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The voices of the people, the trains, and the announcements mix in together, calming my nerves as I get a chance to disappear into the crowd. It’s making me feel better already. 

All morning I’ve been worrying over this trip and my life in general, but now that I can concentrate on exterior things, I anxiousness disperses. 

Spotting my train on the schedule board, I take a left and start walking, my luggage dragging behind lazily as if it is also not sure about where we are going. 

A fighting couple takes me out of my own head as they walk past me and the memory of that nervousness of anticipating a fight to break out during vacation overwhelms my thoughts all at once. 

Whenever I and my ex-boyfriend were too tired or annoyed, we would start bickering and I would anxiously wait for that to happen whenever we were on vacation. 

Bickering would turn into a fight and then we would be forced to start shouting at each other in public, dragging attention from the onlookers who watched us with the same expression I must have right now as I watch them. 

Though it doesn’t matter now... 

I shake my head to disperse the thoughts.  

The couple stops in front of me, disregarding my path and becoming an obstacle on it with the heat of the moment. 

The woman flips her blonde hair and tells her boyfriend not to make a scene and the other’s face twists with surprise. I can tell he is amazed that she is blaming his temper for this fight. 

Seeing them like this reminds of me something I rather forget. Luckily, it’s easy to forget things when you’re surrounded by all the distractions that come with being in a crowded train station. 

People, old and young, rush pass me to continue, end, or start their journeys. Some seem happy, some seem tired and others... 

Well, they just look neutral and insignificant like that background noises they collectedly create.  

I wonder what I look like to those who choose to observe their surroundings to keep themselves occupied. 

I continue to walk towards my destination. 

I see the train. t’s almost ready to leave. 

My luggage hits something unseen right as I enter the platform, but I ignore it and tug it forcefully to make it move. 

The fighting couple enters my field of vision once again, this time they seem rather content to be around each other. 

I inadvertently think about how easy it is to start and stop fighting when you’re in a couple for a long time.

It reminds me of the time me and my boyfriend took that trip to Rome. I thought we were having fun, that we were happy, but it turned out, he was always thinking about how boring I was.  

No. 

That’s not what he said. 

He didn’t say I was boring. 

He said I didn’t do anything just to have fun. That I was never impulsive.  

Yeah.  

He accused me of being too thoughtful, for taking too long before making a decision even though it regards something I really want. 

He accused me of being too careful, of taking too long to react. 

No. No. 

That was my boss. He said that I was taking too long to react to things, that I should count on my instincts more. 

My boyfriend was the one who said I was never impulsive. 

As if that was a bad thing. 

All in all, both of them had said the same thing as they removed me out of their lives within the span of one week. 

My boss was the first one. 

He called me into his office and told me to sit down with a stern expression on his face. He looked strong in his comfortable seat as I nervously shivered across his office desk. 

It was the first time he had called me in his office to speak privately and everyone knew what was coming. But me... 

I sat there and waited for him to type some things into his laptop as if I wasn’t in the room, getting more nervous by the minute. 

Then, he laid out the facts. 

He said I wasn’t the sort of employee he was looking for. He said I never depended on my instincts. 

I thought that was a good thing. I thought thinking about things and making decisions based on rationality was the way to go. 

And my ex had said the same thing when I went home, sad about not having a job anymore. He said my boss was being stupid, that people like me were needed in an office too.

Then, he did the same thing to me. 

He said he was bored with me not doing anything for fun. He told me that life was more than being serious about things and trying to get by. 

He said I was never impulsive. 

With both of them, I agreed. 

I thought about it hard and long against their recommendation and I decided they were right. 

So I decided to buy a one-way ticket to a city I’ve never been to before. I didn’t even book a hotel room for the night, even though my train arrives in the afternoon and I might not have the time to search for an appropriate place to spend the night. 

I didn’t make any plans. 

I just decided to be here, on this train, going off to a distant city all alone with nothing on my mind. 

Now, the train, that is going to take me away from the monotony that I’ve created around myself, is right in front of me. 

As I enter the train that I’ll be spending a night on, I notice the sounds from the train station dimming. People inside seem much calmer, more retrospective as they share a civilized silence. 

But unlike me, I know that they are doing this only because they have to. 

They don’t want to sit and think in silence. 

They want to be loud and do something for fun. 

And I’ll be like that too. 

I find my seat quickly and settle down right as the passengers around me take their places. 

I am right next to the window with a table in front of me and I feel happy that I’ll get to spend time by watching the passing view outside as the sun disappears into the horizon. 

The seats around me are empty and even though I wish I hadn’t, I feel glad at the chance of being alone during this long train journey. 

It’s going to be night soon and I'd rather be alone to think about how I’ll change. 

But life doesn’t happen like that. It pushes you to act quickly and impulsively whenever you let it. 

Three guys enter the compartment and search around, right before they move to sit near me. 

One of them, a black guy with muscly shoulders sits right next to me, while the two others sit across the table in the middle. We smile and nod at each other politely as they sit down. 

My feelings change rapidly. Now, I feel good about them sitting with me. 

If it weren’t for them, I would be lost in my own thoughts and that’s exactly what I try not to do on this trip. 

I can tell that they’re friends, but they don’t say anything as the train starts to move, shaking us with its strange vibration. 

I wonder what they’re doing and where they are going. I wonder what their names are. 

And since this is my journey to become more impulsive, I force myself to speak to them. 

“Hey,” I say, meeting the blond guy’s bright blue eyes. 

I have to admit. Even amidst my gloom, I notice how handsome he is.

“Hey,” He responds, a cute smile creeping to his handsome face and making my pulse race as dimples appear on his right cheek. 

I turn to the other guy sitting right next to the blond one. He has beautiful green eyes that soften his tough-looking expression created by his chiseled jaw and unshaven face. 

I realize that I want to do something I’ve never done, but the thought flees my mind as quickly as it comes. Being impulsive and fun doesn’t mean that I get to act on my wildest fantasies. 

I remain silent and so do they. The train continues to move fast and as the sun goes down, the view from the outside turns into a blur. The gentle shaking of the train makes me close my eyes and just like that... 

I am touching myself. 

The three strangers on the train are watching me as I explore my folds with my eager fingers, giving myself pleasure beyond imagination. As my body shakes with the delight, my juices run down to my inner thighs for I am completely naked in front of them. 

They’re watching me, squirming and twitching with need in front of them. Their eyes seem dark amidst the haze of my lust, but when I look down, I see their tightening pants around their crotches. 

They want me. Just like I want them. 

My breasts are plunging forward and I blush when I realize how hard my nipples are. 

Then, they move closer. 

I feel their warmth as their bodies surround me, hugging me tight and pushing me down as my body squirms with need and pleasure. 

The image disperses as quickly as it came. 

The train comes to a stop and I open my eyes. 

My heart starts to pound with embarrassment. 

When I look at the two men sitting across the table, I see that their eyes are on me.     They don’t look scornful or annoyed but amused. 

“Sorry,” I say, straightening in my seat and removing my head off the black guy’s broad chest. “I must have dozed off.” 

“It’s okay,” he says, his voice deep and hoarse as he meets my eyes with a genuine smile. 

“Thank you for that,” I respond, “It was very comfortable.” 

I can feel my juices pooling in my underwear and I wonder if I made any sounds betraying what I’ve been dreaming about. When I do think about the
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