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Train Titillation

 


The blessing of a strong birth name allows
for a child to uphold the presumed characteristics of that name but
for Aspen Malone, the name was more of a curse. Her parents had
high hopes for a daughter-to-become-doctor and literally practiced
calling Aspen, “Dr. Malone” from as far back as she could remember.
With so many things they expected of her, that too failed. Aspen
Malone, administrative medical assistant. It sounded catchy and
important but really the job mirrored the remaining bore of her
life, she was a glorified secretary mandated to wear business
attire while the other pop-tarts of the office with actual medical
degrees got to wear scrubs and deal directly with the patients.
Paper-pusher, phone answerer, coffee-go-getter, that was the crux
of Aspen Malone’s medical career. She didn’t intend to fail at
life, it just happened. But at least she had her namesake.
Self-esteem was one of the many failures of Aspen’s life. She was
given the right foundation: parents with the wherewithal to save
plenty of money to pay for college yet they lacked that special
optimism that parent’s typically needed to boost ego rather than
deflate it. Spending two excruciating years in junior college
earned Aspen an Associate’s Degree good enough to land a job paper
chasing at a high-end neurology practice. She was proud of the
accomplishment although her fantasies of a wealthy life of lavish
luxuries and trips around the world came to an abrupt halt every
other week when the paycheck deposited to her bank account was
dwindled down to pennies after the bills were paid. Aspen barely
had enough money to support her shoebox apartment let alone keep a
supply of nutrient-rich groceries, hygiene products and make
occasional changes to her wardrobe. Luckily, she didn’t go out much
so casual attire was unnecessary. Aspen craved a different life and
hated to admit that her parents were right. They were always
right.

Telling her that she was smarter than that,
whatever “that” was or reciting that she should take care in her
appearance, “A little makeup does wonders for gaining suitors,
Aspen,” her mother would constantly say. All the words flooded
her brain each night before bed, the lonely bed she slept in. She
was looking to make changes certainly and even decided to heed some
of that old parental advice, albeit a few years too late. But what
Aspen was not prepared to deal with were the events that unfolded
one blustery winter night on the train ride home from work.

Darkness ascended upon the sky as the sun
slowly fell to its slumber. Aspen stared out the window of the
high-rise office building waiting for the final patients to stroll
out. Dr. Colsen and Dr. Spence were meeting with a specialty case
while Dr. Raynes planned for the next surgery. Aspen really had no
reason to stick around the office because her job was done but at
least the activity of the office was better than sitting home
alone, regretting life. She was a three-year veteran at the
neurology practice. It was the most prominent one in the city and
it stayed full from open to close with patients. Aspen should have
been proud to be a part of such a prestigious team. But that pride
was easily swallowed when she had to face the daily reminder of her
failures in following through with her education. She respected the
doctors immensely and even considered returning to school to get
ahead in her career but money wasn’t shooting from the sky and the
last time she looked, medical school was pretty expensive. Aspen’s
low ambition spilled over into her love life. A short-term
boyfriend here and there in the last five years typically ended by
her doing. She was uninspired in love and the caliber of man she
desired was never the type of man that approached. She settled in
that life area as well. The Earth fully swallowed the sun as his
kind daughter helped elderly Mr. Pinsky out of the lobby. It was
closing time and the dread set in while Aspen packed her belongings
and bundled up for the biting cold on the bleak winter night. The
train was an easy distance, particularly when snow was not covering
the ground. She trudged on, fighting the breeze as her nose lost
its feeling. Waiting in line with the other herds of day workers
she kept her head down, remaining oblivious to the world
around.

He spotted the sulky, youthful face
immediately as he too waited for the train to load passengers. The
sweet innocence of her lightly tanned face, absent of aged lines
and the natural crinkles and waves in her buoyant and untamed
voluminous tendrils was appealing as he watched her profile. She
wasn’t particularly gorgeous, at least not yet, but she had an
erudite quality mixed with her potential for beauty that piqued his
interest nonetheless. He was a marvel at reading women,
understanding their weaknesses and then helping to emphasize the
beauty from within. It was an ego defect that happened to help the
women who crossed his path. But it also served to solidify his
delusion of male supremacy. She looked over in his direction only
once to read the sign and that gave him enough of a glance to begin
the obsession to possess the fearsome little creature. Her dark
ringlets framed a heart-shaped face but her most exquisite feature
was plump, pouty lips that he imagined he could train into sucking
his cock with perfection. He loved lips on his hardness and
swallowing his manhood. The sign for the boarding process would
light within seconds as he inched his body closer to hers, hoping
to get in the same car. The swarm of urgent moving people
attempting to get home swallowed his view of her perfect lips as
the crowd moved toward the opening doors. He was certain he would
be in her passenger car. She seemed to be boarding the cushy side,
which told him that the ride to wherever she was going would be
long. Short-stoppers opted to stand and board in the front cars but
the long journeyers needed to sit in the semi private seated
section. Given the mass of bodies, he had to elbow through the
crowd to find the back of her wild haired-head so he could follow
her to a close seat. Losing her again in the crowd it was certain
that he missed the chance to get closer, just as he missed the
chance to find a seat. He was stuck in a corner standing,
alone.

Annoyed at his lack of stealth he inhaled for
a disappointed sigh but then smelled the sweetness of rose-scented
shampoo as the train’s fan blew a charcoal-colored ringlet up
toward his mouth. There she was again, standing rather low to his
six-foot-two stature. A tiny woman, right up under his nose and of
all places, the most secluded part of the train she could find. She
barely noticed he was behind her, only turning her head slightly to
where he confirmed the profile of her lips. She was pressed against
the partition and the corner in which he stood. Remaining
passengers that were ousted a seat stood a few feet ahead facing
the opposite direction. She had the best view of everyone’s
backsides, as did he of hers, although she was cluttered in layers
of winter garb. The lights were dim in her little corner and she
felt safe holding onto the partition bar once the train began to
move. A slight jostle during departure pushed his front into her
back and she apologized profusely for invading his space. He
laughed but remained silent otherwise, noting that she didn’t
bother to turn around. He wondered how long she might remain hidden
beneath the layers since the heat on the train blew at a blazing
temperature. Noticing a hook to the left of her body he peeled his
coat off and placed it within her eyeshot. Not a move on her part,
she was intent to stare at the floor. Within minutes she fanned her
face, indicating the blaze from the vent was singing her insides.
He cleared his throat and tapped at the remaining coat hook sitting
adjacent to his. In her periphery she saw the hand tap but waited
some seconds before utilizing the offer. Unwrapping the scarf
around her neck first, and then taking the gloves off her hands,
she finally removed her coat. He was still enthralled with her
small frame; rather robust, roundabout, and what appeared
plentiful, breasts. She dressed in drab gray tones that served to
dull her overall look. The skirt was loose fitting and appeared to
have a safety pin for a button. The blouse was lightly stained with
excess colors accidently washed in the same load. Flat shoes and
deep black stockings allowed little for the imagination to want to
even ponder. Her outfit screamed boring but his hard cock responded
with ‘trainable!’

Something about her dullard and homely status
inspired the desire to fuck her and fix her. He didn’t need to fish
from the minnow pond, he was a shark that was worthy of better
prey, but his fragile ego needed to lavish a woman such as Aspen.
Trying to hold back his desire for fear of getting elbowed in the
face, he paused only a short time longer before making his move. He
assumed her tight little body wasn’t touched in years and the
thought of pushing his cock inside of her fresh taut opening sent
his desires over the edge. All the while he plotted his next move
upon her; Aspen couldn’t help but smell the manly scent his body
emitted toward her nose. She was prominently aroused by his
pheromone scent and knowing that a perfect stranger was forced to
stand behind her with nowhere to turn. She had an immensely
creative imagination and it pondered from the moment she realized
he was behind her. She took note of his ruggedly large hand when he
pointed to the hook. She gleaned a tickle when he cleared his
voice, assuming it was a deep tone that would drive her wild if he
whispered in her ear. She knew he was tall from feeling his
presence behind her and she imagined him bending her over the seats
as the train plunged forward on the line. Aspen was not abstinent
by choice. She just didn’t have any options for sex. Masturbation
each night was as boring as the rest of her life and she often
rather fall asleep that have to push, push, flick until her body
responded.

Lost in fantasy, Aspen sighed with a weak
moan and then felt a tender hand trace the line of her nape up to
her jaw. She inhaled abruptly conflicted between feelings of fear
and elation, as he moved his index finger across the lines of her
mouth. The fact that she didn’t bite him or throw an elbow allowed
him to push his body closer to hers, as his finger was sucked into
her mouth with wet-tongued regard. Still holding her jaw and chin
with the rest of his hand he slid his finger in and out of her
mouth, feeling every part of her lush, lovely lips. She pursed her
lips around the finger and sucked it in deeper to tantalize his
mind. Working her mouth to get a clear mental imagine he placed his
face against her hair to smell the sweetness of roses. With his
free hand he glided up her blouse to greet a welcoming nipple and
her soft bounty of breast tissue filled his hand full. She danced
her bottom up and down, feeling the erection within his pants. The
sensation of arousal was amazing and she tried to keep her legs
steady as the swell of her cunt engorged between her thighs. He
wanted to feel his effect on her lower half so he slid the breast
satiated hand lower toward the bulk of her skirt. Her stomach was
tight and thighbones protruded just a bit before his hand reached
the top of her triangle mound. He hesitated once he felt the curls
of too many small hairs engulf his curious finger. He made note and
traveled toward the outside of her unkempt mound before grazing his
fingers below to her core. Wetness dangled on the edge of her pubic
hair and he tried to forgive her defect of hygiene before tracing
the smile between her thighs. He leaned in to her ear, “Your
pussy is so wet. It begs me for attention.” While speaking in
her ear he burrowed his finger between her cunt lips, inspiring her
hips to move at a more rapid pace against his hard cock. His finger
remained in the folds but her opening throbbed for him to enter her
sanctum. He knew she was ready but she had things to learn before
giving her the full extent of his talents. Playing with her walls
he rubbed her juices and circled the bud of her clit. She shook and
then squeezed her thighs tight when he hit the sensitive area of
her precious little pussy. “You like that I see. You want my
finger all the way inside mmm…” Teasing her further, Aspen was
butter in his grips. He had full control of
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