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​Chapter One: Great Results
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“Good workout?” I ask as I look up from my desk.

“Great workout.”  Gwyneth smiles as she looks at me with her green eyes.  She walks over to me and kisses me lightly on the cheek before sitting down beside me at the desk.

“Oh, wow, even your lips are sweaty,” I laugh as I put my arm around my wife.

“It’s not sweat, Aiden.  It’s perspiration.”  Her head bobs, causing her short blonde ponytail to wave from one side to the other. 

“Well, excuse me, Mrs. Dyer.  Your lips are perspiratory.”  We both laugh at the term as Gwyneth leans over and once again gives me a quick, wet kiss on the cheek.  Barely in our thirties, my wife and I find ourselves successful owners of a very profitable fitness center in Tallahassee, Florida.  We have worked hard to gain clients and memberships for the last four years since financing the building, and that work has paid off.  It is even paying off for some of our clients, which is why I ask my wife, “Tonya is looking pretty good, isn’t she?”

“Yeah, she is.”  Gwyneth nods her head as she uses a towel to wipe off her face.  “I thought she was going to kill me before we finished her workout this morning.  In less than a year that woman has dropped more than a hundred pounds.”  

“What was her weigh-in today?” I ask.

“One-sixty,” my wife replies.  “She was two-seventy-six when she signed up last year, Aiden.  I can’t believe how great she looks now.”

“What is her goal?”

Gwyneth laughs.  “When she signed up last year, she set it at one-forty.  To be honest, I turned and smirked a little when she told me that.  You know how it is with so many clients, sweetheart.  Most will make these lofty goals and as soon as they plateau at a certain weight, they just give up.  I was sure that would happen to Tonya.”

“It didn’t,” I comment.  “Even when she plateaued for a month at around two-hundred, she just worked even harder.  Damn, she’s an inspiration.”  I sigh before asking my wife, “Did you talk to her about the promotion we want to use her in?”  We sat down with Tonya Yielding two week ago and told her that we would like to use her before and after pictures in an advertising campaign.  We even went so far as to offer her a full year’s membership at the fitness center for free as well as free continued training with Gwyneth, but so far, she has not given us a definite answer.

“I said something about it, but Tonya didn’t seem very interested.  Maybe once she gets to her target weight, she will be more comfortable thinking about that, Aiden.”

“Maybe,” I agree.  “I can see why she might not want to see her one-sixty picture on the wall or on a billboard, but I wish she would commit to the project now.  We could wait and take the picture for the promotion later.”

“I know.”  Gwyneth smiles as she looks out the office window at the people working out.  “How did the conversation go with Mr. Jameson this morning?”  I had a phone call with Greg Jameson, CEO of Jameson Financial Group a little earlier.  He is interested in an idea that my wife and I pitched to him a few weeks ago.  We want to offer franchise opportunities for our fitness centers so that we can continue to grow our business.

“It went fine, I think.  Mr. Jameson wants us to take a trip west to speak to another investor first, though.”

“Another investor?”  

“Yeah, it appears that Jameson Financial is willing to invest half of the money, but not all of it.  He has a wealthy acquaintance out west who wants to hear our pitch.”

“Great!”  Gwyneth grins widely as she nods her head.  “When do we leave?”

I laugh as I tell her, “Well, wait until you hear how this is going to have to happen.”

Her smile subsides a bit as she asks, “What do you mean?”

“We won’t be flying,” I tell her.  “We would need to take a train.”  Gwyneth shakes her head as I continue, “The other investor is a train enthusiast and he wants to know that the people he invests in shares his interests.”

“You know I hate trains, Aiden.  Why can’t we just fly out to meet him wherever he is and get on a train there for a short ride while we talk to him?”

“That’s not how it will work.  He’s very eccentric, honey.”

“Eccentric?  Why should we ride a train to...where is he at?”

“Nevada,” I reply.  “He wants us to ride to Nevada where he will get onboard and join us.  Then, we will go to California before turning back.  He’s apparently okay with us flying back, if that makes things any easier for you.”

“I have never heard of anything so strange.  Aiden, are you sure this guy is a serious investor?”

“Mr. Jameson says that he is the most likely investor to match whatever Jameson Financial will do.  So, we have no choice but to do this, Gwyn.”

“Shit.”  She shakes her head.  “You know I hate trains, dammit.  Of all the things we have to do.”

“It’s just a one-way ride, my love.  You can do this.”  My wife has hated trains since she was a child.  This hatred stems from a frightening event for her when she was just five years old and traveling with her parents to Canada on a train.  Gwyneth went to the bathroom on the train and the lock mechanism failed.  It took three hours for the staff on the train to get the door open to let her out, and since then she has not stepped a foot on anything that rides on rails.  Asking her to do this is like asking an obsessive-compulsive person to avoid washing their hands for several days.  It will be painful.

“Dammit.  Are you sure there’s no other way to do this?”

“I’m sorry, Gwyn.  It’s this way or nothing.”  Her green eyes stare at me as she purses her lips.  

“Fine.  I guess we have to do what we have to do.”  My wife takes a deep breath before adding, “If this guy doesn’t cough up the money after this, I’m going to break his nose, Aiden.”

I laugh as I get up from my chair.  “Don’t worry, he will.  Mr. Jameson claims that the man is a wonderful investor for projects like ours.”

“What’s his name?” she asks me.

“Oh, damn,” I laugh as I walk toward the office door.  “I forgot.  It doesn’t matter, though, since Mr. Jameson has set up the trip already and the investor will meet us in Nevada.”

“You didn’t get his name?”  Gwyneth stands to her feet and walks over to me.  “Aiden, you need to learn to write things down, sweetheart.”

“This is why you are the one who keeps the records here, my love.  You know that I love pencils almost as much as I love broccoli.”  My heart leaps in my chest as I look over my beautiful, petite wife.  At five-four, she is as athletic as any woman can be and the way she makes love with me is phenomenal.  A former gymnast, Gwyneth can perform all sorts of contortions and physical stunts that makes having sex with her out of this world.  I have never been with another woman who can do the things that my wife can do, which is one reason I consider myself the luckiest man alive.  I married a five-star woman for many reasons, and I am so glad that she decided to call me her husband.

“When do we leave?” she asks as she takes one of my hands into hers.  

“Two weeks,” I reply.  “We will need to ask Sandy and Tom to come in and run the place while we are gone.  The train ride will last five days in total before we can fly back from California.”

“Five days,” she groans.  “How am I going to survive this, Aiden?”  

I chuckle as I squeeze her hand.  “The same way we have survived starting a business like this, my love.  We do it one moment at a time, piece by piece, until we are finished.  That’s the way we have to look at this trip and it’s the way we should be looking at convincing Tonya Yielding to take part in our promotion.”

“She won’t give in,” Gwyneth tells me.  “At least, not until she gets to her goal weight.”

“Maybe not, but I think I will give it a try.”  I look at the forty-something woman walking on a treadmill.  She spent an hour today with my wife doing her weight training and now she is having a nice heart-healthy cooldown while walking.  I respect anyone who is so goal-oriented that they will follow everything we suggest.  This just shows how important Tonya is to our promotional plans.

“What can you do to get her to agree to this, Aiden?  She barely even knows you.”

I raise one eyebrow and reply, “I have my ways, Mrs. Dyer.  I have my ways.” 

A shocked look crosses Gwyneth’s face.  “You had better not go out there and flirt with her, Aiden!  I swear, if you do...”  I pull my wife to me and lock my lips onto hers, kissing her hard as I feel her small breasts against my chest.  She notices my hard cock through my shorts and her hands reach in to begin to pump my shaft.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan as I wriggle around.  

“Don’t mess around with other women, dear hubby.  You know that you are mine and mine alone.”  She giggles as she moves her small, soft hands around on my erect phallus.  

“This isn’t fair,” I tell her.  “Dammit, Gwyn, I can get her to go along with the plan.  I wasn’t going to fuck her.”

“I know.”  My wife smiles at me as she pulls her hands out of my shorts and steps back from me.  “You know better than that, right?”

“Yeah, I know.”  I like to joke around with Gwyneth occasionally.  She knows I mean nothing by it, but sometimes she likes to reassert her hold on me by showing me what I will miss if she ever catches me having an affair with someone else.  There is some cause for concern on her part, as I am a personal trainer for several of our female clients.  A few of them are actually very attractive and give me a bit of a boner when I see them in their tight workout clothes.

“I’ll talk to her again, okay?  If Tonya is going to listen to anyone, she will listen to me.”  Gwyneth opens the office door and stands there for a moment.  “This train trip had better be a good one, Aiden.  If I end up locked inside a bathroom again, I am going to kill someone.” 

“Me, probably.”

“Probably,” she muses as she smiles and winks one eye at me.  My wife then turns and walks toward the treadmill where her client is just finishing up her cooldown walk. 

I close the office door and walk back over to my desk.  Sitting down, I think about the plans that Mr. Jameson is making for us.  He told me that we have a good chance of acquiring the capital we need to turn our business into a franchise.  I am forced to trust him for now, but Gwyneth will still need some convincing.  Hopefully this trip will be just the thing to help dispel any fears she has of trains and to gain a valuable investor for our growing business.
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​Chapter Two: A Berth for Two
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“I hate trains,” my wife says for the tenth time since getting to the train station.  We are boarding the passenger train that we have been scheduled to ride from Florida to Nevada as Gwyneth curses under her breath.  “They smell funny.”

“Smell funny?”  I laugh.  Well, I guess you have a point, but we haven’t quite gotten in yet, have we?”  We walk along the side of the long, silver train until we found our car.  “Here we are, Gwyn.”  I motion for my wife to go inside first, which she does not seem to take as a noble gesture as she climbs onto the steps.  

“I cannot believe I am doing this.  I swore I would never ride one of these things again, Aiden.  I hate trains.”

“Just keep your voice down,” I tell her as we make our way onto the car.  Mr. Jameson has given us a nice sleeping berth that we will use for the duration of the trip.

“May I see your tickets?” a young female attendant asks as we get onto the train car.  We hand them both to her and she looks them over quickly before saying, “You are in berth G7.  I will show you there.”  We quietly follow the young woman as she turns and walks along the narrow corridor toward one of the berths.  She stops in front of a door and slides it open for us.  “Here you are.”  The attendant hands us our tickets and waits as we walk into the berth and put our things down on the two bench seats.  “The beds are hidden in the seats, as the diagram here describes.”  She points toward an image on the wall nearby.  “All you have to do is follow the instructions for turning the seats into beds.  Linens and bed sheets are stored here,” she points to a cabinet near the floor, “and if you should need anything, all you need to do is press this button.  Someone will come to your berth as soon as they are available.  Are there any questions?”  The attendant smiles as she looks from me to my wife.

“Where is the bathroom?” Gwyneth asks her.  “Is it a door that will open and close easily?”

The young attendant steps into the berth and reaches for the handle on a small door.  She slides it open to reveal a private bathroom.  “It’s just here and the door opens easily.”

“Wow, I didn’t know we would be having a private bathroom,” I say as I shake my head.  “It’s my first time on a train, so I guess I am relying upon my wife’s previous experiences as a rider.”

“Oh, really?  Are you a member of our Frequent Guest Rewards Program?” the attendant asks Gwyneth.

After giving me a stern look, my wife turns and tells her, “No, I’m not.  I really haven’t ridden that much in a long time.  I’m more of an airplane girl.”

“Alright.”  The attendant steps out of the berth and tells us, “A hot meal will be served in the dining car soon if you would like to make your way there at five.  There is a nice guide to our train on the side of the window if you have any questions.  Otherwise, my name is Lana and I will be by occasionally to check on you.”  She smiles before wishing us, “Good travels.”  Then, as the attendant leaves, Gwyneth closes the door and stares me down.

“Honey, please,” I say with a chuckle.  “You know I had to do that.”

“I do not ride trains, Aiden.  Why would you tell her that I ride trains?”

“I just thought it would break the monotony, my love.”  I laugh a bit more as I have a seat near the window of the train.  “Wow, a lot of people are boarding.”

Gwyneth has a seat across from me on the other seat.  “Too many,” she replies while grimacing.  “I hate trains and I hate large crowds.  Why are we doing this again?”

“Two million dollars,” I remind her.  “We want to grow the business into franchises, remember?  That takes money.”

“Right.”  My wife shakes her head as she sits back in her seat.  Then, as she is about to say something else to me, our berth door opens and a young man steps inside.

“Oh, hello,” he says to us as he puts his travel bag on the floor in front of him.

“Hey.”  I smile and ask, “Who are you?”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”  He puts out a hand.  “I’m Ronnie Glenn.” 

I shake his hand and my wife does the same.  “Well, Ronnie, can we help you with something?”

The tall young man pulls a ticket from his jeans pocket and looks it over.  “Um, well,” stepping back into the hallway he looks to the side of the door.  “This is my berth, I believe.”

“What?”  Gwyneth shakes her head.  “It’s our berth.”  She reaches for our tickets in her small bag and pulls them out.  Pointing at the berth assignment, she tells him, “We are in G7.  It’s right here on the ticket.”

Ronnie looks at his ticket again.  “Well, mine says G7 as well.”  He hands me his ticket and I look it over.

“Damn, he’s right.”  I pass it to my wife who also looks it over before she hands it back to the young man.  “There’s something wrong here.  We can’t share a berth with someone.”

“Well, yeah,” he agrees.  

“Hold on, I’ll try to get the attendant.”  I push the button that Lana pointed out to us only a few minutes before.  “Maybe she can straighten this out.”  Ronnie continues to stand by the door quietly as we all three wait for the attendant.  She is probably very busy with the other passengers boarding the train, so it comes as no surprise that it takes her almost ten minutes to respond to the call.

“Hello again,” the young attendant says as she shows up at our door.  “Can I help you?”

“This berth is double-booked,” I say flatly as I point at Ronnie.  “His ticket is for this berth too.”

Lana frowns as she takes the ticket from the young man.  “Not again.”  She shakes her head as she looks at the two of us.  “I will get this taken care of immediately.”  Looking at Ronnie, she tells him, “They have already settled into this berth, but we have another berth on the next car if you don’t mind going there.  It isn’t as large as this one, but I can offer you some reward points if you would be willing to move to it.”

Ronnie nods his head.  “Yeah, I’m good with that.”  He smiles as he looks back at me and my wife.  “I’m sorry about the mix-up.”

“Hey, it’s not your fault,” I tell him with a smile on my face.  “We are all the victims of a technical glitch.”  Ronnie nods to the both of us and leaves as Lana closes the door to leave me alone with my wife.

“Damn,” Gwyneth says after a brief silence.  “I thought I was going to have to share my bed with him.”

I laugh as I look over at her.  “Are you serious?  Do you really think he’s attractive?”

“Of course, he is attractive,” my wife replies.  “I mean, the guy obviously works out, Aiden.  He’s not a slob at all.”

“Well, no, he’s not a slob, but you could do better.”

“Better?  You mean like you, the guy who jokes around about my train nightmares?”  We both laugh as I sit back in my seat.  

“You should have told him that you would give him a nice blow job for moving to another car, Gwyn.  That guy could be hung like a horse.”

Her face turns a light shade of red as she stares back at me.  “Yeah, maybe a great blow job would have been fair, huh?  Speaking of which, are we going to join the mile-long club?”

“The mile-long club?  What the hell is that?”

“Aiden, don’t tell me that you have never heard of it.”  Gwyneth giggles as she asks, “You know what the mile-high club is, right?”

“Yeah, the airplane sex thing.”  I suddenly realize what the mile-long club is.  “You mean sex on a train?”  Gwyneth laughs as she sits back in her seat.  “That sounds like fun, my love.  So, who are you going to let me have sex with?”

“Bullshit, Aiden,” she replies quickly.  “You know that you are not going to screw around with another woman, right?”  My wife and I constantly joke with each other about having extramarital sex, but it’s not the sort of thing either of us have really talked seriously about.  Sure, I would love to have sex with another woman, but I know better than to ever do that without Gwyneth’s approval.

“Would you like to fuck Ronnie?”  My wife grows silent as she raises her eyebrows.  “Shit, you would really do it, wouldn’t you, Gwyn?  You would fuck that guy if he came back here and offered to have sex with you.”

“Sweetheart, that’s silly...”

“No, it’s not.  I can see it in your face.”  I feel my cock getting hard as I laugh.  “Do you want me to go get him for you?”

“Aiden, stop.”

“Come on, Gwyn, I don’t mind.  Let’s do this.”  Although I am kidding around with her, my wife understands that there is a real fantasy in my mind that concerns her fucking another man.  We have spoken a little about it while having sex with each other in the past. 

“You wouldn’t really let me do that.”

“I would.  As long as I can watch, and I approve of the guy, I am completely fine with it.”

Her expression changes as she sits forward on her seat.  “Are you serious, Aiden?  I mean, are you one hundred percent ready to let me have sex with another man?”

I smile.  “If you have sex while I watch, and if you do it with a guy I approve of, you can do it, my love.  You know I would like a sort of open marriage, so think about this offer as a way for us to get that started.”

“No, I don’t want an open marriage.  You don’t need to have sex with anyone but me, Aiden.”

“Maybe not, but you can at least do that for me.  Let me watch and you can have sex, alright?”

Gwyneth takes in a deep breath and studies my face.  She is trying to be certain that I am serious and not once again fantasizing out loud for the sake of shock value.  “You really do want me to do this, don’t you?”

“I do.  Would you like to try this with Ronnie?”

My wife’s small body shakes a little as she looks from me to the door of the berth.  “I don’t think so.  Not now.  I need to work up the nerve, Aiden.”  After some thought, Gwyneth observes, “We are talking about really changing up our marriage if we do this.”

“I know, but life is about change, right?  Here we are, ready to ride all the way across the country on a train so that we can hopefully get the money to expand a successful business, honey.  If this works out, our lives will be so dramatically different in the next few years that we won’t even recognize the way we live now.  This is as good a time as any to try new things, right?”

“Yeah, I think you’re right,” my wife responds with a smile on her face.  “New experiences can be good, right?” 

“Right.”  I move from my seat to hers and put my arm around her shoulders.  “I think we will enjoy changing things up sexually, Gwyn.”  We sit back and enjoy the ride as the train pulls out of the station.  My cock continues to be hard as I think about my wife with another man like Ronnie.  Though this is not what I had planned to agree to this morning, I am glad that we have come to this new understanding.  Change can indeed be very good.
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“We’re stopping,” I say as I look from my bed out the window at the platform below.  “Wow, that was quick.”

“Eight hours,” Gwyneth replies as she looks at her cell phone.  Wiping the sleep from her eyes, she sits up in her bed and turns on the reading light nearby.  I do the same and smile at my wife.  

“Here they come.”  Several people walk past the door of our berth and I move the curtain from the window as they do.

“They can see inside,” my wife complains.  “We are in our beds, sweetheart.”

“They can’t see us very well.  We don’t have much light on.  Besides, I want to see who is going to be in our car.”  Just as I say this, a young man stops and looks briefly at us before nodding and walking by.  “He’s got to be a college guy.”

“Yeah, he looks it.”  Gwyneth smiles.

“Oh, you like him, huh?” I tease as I chuckle.

“He looks nice,” she admits.  “He’s tall and looks like he is in good shape.”

“Him, then?”

“Him?”  My wife immediately understands what I mean.  “No, Aiden.  Not him.  We were just having some fun earlier, right?”

“Wait, are you saying that you are backing out of what we said you would do, Gwyn?”

“Aiden, for fuck’s sake, stop this.”

Walking over to the berth door, I open it and look back at my wife for a moment.  “I’ll be right back, alright?”

“Don’t!” she whispers with determination as she shakes her head from side to side.  “This is embarrassing, honey.”

“What’s embarrassing?”  I smile as I close the door and begin walking along the corridor beside the berths.  My heart races as I look at the open doors and the people trying to get comfortable in their quarters before the train resumes its trip.  

“Pardon me,” an older woman says after unintentionally bumping me with her bag as she tries to get into her berth.

“No problem,” I assure her as I continue along my way.  It takes just a few more steps to find the young man as he puts his backpack into an overhead bin above his single bunk.  I knock on the side of the door and he turns around to see me.  “Hello.”

“Oh, hi.”  He looks nervously at me and asks, “Do I know you?”

“You just looked into our berth a few minutes ago,” I reply.  “My wife and I share a berth.”

“I’m sorry,” he replies quickly.  “I didn’t mean to peep on the two of you.”

“You didn’t peep,” I say as I shrug my shoulders.  “We opened the curtain to see who was getting on the train.  It’s not as if we were having sex anyway.”  I can see how uncomfortable the sex comment makes the young man as he shifts his weight from one foot to the other.  “Say, do you mind if we continue this inside with the door closed?”  I realize that my presence here and the unusual request I am making causes him some concern.  Even so, he nods his head and I walk into the small berth before closing the door behind me.  “I’m Aiden.”  Reaching out, I take his hand and shake it.

“Jayson,” he replies as he looks nervously at me.  

“Jayson, are you in college?”

He nods his head.  “Yeah, I’m in my third year.”

“A junior, then?”  He again nods his head.  “I had a great time during my junior and senior years of college.  What are you majoring in?”

“Archaeology,” he answers.  

“So, you are going to dig things up and look at them when you are finished with your education?”

“Something like that.”  He takes a quick, shallow breath before asking, “What is this about?”

I don’t know where else to take this conversation except to say, “My wife would like to meet you, if that’s alright with you.  She has an interest in archaeology and I think she might have some questions in that area if you wouldn’t mind joining us in our berth for a few minutes.”

“Um, well, I really need to try to get some sleep, if you don’t mind.”

“No, I understand, but it won’t take long.  My wife would really appreciate you coming to talk to her for a few minutes.”  

Jayson thinks for a moment and then tells me, “I guess I can come with you for a few minutes, but I am supposed to call my parents in a while to let them know I am on the train.”

“Good enough!”  I open the door and walk into the corridor.  After Jayson walks out of his berth, I say to him, “Follow me.  We are only a few doors down.”  We walk back to my berth and I open the door as Gwyneth’s eyes stare right into mine.  “Hey, honey.  This guy is an archaeologist and he might be able to answer some of your questions.”  I wink to let my wife know that she needs to go along with the story.

“Hello.  I’m Gwyneth.”

“Jayson,” he replies as they shake hands.  

“Go ahead and have a seat there,” I say to the young college man.  I then sit down beside my wife.  

“Thanks.”  He sits down and looks nervously at my wife and me.  “So, what was your question?” he asks Gwyneth.

“My question?”

“Yeah, your archaeology question.  Your husband told me you have one that maybe I could answer.”  Jayson sits quietly as he waits for my wife to say something.

“Well, um, I guess I am curious about the dinosaurs.”

“Dinosaurs?”  Jayson shakes his head.  “I don’t really specialize in that sort of thing.  I believe you are thinking about a paleontologist.”  He smiles sheepishly as he continues, “I specialize in ancient human settlements, like the ones found in Central and South America.”

“The Aztecs?” 

“Mostly the Mayas and the Incas, but I have done some research over the Aztecs.”  

“Oh.”  Gwyneth looks to me for some sort of help while I enjoy the mental and emotional turmoil she must be experiencing.  My wife hates to be taken outside of her comfort zone, and this is definitely an example of that happening.

“Jayson, I think maybe I have asked you here by mistake.”  I get up and the college junior does as well, but then I say to him.  “My wife is looking for a young man to have sex with.”

“Aiden!”  Her face turns deep red as she shakes her head.  “I’m sorry, Jayson.  I don’t know where this is coming from.  My husband has been known to take a few drugs and to even get drunk on occasion.”

“Come on, honey.  Surely you can do better than accuse me of using drugs,” I laugh.  “Really, Jayson, my wife and I have been talking about her having sex with a young man on the train.  She wants to join the mile-long club, and you seem to be a great candidate for that.”

“What?”  He shakes his head as he looks from me to Gwyneth.  “Are you serious?”

“No,” she answers quickly.  “Ignore him, Jayson.  He’s just trying to embarrass me, that’s all.”

“Honey, you should be honest with him.  He’s an archaeologist, after all.”  

“I should get back to my room,” Jayson tells me as he moves toward the berth door.  “Thanks for the invitation, but I have a girlfriend.  I have promised her that I will stay faithful to her, and that means a lot to me.”

Gwyneth nods her head and smiles.  “I completely understand and agree,” she replies.  “Thank you for coming, Jayson.  I hope you have a great ride to wherever you are going.”  We watch as he walks out through the door and down the corridor back to his berth.

“Honey,” I lament as I close the door.  “You had a perfect chance to kick this thing off.  I went and got him for you and everything.”  Looking back at her with a bit of disappointment, I ask, “Were you serious about having sex with other men earlier?”

“Maybe,” she answers.  “I just need time to think it over.  I can’t just get naked with a stranger and have sex, Aiden.”

“He isn’t a stranger, Gwyn.  His name is Jayson.  We all made our introductions and we even talked to him a little.”

“Talking to someone for three minutes doesn’t allow you to get to really know someone, sweetheart.  Besides, doing that on a train is a little weird.”

“You brought it up, remember?  I didn’t even know what the mile-long club was until you told me, sweetheart.”

Gwyneth huffs.  “Please, Aiden.  Don’t embarrass me like that again.  I know you want me to screw another man, but we need to be more thoughtful about this.  I am not going to let a guy you have just found on a train have his way with me.”

I laugh.  “Honey, did you see the look in his eyes?  I don’t think it would have been him having his way with you.  It would have been you having your way with him.”  

A smirk crosses my wife’s face as she covers her mouth.  “Geez, Aiden.  That’s dirty.”

“It’s true.”  I draw myself closer to the young woman I have been married to for more than nine years now.  “You know that you would show him a good time, right?  You’re a very aggressive lover when you want to be.”  I reach a hand toward her chest and massage one of her breasts softly.  Surprised to see that Gwyneth is not wearing a bra at the moment, I say to her, “You have the nicest nipples, my love.”  

“And you have a huge dick.”  She smiles as she reaches toward my shorts to massage the massive hardon forming just behind the thin material.  “Maybe you should have sex with Jayson while I watch?”

I laugh as I lean back.  “Seriously?  You throw that out at me?”

“Hey, it’s what I want, baby.”  Gwyneth gives me a silly grin as we laugh together.

“Alright, I guess I will have to give this up for now, then.  Just don’t expect me to stop trying later, Gwyn.”

“Whatever floats your boat, big boy.”  We lay down on the small bed next to each other and drift off to sleep as my hardon continues to throb inside my shorts.  My wife is not interested in doing anything with Jayson right now and I can understand her feelings.  She has had sex with only me since we have been married, so doing anything that would change that dynamic is a scary proposition.  Tomorrow is a new day, and maybe then I will be able to change her mind about Jayson.  Who knows?  I might be able to find someone even more attractive for Gwyneth to have a little fun with.
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​Chapter Four: Breakfast for Three
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“Good morning,” my wife says to Jayson as we walk up to his small table beside a window in the dining car.  I am surprised at her sudden interest in speaking to him.

“Oh, hey.”  The college man looks at the two of us with a surprised expression.  “Would you like to sit down?”

“Thank you for offering,” Gwyneth replies before she sits down on the opposite bench seat and scoots over to the window.  “Having a little breakfast this morning?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replies as he moves his fork around in the plate in front of him.  “Just finishing up, actually.”

“You don’t plan to leave do you?” I ask as I smile over at him.  “We are going to have breakfast and it would be nice to have someone to talk to.”

He sighs.  “I don’t know.  I have a lot of reading to do for a seminar I will be attending after break.”  Jayson can see that we would very much like to have him sit with us, so he relents and tells us, “I guess I can sit here a while longer.”

“Thank you!”  Gwyneth smiles at him as I wave a hand toward one of the attendants.

“Order for G7,” I say to her as I nod my head.  “Two waters with that, please.”

“Absolutely.”  The young woman smiles and walks back toward the small galley area.  

“You ordered ahead?” Jayson asks with surprise.  “I didn’t know that you could do that.”

“Neither did we,” I admit.  “It was after I downloaded the rail line’s app to my phone last night that I saw this was an option.  According to what we have read, if you don’t pre-order it could take a while to get your food.”

“An hour,” Jayson says with a grimace.  “It was twenty minutes before I could even get their attention.”

“Wow.  Had we known, we could have ordered for you.”  Gwyneth has decided to pile on the charm this morning as we sit with the young man.  She is attracted to him, this much is certain, but I’m not sure if she is absolutely ready to make her true intentions known to Jayson.

“That would have been great, but I normally get up very early, Gwyneth.  I don’t sleep well sometimes.”  Focusing his eyes onto me, he asks, “What is your name again?”

Of course, he would remember her name and forget mine.  I’m not quite as attractive as my wife.  Smiling, I reply, “My name is Aiden.”

“Hello again, Aiden.”  He offers a smile as he looks from me back to my wife.  “So, what do you each do for a living?”

“We own a fitness club together.”

“Oh, really?  What’s the name of it?”

“A & G Fitness,” I reply with a smile.  “We are both trainers there as well.”

“That’s cool.”  

The attendant walks up to my wife and I with two Styrofoam containers and two cups of water with straws.  “Will there be anything else?”

“No thank you,” I answer.  The young woman turns and walks away as I give Gwyneth one of the containers.  “I think we got the same thing, right?”

“Yeah, we both got the western omelet.”  We open each of our breakfasts and begin to eat on the concoction of eggs, ham, green peppers, onion, and cheese.  Jayson sits quietly as we take the first bites into our mouths.  

After some time remaining quiet, he asks, “Why are you traveling?”

I nod my head as I take a sip of my water.  “We are going to meet a potential investor in Nevada who happens to love trains.  So, instead of an airplane, we will be pulling into a station somewhere and he will be boarding to ride the rest of the way to California with us.”

“That sounds like fun.  So, this guy is important?”

“Very important,” my wife chimes in.  “He is an investor and will decide whether we get to franchise our fitness centers across the country or not.”

“Oh.”  Jayson nods his understanding before taking a drink of his orange juice.  “That’s cool.”  

“Very cool,” I agree.  “Maybe you would like to own your own A & G Fitness Center when you graduate college?”

Jayson laughs.  “Yeah, that would be a great use of my archaeology degree.  I’m sure my parents would love that.”  We all laugh for a moment before he adds, “Look, I need to go.”
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