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Training


I settled into a seat at the back of the train, just as I had every day for the last month. From this position I had a view of the entire car and the platform outside, so I could spot any other passengers getting on. It had happened a few times, and I’d had to abort my morning ritual, which was especially frustrating if the person didn’t board until after I’d gotten myself worked up. Once, when the other passenger had been on the far end of the car and facing away from me, I’d considered finishing my business, but I’d decided it was too risky.

But this morning, I had the car entirely to myself. 

I still had a few minutes until the train pulled out, but I started caressing myself through my pants anyway. I stroked my cock to semi-erection in preparation. When the driver made his, “Please stand away from the doors” announcement, I slid my fly down and pulled aside my boxer shorts, using my bag to shield myself from view of the platform—just in case.

The doors closed and the train lurched forward. I waited until we were clear of the platform before I started stroking off in earnest. I had to work quickly, whacking off like a teenage boy who’d just discovered masturbation. My hand pumped up and down in a blur. 

I closed my eyes and pictured Cynthia, the new intern at work, a nubile twenty year old with perfect little tits. I imagined she had tiny, pointed nipples, and how she’d go wild when I fastened my lips to them. I’d slide my hand under her skirt and feel the hot dampness between her legs. Oh yeah. She was a college girl. I’m sure she was a dirty slut. I pictured her at a party, drunk beyond the capacity for rational thought, getting banged by two frat brothers. They’d have her on her hands and knees, one fucking her from behind while the other forced his cock down her throat. Yeah, you whore. You like that. I bet you like to have hot jizz smeared across your face!

I reached into my coat pocket and pulled out a Kleenex, putting it against my cockhead just in time to catch a fat gob of cum.

I leaned my head back and caught my breath. My head lolled to the side and I saw we were coming up on the final curve before Dunn Loring. I’d finished just in time. I was about to stuff my penis back into my pants when a woman’s voice said, “So that’s why you always ride in the back.”

◄►

I don’t want you to think I’m some sicko who gets a thrill from jacking off in public. Okay, sure, the first time I tried it, I did feel extra excited by the possibility of getting caught, but if I had to choose, I’d rather rather be lying in bed, watching porn on my iPad.

But that was a possibility denied to me by my wife. She’d stopped putting out around the time she blew out the candles on her thirtieth birthday cake. At the same time, though, she’d pitch a fit if she caught me looking at porn—she even snooped my browser history to make sure I wasn’t doing it—and even jacking off without a visual aid pissed her off. The only chance I got to release the tension was in the brief periods when I was home alone.

It was like being fifteen all over again.

But then a few months ago, I started taking the Metro to work, and I noticed something interesting—to make sure the trains fill up evenly, the escalators at the first three stations deposit passengers at different parts of the platform. At Vienna, it was the front; the back at Dunn Louring; and the middle at West Falls Church. As a result, when a train leaves Vienna, the last two cars are usually empty.

Okay, maybe that’s not such an interesting observation. In fact, when I first noticed it, I didn’t think much of it. It took a couple weeks before I realized the implication—if I sat at the back of the train, I could jack off in peace.

It was only four and a half minutes between Vienna and Dunn Loring, so I had to work fast, but it was better than having my wife walk in and chew me out.

◄►

I looked up and saw a young woman standing in the aisle next to me. She was dressed casually in jeans and a baggy American University sweatshirt, with a backpack slung over her shoulder.

She had her cell phone pointed at me like she was shooting video.

My face felt like someone had poured gasoline on it and struck a match. I glanced around to make sure no one else was around. Not that it’d make any difference if she reported me.

“Uh,” I started to speak but couldn’t think of anything to say. What was I going to do, deny that I was a pervert? Too late for that. “I didn’t see anyone else in this car,” I said lamely.

“That’s cuz I was hiding,” the girl said.

“Huh?”

“I was at the other end of the car, crouched down between the seats. I know you don’t take time to check the whole car.”

“You know?”

“Yeah, I’ve been watching you for about a week.”

This was getting worse.

“I noticed you always bypass the front cars, so I got curious,” she told me. “Last Friday I boarded the second-to-last car and watched you through the door. Couldn’t see much, but I got the idea from the way you hunched over.”

“I’ll never do it again!”

She got a puzzled look on her face. “Why not?”

“Just promise you won’t report me.”

“Report you?”

I suddenly felt myself being pushed forward by inertia as the train decelerated towards Dunn Loring.

“I don’t want to report you,” the girl said. “But if you don’t want to get caught, you better put that thing away.”

I looked down and realized my cock was still sticking out of my pants. I pushed it back inside and zipped up.

When I looked up again, the girl was walking down the car. As the train stopped and the doors opened, she turned back and said, “See you tomorrow.”

◄►

She hadn’t reported me, which was good and all, but that “See you tomorrow” bothered me. This wasn’t some blackmail thing, was it? She hadn’t mentioned the video she took, but that didn’t mean anything. I went through the day in haze, half expecting cops to swarm into my office at any moment. I barely ate any dinner, which pissed my wife off to no end. But then so does everything.

The next morning, as I crossed the pedestrian bridge from the commuter lot to the station, I saw a train pulling out. It’d be a good ten minutes until the next one arrived. Didn’t matter too much—I still had plenty of time to get to work.

The handful of passengers who’d arrived on the last train had already dispersed by the time I got to the platform, and I expected to have the place to myself until more riders trickled in.

But no.

There was the girl, leaning against the signpost at the bottom of the escalator.

“I almost thought you weren’t coming,” she said.

I ignored her and walked to a bench. She followed and took a seat next to me.

“But I figured maybe you were running late, so I waited.”

I looked at her. She had a sweet face, no malice in it. But she was playing with me. There had to be some angle.

A minute went by. The platform filled up. The girl didn’t move. 

I got up and wandered away.

She followed again.

Finally the next train pulled in. I moved towards the first car, along with most of the other commuters, but the girl grabbed my arm.

“Why are you going that way?” she said and jerked her head towards the rear.

What is wrong with her? I tried to break her grip, but she dug her nails into my upper arm.

She leaned towards me and whispered in my ear, “If you don’t come with me, I’ll report you to the police.” She waggled her cell phone in my face. “There’s enough evidence here to convict you. I doubt you’ll get much jail time, but you’ll have to register as a sex-offender.”

That did it. I had no choice. I have a security clearance at work, and if I got arrested, I’d be
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