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The Train to Paradise (Commanders of Love)

There was no way to miss her. 

She walked past me on the platform at Grand Central Terminal as though she owned it. I caught sight of her as she walked away. Tall. Lean. Blonde. She was dressed in a plain sheath dress with thin straps that showed off and exquisite back in light tan. It was the kind of back I liked to look down on, while otherwise engaged. The dress was short and showed off long legs with runner’s muscles flexing and twisting with each step. The arms were slender and shapely, ending in finely sculpted hand at one end and luscious shoulders at the other. 

Instantly, I fell in step with her, about eight paces back. Nonchalantly, I followed her the length of the Metro North train. Under her dress, her hips gyrated pleasantly with each step. I felt a familiar weight return to my trousers. 

Idly, I wondered if she was all blonde. Or was she shaved?  Did her lips protrude in thick folds? Or were they petite and demurely hidden by the cleft of her pussy?  Or did they peek out just enough to make themselves known?

What did she taste like?

Was she tight?

These and a thousand other questions drifted across my mind as we passed the string of cars that made up the train. But I was going to get the answers to most of them before we left that train. And the rest shortly thereafter. 

I guess I should make something clear here. I'm a psychic. No, not a psycho. A psychic. I have certain... abilities. For example, I could tell you where you lost that twenty last week. I can tell you if you're going to get that inside straight at the poker table. I can even tell you if you're going to hit on that slot machine you're playing. 

And, I've found, I can persuade people to do things. Things they would never do due to society’s oppressions. Things people always seem to really want to do... if only no one was watching!

This is a good thing for me. 

It helps that I keep in shape. 

So I followed this sweet twenty-something drink of water all the way to the first car of the train. Excellent! Most folks end up in the last four cars because it's too much trouble to walk to the front of the train. And that made it so much easier for me! Less chance of awkward moments or calls for the authorities, and what not. 

Just to be clear: I do not make anyone do what they don't want to do. About half the time nothing does. But that other half!

So this sweet thing walks through the open door of the train. As I said, I was about fifteen feet behind her. Far enough to keep her spidey sense from picking me up.  Not that I was a threat, mind you. Close enough not to get blocked by some bystander. 

The woman sat in the first group of seats. You know, the ones near the door that face each other. I stepped in a few moments later and sat in the smaller, matching set o the other side of the aisle.

For the first time, I saw her face. Oh yes, this was the one for me! She saw me looking. So I nodded. She smiled that automatic smile women flash to signal recognition and to preempt any violence on the part of strange men. She then pulled her phone out and paid attention to it  

I shrugged, then pulled out my tablet, ostensibly to read. It didn't matter. Contact had been made. I felt the touch of her mind and knew what she had seen. Frankly, I am a good looking man. If a woman started to get wet by looking at me, that was a natural response. If this woman was not interested, then absolutely nothing was going to happen. 

Truly. Every time a woman was not interested (and I'd know it instantly), nothing happened. She went home. I went home and jerked off. But this time...

A few minute later, the automatic system announced that the train was leaving the station, lights flashed, and the door closed. With a gentle lurch, the train began to to move along the rails. 

I glanced around. There were several commuters scattered around the car.  Most of them were in the other half of the car. A few rows away, an older man was already nodded off to sleep. Time to get started. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I looked the woman over. She sat slight sideways. Her exquisite legs were crossed. The dress was short enough that's most of her thighs were exposed. The light tan went all the way up to disappear somewhere beyond the hem. I could just see a dusting of fine, downy fuzz. Oh, it was very likely she was blonde all the way!

I know. I know. But it's a personal fetish - blonde pubic hair.  Sight unseen, I wanted to rub my nose and lips against it and relish her undoubtedly heady aroma!

“Tickets,” called the conductor for the front of the car. Very quickly, the woman - tattooed and kind of dykey (and wasn't that a suddenly kink!) approached. I showed her my monthly. Her punch made holes in the other woman’s ten-trip pass. A moment later, she was gone. 

“Hi,” I said, and I let my power out.  I smiled. 

She smiled at me. “Hi, yourself,” she replied. She was about to turn back to her phone. I said, “You're very beautiful.”

Her smile became radiant. “Thank you.” Oh, bingo! Had she had any other reaction, I knew that the whole thing was over right there. She would walk out of my life and there wasn't anything I could do about that. But this time, her subconscious was telling her to go ahead!

“You know,” I said, “I bet your pussy is just as beautiful as the rest of you.”

She looked away and frowned for just a moment, as though considering if she should be outraged or not. Then she said, “Really? Most men I've met never comment on it. They just want to stick their cocks in.”

Oh, she was mine!

“Absolutely,” I said. “Why don't you put your right foot up on the seat and let me see?” I could feel the familiar pulse of my power at my temple. She was interested in me, so she was going along with my suggestions, just as if she was hypnotized. “You think that would work?” she asked. 

I nodded. “Yeah.” I motioned with my hand. “Go ahead.”

So, she did. Confidently, she slipped off her shoe and placed her  right foot on the seat, her knee pointing at the tunnel ceiling through which the train was traveling. And there was her crotch I all its glory, still sheltered by her demure, white panties. “How does it look?” she asked. 

I smiled at her. “Well, so far, I think it's great,” I said. And it was. The fabric of her panties was drawn tight against her pussy, making a slight camel toe. At the hem, there was a sparse twist of gold peeking from beneath. Inside, I moaned and nearly came. My cock was already rock hard. Tonight, I might have two helpings!

“So far?” she said. “Do you like it?”

“Of course,” I said. “But I still haven't seen it.”

She looked down at her panties and was thoughtful a moment. “I see what you mean,” she said. “You know, I haven't looked at it In a while.” She looked back at me. “Want to check it out?”

“Yes, I do,” I said. 

“Me, too!” She hooked a finger under the hem of one leg hole. As though drawing a curtain, she pulled the tight white fabric of her panties to one side. Like a vision of heaven, her pussy was revealed. I think I gasped.  She looked up with a smile. “You like it?”

For a moment, I was speechless. It was everything I could do to keep the power flowing and the inhibitions at bay. 

Her cunt was nothing less than glorious. Her outer lips were lightly salted with tight, light blonde curls. These plump half-mounds framed a tight arrangement of puffy inner lips that poked just slightly beyond their hirsute larger sisters. And those inner, purses lips were a healthy pink. At the top, they came together in a sharp angle disturbed only by the tiny swollen nub of her clit, the tip of which peeked out at me. At the bottom, those luscious, purses inner lips described a tight semi-circle that hid the vestibule of her vagina. And from this, a thin dribble of whitish fluid bubbled forth. 

“It's gorgeous,” I said. “Can I look at it more closely.” (Always give them the choice. I've had a few who went no further than this. It was still a triumph, even if I had to jerk off when I got home.)

She nodded. “Uh huh.”

I slid across and sat opposite her in her cluster of seats.  “Why don't you put your other foot up on the seat,” I said. 

“Okay.”  She pulled her other leg up. She frowned a moment, then put her feet back on the floor. I prepared myself to be disappointed. But she reached under her skirt and slid her panties down and off. She held them up to me. “You want these?”

I took them. I held them to my nose and inhaled. Oh! The scent was intoxicating! It felt like my heart was skipping beats! “Thanks!”  I put them in the inside pocket of my sports coat. 

She giggled. Then she drew both knees up until her feet were on the seat. This caused her lips to spread apart. “Oh my,” I breathed. She looked down at herself. The petals of her lips had parted enough to reveal her urethra and vagina. Without thinking, I reached down and began to massage my rock-hard cock through my pants. There was a thin trail of vaginal fluid trailing down her peritoneum to the pink pucker of her anus. 

She noticed what I was doing and giggled. “You like it?”

“It's beautiful,” I said. 

“It is pretty,” she said. “I like it!” She reached down and gently squeezed her clit in its little hood. “I like doing this, too.”
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