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Would She Go Down On You in a Theater?


66 was a parking lot. A tractor-trailer had jackknifed getting on the Beltway, and traffic was backed up all the way to Centerville. The folks sitting in cars out there would be lucky if they got to work by ten.

Until a couple months ago, that would’ve included me. I’d been driving twenty miles into DC each day. Twenty miles doesn’t sound like much, and yet it had taken me a full hour most days. Still, I could handle that. But then they went and turned 66 into a toll-road inside the Beltway. That’s when I said, “Screw it, I’ll take Metro.”

And so it was I was relaxing on a train, whipping along at seventy-five miles an hour while the poor schmucks outside were stuck at a standstill. That alone would’ve been enough to justify my choice.

Oh God.

I looked down. Kneeling on the floor in front of me was a girl, a nineteen year old college babe, with her mouth full of my cock. Her lips worked my shaft, from the tip all the way down to my balls. Her head bobbed up and down at a furious pace—we only had four and a half minutes between stations, so there wasn’t time to take things slow. 

When I first started riding the Metro, I’d noticed that the last car was almost always deserted between Vienna and Dunn-Loring. For the last year, my wife had only been putting out about once a month, and if that weren’t bad enough, she got pissed if she caught me jacking off—she even snooped on my laptop and phone to see if I was looking at PornHub. So when I’d discovered that I could have four minutes of privacy on the way to work, I’d decided to take advantage of it. Every morning I got on board that last car, and as the train pulled out of the station, I pulled out my cock and wanked.

But one morning in early September, I’d opened my eyes after cumming and found Dawn standing in the aisle. I nearly had a heart attack. Even worse: she had her phone out, recording me. I’d thought she was going to turn me in to the cops, or else blackmail me. But instead she’d offered to keep my secret if I let her give me a blowjob every morning. I suppose, in a way, that’s still blackmail, but I’m sure as hell not gonna complain.

And so it had been for the last two months. 

It wasn’t all blowjobs. Once a week or so, we’d get aboard one of the forward cars, and once the train filled up sufficiently, I’d slip a hand down Dawn’s pants and finger her instead. That was our routine, every morning, Monday through Friday.

The problem was, it had really become routine. Every day was the same. We got on. She stroked me through my pants as we waited to leave, then she’d slip onto her knees and suck me for four minutes until I came in her mouth.

Two months ago, this had been new and exciting, but since then it had turned into a habit. And habit is anything but exciting. Even if we were doing something outre—something that could get us arrested—we’d gotten so used to it that we were numb to the danger.

And, truth to tell, I wanted more than just a blowjob. I wanted my cock in her pussy. I wanted to fuck her wild. I wanted her hair to fly. I wanted to make her tits bounce.

Four minutes on a train wasn’t enough anymore.

◄►

We were closing on the station—I could see it around a curve ahead. We only had twenty or thirty seconds until the train stopped, and I was nowhere close to cumming.

“Hey.” I brushed Dawn’s hair back over her ear.

She looked up at me, the tip of my cock between her lips in an endearingly cute way.

“I’m not gonna finish. We better call it quits.”

“Oh.” A look of disappointment flashed across her face.

“Sorry, I just… I dunno.”

“No, it’s okay,” she said and stood up.

I pushed my cock back into my pants and zipped up. Ooh, that was uncomfortable. I hoped the hard-on would fade by the time I got to work, otherwise I was going to have to jack-off in the men’s room.

“Well, see you tomorrow.” She gave me an unenthusiastic wave.


◄►

I felt bad the rest of the ride. I mean, I was the one who hadn’t gotten off, but I felt like I’d disappointed her. I wanted to go and find her, but she’d switched cars at Dunn Loring. And once the train went underground, I couldn’t call or text.

Dammit. I didn’t want this to end.

I barely knew Dawn in any real sense, but my relationship with her felt more real than anything else in my life. Well, anything other than my wife, but that was a reality I didn’t want to face.

Those few minutes with Dawn each morning were what kept me going through the day. But I wanted more.

The problem was, I didn’t know if Dawn wanted that. We never discussed anything, except brief text messages to coordinate our meetings—and I had to delete those immediately lest my wife see them. What did Dawn get out of this? That was a question that had been bugging me for two months, but I’d never dared ask her.

Now though… I was afraid if I didn’t do something, she’d get bored and slip away.

So, as I rose out of Foggy Bottom Metro, I pulled out my phone. I knew—or at least I was pretty sure based upon her apparel—that she went to American University. That was way across the city, and she had to change trains to get there, so I had plenty of time to think up a perfect message. But I felt this was something that needed to be spontaneous if I was going to express myself clearly.

Hey, sorry about this morning. Hope I didn’t disappoint you. It’s just what we’re doing doesn’t feel as exciting as it used to, you know?

I hit send before I had time to over-think this, and then headed into work.

◄►

I was fifteen minutes early for the official start of business, though plenty of people were already at their desks, some snacking on donuts and browsing the Internet, others diligently at work. Normally I’d be in that latter group, but though my hard-on had faded, there was still an uncomfortable pressure in my balls that needed taking care of. I set my messenger bag on my desk and draped my jacket over the back of my chair, then headed for the restroom.

But I got waylaid halfway there. Cynthia the intern was trying to change paper in the printer and failing miserably.

Our boss was a stickler for proper attire, and for women that meant modest skirts and high-necked blouses, but in Cynthia’s case, her body was so smoking hot that modest clothing couldn’t hide it. If anything, it made her sexier by leaving so much to the imagination.

At the moment, she was kneeling on the floor, trying to get something unstuck deep inside the mechanism. She was wearing  a plain grey pencil skirt that accentuated her hips and ass, even her thighs. Looking at her brought my hard-on back at once, and if I could’ve gotten into the bathroom right then, I could’ve cranked one out in nothing flat.

But she was blocking my path, and before I could get around her, she looked up and spotted me.

“Hey, Aaron, could you give me a hand? I can never get this machine to work.”

“Sure.” I knelt down, my cock twisting uncomfortably in my pants. “What’s the prob?”

“There’s a sheet of paper, looks like it went in crooked, and now it’s jammed.”

I leaned over to peer into the machine. Our two heads were so close we were practically touching, and her sweet, sweet perfume—or maybe that was shampoo, something richly floral—filled my nose.

“Ah, I see it,” I said. I reached in and pulled. It took a bit of effort to get my finger underneath, but at last I managed to pry it loose from the roller. As I pulled it out, the paper tore along one corner, but most of it came out. “There you go.” I handed it to her. “Happy birthday.”

“Thank you. I shall treasure it always.” She clutched it melodramatically to her chest, then leaned over and pecked me on the
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