
Transforming Love: The Subway Variations

by 

Rex Haltier

Copyright 2019 by Tall Tale Depot, Inc.

All Rights Reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All persons depicted in this fiction are consenting adults over the age of eighteen, as required by federal law.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Transforming Love: The Subway Variations

I've never really liked the New York subway system. Lots of breakdowns. Often filthy. Often crowded. One learns quickly how to maximize comfort and balance it against convenience. It is often an unpleasant experience. At best it is uncomfortable. And, for me, nothing of merit ever happened ever happened on a subway car. 

Until the other day. 

You should have seen her!

I was sitting in the last car of the train to Astoria the first time I saw her. I have strange hours, so I am often commuting a couple of hours away from the rush, often in the wee hours off the morning. Even though the train is rarely crowded at that time, I still like to take the last car. Sometimes I'm the only person aboard. And I like it that way. 

She got on at Queenborough Plaza just before the doors closed. It was around two in the morning. She was tall. A blonde cascade framed a delicate face. She was wearing a tight top- looked like a leotard - that set off her smallish but well proportioned breasts. Her shorts were very short, yet loose. Canvas deck shoes completed the ensemble. She wore only a bit of makeup. 

She was beautiful. 

Surreptitiously, I kept glancing at her. She seated herself about halfway down the car. I watched while she swept her hair back to plant some ear buds. Delicate seashells with small, demur earrings. She stared intent at her phone. Her head bopped slightly to her tunes. 

With a lurch, the train yanked itself out of the station and sluggishly accelerated. Meanwhile, the woman crossed her long legs and it was all I could do not to stare. They were magnificent. Slender, yet somehow voluptuous, they were lightly tanned. And they seemed to go on forever. Unbidden came the image of those legs draped over my shoulders. Noticing her light eyebrows, I wondered if she were truly blonde. 

I forced myself to look away. 

Only seconds after leaving the station, as it settled into the curve that would take it into Astoria, the train screeched to a stop. This happens quite often. And usually at this same spot. 

I looked up and around, my lust momentarily forgotten. I glanced over at her. She looked back at me. For a moment, I was taken aback. Her eyes were a bright blue and seemed to glow electrically. The moment passed and I smiled and shrugged, as though to say: what a transit, huh?

A ghost of a smile chased itself across her lips. 

The conductor came in with the same old spiel about momentary holds and train traffic and blah, blah, blah. 

We both looked back at our phones. 

Even when the train staggered back on its way, I could not concentrate on my reading. Those eyes!  I hoped I would I wouldn’t have to get off before her because the pup tent I sported would have been embarrassing. 

Fortunately for my sense of propriety, but unfortunately in every other way, she got off at the next stop. I looked up as the train ground to a halt. I glanced over at her and found her staring back with those amazing eyes. She stood, unfolding this long, long legs. She strode past me, even though she could have exited the car by a closer door. Then she turned away, stepped through the doors. 

As the train pulled out, I watched her walking toward the stairs. As the car passed her, she looked up and looked directly at me. She smiled as she receded from me. Then she was gone. 

I was iron. It was painful! I was horny in a way I'd not felt since I was a teenager, and that was a lot of years ago. 

As soon as I had the apartment door shut behind me, I was stripping. Naked on the couch, I grasped myself and stroked. I'm not the hugest guy in the world, but that moment I felt like I was handling a log. But I wasn't seeing it. I was seeing the woman. In my mind I was pulling those shorts off her. I was pushing her face first onto my bed. Without preface or preamble, I had hold of her cheeks and spread them wide, exposing both her tight asshole and, below it, the pink, glistening orifice of her pussy, which I just knew was framed in golden hair. In my mind I watched as the tip of my cock, already drooling precum slowly opened her hole up, stretching it around the helmet of my dick and...

So pent was I that just imagining that first, snug, slippery thrust set me off. So wound up was I that that first ecstatic convulsion, that first explosive burst went like a geyser. A hot gobbet smashed across my lips, sticky shrapnel peppering my teeth and tongue. Reflexively, I swallowed my own cum. And I lay there gasping, spent in a single shattering orgasm. 

And that was the effect this woman I had seen just the once had on me!

I thought I'd never see her again. 

And for two nights, I didn't. 

It was hot. Late June. New York was in the second day of a terrible heatwave with temperatures well above the century mark. The temperature, even in the middle of the night was still almost a hundred degrees. 

As usual, I was alone in the last car. I was sitting a short distance back from the front of the car. I was just cooling off from the sweltering oven that was the Lexington Avenue platform – perhaps the one thing the MTA does right is its air conditioning. The train labored up the slope from the tunnel under the East River, climbing to the elevated tracks in Queens. As always, I looked out the window to look at the midtown skyline bright against the dark sky. 

Then the station slid past my window and the train shuddered to a halt with a piercing squeal. 

The doors slapped open. 

And she walked in. 

She was in a very short orange, sleeveless dress. Her hair was tied back in a thick tail. She wore delicate sandals revealing beautiful small feet with elegantly painted nails. She was about to walk toward the back of the car when she spotted me. She smiled slightly, turned and walked to the front of her he car. She sat in on of the backward-facing seats next to the connecting door and crossed those amazing legs - looking at me the whole while. Amazing. The way she sat I could almost see all the way to ... heaven. 

Instantly, I was in full covet mode. I wanted her. I wanted her bad. I kept imagining the curve of the top of her thigh as it soared into the darkness under dress. I wanted my hands caressing that body. I wanted to fondle those two amazing tits. I was practically drooling from my sudden hunger. 

She caught me looking.

I must have blushed. 

She grinned as she pulled out her phone. I looked away, embarrassed, but smiling anyway. The doors slid shut. With a shudder and a lurch, the train staggered out of the station like a stew bum on Sterno. 

As so often happens, just as the train was fully involved in that same old curve, the train abruptly slowed and shuddered to a stop. I looked up, out the windows. Yes, I thought, transit's up to its usual tricks. Then I looked over at the woman. She had one of her earbuds hanging. She was looking expectantly at me. What had I been so consumed about a few moments ago?  Before the notion could become regretful ashes in my mouth, I swallowed, rose and walked over to her.  I sat on the next set of seats. "I guess we're here for a while," I said. 

"I guess we are," she said with a warm smile. 

I smiled back and held out my hand. "I'm Harry," I said. 

She grasped it with a hand bit firm and soft, with long and well proportioned fingers. "I'm Allison," she said. "Could be hours."

“That's what happened last time I was on the escalator at Lex,” I said.

She laughed. It was like music.

Little did we know what the hours ahead had in store for us. 

Just then, the indeterminate voice of the transit that mumbled something about momentary holds and traffic through a mouthful of walnuts and a shriek of static and feedback. We looked at each other, amazed at the confusion and remarkable inability of the system to communicate. And we smiled at one another again.

When we could hear again, we began to chat.

We soon found out that we had remarkably similar jobs. I'm in security systems for a medium sized company. She handled counter-surveillance for a major bank. As such, our jobs operated at unconventional hours. We found that we lived only a few blocks from each other - the only reason she had gotten off early last time was because she was visiting an aunt - but she had just moved to Astoria while I had been there over twenty years. We talked about restaurants we liked and the best walks to take.  On other words, we talked about just about everything under the sun. 

And I have to admit that all through this conversation, I just couldn't keep my eyes from wandering hither and yon across Allison's body. I didn't mean to do that, but she was so damned attractive! At the moment, I just hoped she didn't notice too much and that she wouldn't think I was being skeevy. 

But, of course she noticed. How could she not? I mean, she was in corporate counter surveillance for god's sake!

Out of the blue: "You can't help it, can you?"

"What?" I looked up at her face - I had been raptly gazing at her magnificent legs. 

"You can't help looking at my body, can you?" Interestingly, she was smiling. 

I could have lied. I could have dissembled. I could have said all kinds of things, claim I wasn't doing what I was just doing: lusting after her body. I could have done that. Almost anyone would have done that. But I couldn't. There was something about Allison that just demanded total honesty. What it was I just couldn't say, but it was there and I had to honor it. 

So, I did something
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