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'Alone on the
9:20 train again', he thought. 'I'm working too hard.' He sighed,
frustrated at yet another late finish at the office. In a few
minutes he'd be having the wildest sex of his life, but for now he
was tired, fed up and lonely, the only commuter on the train.

Suddenly, a
smartly dressed young woman burst into the carriage, slipping off a
dark trench coat before sitting opposite him.

'Made it!' she
grinned, her full lips parting to reveal perfect white teeth. She
ran a manicured hand through her long black hair, scarlet
fingernails gleaming. The young man couldn't help but stare at his
unexpected companion as the train left the station. Her short black
skirt, crisp white blouse, black stockings and high heels mirrored
his business suit, but her clothes failed to disguise the sexy body
beneath. No man could miss the deep cleavage or the ample bosom
that created it and the skirt was short enough to invite thoughts
of what was concealed beneath it.

The girl
produced a paperback from her coat and settled back in her seat. He
was more than surprised by the title - 'The Sexy Stories
Collection'. With no embarrassment, she began to read. He watched,
entranced, as she seemed to immediately lose herself in the story,
tongue sliding over her lips and leaving them moist.

Sensing his
eyes on her, she looked up and flashed that amazing smile again,
big brown eyes sizing him up.

'I thought I'd
treat myself to a sexy story. I just got it from the shop on the
platform.' He was thrown by her openness and wasn't sure how to
react, but he really wanted to get to know this sexy stranger, so
he blurted out the first words that came into his mind.

'Why not? If
you can't treat yourself every so often, what's the point of
working so hard?'

The girl didn't
reply but he was happy to let her return to her story as it gave
him a chance to take a better look at her. His eyes slid from her
face, to boobs, to legs again. As he watched, she slowly crossed
her legs, revealing stocking tops and a glimpse of creamy thigh
above them. She seemed completely oblivious of the show she was
putting on for him, lost in her book. His frustration and tiredness
were suddenly forgotten and he felt the familiar heavy warmth in
his crotch as his cock started to swell.

As the girl
relaxed, she slid down slightly in her seat, but her weight kept
her skirt where it was so her thighs gradually became more exposed.
The curve of her legs was plainly visible, almost to the point
where the curve of her bottom would begin. He'd surely soon get a
peek at her knickers, he thought, or even see if she wasn't wearing
any....

His erection
was now prodding uncomfortably in his trousers, but just as he
began to wonder if she was so engrossed in her book that he could
get away with adjusting his stiff dick a little, she gasped and sat
up.

'I don't
believe this!' she exclaimed, as her eyes met his again and she
leant towards him. This story, it's about a couple on a train.
Look!'

'Really?' he
replied politely, taking the opportunity to lean forward too and
shift slightly in his seat to relieve the pressure his hard on was
creating in his trousers.

Now they were
both leaning forwards, the man found that losing the view up her
skirt was more than compensated by being so close to her. She was
devastatingly pretty, her pale skin glowing and her dark eyes
shining as they made contact with his.

'It's about a
young woman on a train, she's alone with this guy, and they're
attracted to each other. They sit opposite each other and his eyes
are all over her.' At this, she caught his eye again and a sly
smile ghosted across her face.

'Well, OK, I
confess! You're a sexy lady, and that skirt....'

'I knew you
were looking! That's cool though, I'll take it as a compliment. I
know how you guys like to look.'

'So, what
happens next in the book?'

'Well', she
replied, 'let's see.' He watched her manicured fingers skate over
the page for a moment, breathing in her perfume and enjoying being
only inches away from her beauty.

'They end up
sitting together.' She turned a page before looking at him
again.

'They
kiss.'

Her eyelids
flickered shut, she lowered her head slightly and leant in even
closer. His heart skipped a beat. This was an invitation he could
not refuse and he reached up to caress her face with his fingertips
and gently kissed her.

The soft
pressure of her lips was exquisite and they remained motionless for
a moment, enjoying the intimacy, before she again took the lead by
parting her lips and letting the tip of her tongue enter his mouth.
He eagerly met her tongue with his and the passion between them
grew as the kiss deepened. The girl's hands reached for him,
resting on his thighs as she leaned into him. Turning her upper
body slightly, she let her right hand slide along his muscular leg
and gripped his now fully engorged cock. He couldn't believe what
was happening to him, but happening it was. He watched, spellbound,
as expensively manicured fingers slid along the bulge straining in
his trousers.

'My, what have
we here?' she sighed, voice thick with lust. 'Lean back and relax,
honey.' He settled back a little, happy to take the girl's advice.
She quickly freed his hard on, almost groaning with desire as it
sprang into the light. She let her fingers slide along its
impressive length before easing the foreskin back to expose it's
glistening head.

'Wow!'

His belt,
trousers and zip were all expertly dealt with and she pushed his
trousers and pants down his thighs, freeing his hard on. She knelt
between his knees, bringing her face up close to his throbbing
tool. Their eyes met and her lips were so, so close to the shiny
head of his cock that when she spoke he could feel her breath on
him.

'Now that is
beautiful! Would you mind if I kissed it?'

'No.'

'Good.' Her
tongue slid over her full lips again, leaving them glistening once
more. Sighing with desire, she planted an incredibly delicate kiss
on the tip. He could feel her lips, wet and warm, as they him
kissed again but this time they remained there before starting a
slow slide down him. Her tongue caressed his shaft as she slowly
took his length deeply into her mouth. After a moment she pulled
back just as slowly, lips applying a gentle pressure on him as his
cock emerged again.

'I think you're
ready to fuck me now, don't you?' she asked, smiling up at him.

He couldn't
find the words to reply, but watched, transfixed, as she stood and
quickly pulled her tight skirt up over her thighs, revealing her
stocking tops. She wore no knickers and he glimpsed a dark tuft of
pubic hair before, without ceremony, she straddled him, resting one
hand on his shoulder and using the other to help position his cock
before letting her body sink onto it, her wet pussy taking the full
length in one stroke. Both hands now slid round the back of his
neck as she raised her bottom, let it sink again and started a
steady rhythm.

'Christ, that's
a big cock!' she moaned, seeking his mouth with hers as his hands
slid round to cup her soft buttocks and help bounce her on his
prick. He could feel her juicy pussy as she pumped him steadily,
slipping juicily and clinging to his rock hard cock as she humped
him. Popping buttons on her blouse, she lifted her full boobs free
from her bra, and pulled his head down into her perfumed
cleavage.

'Suck them,
honey!' He needed no encouragement, taking each nipple in turn and
feeling them harden in his mouth, revelling in the softness of her
skin and this amazing woman's unashamed wantonness. As they both
panted, groaned and sighed, two pairs of hands removed her blouse
and bra, leaving her almost naked, before her busy hands went on to
remove his tie and open his shirt. She leant into him, kissing the
side of his neck and he felt the warmth of her body, her soft
breasts and her hard nipples as her tongue explored his ear.

He was as hard
as a rock and could feel her wetness, her warmth and the delicious
friction of her tight pussy. His hands caressed her arse as his
mouth sought hers again. Her tongue slipped into his mouth to meet
his and he knew he couldn't hold back much longer. Just as he was
reaching the point of no return, disaster struck.

'What the fuck
are you two up to?' Seemingly from nowhere, a ticket inspector had
appeared and was looking down on them, a shocked expression on her
face. 'No, don't answer that, I can see for myself what you're
doing! Couldn't you wait until you got home? In five years working
on the trains I've caught lots of horny teenagers, but never anyone
actually fucking in public like you two!'

He looked up at
the young ticket inspector, unable to move as the brunette that had
been enthusiastically bouncing on his dick was seemingly frozen in
shock, her weight pinning him to the seat. The inspector seemed
quite young, about the same age as the curvy brunette still impaled
on his cock, but more petite. Though she was small, her
unflattering uniform failed to hide her sexy figure. Her perky
little boobs caught his eye, and there was a pleasing curve to her
hips. She was certainly pretty, short blonde hair framing a
delicately featured face and expressive blue eyes. He tried to read
that pretty face, unsure whether she was angry, shocked or aroused.
Would she call for help, stop the train or just ask them to stop?
It occurred to him that he could end up in a police cell, but the
brunette had given him an erection that nothing could kill and he
was as stiff as ever inside her. It was the brunette who broke the
silence.

'You're not
going to involve the police, are you? My husband would...'. For the
first time he noticed the gold band on her left hand.

'You mean this
isn't your husband? No wonder you look so worried! You'll tell me
next that you've only just met!' The brunette's silent pleading
look gave the game away. 'You're strangers? Oh my God!' She laughed
and he relaxed, feeling now that he would escape prosecution, and
with it the risk of losing his job. If he was honest, the young
blonde's presence was an added turn on and he decided to take a
chance. His hands were still on the brunette's ass and he lifted
her slightly before thrusting up into her, then dropping back onto
the seat and lowering her back onto him.

'Oh God, yes',
she moaned in response, eyes closing as her desire rose again. She
turned to look at the blonde through her mane of dark hair with
eyes that managed to mingle shame, lust and pleading in one. It was
a look that only served to make him even harder and it seemed to
affect the blonde too. She looked them over with a little more
interest now, taking in his muscular chest, her ample boobs and
perfectly rounded bottom. It seemed she liked what she saw as a
secret smile ghosted across her face.

'Wow, you two
really are horny, aren't you! Let's see what's going on down
there.' The pretty blonde squatted for a second, peering between
the man's knees. 'He's really deep into you, isn't he! That cock
looks big!'

'Believe me, it
is', sighed the brunette as the blonde stood again.

'OK guys, two
choices. Either I tell the driver what's happening, he signals
ahead and the police pick you up in twenty minutes at the next
station, or you spend the next twenty minutes doing exactly what I
tell you'. It was the brunette that responded.

'We'll do
anything, just don't tell my husband!'

'Sounds good -
what about you, big boy?'

'Sounds good to
me!'

'I thought
you'd say that! Right, I think it's my turn then!' She kicked off
her shoes and socks, before starting to remove her dark blue
uniform trousers. 'To be honest, there's no-one else on this train
and I'm on my way home too. Given the choice between spending an
hour filling in report forms because of you two and spending the
last twenty minutes of my shift getting fucked - well, there's no
contest!' She'd revealed a pair of tiny pink panties and, leaning
forward slightly, placed the brunette's left hand on her hip. 'Take
them off for me please.' The brunette leaned towards her and pulled
them down, revealing a neatly trimmed pussy. 'Am I wet enough for
that cock, do you think?' she asked, and the brunette, looking up
to make eye contact with her, hesitantly placed her fingers on her
sex.

'God, you are
wet!' He watched, amazed, as the full figured brunette, still
impaled on his cock, let her fingers slip along the lips of the
pretty young blonde.

'What about
inside?' The brunette shot her a shocked look, obviously not
comfortable with touching a girl, but she knew she had no choice.
The blonde's eyes closed as a finger slid inside her. She reached
down to take the brunette's hand and started a rhythmic movement,
before releasing her grasp to allow her to finger fuck her.

'God, that's
good! Wet enough?'

'Yes.' The
brunette slipped her fingers free and raised them, glistening with
moisture, as proof, before offering them to the young man, who
happily sucked them clean, enjoying the taste of the blonde's sex.
The blonde watched with interest as
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