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Synopsis

​ What if you saw a guy on the train one evening?

A really hot guy;
young, great-looking, sexy. But a bit rough. Not someone you'd want
to get on the wrong side of.

What if you sat near
him, so you could enjoy the occasional sneaky look at him across
the aisle?

And what if he caught
you looking?
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On the Train Again

​ Sometimes, it feels like I live on this bloody train.

It’s Friday evening
and I’m walking through Carriage E, looking for a good seat. Doing
the stats as I walk.

Mood: about 3 out of
10. Average for Friday.

Tiredness: 6?
Actually, about 5. That’s pretty good for the end of the week.

Horniness: about 8.
Doesn’t ever seem to go below 8 these days.

Can’t remember when I
started doing the stats. It’s a habit now.

On into Carriage F;
only three more left. The handle of my bag is cutting into my hand,
and there’s a pain in my leg from knocking against someone's
armrest. Still, it's worth going a bit further down. There are
plenty of seats free at this time of night, but a seat with a view
is what matters. I’ve got hours to pass, and time always goes by
faster if there’s someone worth watching. A few sneaky looks. Might
get a nice fantasy going.

The young guy at the
end of this carriage looks okay. A bit rough, but that’s not a
problem. Rough-looking lads can be really hot sometimes.

I stop just before I
get to him, to transfer my bag to the other hand. Gives me time for
a better look. That’s a definite.

What I’d like to do is
sit opposite him, but I don’t. There are four empty seats across
the aisle, and he’d wonder why I didn’t use one of them. It’d be
like standing too near another guy to take a piss. It might be
risky. You just don’t. So I take a seat across the aisle,
diagonally opposite him, and the view seems fine from here. I put
my bag on the floor between my legs and get out a few random
things. While my head’s down, I’ve got the chance for a good look.
I don’t waste it.

Trainers. I like guys
in trainers. Tracky bottoms. Polo shirt. All very nice. Then the
details: some worn patches and dirt on the trainers, the tracky
bottoms quite old, with a rip down one of the stripes. Bit of a gap
between the polo shirt and the waistband of his boxers. Bit of skin
showing. Also very nice. Trackies very low on his hips, way below
his boxers. The waistband must be down to his pubes. If he wasn’t
wearing the boxers I’d be able to see right down to… Oh, God, I’m
getting a semi already. Brilliant. I’m thinking maybe half an hour
watching him and imagining a load of stuff, then down to the toilet
for a wank.

I sit back up and put
my stuff on the seat next to me. Don’t think I’ll be reading much
of my book, but I open it anyway. Keeping my head down, like I’m
reading, I look across again, and do the stats on him. Clothes: 8,
maybe 9. Face and hair: definitely 9. Why are rough, chavy,
straight lads so hot? Body: could be a 10. Looks like there’s a
great body under that polo shirt. Is that the edge of a tattoo
under his sleeve?

 


 


He slides his arse
forward in the seat, stretches his legs out in front of him and
puts his head back against the headrest. Is he going to sleep?
Yes, yes, yes. A bit further. I can see a definite bulge in
his tracky bottoms now. Sliding forward has made them go tight
round his crotch and pulled the front of his boxers down a bit.
There’s more skin showing now, and some hair trailing down towards
his pubes. This is good, very good. My cock’s really getting hard
now, and a bit uncomfortable in my jeans. After a moment, he closes
his eyes, and I shove my hand down my boxers for a quick fiddle,
just to get comfortable. This is already shaping up to be a great
journey, and if he goes to sleep, it will be fucking amazing.
Uninterrupted viewing. And I won’t even have to worry about him
catching me looking.

I take a quick glance
back up the carriage, no one else at all down this end. I start to
wonder if I might sneak a wank right here. When he’s properly
asleep, that is. It wouldn’t be the first time. Hand in my pocket,
take it nice and slow. Danger wank. I remember some of the lads at
school calling it that. They used to compare stories in the PE
changing room. Who’d had one in the most risky place. I could tell
my mates about this one. If I had the right sort of mates.

My cock’s completely
hard now, as I watch the bulge in the guy’s trackies and think
about wanking right opposite him. I slip my hand into my jeans
pocket and start to have a bit of a play. I can feel my heart
beating hard, and my nob responding to every pulse with a small
twitch. This is going to be a great wank! I get my thumb on my
bell-end, just where my foreskin joins on, and start to massage it
gently. The skin’s really sensitive there, and the material of my
boxers makes for plenty of friction. Fuck, that feels good
already.

We plunge into a
tunnel, and the noise brings me out of my dream world for a moment.
The guy opposite is properly asleep now, and I’m starting to leak
pre-cum. Time to decide if I’m going to finish this one off here,
or go to the toilet.

Then, there’s a bit of
a noise from my wank fantasy across the aisle, and he turns his
head. I freeze, but it’s okay, he’s not waking up. Dreaming
probably. He shifts in his seat again, and now the bulge is bigger.
It’s clearer anyway, and I think it’s bigger.

Fuck. I think he’s
getting a hard-on. Fuck! But is he starting to wake up? No. No. No!
He’s shifting around in his seat. Stay asleep, please. For fuck’s
sake, stay asleep!

I’m in agony for a
couple of minutes, but then he settles down again. Still asleep.
Thank Christ for that. And still getting hard! I can see the
outline of his cock through the thin material now. It’s sticking
out to the side a bit, but it’s still growing and straightening up.
Fuck! This is like winning the lottery! His bell-end’s pushing
right up against the waistband of his boxers. I can see the whole
shape of it. One more centimetre would do it. Less than that. Come
on. Come on!

I’m not even being
careful any more. My whole hand is wrapped round my nob, and I’m
straining the material of my pocket to get some good action going.
Then he slides a bit further down in the seat, and the front of his
trackies gets pulled down just that centimetre I’ve been praying
for. There, in full view, is the top of his bell-end, the skin
stretched very tight and very shiny.

All of a sudden, I
imagine being inside his head, putting myself into the horny dream
I know he’s having. That super-hard cock of his, thrusting into
someone, over and over again. That bell-end, forcing its way into
some hole. He’s got her up against a wall, fucking her harder and
harder. His trackies are ‘round his ankles and his arse is
clenching as he fucks. I hear his breathing getting faster, getting
noisier.

He’s getting close.
Sweat runs down his neck and face. He’s grunting and gasping for
breath. Then one massive thrust. And another. He’s cumming. I bet
there’s masses of it. Hot and creamy and sticky.

Oh fuck. I’m
cumming too. The first squirt straight into my boxers. I don’t
fucking care. This is what I’ve been needing all day. Second
squirt. Fucking amazing. Third. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.

 


*

 


It’s a while before I
come down a bit from the orgasm and get my head back to reality.
I’m really out of breath, my cock feels hot and a bit raw from the
friction, and my boxers are soaked with cum. When I get my breath
back, I’ll go to the toilet and clean up.

Chavy lad is still
asleep, with no idea about how I’ve made use of him. Still hard as
well. Must be a great dream he’s having.

The door at the other
end of the carriage swishes open, and I look back over my shoulder.
A woman and a little girl are walking down the carriage, coming our
way. My lad still has his bell-end in full view, and suddenly I
feel protective
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