "And what exactly do you have planned?"

"Everything," I promised, leading her toward the bedroom section. "But first, I think you should get more comfortable. That uniform seems rather... restrictive."

She smiled wickedly, reaching for the remaining buttons of her shirt. "I thought you'd never ask."

What followed was a marathon of pleasure unlike anything we'd experienced before. Free from the constraints of standard train accommodations and the need for discretion, we explored each other's bodies with uninhibited enthusiasm.

In the spacious lounge area, I bent her over the arm of a plush sofa, taking her from behind while she watched our reflection in the dark window glass. Later, she rode me on one of the dining chairs, her perfect breasts bouncing with each movement as she controlled our pleasure with skilled precision.

We made use of the fully stocked bar, pouring champagne over each other's bodies and licking it off with hungry appreciation. When I drizzled the chilled liquid over her hardened nipples, then sucked them clean while my fingers worked between her thighs, she came so hard she actually screamed my name, her body arching off the leather upholstery.

The bathroom provided new opportunities—a shower large enough for two, with multiple jets that we directed at sensitive areas as we pleasured each other under the spray. I lifted her against the wall, her legs wrapped around my waist as I drove into her, water cascading over us both.

By the time we reached the actual bedroom, we'd already made each other come multiple times, but our desire showed no signs of abating. Ellie had brought a bag of toys and accessories that would make a professional dominatrix blush. We spent hours exploring boundaries, pushing limits, discovering new ways to drive each other to the edge and beyond.

I tied her to the bed with silk ropes, her body spread-eagled and completely at my mercy as I teased her to the brink of orgasm repeatedly before finally allowing her release. Later, she returned the favor, blindfolding me and using ice cubes and hot wax alternately to create a sensory overload that had me begging for mercy and release in equal measure.

The train continued its journey south, the rhythmic clacking of wheels on track creating a soundtrack to our passionate exploration. In the early hours of the morning, as we approached York, we lay tangled together on the disheveled bed, both sweaty and thoroughly spent.

"I don't think I can move," Ellie murmured against my chest, her body still occasionally trembling with aftershocks. "You've completely destroyed me."

I laughed softly, stroking her hair. "That was rather the plan."

She propped herself up on one elbow, studying my face in the dim light. "Not that I'm complaining—at all—but what prompted this extremely luxurious upgrade to our usual accommodations? This carriage must have cost a fortune."

The moment had arrived sooner than I'd planned, but it felt right. I reached over to the small nightstand and opened the drawer, retrieving a small velvet box I'd hidden there earlier.

Ellie's eyes widened as she recognized what it was. "Alex..."

"I had this whole speech prepared," I admitted, sitting up and taking her hand in mine. "Something about how you've turned my life upside down in the best possible way, how what started as the hottest sex of my life has become so much more, how I can't imagine my weeks without you in them."

Her eyes glistened with unexpected tears, her free hand covering her mouth as I opened the box to reveal a platinum ring with a marquise-cut diamond surrounded by smaller emeralds—a design that echoed the architectural principles we both appreciated.

"I'm not proposing marriage—not yet," I clarified, seeing both relief and something like disappointment flash across her face. "This is a promise ring. A promise that I'm all in, that I want to see where this goes, that I'm committed to making this work beyond train carriages and stolen moments."

I took the ring from its velvet nest. "Ellie, I've fallen completely in love with you. Will you be my partner in life, not just my Mile Long Club co-founder?"

She laughed through her tears, holding out her trembling hand. "Yes," she whispered as I slid the ring onto her finger. "God, yes."

The kiss that followed was different from any we'd shared before—tender, reverent, full of promise rather than just passion. When it ended, she rested her forehead against mine, our breathing synchronized.

"I have something to tell you too," she said after a moment. "I got a job offer. A real photography position with an architectural magazine. They want me to document sustainable building projects across Europe."

"That's amazing," I said genuinely. "When do you start?"

"That's the thing." She bit her lip, suddenly nervous. "It means leaving the train job. No more Mile Long Club."

I pretended to consider this grave news. "Well, that is a serious concern. The club has been very... fulfilling."

She slapped my chest playfully. "Be serious! It means a lot of travel, being away for weeks sometimes."

"Ellie," I said, cupping her face. "I don't love you because you serve drinks on my train. I love you—your passion, your creativity, your incredible mind, your determination. And yes, also the way you've ruined standard train travel for me forever."

She laughed, relaxing against me. "So you're okay with it? With me taking the job?"

"More than okay. I'm thrilled for you." I brushed a strand of hair from her face. "Besides, I've been thinking about expanding my own horizons. There's a sustainable architecture conference circuit that aligns perfectly with your new job's travel schedule. We could coordinate our trips."

Her smile was radiant. "Are you proposing we continue fucking our way across Europe, just on different modes of transportation?"

"I'm proposing we build a life together," I replied, "with the added benefit of christening various forms of transportation along the way. The Mile High Club seems like a natural progression."

She laughed again, a sound I never tired of hearing, then pushed me back onto the bed, straddling my waist. The ring glinted on her finger as she leaned down to kiss me, her hair creating a curtain around our faces.

"I love you," she whispered against my lips. "And I want all of it—the life, the work, the adventures, and definitely the transportation-based debauchery."

As the train continued its journey through the night, carrying us toward London and the future we'd just committed to exploring together, I pulled her close, our bodies fitting together with the familiarity of lovers who had discovered each other in the most unexpected of places.

The Mile Long Club had begun as a risqué joke between strangers on a train. It had evolved into the most significant journey of our lives—one that would continue long after this particular ride came to an end.

And as Ellie moved above me, her body joining with mine one more time before dawn broke, I knew with absolute certainty that no matter where our travels took us, we'd always find our way back to each other—on trains, planes, or any other mode of transportation that offered even a modicum of privacy and the promise of shared adventure.

After all, we were founding members of the most exclusive club in existence—one that had only ever had two members, and always would.
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