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Book One 

 

I'm sitting on a train heading to the coast, and a beautiful young woman is sitting right next to me. She keeps stealing glances at me and smiling shyly every time I catch her in the act. I start to overthink: What should I do? Should I strike up a conversation? Why can't she be the one to make the first move to prove that she really wants it? I can’t afford to misread someone again, thinking she likes me when she may just be uncomfortable sitting next to me. Am I a weird guy? I've been told that before. What if I start a conversation and end up boring her? There’s so much noise in my head that I can’t hear a comforting or encouraging voice. I bottle everything up, but it all explodes whenever I drink.

Past experiences have made me skeptical. Maybe life has taught me to believe in everything I was told not to believe. I used to believe in love, but now I think no money equals no love. Without wealth, there are no dates, no partners, and effort is given at low rates. I used to initiate conversations, but the sparks faded before they could become flames. Maybe it’s the things I said that didn’t resonate, or perhaps I have some negative energy without even realizing it. I once believed that love existed, but what they call love nowadays isn’t what I understand it to be.

Should I keep being rigid, or should I be flexible and adapt? Is it wrong to stay away and want no part of it? I used to wish for someone to love, but now I’m learning to give that love to myself. I watch others date, and sometimes I want to try, but the opportunity never comes. Am I lonely or just alone? All I know is that I want no chaos. No drama and no one who I’ll love and not be loved back. I don’t want people coming into my life just to know me and then leave. I’m tired of always being the one to make a move. I am the one who always gets turned down. I can live with what has happened in the past, but I can’t take it anymore.

Never again will I ask someone for anything. I’ve reached a point where I am enough, and whoever comes into my life will have to be self-sufficient. I can no longer make others feel important while they make me feel inadequate or as if they’re too good for me. My generous advances have made some people believe they are stars and that I’m just a fan. My kindness has allowed others to assume they shine brighter than I do, making me the mere supporting cast in their narratives. There’s no pressure for me to marry; The whims of society can shirk off. I will marry when I find someone worth marrying. Not these fools who treat every relationship like a transaction. I’ve seen women throw themselves at men who have already made it and are married, just because they don’t want to go through the process of building from scratch with the person they truly deserve. They say they don’t want to be married, when in reality, they are just not worthy of it. They’re hiding their own insecurities in the guise of independence.

So, I take back my compliments. I take back every move I ever made. All the energy I expended for free without reciprocation? I’ll take it back. It will sustain me as long as I don’t give it away again, and I can only welcome someone who has their own. So, dear lady sitting right next to me, I’m tired of shooting shots into the sky. I can’t make a move anymore on unpredictable beings like you. I don’t know what you want. The last time I thought I knew what someone like you wanted, I ended up paying dearly for it. So show me what you’ve got.

I have exhausted all my moves, and it’s only fair that you show me yours. I've expressed my intentions clearly to every girl I could, but it never lasts. So if you won’t start the conversation, you’ll just have to show me your signs all the way to the coast, and I will do nothing about it. I’ll simply get off the train as soon as we arrive and never say a word to you.

“Mmhh mmhh mmh mmhh,”

A throat clearing interrupts my train of thought. It’s the beautiful girl next to me. This time, she is smiling.

"What are you thinking so hard about?" she laughs.

"Oh! It’s nothing! I’m just rehearsing my project presentation. I keep going through it over and over again," I chuckle.

"You’re in the construction business, right? I've seen you in ads. Jesse, right?" she asks.

"Oh yeah, that’s me." I let out a huge sigh of relief.

"I’m Lucy. I actually work for the company you’re going to pitch for," she says.

"Oh really!? And why aren’t you at the coast?" I ask.

"Well, the company has various headquarters, and I represent the capital city’s headquarters. Since the company you represent, Long Chain Construction, is based in the capital, they said I should take part in deciding whether our companies can work together," Lucy explains.

My heart skips a beat. This woman is truly self-sufficient.

"Well, can we work together?" I ask her.

She looks into my eyes, and our gazes lock intently. She smiles, as if she has been waiting for the question. Leaning forward, she edges closer to my ear.

"Who do you think brought your name up to the company owners, Jesse Long Chain?" she whispers, igniting a fire within me. A deep desire. This is the kind of woman I’ve been waiting for. The kind who doesn’t burden me with uncertainties about what her little signs could indicate. The woman who knows how to get what she wants.

The kind that doesn't seek validation by giving false signs to push a man away, all to feel better about themselves. Lucy softly bites my earlobe, and I sense that an adventure is about to unfold. She adjusts her posture, and her lips graze mine. I can hear her breathing, just as I know she can hear mine, and I feel it. My body aches with desire, signaling that it’s time for a deep, passionate kiss.

"Let me make a toast," Lucy says, lifting a crystal glass of ruby-red wine that gleams in the soft light of our first-class cabin. The air is thick with the rich aroma of the wine, served moments ago by a poised train hostess. Luxuriating in the plush surroundings, I can’t help but marvel at how fortunate I am: not just for the lavish travel courtesy of our companies but also for Lucy, the embodiment of elegance and charm, who has graced me with her company. The best thing Caparol Company ever did was to send this magnificent woman my way. The opportunity to discuss a partnership with them is a significant privilege, and I feel fortunate to have this beautiful woman making the journey with me.

 

"Here’s to a prosperous and enriching partnership between our companies," she continues, her voice melodic and sincere. "A partnership that will nourish both our professional and personal journeys." Our glasses clink together, the sound resonating like a promise of what is to come.

"Cheers," I respond, and at my words, her laughter bubbles forth, warm and infectious. It's astounding how quickly we've connected; the day melts into night, and the fading light hints at the adventure yet to unfold. I relish the thought of the luxurious sleeper cabins where we can cocoon ourselves in comfort and slip into slumber while the train transports us to new destinations.

As I gaze into her deep, expressive eyes, I see the glimmer of surrender. An echo of attraction that compels my heart to race. She is captivated, and I find myself tumbling into the depths of desire.There’s no stopping this train of emotions as we move along. Making love on a train has always been on my bucket list.

My thoughts drift to fantasies I’ve harbored, and I recall a childhood long since gone. The innocence lost when I stepped for the first time into the chaotic world of high school parties. I remember the haze of alcohol and the urgency to belong that led to my unceremonious loss of innocence, a moment I can’t truly recall, drowned in inebriation. From that night on, I chased after fleeting encounters, each leaving an emptiness that left me branded as an emotionally unavailable player who only wanted conquest. I reflect on the countless times I reached out for a genuine connection, only to be rebuffed and branded insensitive. The bitter aftertaste of years devoid of intimacy stings like unhealed wounds.

But here, now, Lucy’s gentle touch igniting a fire beneath my composure, I find a spark of hope. I glance down, uncertain if she notices the immediate reaction her proximity has elicited.

"You’re drifting off again." She softly pulls me back, teasing yet earnest. Oh, Lucy! I hope my habitual wandering thoughts don’t push you away. It’s a habit that has derailed my chances in the past.

"I was just reflecting on your toast," I reply, attempting to keep my focus clear. But there's a subtle shift in her tone, a flicker of doubt that I must dispel. The train races through the blackness of night, every uneven jolt mirroring the rising tension within me. I need to redirect her thoughts, align them back with the chemistry we’ve ignited.

"Are you always like this? Do you think more than you speak?" she inquires, her brows knitting together with curiosity. Her words urge me to open up, to draw her into my world, and I realize I can no longer afford distractions. This enchanting woman shares my ambitions. She intrigues me as both a partner in business and in a more intimate sense.

"No, Lucy," I counter softly, sincerity pouring from my lips. "I can’t help but feel incredibly lucky to have you here, at this very moment. It's rare to find someone whose aspirations resonate with my own, alongside this magnetic spark between us." My gaze locks onto hers, and as if entranced, she leans closer, surrendering to the connection forming between us.

"You embody everything I've ever desired, Lucy. You're charming, captivating, and intelligent. I want to explore every facet of the life we could build together." My fingers graze her cheek, eliciting a shiver of delight that fuels my confidence. She leans forward, meeting my lips with hers in a kiss that ignites the air between us, filled with unspoken promise.

The heat quickens in her breath as I feel the urgency bubbling forth. Without a second thought, I lift her from her seat, carrying her effortlessly across the compartment, unaware that the attentive hostess watches our unfolding romance from a distance, intrigue evident in her poised demeanor.
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