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A number of people told me that the midnight train to Lisbon was something I shouldn’t miss. Well, I didn’t realize just how right they were...

I had always wanted to go to Europe. I had always been told how amazing it was, and I had gotten so jealous of my friends whenever they came back with these amazing pictures. Canals in Amsterdam, cathedrals in Barcelona, palaces in Paris… but of all the pictures, I loved the ones in Lisbon. Something about Iberia, something about the peninsula drew me, attracted me, called to me. I resolved that I would go the moment I could afford it, the moment I could take the time off. So one summer those two things coincided, and off I was to Madrid.

The sights, well… they were amazing. If you’ve never found yourself in Madrid or even Spain before, you have to go. The only thing I longed for on my trip there was someone to share it with- occasionally I would find someone to talk to, to share a sight with, if only for a moment. But then the moment would pass, and I would find myself alone again. Still, there was enough in the city to absorb me- having a café on the streets, watching the people go by, or ordering a wonderful paella in the evenings while I looked out on the city streets.

After a few days in Madrid, I decided to go out west to Lisbon- I had always been fascinated by the hills, the antique sights, and most especially the dazzling palaces in Sintra, just west of Lisbon. I looked up my travel options and I found out that there was just one train to Lisbon- an overnight train from Puerta de Sol to Santa Apolonia station in Lisbon. I smiled at that. I had always wanted to take an overnight train- something about it seemed so romantic, so antique. I felt as though it was a step back into the past, a past I felt resonated strongly in the stones of these ancient cities.

I ordered the ticket in my broken Spanish, and I clambered onto the train in the dark of the evening. It was more or less as I had expected, and I smiled when I saw the wood panels and the beds in the rooms. The beds were modern now, of course, but I could see the past in the train, the antiquity that had led it here, and I smiled as I set my bag down in my single room.

“It is a shame, the night train.” A voice said behind me. I turned- a man stood in the doorway. He was handsome, a streak of grey through his otherwise jet black hair. I smiled back at him.

“Why do you say that?” I said.

“Because the landscape is so beautiful. I remember taking trains this way in the mornings, as a boy, and I could lose myself staring out at the endless fields.” He said smoothly. I could detect an accent now, but only the faintest- his English was excellent.

“I don’t know.” I said. “I’ve always wanted to travel on a night train. There’s something romantic about it.”

“Indeed.” He said. “the connection to the past. The hint of history, riding along with you in the wheels, in the very rails. Riding as the great men must have, so many years ago.”

“Exactly.” I said, smiling. What he said rang so true. “I’m… Esmeralda.”

“A beautiful name.” he said. “I am Joaquim. It is a pleasure to meet you.”

“Likewise, Joaquim.” I said. The name sounded wonderful. Smooth, exotic, it somehow felt right on my tongue as I said it.

“I do not wish to disturb you,” he began, “but would you mind some company? I am myself in a single cabin as well, and I am not yet ready to sleep.”

“No, I feel the same.” I said quickly. “I’d love a chance to talk with someone before bed.”

“Then I shall gladly join you. Thank you.” He said. He disappeared to his room for a moment, and returned with a bottle of wine. “Quinta de Sanguinhal. From a winery near where I grew up. Would you care to join me in a glass?”

“I’ll join you for two.” I said, smiling. He smiled at me as well, a smooth, handsome smile that made my heart skip a beat. He took two wine glasses from the room buffet and filled them quickly and easily- I realized that it was certainly not his first time doing so. I told him so, and he laughed, the sound of it echoing beautifully through the cabin.

“A man who cannot pour a glass of wine for a beautiful young lady,” he said, “is a man who cannot call himself Portuguese.”

I laughed as well, and we sat down to talking. We talked all through the night- he told me everything about himself- how he grew up on the Silver Coast, just north of Lisbon, and now he was a mesmerist working at some of the country’s biggest venues. I told him all about myself and where I grew up, and how much I was enjoying traveling, and we laughed and talked and laughed again as the wine bottle steadily emptied.

Finally, in a moment of weakness- brought on by the wine, no doubt- I let slip something.

“You know, I-“ I said. I blushed. “I’ve always wanted to be mesmerized. To see what it was like.”

“Oh?” he said. “Have you never been to a mesmerist’s show?”

“No, I…” I said. I blushed again furiously, but I had started now, and I could not stop. “I… the things I want to do I don’t think they’d allow on a stage.”

“Ah.” He said, seemingly taken aback by my confession. I hoped I hadn’t ruined it, hadn’t ruined a magical night by being my usual awkward self. But he had an interesting question.

“Are you asking me something, then?” he said, raising his brow at me.

“I…” I said. I blushed, looking away from him. “Yes.”

“Are you sure?” he said finally, after a crushing moment that seemed like hours. It was a delicate question.

“I am.” I said truthfully.

“Ah.” He said. He fidgeted in his seat, and I knew I had made him uncomfortable. I cursed myself. 

“Are you traveling alone?” he said, smoothly changing the subject. “Surely a woman as beautiful as you must have any number of suitors home waiting.”

“No, I…” I said. I faltered. I felt so self-conscious now, so exposed. I could hear my heart pounding, hear the clatter of the wheels on the rails outside. “I guess you could say I don’t get out much. I’ve got no one waiting at home for me. I... well, I don’t mind traveling alone, but I really want someone to share it with. Someone I can share with.”

“But you are not talking just about travel anymore, minha querida.” Joaquim said. “You are talking about something else.”

“I… yes.” I said, scrunching my face, trying to concentrate. Now that the magic had been broken, it seemed as though the wine had hit me all at once. The train seemed to eclipse my attention, and I had a hard time concentrating on anything else. No one had ever told me, and I had never noticed before, just how soothing a sound the clatter of wheels on track could be.

The conversation faltered for a moment, and I thought perhaps I had lost my opportunity- or his attention. Still, he was a good conversationalist, and I took the time to compose myself while I waited for him to put the conversation on another direction. The cha-chunk, cha-chunk of the wheels on the tracks was omnipresent now, a mesmerizing sound that seemed to permeate me, envelop me in their quiet, hypnotic metronome even as the low buzz of the train thrummed through the darkness outside.

He said something to me just then, but I couldn’t even hear him. I was lost in the rattle of the train on the tracks, the steel on steel, and I felt my eyes slowly lower on themselves as I drifted away into the dreamy darkness outside of the window.

“Awaken.” He said suddenly, and I started awake. I flushed in embarrassment.

“Sorry, I... I must have dozed off.” I said. 

“It’s alright.” He said. He smiled. “You were just about to submit.”

It is a moment I will never forget. The moment he said that it was as though I was a puppet, and he pulling the strings. My body rose unbidden, and he put his glass of wine down and moved over to me, taking my hand in his. I loved his hand- it was rough, and it betrayed his origins as a farmhand’s son on the Silver Coast. Though it was rough and firm, it was gentle, so gentle, and his touch mirrored the concern and the passion in his eyes as he drew my eyes to meet his, his face close to mine, so close to mine.

“I took the time to put you under my hypnotic spell. I hope you don’t mind.” He said quietly, softly, and he leaned in to kiss me. It was a passionate kiss, filled with a fire I had never felt from anyone before. I felt something in me respond before I could will it, respond and obey, and I felt a wash of pleasure as I realized he controlled me. I held his head close to mine, our lips locking, pressing together for what seemed to be an eternity.

“I think,” he said, pulling away for a moment, “that perhaps we should close our door.”

I nodded obediently, and in one smooth motion he got up and closed the door. There was an easy grace to his movements; the way he slid the door open, the way he loosened his tie as his breath quickened, the careful yet careless grace of his hands as he let the tie fall forgotten to the floor of the cabin.

He spoke no more words, and I needed none- he came back to me and we melted into another passionate embrace, our lips together entwined, our tongues, our mouths exploring each other. I grasped his firm, hard body, my hands sliding down his shirt, running along his hard, weathered back. I gasped when I felt a long, deep gash on his back. I couldn’t hold it back.

“Something wrong?” he said.

“No, I… I’m sorry.” I said. “It’s just… that scar…”

“Ignore it.” He said. “I was young. And foolish. A bull taught me just how much of a fool I was.”

I obeyed. I simply kissed him again, igniting the fires anew. He kissed me back, and his hands responded to mine, sliding up my body, his fingers lightly grazing my skin with a touch so impossibly subtle, an inelegant touch that seemed to be in complete contrast with the roughness of his hands, of his skin.

He began to explore me, moving his hands up to my neck, lingering there for a moment, until they started to move down. He pulled down one of the straps of my sun dress, kissing my shoulders, and I felt a little thrill go through my body as his lips touched my skin. He pulled the other strap off my dress, kissing my shoulders, and he brought my dress down, down, wriggling me out of it as I unbuttoned his dress shirt until both pieces lay forgotten on the floor.

His hands moved their along my body again, towards my bra. I could feel my anticipation building, and I knew how wonderful those hands would feel on my breasts, on my nipples; that subtle touch exciting me, building me up. He brought his hands behind my back, and in one smooth, easy motion he unclipped my bra, sliding it down to the floor.

“Joaquim, I-“ I said. He did not let me finish: he brought his hands up to my breasts, stroking them slightly, thumbing my nipples with those wonderful, dexterous hands. I gasped at his touch. I had thought it would be good, but it was better- it sent shockwaves through my system, thrilling me, thrumming a deep, sensual pulse through the deepest parts of my body.

“Yes?” he said.

I said nothing, and only thrust my breasts out for him. He continued touching me, moving his hands across, and side to side, up and down and back to my nipples again, teasing them slowly, tantalizingly. He was hitting all the right places, and I could not believe his touch: it was practiced, smooth, as though he was reading my mind, knowing exactly where he needed to go- or what I needed from him. He continued to stroke my breasts, but he began kissing me as well. He started to kiss lower, now; his mouth starting at my ear, slowly, teasingly, taking in my earlobe and sucking on it, before coming down to my neck, leaving little kisses along the way.

He got down to the top of my breast finally, kissing me softly, sweetly, teasing me- the kisses seemed to infuse me with lust, leaving me wanting more. Finally, he brought his mouth down to my nipple, and he quickly took my nipple in his mouth, sucking on it. I could not help but moan this time, his mouth sending a shockwave through my body and a tingle between my legs that I had recognized, a tingle I had not felt for awhile.

I could feel it building up, building up between my legs. It had been a long time since I had been with a man, and for a few months I had felt nothing but the release I could bring myself. This was different though. It was different to have him playing with my breasts, and he was good- like no man I had ever been with before. He was kicking my lust into overdrive, tapping into pleasures I had never known I had before. I could feel my arousal growing, feel myself growing wetter between my legs. I could feel the lust starting to muddle my brain, starting to infuse me with a need, a longing, a lust for him and the release he could bring me.

He sensed it, he sensed the rawness of my lust, and his response was to begin sliding his hands. He started to slide them down my back, resting on my hips, all the while continuing to play with my breasts in his mouth, flicking his tongue side to side on my nipples. He brought his hands lower and lower, until they rested just above my sex. I knew where he was going, knew what I wanted, knew the force of the need for him that I had. He put one finger inside my panties, and began to slide them down my legs, and I helped him, wiggling out of them, noticing the damp spot on them as they slid to the floor and I was left naked for him.

I felt his fingers move to my lips, stroking them, and I could feel it getting wetter and wetter. The anticipation was exquisite, the raw need. I quivered at his touch, at the excitement of what he was going to do with his fingers poised so close to the entrance of my pussy. So much desire, so much sensual, sexual longing, all resting there at the entrance to my pussy. And then he started.

If his touch was hot on my tits, it was unimaginable on my pussy. He slid his finger in, meeting no resistance as it penetrated deep into my aching, needy pussy. I moaned uncontrollably, half-bucking off the bed at the realization of that sexual anticipation. He was exquisite, his touch electrifying. He used his fingers to explore me, to own me, working his magic everywhere. He knew just what I needed, keeping me on the razor’s edge of lust.

He would slide in first, slowly, then quickly, then coming out again to explore. He would stroke its fleshy lips softly, so softly, inching up and up to my clit and then rubbing it and back again. His fingers were beyond good, and I could feel them bringing me up and up, bringing me to a desire, a state of lustful arousal that I had never known before. And then began to kiss me again- kissing my nipples, the dual sensations awakening another level of lust that I had just moment before never dreamed possible.

He continued this, this assault of overwhelming sensation, kissing me, licking me, stroking his tongue softly over my skin. Finally his kissed began to make their way down my body, slowly but surely. I was drunk with lust, but I knew what he was doing, and knew that I wanted it- knew that I wanted him to kiss me there, to suck me there, my clit, my pussy. My body was alive, every nerve pulsing with energy, my lust growing, and I ached for him, ached for him to bring his tongue to me.

And he did. He brought his mouth to the entrance of my pussy, kissing around it, on top of it, getting closer and closer to it. It was driving me to distraction, my lust keeping me from thinking straight, and I tried to buck my hips to him, tried to bring my pussy to him. But he was in control, and I could do nothing but ache for him, hope he would deign to bring me the pleasure I so desperately needed. He kept me on the edge of my lust but always bringing me to the next level- building me, teasing me, letting that thick fog of arousal envelop me, envelop my mind, my body, my soul. And with a quick, fast, powerful motion- he slid his tongue into me.

“Oh god, Joaquim!” I said, crying out. “Ohgod, yes!”

He responded only with his tongue, moving it around, up and down, teasing me, arousing me, electrifying my body in ways I never knew possible. I began to moan now, to writhe and buck and lose all resistance to the unrelenting, irresistible force of his passion. I knew what I needed now, knew what I wanted, knew it was not his tongue- I needed his cock. I needed a cock, a big, rock-hard cock thrusting into me. Anything else was inadequate- I needed to be filled completely by him, taken, made to feel his.

“Please…” I said, my voice slurred with the drunk fog of lust. “Please…”

“Please what?” he said.

“Please… fuck me.” I said.

“Not quite.” He said. “Again.”

“Please, fuck me master!” I said. The moment I said it the pleasure washed over me again. My master was here, taking control of me, about to thrust himself deep inside me. I almost came right there from the thought of it.

I had never said anything like that before, never been so dirty in the bedroom. But right now, at this moment, I needed him to fuck me- I wanted to be fucked, wanted to be taken, wanted his huge, rock-hard cock pounding, thrusting into my aching, wet pussy. I felt like someone else, a dirty slut who thought of nothing else but her master’s will, her master’s cock, crazed by lust, needing it…

And he gave it to me- gave it to me like a gift, a gift I wanted, so desperately wanted. He simply slid into my pussy, a long, slow, powerful stroke that filled me completely, buried him deep inside me. He was huge, so big, impossibly big, filling me completely. He overwhelmed me with that thrust, his cock better, bigger, more powerful than I could have imagined. Any thought I ever had was forced out, my lust at its highest, pure, needful.

“M…More!” I said, gutturally, mindlessly. He began to pump back and forth inside me, controlled, a steady rhythm. I wanted him to go faster but he would not. I tried to urge him on, tried to push him over the edge. I tried to make him break, to give in to the wild lust that had consumed me and fuck me as hard as he could, as I wanted, but I could not. The more  I tried to break him, to tame him, to make him give in to his lust, the more he controlled me- the more each thrust took me, owning me, making me a slave to his tempo, his rhythm, his dance.

He gave me just a little, oh so little, teasing me, making me beg for release with my body. I bucked, I moaned, I bounced, his weight on top of me, taking me, owning me. I begged in every way I knew how, my mind almost gone with the passion I felt, an uncontrollably frenzy building up deep inside me. But still he teased- only teasing, pushing deeper, further into me just to pull out again, keeping me on the edge of orgasm. I couldn’t believe how in control he was- every other man I had ever been with had lasted only minutes. But not him: his control, his longevity, was beyond mine.

And then… just then, he slid in a different way, a stroke that grazed my clit, that pressed me in just the right place, and I felt myself tremble, felt a crack in the wall begin. He began to thrust at that angle, each stroke of his rock-hard cock pressing my clit, and I felt myself begin to give way. I felt any semblance of control that I had shatter, break, float away on the neverending peals of lust that wracked my body. I transcended physical sensation, and all of a sudden it felt like he was fucking me completely, to my core, he had penetrated me to the very depths of my being, of myself, a connection that seemed to link our very souls.

He felt it, the same way I did, and began to thrust into me faster, harder. His rhythm sped up, his breath became more ragged, and I knew that he was with me, close to the edge. He began to fuck me with a wild abandon, with an animalistic force, taking me, and I bucked back on him mindlessly, a slave to my lust, to his cock, to the desperate need between my legs.

His strokes came faster, and harder, and deeper than I thought possible until I could no longer hold it back. I felt that familiar deep feeling inside me, that rumble, and it bubbled up from inside me, exploding into a furious orgasm. I felt it hit me, crashing into me like a force of nature- though I knew it was coming I was powerless to withstand its onslaught, wave after wave of rippling orgasm shaking me to my very core, making me tense up, clamp down on him. The tightness pushed him over the edge, and with one final, powerful stroke he grunted, coming deep into me, heightening my own orgasm and linking us, if only for a moment, in the shared force of our orgasm.

As I came down from the orgasm, I felt it: a ray of sunlight through the window. I felt the warmth, ever so slightly, against my naked skin, gleaming with the sweat of our encounter. It was faint, but growing stronger, and I opened my eyes to see the first rays of sunlight breaking against his hard body, illuminating him, bringing him into the sharp relief of a museum sculpture, but more exquisitely crafted than all of them combined. I ran my finger along his face softly with my finger, feeling his stubble, not wanting to speak, not wanting to break the moment- until the conductor did that for us, announcing our arrival in Lisbon in fifteen minutes.

“And us with no sleep.” He said, smiling at me. We both laughed, and he rolled off me, laying next to me, stroking me with his hands to complement the warm afterglow of my orgasm. I did the same, and we lay there, staring into each others’ eyes, enjoying the feel of our hands playing on our bodies in the soft sunlight of the breaking dawn.

“Perhaps…” he said. I looked at him, those beautiful brown eyes smiling down at me.

“Yes?” I said.

“I have some days of vacation that I have not had opportunity to use.” He said. “Perhaps I can take them with you, if you would be interested in such an arrangement. You’ve told me how much you hate traveling alone.”

“I… I think I would be interested in such an arrangement.” I said, smiling at him, letting my hands run along his back, touching the deep, ridged scar there. “I would be very interested, indeed.”

“In the mean time, however,” I said, moving my hand down to his rapidly re-hardening cock, “I think we should see if we can beat the train.”

“I think we can.” He said, and we laughed as I moved over him, straddling him, sliding down easily on him as the sun played on him and his smile, dazzling me, filling me again with that powerful, lustful passion…

And you know what? We did beat the train, and we spent some of the best days I’ve ever had in the surrounding area, seeing the sights that Joaquim’s homeland had in store for me. In fact, I liked it so much that I stayed, and shortly thereafter we were married in the national palace in Lisbon, an intimate affair attended by his family and made possible by a cousin of his that ranked fairly high indeed in the Lisbon political hierarchy.

And when we are alone, in private, he still commands me, and I obey. He brings me to the bedroom and I lose myself in his will, lose all control to him: have no mind but his, no will but his. It’s incredible. I never knew having a master was so amazing, and there were many nights that he brought me to orgasm solely by his forceful, hypnotic command.

But I have never forgotten that night, and I know that he has not either. That magical night that seemed to cross not only physical borders but a spiritual, emotional one as well- a night that two strangers, two soulmates, whose paths had never before crossed, suddenly found themselves linked in a physical, almost spiritual embrace on the long, mysterious ride, their arms entwining, their bodies becoming one.

I had been told that the train journey was wonderful. But no one had told me, and I was not prepared for, the adventure I had that night: the lust, that frenzied, passionate hypnotist to take me on the night train to Lisbon.
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