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Tongued on the Train

SSarah hopped around the room on one foot, nearly falling over the coffee table as she struggled to pull her second black stocking up her left thigh. She glanced across her apartment to the digital clock built into the oven. 08:17.




“Shit!”

Less haste, more speed, she thought, as she straightened up the hem of her floral-print summer dress. Her train was scheduled to leave in thirteen minutes, and even given the less than reliable state of Irish public transport, she could not afford to assume a delayed departure. Not today. Not this train. And now she was cutting it fine.

Okay. One final check in the mirror. Hair fine. Makeup fine. No lipstick on teeth. Good to go.

She slipped on her pumps, grabbed her overnight case, handbag, and keys, and ran for the door.

“Crap! Notes!”

Spinning on the spot, she hurried back to the coffee table, stuffed a pad and pen into her handbag, and finally made it out her apartment door, locking it behind her, before struggling down the stairs with her case.

She made her way to the train station as quickly as she could without actually running. Doing so probably made her seem even more frantic to any onlookers. She had adopted the half-walk-half-run of a person too self-conscious or embarrassed to simply let go and admit to the world that they had slept in.

Arriving at the station, Sarah could feel her heart pumping. A quick glance at the information board told her that her train to Dublin was still waiting at Platform 1, and that she had just two minutes to get there. But that would be enough. Thank Christ I booked my ticket online, she thought, as she made her way through the turnstiles and onto the backmost carriage.

Settling into her seat at the back of the carriage, she let out a soft sigh. Only now did she notice the thin layer of moisture on her arms and chest. It was early summer, clear and sunny, but not too warm. She was likely sweating from the fear of missing her train rather than the heat or the exertion of rushing. But she could relax now. And thinking about the three-hour ride ahead of her, she was suddenly relieved that she had chosen to wear such a light dress. At least it would be a comfortable trip.

She sank into her seat and closed her eyes, as the train jerked into life and began to pull out of the station. She could look through her notes later on in the journey. For the time being, she just wanted to put her nerves about the interview out of her mind. And anyway, 08:30 was bloody early in the day for a recent college graduate! Before too long her eyes began to feel heavy and she drifted off to sleep.

Sarah dreamt of the interview. So much for putting it out of her mind!

∞∞∞

She’d dreamt about it every night for the past week. She dreaded it. She’d shake at the thought of it. But it was her chance to finally enter the profession--the life--she’d been working towards for the past four years.

Sarah had recently earned a law degree. Well, as she would pedantically put it herself, she was still just a graduand. She wouldn’t technically graduate for a couple more months, when the cap, gown, parchment, and magic Latin words from the University President would officially entitle her to finally use her hard-earned post-nominals. But for all intents and purposes she was done. The classes were behind her. The exams were behind her. The hard part was behind her.

Except, the hard part was in front of her. The hard part was an interview at FitzRoy McSweeney LLP, one of the top five law firms in the country. And now she was hurtling towards that real hard part at a hundred and fifty kilometers per hour.

Sarah’s dream swirled from potential situation to potential situation, spurned on by what she had been told to expect by her peers. Now she was answering a tough question perfectly, the other interviewees staring admiringly at her, impressed. Now she was beginning to lose her way. Now she was stumbling, jumbling up her words, as the panel of dark-suited interviewers angrily scribbled notes and shook their heads. Now she failed to get a word in edgeways, to the benefit of her young rivals. Now she had forgotten everything she had learned. Now she was panicking. Now she was short of breath. Now she had to get out. Now she stood up to run away. Now she was naked!

The panel was leering. Her rival interviewees were leering. They sniggered. They smirked. They stared. She felt her face flush red as she let out a panicked whimper, covering up as quickly as she could, one hand between her tightly clasped thighs, the other attempting to conceal her nipples. She dropped her head, letting her long blonde hair flow forward to help cover up her breasts. Her eyes began to fill with tears. She wanted to disappear. She wanted to melt away. She wanted to...




∞∞∞

“Wake up. Hey. Wake up.”

He was standing over her; one had gently shaking her bare right shoulder. Sarah blearily opened her eyes, and he began to come into focus.

“Huh?”

She was staring directly into his eyes now--bright, kind eyes--his face close to hers. Trying to get her bearings, she was distracted by a fragrance; leather and sharp citrus.

“I just got on at this stop,” he said. “You were tossing and turning a fair bit. Looked like you were having a bad dream? You alright?”

“I, uh, I’m....”

Christ, pull yourself together! It wasn’t just that she was still groggy--she was. It wasn’t just that she was embarrassed--she was. It was that... something about this guy simply rendered her inarticulate. He looked about five years her senior. His hair was neat, as was his thin layer of dark stubble. He was dressed in a light grey suit, crisp white shirt, and pale pink tie. He smiled at her inability to respond, showing his immaculately white teeth.

“Sorry,” he said, “I shouldn’t have woken you. What was I thinking! I’d be just as confused if I woke up to some stranger on a train looming over me. Sorry to have bothered you.” The man picked up his briefcase and turned to find a seat. Sarah’s hand shot out instinctively and grabbed his wrist.

“No, no. Sorry. You were right.”

“Right?”

“Yeah, about the dream. I was having a bad dream. Really bad. Thanks for waking me. Honestly.”

“Oh, well good then! I was worried you might hit your head off the window with all the fidgeting you were doing.” He smiled warmly again, and Sarah again felt herself getting lost in his eyes.

“Heh. Yeah. Good thinking.” The thought of him having seen her in that state made her feel suddenly self-conscious. “I’m Sarah by the way.”

The man extended his right hand. “Michael,” he said, as Sarah awkwardly shook the proffered hand, taken aback by the formality. “Nice to meet you Sarah,” he said with a final smile, and turned to take his seat a couple rows forward and across the aisle.

“N- Nice to meet you too Michael,” Sarah called out as he left, “Thanks again!” He looked back at her over his shoulder and, without saying any more, simply gave her a wink before taking his seat.

Sarah bit her lip. She was still a bit embarrassed, but more than that she felt invigorated. She shivered and exhaled slowly. She’d forgotten all about the dream and the interview. Now she was only thinking about him. Everything about that man, about Michael--the gentleness with which he had touched her shoulder, the thoughtfulness of his actions, the smell of his cologne, his clothes, his face, his smile--it all made her... tingle. It all turned her on so much. As these thoughts danced through her head, she looked down for the first time since he had woken her. And then, with a pang of horror, she noticed.

Her floral-print dress had ridden up to the point where she was barely sitting on it anymore, presumably from all the writhing about she had been doing whilst asleep. She could see a solid two inches of thigh above her black stockings, and the front of her pink and white striped underwear was just about visible. The hem of her dress was askew, pulled in to the left, so that the material on her right side was barely covering her hip and the right cheek of her ass was exposed well above her panty line.

Holy crap, she thought as she rushed to cover herself up. She glanced around the carriage, but luckily nobody other than Michael had come on at the last stop. The carriage was almost empty and all the other passengers were towards the front. Phew! That would have been mortifyi—Michael!

Sarah immediately replayed their entire interaction in her head. Only this time, she viewed it from his vantage point. He had seen her asleep, but how long had he been watching her? He did say he had just got on the train, didn’t he? He was standing right there in front of her! There’s no way he couldn’t have seen, she thought. My fucking knickers. My asscheek! But he seemed so nice, so genuine. He was smiling a lot. Was that why he winked at me? Oh god.

She stared at the back of his head from across the aisle, wondering what he was thinking, wondering if he was filing away what he had seen into some opportunistic wank-bank. She tried to compose herself, crossed and uncrossed her legs, arranged and re-arranged the hem of her dress, nibbled at the edges of her fingernails. She couldn’t stop picturing him getting a good eye-full before waking her. She had to stop dwelling on it. It happened. Get over it. She pulled her notebook and pen out of her bag and resolved to concentrate on the interview. The interview she had been trying to put out of her head before she fell asleep. The interview she had ended up naked in in her nightmare. But at this moment, with him sitting just a few metres away, concentrating on that interview was the lesser of two evils.

She flipped to her summary of client-lawyer confidentiality.

∞∞∞

The train rattled on. Twenty minutes had passed since Sarah had realized she’d accidentally exposed herself to a complete stranger. She’d read the same first few paragraphs of her notes a dozen times over, not able to concentrate. Each time she saw the word ‘confidentiality’ she couldn’t help but apply its meaning to Michael; keeping something secret. She felt her face flush every time that thought arose.

The worst thing wasn’t even that he’d probably seen. After all, she thought, she had nothing to be ashamed of. She was a fit, young woman. Hell, she was actually proud of her legs and butt. God knows she’d spent enough time in the gym to earn that pride. No. The worst thing was not knowing. Not knowing whether he had noticed. He almost certainly had, but there was always the sliver of a possibility that he hadn’t. Not knowing whether he had lingered, whether he had leered at her like the men in her dream, taking his sweet time before finally deciding he’d had enough and waking her up. Fuck, she thought, the carriage is practically empty. It would have been so easy for him to have taken a picture of me!

Every time she returned to these thoughts she became more and more paranoid. In every iteration Michael became more and more of a creep. And Sarah began to feel guilty for assuming as much. This just wouldn’t do. She couldn’t spend the rest of the journey to Dublin like this, obsessing over what in reality was such an inconsequential event. If she confronted him about it, yes it would be embarrassing, but then it would be over. She’d made her mind up. Slowly, she rose from her seat and began to make her way to where Michael was sitting.

Sarah’s pulse was racing as she walked up the aisle of the carriage. Michael was sitting with his back to her, next to the window in a four-seater. He had earphones in and was typing something on a laptop. Sarah paused an exhaled quietly before she entered his field of view, then quickly swung herself into the outside seat opposite him. As she sat down, her hands instinctively pushed between her legs and she gripped her dress with her thighs, keeping her knees closer together than usual.

Michael looked up from his laptop and smiled broadly at her as he removed his earphones. She no longer knew how to feel about that smile. The smile that had made her prickle with excitement no more than half an hour ago. “Sarah!” he said, still beaming, “Hello again!”

Sarah swallowed and attempted to compose herself before attempting to speak in a calm and deliberate tone; before failing to speak in a calm and deliberate tone. “Hello Michael. I just wanted to... There’s something I... I...” Her cheeks heated up again and she could tell he had noticed her blushing. Just spit it out, damn it!

“There’s something you wanted to... ask me? Or tell me?” Michael interjected helpfully, breaking the awkward silence.

Sarah tensed up and nodded. Adding, after another short but agonizing pause, “Yes.”

“Well, fire away Sarah. I’m all ears!” His laid back manner annoyed her. He was acting so innocent, so self-confident. It was now or never.

“Earlier... when you woke me. After you went to your seat, I...”

“You noticed your dress was up?”

Sarah’s heart sank. She looked directly into his unflinching eyes, but he remained as calm as he had ever been. Now she wasn’t nervous. Now she wasn’t embarrassed. Now she was angry. “Why the hell didn’t you mention it?” she hissed sotto voce.

Michael looked taken aback, almost offended. “I’m sorry, Sarah. When I woke you, you were so flustered. I didn’t want to embarrass you any more than I clearly already had.”

“My fucking arse was hanging out on a public train!”

“Sarah, I don’t know what to say. I was the last on at my stop. There wasn’t anyone else down the back of this carriage. I just thought you’d notice and fix it and that would be it.”

“Well of course I bloody noticed it! It was practically around my waist!”

“Come on now, that’s exaggerating a bit.” He was still smiling at her. Why was he still smiling? This wasn’t a joke. “Look, nobody saw you. Don’t worry.”

“Don’t worry? You saw me! And apparently you took long enough of a look to feel confident enough to tell me I’m exaggerating!”

Michael held his hands out, palms towards Sarah, mea culpa style. He leaned towards her slightly, and in a soft and still calm tone said, “Sarah, I looked. I’m only human. I looked, and I liked what I saw. But trust me on this, I only went over to you because it looked like you really weren’t enjoying whatever dream you were having.”

He liked what he saw? How could he be so forward like that? But his honesty on that point made Sarah feel inclined to trust him on his intentions. She didn’t immediately argue back this time. She simply breathed heavily as she continued to stare at him. And as she stared at him, she began to remember how she had felt when he was leaning over her; how she had felt when she first noticed his hair, his suit, his smile. And she noticed them now all over again. And he liked what he saw!

Sarah felt a shiver run through her. Suddenly Michael was no longer a creep. A creep would try to hide his actions, his true intentions; wouldn’t so calmly come out and tell you he looked; wouldn’t so confidently add in a compliment. He liked what he saw. Now Sarah was seeing Michael the way she had before. The same exciting feelings, the same dazed attraction, the same warmth between her legs. Only this time she knew that, even if it was only a fraction of what she was now feeling, he had felt the same about her.

Her body relaxed. Her mind raced. Her knees no longer strained against each other. She had been staring at him in silence for far too long. Think of something to say, you idiot!

“Sarah?” Again he broke the silence. “Do you trust me on that?”

“Yes,” she nodded, “Yes. I do. I... I didn’t mean to be so accusatory. I apologise.”

“Oh don’t worry about that. You had every right. I must say though, I am glad you came up to me. To be honest, I haven’t really been able to concentrate on my work. It’s not every day a beautiful girl like you brightens up my day quite like that!”

Michael shifted his laptop to the seat next to him and Sarah became aware of the telltale bulge in his trousers that confirmed to her that his words weren’t just some urbane act. She bit her lip and stared at his crotch, picturing what was growing beneath his thin suit pants so close to her, before realising what she was doing. Her eyes darted back to his, taking in his knowing grin.

“Well,” he said, “I guess we’ve both been caught looking now, haven’t we? Tell me, Sarah, did you like what you saw?”

Sarah didn’t know where this was going. She didn’t know why he was being so forward. She didn’t know why he made her feel this way. All she knew was that she wanted it to continue.

For the first time since she sat down in front of him, the words that came out of her mouth were neither angrily abrupt nor nervously shaky. “Yes,” she said calmly and deliberately, “As a matter of fact, I did.”

“Good.”

Michael took off his suit jacket, folding it carefully and neatly, and placed it on top of his laptop to his left.

“Then spread your legs.”




∞∞∞

Sarah's breath caught in her throat. She glanced around the carriage nervously, seeing that it was still empty bar two passengers at the very front, mercifully facing forward, away from this lurid encounter. Her heart raced and, almost despite herself, she slowly uncrossed her legs and left her knees begin to drift apart. Her dress once again began to ride up her smooth thighs.

Michael gave a grin as his eyes flicked briefly downward, then back up to meet her gaze. "Good girl," he whispered. "Now pull your dress up. Show me what I saw earlier."

Trembling slightly, Sarah gripped the hem of her floral dress and inched it upwards, exposing more of her black stockings, then the pale skin of her thighs, until finally her pink and white striped underwear came into view. She bit her lip. Her head was reeling, a hundred thoughts clamouring for attention. She felt exposed. She felt embarrassed. She felt excited. She regretted having come over here. She regretted her choice of cutesy underwear. She delighted in the solace of having shaved just last night. She didn’t want him to see her like this. She did want him to see her like this. She wanted none of this. She wanted all of this. She was thrilled by his intense stare.

"Beautiful," Michael said softly. "Now touch yourself."

Sarah's eyes widened. She hesitated, her hands frozen on the hem of her dress. This was moving so fast. Part of her wanted to flee back to her seat, but a stronger part was intoxicated by the thrill. Her fingers trembled as she slowly moved one hand between her legs.

She gasped softly as she made contact with herself through the thin fabric of her panties. She was already wet. Sarah began to rub gently, her eyes locked on Michael's. His intense gaze made her shiver with excitement.

"That's it," he murmured encouragingly. "Show me how good it feels."

Sarah's breath quickened as she increased the pressure and speed of her fingers. She bit her lip to stifle a moan. The risk of discovery only heightened her arousal. Her hips began to move subtly, grinding against her hand.

Michael leaned forward, his voice low and husky. "That's it, Sarah. Don't hold back. Let me see how much you're enjoying this."

Sarah's inhibitions were crumbling rapidly. Her fingers moved faster, pressing the damp fabric of her panties against her most sensitive areas. She let out a soft whimper, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before snapping back open to meet Michael's hungry gaze.

"Take them off," he commanded softly.

With shaking hands, Sarah hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her underwear. She lifted her hips slightly, sliding the pink and white striped fabric down her thighs. The cool air of the train car kissed her newly exposed skin, making her shiver.

Michael's eyes roamed over her hungrily. "Keep going. I want to see everything."

Sarah's heart pounded as she slowly slid her panties down her legs, past her knees, to her ankles. She hesitated for just a moment before stepping out of them completely, leaving them in a small puddle on the floor of the train car.

Her dress was now bunched around her waist, fully exposing her to Michael's intense gaze. Sarah felt more vulnerable and aroused than she ever had in her life. Part of her brain screamed at her to cover up, to run away, but a stronger urge kept her frozen in place, legs spread, completely bare beneath her hiked-up dress.

"Beautiful," Michael murmured again. "Now touch yourself again. Show me how wet you are."

Sarah's fingers trembled as she reached between her legs once more. She gasped softly as she made contact with her slick folds, no longer hidden by fabric. She began to stroke herself slowly, her eyes locked on Michael's.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Tell me how it feels."

"G-good," Sarah breathed. "So good." Her fingers moved faster, circling her clit. She bit her lip to stifle a moan as pleasure coursed through her.

Sarah's fingers moved expertly over her most sensitive areas, her arousal growing with each passing moment. The thrill of being exposed on the train, the intensity of Michael's gaze, and the taboo nature of the situation all combined to heighten her excitement.

"You're so beautiful like this," Michael murmured, his voice low and husky. "So open, so vulnerable. I love watching you pleasure yourself."

His words sent another jolt of arousal through Sarah. She increased the speed and pressure of her fingers, her hips rocking subtly against her hand. Soft gasps and whimpers escaped her lips as she approached her peak.

"That's it," Michael encouraged. "Come for me, Sarah."

Sarah's eyes locked with Michael's as she felt herself teetering on the edge. With a few more quick circles of her fingers, she tumbled over, waves of pleasure washing over her. Her back arched and she bit her lip hard to stifle her cries of ecstasy. Her thighs trembled as the orgasm rippled through her body.

There was no time for her to come down from her high. Her legs still spasming, her clit still twitching, her breath not yet caught, she watched in a daze as Michael took his folded jacket and placed it on the floor between them. Coming to his knees, he closed the small distance between them and before she had time to react to his advance, his hands were on her knees, gently but firmly pushing them further apart. Sarah gasped as he lowered his head between her thighs, his hot breath on her still-sensitive flesh.

"Fuck," she whimpered as his tongue made contact. Her hands flew to his head, fingers tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked. The sensation was almost too much after her intense orgasm, but the pleasure quickly built again.

Sarah's eyes darted nervously around the carriage, terrified someone would see them. But Michael's ministrations soon consumed all her attention. His tongue danced expertly over her folds, circling her clit before dipping inside her.

She bit her lip hard, desperately trying to stay quiet as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her hips rocked against Michael's face, chasing the building tension.

Sarah's fingers tightened in Michael's hair as his tongue worked magic between her legs. Every swipe and flick sent jolts of pleasure through her body. She was quickly approaching another peak, her thighs trembling around Michael's head.

"Oh god," she whimpered softly, her head falling back against the seat. "I'm so close..."

Michael redoubled his efforts. He slid his hands around her hips, powerfully grasping her ass and pulling her closer, grinding her bald slit into his face. Maintaining his grasp on her left cheek, he brought his right hand between her quivering legs and slid two fingers deep inside her, his tongue still circling her clit relentlessly. The dual stimulation was overwhelming.

Sarah's back arched as her second orgasm crashed over her. She clamped a hand over her mouth to muffle her cries of ecstasy. Her body shuddered uncontrollably as waves of pleasure washed through her.

Flushed, sweating, and panting as quietly as she could manage, Sarah gazed down at this near-stranger kneeling between her legs. This man she had met an hour ago. This man she had spoken ten words to. This man who had just given her so much pleasure and whose lips now glistened with her juices. A thought managed to form amidst the ecstacy. What in the actual fuck am I doing?

Whether the timing was coincidental, or whether Michael had read something in her microexpressions, Sarah thought would go unaddressed. Michael, his eyes now locked on hers, raised his head from between her thighs and said, with an earned authority that bore no questioning, “My turn.”

Sarah's heart raced as Michael's words sank in. My turn. She knew exactly what he meant, and part of her thrilled at the thought. But another part hesitated, once again very aware of their surroundings.

"Here?" she whispered, glancing around nervously.

Michael nodded, a hungry gleam in his eyes. "Right here. Right now. I didn’t notice you complaining a moment ago."

He rose from his knees, briefly towering over her, before sitting back in his seat across from her. It crossed Sarah’s mind that they were suddenly positioned just as they had been when she had first joined him. As if nothing had happened. Well, almost. When she had joined him, his jacket wasn’t neatly folded on the floor between them. When she joined him, her embarrassingly juvenile knickers weren’t in a soaked heap by her feet. When she had joined him… not that she had noted it at the time, but she was sure that when she had joined him there wasn’t such a tempting bulge in in suit pants.

Sarah's eyes were drawn to that bulge, her mouth suddenly dry. Michael's hand moved to his belt, slowly unbuckling it. The soft clink of metal seemed impossibly loud in the quiet train car.

“I looked before. You’re looking now. No harm in that. I liked what I saw. Do you?”

“Y-Yes.” She responded timidly, her answer accompanied by the slightest nod of her head. A nod that made her feel inexplicably foolish. A nod that again made her realise how fully in her head she was, even as she was somehow also fully in the moment.

“When I liked what I saw, and when the opportunity presented itself, I seized it. So, Sarah, if you do indeed like what you see… seize it.”

Her inhibitions, her hesitation, her awareness of her surroundings all broke in an instant. She dropped to her knees as he had done. Their positions now swapped, she raised her eyes to his, realising she was offering him a view of her face he had so recently offered to her. She briefly pictured herself from his vantage. His upward gaze had been powerful, lustful, hungry. She wondered what he saw in her now. The lust was there, as was the hunger, but surely it was mixed with some degree of timidity. She hoped there was still an innocence. She knew there was the unmistakable flush of embarrassment.

Her hands traced up his thighs. The heat of his skin through the thin fabric grew as her fingers reached the outline of his hard cock. “Take your time,” he whispered down to her. She felt compelled to follow his instruction.

She was transfixed. She stared, almost detached, as her fingers traced up and down his shaft, pressed tightly between trouser and thigh, begging to be freed. The world had dropped away. In this moment, all that mattered was what was right before her eyes, right beneath her stroking fingers, inches from the lips she now reflexively licked. She grabbed his full girth through his trousers, feeling his hardness for the first time pulse against her hand. She looked up at him briefly once more and, seeing his wry, encouraging smirk, slowly pulled down his zipper.

She tugged his trousers just enough to uncover the now far more clear outline of his cock through his tight, black boxer briefs. Something in her forced her to delay matters further. He’d told her to take her time, so she was going to tease. Leaving his boxers where they were, she licked slowly, delicately down the length of the tumescence they concealed. She breathed heavily as she reached his hidden head and her tongue caught the salty-sweet taste of precum. She took his head between her lips, soaking the fabric with her tongue.

The quickening of his breathing was her cue that she was doing well. She worked her way, inch by inch, back along his shaft, licking, nibbling, sucking at his girth through now saturated material. She could wait no longer.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she hooked them into his waistband. With a deep breath, she tugged them down, liberating his rigid cock. Her eyes widened as it sprang forth, thick and throbbing before her. She wrapped her hand around the base, feeling the heat of him against her palm. Leaning forward, she ran her tongue along the underside, from base to tip. Michael let out a soft groan, his hand coming to rest gently on the back of her head, his fingers entwining with her hair. She stroked him slowly as she lowered her head to take one of his balls fully in her mouth, sucking hard and enjoying the absolute power she held over him in this moment.

His breathing grew heavier as she continued to play with him, her tongue dancing back up along his length, her hand gliding up and down. He tilted his head back, lost in the sensations she was creating within him. His grip on her hair tightened ever so slightly, encouraging her to go further.

She could feel his excitement building, his cock growing harder in her hand. She wanted to taste more of him. Eagerly, she swirled her tongue around his head and took him fully into her mouth. She bobbed slowly, taking him deeper with each pass, one hand teasing his balls gently as she worked him with her lips and tongue. Tears welled up in her eyes as she pushed at her own limits, moaning around him as he hit the back of her throat.

He let out a guttural but stifled groan as he thrust his hips forward, unable to control himself any longer. Her own soft moans only spurred him on further as he moved in rhythm with her mouth, now using both hands to forcefully guide her movements.

Sarah realised that she was no longer the active participant. She no longer held the power. She was no longer sucking him. He was fucking her face. He was using her mouth. She had felt used earlier when he had taken in what he wanted to see of her, and she hadn’t liked it. She was being used now, unambiguously, uncompromisingly, and she was loving it.

As he continued to pump her head hard onto his throbbing cock, she lapped at him as best she could with her tongue, her saliva spilling down over his balls with each thrust, her vision blurred, her throat burning. Finally, just when she thought she could take no more, his body tensed beneath her, and she knew he was close. With a final deep thrust into the back of her throat, he reached his peak and spilled himself into her mouth.

Her eyes widened as Michael's hot seed flooded her mouth. She struggled to swallow it all as he continued to thrust, his cock pulsing against her tongue. His grip on her loosened as the tension left his body, and she slowly pulled back, gasping for air. Michael slumped back in his seat. "Fuck," he breathed. "That was quite something."

She looked up at him, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. His eyes were closed, his head tilted back against the seat. He was clearly in a world of his own. And so was she. For a moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing and the rhythmic clacking of the train on the tracks.

Reality came crashing back. Sarah suddenly became acutely aware once more of where she was—on a public train, on her knees, her soaked underwear on the floor beside her, and the taste of a strangers cum on her lips. She quickly sat back into the seat opposite Michael, grabbing her discarded drawers as she rose. She clutched them tightly in her lap like rosary beads, as her heart pounded in her chest and the gravity of what had just transpired hit her all at once. She glanced nervously around the carriage, relieved to see the passengers at the far end still facing forward, still somehow oblivious. Her hands shook as she smoothed down her dress, acutely aware of her nakedness beneath it. Her cheeks burned with a mix of mortification and lingering arousal.

Michael slowly opened his eyes, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. He tucked himself back into his pants and zipped up, then leaned forward.

"You're incredible," he murmured, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her flushed face.

Sarah shivered at his touch, conflicting emotions swirling within her. Part of her wanted to lean into his caress, to bask in the afterglow of their encounter. But another part screamed at her to run, to put as much distance between them as possible. She felt a confusing mix of pride and shame at his words. Part of her thrilled at the compliment, while another part recoiled at what she'd just done. She'd never been so reckless, so wanton before.

"I...I should go back to my seat," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

Michael nodded, his expression softening. "Of course. Thank you for... well, everything." He retrieved his folded jacket from the floor and and pulled a business card out of the inside breast pocket, pressing it into her hand. "I'd love to see you again sometime, Sarah. You know, when you're not so busy prepping for an important interview."

That caught her off guard. How did he know about her interview? She hadn't mentioned it, had she? Then it came to her. Her notes. Her notes were on the seat when she woke up, weren’t they? He must have seen them and put two and two together. She realised he was still expecting a reply.

"I... Well, I don't really know," she stammered, clutching his card tightly in one fist, her underwear still balled up in the other. "This was... I've never..."

"It’s okay," Michael soothed, gently squeezing her knee. "No pressure. Just think about it."

Sarah mutely gave a final timid smile and sheepish nod as she stood on shaky legs. Michael’s parting smile felt sage by comparison.

Sarah made her way back to her original seat on unsteady legs, her mind reeling. She collapsed into the familiar spot, her heart still racing. The reality of what had just transpired washed over her in waves. She had just engaged in an incredibly intimate encounter with a complete stranger - on a public train no less. Part of her was mortified at her own brazenness, while another part—a part she’d never known existed—still tingled with excitement.

She glanced down at the soaked and crumpled underwear still clutched in her hand. There was no way she could put them back on now. With a sigh, she stuffed them deep into her handbag. She couldn’t help but find the feeling of being bare beneath her dress both thrilling and a bit unsettling.

Sarah's gaze drifted to the business card Michael had given her. She ran her thumb over the embossed lettering of his name, daydreaming, considering. Should she call him? Could this actually be the start of something? No, surely not! This was one crazy encounter. This was a blip. This wasn’t her. This sort of thing wasn’t part of the plans she had for herself. And speaking of plans, those started with the interview. She resolved herself to getting some final preparation done in whatever time she had left now before arriving in Dublin.

She checked under her handbag for her notes. She had left them out hadn’t she? Michael had seen them earlier, hadn’t he? They were nowhere to be seen. She peered into her bag. There they were. Annoyingly, she discovered, they were now smeared with a combination of ink streaks and her own juices, from when she’d hurriedly secreted her soaking knickers.

Half disgusted, half stifling a laugh, a thought struck Sarah. If my notes were in my bag all along, then how did he know about the interview? Her gaze dropped to the business card she was still holding. She suddenly realised she hadn’t paid its contents any attention beyond swooning over the fancy lettering of his name. For the first time, she actually read the full thing:

Michael O’Sullivan

Partner

FitzRoy McSweeney LLP

“Shit…”

She stared across the carriage at the man who had just licked her into ecstasy then skull-fucked her to his heart’s content. She stared across the carriage at her potential  future boss.

“Shit!”
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