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Railed On The Train Behind My Husband’s Back

Chapter One

The railway station hums with the excitable hustle and bustle of travellers coming and going, glancing up at departure boards and checking their tickets. I take a deep breath as Frank, my husband leads me by the hand onto the train, his grip firm but devoid of any real passion. We find our seats and settle in for the long journey ahead.

“Are you ready for our weekend getaway?” Frank asks, squeezing my hand gently.

“Of course,” I say, forcing a smile. 

To be honest, I’ve grown bored and unhappy with our marriage. Despite me and Frank only being married a short time, his predictable nature and lack of interest in me and romance has left me craving excitement—something far more daring. I need some passion in my life. I feel as if there is a spark simmering deep inside me that’s begging to be ignited.

As I sit next to Frank, I can’t help but let my eyes wander over the other passengers. They’re a mix of young and old, couples and singles, and I can’t help but wonder what secrets they might be hiding? What hidden desires lay dormant within them, waiting to be unleashed?

I glance sideways at Frank, and I can see that his attention is already drawn to the paperwork that he has brought with him from work. I sigh inwardly, watching as he becomes engrossed in his own little world of corporate finance. It doesn’t surprise me that Frank has brought work along on our romantic weekend away. If only he knew how much I need some passion in my life—for some wild and untamed sex in the bedroom!  Frank hasn’t come near me for almost two years, and secret nights alone with my dildo while he’s away with work just isn’t enough anymore. My thoughts are constantly full of fantasies of steamy encounters with ruggedly handsome strangers, their hands exploring every inch of my body, leaving me breathless and wanting more. But for now, those fantasies remain locked away, patiently waiting for the right moment to be unleashed and set my world on fire.

The clanky rumble of the train as it leaves the station, combined with Frank's predictable silence, leaves me feeling restless and frustrated once more. My gaze drifts lazily across the aisle, longing to find something—anything—to break the monotony of my dull, boring life and marriage. 

Then I see him.

He looks to be in his mid-forties—nearly twice as old as me—but an age that speaks of experience and maturity. His salt-and-pepper hair frames his chiselled jawline and piercing blue eyes that seem to see right through me. A well-tailored suit wraps around his muscular frame, leaving little to my imagination.

“Frank,” I say, nudging my husband, “would you mind passing me my book? I left it in the overhead compartment." My voice is steady, betraying the excitement I can feel growing inside of me.

“Sure,” he replies absentmindedly, reaching up into my bag and taking out the novel I’m currently reading. As he does so, the handsome stranger's eyes meet mine, and I feel a jolt of electricity race through me. This is what I’ve been craving—this unspoken connection with a ruggedly handsome stranger that promises forbidden pleasure.

“Here you go, Linda,” Frank says, handing me my book. 

I murmur my thanks, unable to deny to myself the mutual attraction that has sparked between me and the stranger.

I open the book but don’t read a single word. Instead, I continue to steal glances at the older man, my heart pounding in my chest as our eyes lock again and again. He seems to be enjoying this game of cat and mouse just as much as I am.

“Maybe you should try to get some rest,” Frank suddenly suggests, already setting aside his paperwork, closing his eyes, and reclining his seat. “It's gonna be a long trip.”

“Maybe,” I murmur, although I know sleep will be impossible with the electricity crackling between me and the gorgeous stranger.

As the train rocks gently, lulling Frank into a sleep, I allow myself to indulge in the fantasies that play out in my sex-starved mind. The handsome older man catches my gaze again, his eyes smoldering with a promise of untamed desire.

“Excuse me,” he says suddenly, speaking to the passenger next to him. “Would you mind if I switched seats with you? I’d prefer an aisle seat." His voice is deep and smooth.

“No worries,” the other passenger smiles, and they swap places.

Now, the handsome stranger is sitting directly across from me, and I can feel the heat of his gaze on my skin, and it sends shivers of excitement down my spine.

“Hello,” he says to me, as if acknowledging our unspoken understanding. I incline my head slightly, a coy smile playing at the corners of my lips. “I'm Andrew, by the way.”

“Linda,” I reply, my pulse racing at the intimacy of sharing my name with this ridiculously handsome stranger. Our flirtatious glances continue, charged with an intensity that seems to grow stronger with each passing moment. It’s as if we are daring each other to take the next step into the forbidden and unknown as Frank's soft snores provide a backdrop to the ever-intensifying glances shared between me and the stranger.

My thoughts continue to race, fuelled by fantasies of what might transpire between us. The mere thought of his strong hands on my body, exploring every inch of me, steals my breath away. It’s thrilling—somehow addictive—and I can’t help but feel that I’m finally on the verge of experiencing the passion I’ve been so desperately craving.
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Chapter Two
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The train sways gently as it speeds through the beautiful countryside, the rhythm of its movement only fuelling the burning desire within me. I watch Andrew, my heart pounding as he shifts in his seat and meets my gaze once more. A wicked smile plays across his lips like a silent invitation that makes my body ache and pussy throb with anticipation.

“Excuse me,” he smiles at me, rising from his seat with an air of dominance. He glances back over his broad shoulders and his eyes meet mine again as he saunters down the aisle, disappearing into a small bathroom at the end of the carriage. My pulse quickens as I know this is the moment I’ve been waiting for—the chance to indulge in the passion and excitement that has been missing from my life for so long now.

Suddenly the train lurches, jolting Frank awake. “What happened?” he mumbles, rubbing sleep from his eyes.

“Nothing,” I say, my gaze still fixed on the spot where the stranger has vanished. “Just a little bump, that's all.” 

Frank grumbles something incoherent and drifts back to sleep, leaving me alone with my own thoughts—thoughts that are consumed by the mysterious man.

Suddenly, before I even realize what I’m doing, I find myself rising from my seat, my legs propelling me forward with a hunger I've long forgotten. As I near the end of the carriage, I see the bathroom door slightly ajar, a sliver of light spilling out.

“Are you sure about this, Linda?” I whisper to myself, my heart racing. This is madness, pure and simple—but it’s also electric, and I feel alive in a way that I haven’t felt for years.

“There’s only one way to find out,” I murmur, steeling myself for what is to come. With one last glance back at my sleeping husband, I slip inside the bathroom, shutting the door behind me. It’s time to embrace the adventure that I’ve been secretly dreaming about.

As soon as the door clicks shut, I find myself pressed against it, the handsome stranger's strong hands gripping my hips firmly. His lips meet mine in a fiery kiss, his tongue exploring my mouth with a hunger that mirrors my own. The taste of him is intoxicating, and I eagerly kiss him back, my fingers digging into the fabric of his shirt.

“God, you're so fucking beautiful,” he growls hoarsely against my neck, his breath hot on my skin. “I could tell you wanted this as much as I did.”

“Please, don't stop,” I beg, my voice ragged and breathless. I need this—I need this stranger—more than I dare to admit.

He wastes no time in getting down to business. With practiced ease, he unbuttons my blouse and slides it off my shoulders, revealing my black lace bra. His fingertips trace the curve of my breasts, sending shivers up my spine and causing my nipples to harden in response.

“Take off your panties,” he orders me, his voice rough and commanding. 

I obey without hesitation, pushing up my skirt about my waist and pulling down my panties. I step out of them, kicking them aside. He unbuckles his belt and lowers his pants, freeing his cock which is impossibly thick, long, and hard. My heart hammers in my chest at the sight of his cock, the dark bulbous tip curving up in the direction of his sculptured abs, the shaft solid and veiny. My pussy aches to feel him inside of me and filling me completely.

“Turn around and bend over,” he instructs, and I comply, presenting my bare ass to him. 

He runs his strong hands along the curve of my backside, then positions himself behind me. I feel the head of his cock pressing against my slick entrance, teasing me just enough to make me whimper with need.

“Are you ready?” he growls, though it’s clear from the tone of his voice that he doesn’t really care about my answer.

“Yes, fuck me,” I gasp, desperate for him to take me.
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