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This is what happened to my husband and my marriage after a stranger seduced me on the train... Well it was not his fault because I was already in what I thought was a sexually dead relationship... I'd better start at the beginning as I'm so excited now my life has changed and.... Oh My God.... my husband's changed as well.. 

OK, my name's Emily, 26, no children, married for 7 years and I work in the City of London for a large advertising agency... It's basically a typical 9 to 5 office job and well... boring as hell... I have to commute from Epping to Liverpool Street every day and because Epping is at the end of the line, it takes well over an hour to get to work every morning, but at least I can get a seat... But in the evenings it's obviously rush hour and jam packed so standing room only until we get past Leyton... then I can sit down for the rest of the journey.

My partner Gavin is 36 so there's a 10 year age gap and although we had a great relationship at the beginning... The last 3 years have been a real struggle if I'm honest. Gavin works in a computer store and.... we just don't talk any more... I even thought he was having an affair with someone at work as our sex life also fizzled out years ago as well... He was really into sex when we first met and he was my first proper boyfriend I suppose. Well things were going along great until he wanted to join a swingers club... That's when everything changed because I was dead against it... So he started coming home later and later and then going out drinking his mates.

Another thing I need to mention is... he has a very small cock... it's nearly 4 inches when erect and to be honest... he can't make me orgasm when we make love... well not with his cock anyway, but with his fingers or if I was really lucky his tongue, but that was only once in a blue moon. So... boring office job, no sex life and a relationship that was seriously going off the rails... Until 3 months ago when everything changed.

Every morning I would board the train, usually pick the same seat, plug in my headset and stare at my phone... just like everyone else and because of the same boarding time, it was also the same people... a bit like that movie "Groundhog Day." 

Well about 40 minutes into the journey, a very well dressed elderly man started getting on at Stratford... He obviously worked in the City and looked like a lawyer or whatever... Most of the time the train was really full so he would have to stand for the rest of the ride in, about 20 minutes. 

I would always catch him staring at me as I was seated and wearing my office clothes, normally a skirt, high heeled shoes, tights and blouse... Invariably he would look away or pretend to be staring out of the window but I knew he was really staring at me or my legs usually... Coming home in the evenings we were always both standing and he would get off at Stratford and I would have captured a seat for the much longer ride home to Epping...

Now because of the huge age gap... he must have been at least in his mid 60's... I never ever thought in a million years that anything could ever happen between us. Anyway, on this particular day, I was on my way into work, sitting in my seat when I noticed him board the train at his usual station and time... I must admit though, I did find him kind of attractive in a fatherly kind of way... Maybe I have a thing for older guys... But up until now, I'd been totally faithful to my husband. 

When caught him staring at me again... I felt kind of wanted again... I don't think I'm unattractive... in fact I often see people giving me admiring glances, especially my legs as I'm quite tall at 5 feet 11 inches and size 12 about 130 lbs... I also like to wear knee length skirts or dresses with pantihose tights or occasionally stockings... My breasts are 36B firm and shapely with very sensitive nipples... always wear a bra and I would describe myself as the typical girl next door type. 

As I noticed him staring at my legs... he was standing directly opposite me and because I was sitting down, my skirt had risen up to my mid thighs. I didn't look up at him, I pretended that I was busy with my head in my phone... I don't know why but I felt all hot and horny and parted my legs slightly.... 

Out of my peripheral vision I noticed him moving to his left so he could better look up my skirt... I parted them a bit more... just to tease him I think and then closed them and looked up... He was still staring down so when he realised I was looking directly at him... he looked away really casually. 

I don't know why but it really turned me on and shortly after the train arrived at his station and he was gone. That evening when I boarded the train to go home, he was nowhere to be seen.... Maybe he was in a different carriage or working late... I was questioning in my mind why I was even thinking about the well dressed old gentleman. Then about 10 minutes into the journey and I sensed someone staring at me from behind. The carriage was full and I could hardly move but I managed to turn slightly and saw him standing directly behind me... maybe he came through the connecting carriage doors or maybe I simply didn't see him get on the train... 

I pretended that I didn't see him and carried on staring straight ahead... The train is always swaying or speeding up and slowing down, so you have to hold on to a roof rail or hand rail for support but when the train is so packed, people are so close that we all sway together. I was holding on the rail above my head and as the train slowed down quickly, I felt his body pressing against me... Then as the train stopped he pulled back and we all waited for any passengers to get off but a lot more got on making it even more cramped... I was now pressed back against him and as the train lurched forward...  I could feel him behind me.

That's when I felt his cock for the very first time... he was obviously erect and it was against my bum... I was sure he was also pressing himself into me as we rode along... I dare not move and to be honest, I was feeling really turned on.. This went on for another 5 minutes and then the train lurched forward again as the driver applied the brakes... 

I felt his cock pressing against my bottom again and then I felt a hand touch my hip... as if he was steadying himself... But he didn't move it away... I froze up and should have pushed his hand away... but a minute or so later, he slid it up and  held me just under my right breast. Suddenly, we all lurched forward again as the train slowed down and stopped... His hand was gone and I was waiting for him to press into me again as the train started moving but nothing... I turned around slightly and he was nowhere to be seen... He must have got off the train... I was enjoying it so much I had my eyes closed and didn't even notice it was his station. 

That evening I was thinking about him... well more like his erection on the train and found myself masturbating in our bed... My husband was already asleep and I orgasmed trying to stifle my moans right next to him.... 

The next morning, he boarded the train again at Stratford and stood opposite me as we all rode into the city again as normal... Still no eye contact but I knew he was staring between my legs again... This time I casually looked around me to make sure nobody could see what I was going to do. I crossed my legs and flashed my pantihose crotch to him and then pretended to be into my phone again... I watched him out of the corner of my eye again and saw him touching himself... He had an erection and was staring at my legs... God it turned me on so much... I flashed him a couple more times before I jumped off the train in the City.

All day long I was thinking about the old man... but he looked so fit and healthy and dare I say it... wealthy. I couldn't wait until 5 PM and found myself watching the clock and then rushing to the train station, not even stopping to chat with my work colleagues... I just wanted to get on the train. 

This time I saw him on the platform so pretended not to notice him... but when we all boarded the train he managed to squeeze in directly behind me again. I held the rail in front of me as the train lurched forward... this time pressed back into him a bit more than normal, as if I lost my balance and felt him place his hand on my hip as if to help me back up to standing... But instead of him moving his hand away... he kept it on my hip... The carriage was so full again that nobody could see his hand... I should have brushed his hand away but I just stood still not daring to move in case he backed off and disappeared... 

As the next station approached, the train slowed down violently and he lurched forward pressing his body into mine... his hand slid round and felt my breast and I felt his erection against my bottom again. The train stopped and his hand slid back... still resting on my hip... He was getting even more daring now as he was rubbing his cock on my bottom while pulling me back onto him with his hand on my hip. More passengers got on and I was pushed back against him even more to his obvious delight
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