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CHAPTER ONE

The last car of the night train seemed suspended in another world. The soft, repetitive clatter kept an almost hypnotic beat, as if the rails were singing a metal lullaby. The dim glow of the fluorescent tubes flickered now and then, casting unsteady shadows over the empty seats. Outside, beyond the fogged windows, the night streamed past in dark fragments, unlit fields and sleeping towns barely glimpsed between ghostly trees.

Evan was alone, sitting at the back, his backpack between his feet and his head down. He had been there for over an hour with no company but his switched-off phone and a half-empty bottle of water. The trip was long, but he was in no hurry. He had chosen this train precisely because it was slow. For the silence. For the anonymity.

The automatic door slid open with a dry hiss. He looked up.

A woman walked in with a firm stride, pulling a small rolling suitcase that made hardly any sound. She was tall, or at least she seemed so in the boots she wore. Her long coat hung open, giving a glimpse of dark stockings beneath a tight dress. The bun holding her hair looked improvised, as if she had pinned it up while running out the door. Their eyes met for an instant. Then she swept the car with a quick glance and sat down in the seat right across from him.

“Do you mind?” she asked, though she was already dropping into it.

“No,” he answered. “It’s free.”

She settled in, set the suitcase beside the seat, and took off her coat. The black dress, made of thin fabric, pulled tight over her thighs when she crossed her legs. The half-light accentuated the contours of her body with a provocative elegance. She took a small thermos from her bag, unscrewed the cap, and took a sip before offering it to him.

“Coffee?”

Evan hesitated. She added:

“With a splash of cognac. Don’t look at me like that, it’s not a crime at this hour.”

“It’s not that,” he said, taking the thermos. “I just don’t usually accept things from strangers on dark trains.”

“And who said I’m a stranger?”

He looked at her, half amused, half confused. She leaned back with a sigh, letting the neckline of her dress fall open a little more.

“I’ve had a shit night. I needed to talk to someone who didn’t know me,” she said, almost in a whisper. “Or not talk. That works too.”

The first silence was tense, but not uncomfortable. Evan took a sip of the coffee and felt the heat of the liquor sliding down his throat. She watched him with a half smile, running her thumbnail over the bare skin of her knee.

“Going home or leaving it?” she asked, without looking at him.

“Neither. I’m just traveling.”

“And where to?”

“Wherever no one’s expecting me.”

She nodded slowly, as if she liked that answer. She leaned forward and rested her elbows on her knees. Her neckline opened even further, letting him see the swell of her breasts, braless. Evan swallowed.

“You look like the type who sneaks glances,” she said bluntly. “The type who pretends to read while imagining what’s under the dress.”

“And you look like the type who enjoys being looked at?”

“Maybe.” She smiled. “Or maybe I just like empty train cars.”

She sat up without taking her eyes off him and slowly uncrossed her legs. The dress slid along her thighs like a promise. Then she leaned toward his side, reaching out until her hand touched his knee.

“Are you traveling alone?”

“Yes.”

“Perfect.”

The word was still hanging in the air when she straddled him in one precise movement. Her thighs trapped Evan’s hips, and her body fit itself to his without permission or explanation. The train kept moving, oblivious, setting a rhythm that matched the rise and fall of their breathing.

“Are you sure…?”

“Shhh… Don’t talk. Listen to me breathe.”

Her lips came to rest on his neck, barely a brush at first, then a wet pressure that traveled down toward his collarbone. Evan’s hands rose on instinct, grazing her back, the curve of her hips, the heat beneath the fabric. She moved slowly on top of him, seeking the contact, working the friction through their clothes, her pelvis against his, unhurried, unceasing.

He let out a stifled moan, feeling his body respond, hardening inside his pants, and she noticed. She pressed harder, moved with more intent.

“Don’t come yet,” she murmured in his ear. “This is just getting started.”

Her hand slipped down between their bodies and began unfastening his jeans with almost clinical precision. Evan leaned back against the seat, never taking his eyes off her. She drew out his erection gently, wrapped it in her palm, and smiled.

“What a pretty one you’ve got…” she whispered. “And so hot.”

Then, without further preamble, she slid off his lap, knelt in front of him, and lowered her head.

She went down without taking her eyes off him, letting her knees touch the worn carpet of the car. Her dress slid up until it bunched at her waist, and her stockings, torn by a small snag, trembled slightly with the motion of the train. The yellowish light flickered over her back as her hands came to rest on Evan’s thighs, firm, with the familiarity of someone who had been there before.

Evan was breathing with his mouth half open, his hands suspended in the air as if he didn’t know where to put them. He watched her tongue slowly wet the edge of her lips, and watched her gaze linger on his exposed sex, like someone contemplating a ripe fruit before biting into it.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she said in a husky murmur. “Or you’ll make me misbehave.”

“And what’s this, then?”

She didn’t answer with words. She lowered her head and let her hot breath travel over him from base to tip. She wasn’t touching him yet, only caressing him with her parted lips, letting out a soft, almost inaudible moan that vibrated against the sensitive skin of his erection. Evan closed his eyes, resting his head against the seat back as he felt the heat of her tongue begin to trace his outline, from the base to the head, with torturous slowness.

The train swayed beneath them, a gentle rocking that set her rhythm. She opened her mouth wider and took him in slowly, barely sucking, playing the tip of her tongue over the slit. The sensation was electric, wet, warm, every inch devoured with a precision that left no room for thought.

“Fuck…” he whispered, his voice a thread, as his fingers tangled in her bun. “Don’t stop.”

She took it as an order. She sped up just slightly, keeping an enveloping, deep rhythm, her throat relaxed and her lips sealed tight. The wet sound of the blowjob mingled with the clatter of the train and the distant hum of the engine, composing a filthy, perfect symphony. She moved up and down with measured cadence, letting her saliva run between her fingers and slick the base, stroking him while she swallowed him without pause.

“You like it like this…?” she panted, releasing him for a second to look up at him. “Or would you rather I take it all the way down?”

“Keep going,” he murmured, his eyes half closed. “Don’t say anything. Keep going.”

Then she took him deeper, until her nose brushed the skin of his belly. Evan shuddered. He felt her tighten her jaw, hold her breath, and then draw in hard, sucking as she rose with a soft pop that sent a jolt down his spine.

One of the car’s fluorescent tubes flickered insistently before going out, leaving the scene in a thicker gloom. The darkness didn’t dampen the desire; it amplified it. Evan could no longer see her eyes, only feel her wet lips, her lively tongue, her fingers now stroking his perineum with startling boldness.

“You’re going to come,” she said, lifting her head just slightly. “I can feel it. You want it in my mouth?”

He didn’t answer. He gripped the back of her neck, guiding her, not roughly but with urgency. She smiled, took him back into her mouth, and sped up. Now she did it without pause, without interruption, her throat working in a deep, rhythmic, brutal suction. Her fingers never stopped stimulating him from below, tracing exact, calculated circles.

“Don’t hold back,” she murmured, her voice vibrating. “Come inside.”

Evan groaned, his hips arching beyond his control. The orgasm hit like a whiplash. His whole body tensed and then released in a violent wave, hot and thick, which she took without moving, swallowing every pulse with her mouth full and her lips sealed until the very end.

She kept sucking for a few seconds more, licking away what was left, and only then pulled away, leaving a strand of saliva between her mouth and his wet length.

“Mmm… not bad for a stranger,” she said, slowly licking her lips.

Evan couldn’t help laughing, his breath still shaky, as he fumbled at his open jeans with clumsy fingers.

“What the hell was that?”

“A blowjob in motion. Nobody’s ever given you one on a train?”

“No. Do you do this often?”

“Only when there’s someone worth it.”

She got up without taking her eyes off him and straddled him again, and this time she had already slipped her underwear off. Evan felt her wet sex rub against his, still sensitive, and a shiver ran down his spine.

“Think you can keep going?”

“What do you think?”

She smiled and reached down to guide him again, slow, decisive.

“Then hold on tight. The next stretch is going to be longer.”

The train glided through the night like a living creature, rhythmic, panting. The whole car creaked and shook at every curve, as if it shared the trembling of the bodies melting into one in the last seat. She settled on top of him naturally, as if the seat were a throne she already knew. Her knees dug in on either side of his hips, her dress rolled up at her waist, her stockings torn from what had come before, and her hips began to move in a slow, minute sway, searching for the perfect entry.

Evan kept his hands on her thighs, spread and tense. His erection, still wet from the blowjob, was coming back to life under the burning pressure of her sex rubbing, searching, testing the angle.

“Are you going to sit still or are you going to help me?” she whispered with a half smile.

“I’m admiring how you do it,” he answered hoarsely.

She tilted her hips, took his length in her hand, and positioned it with precision. Then she sank down, enveloping him with obscene slowness, taking him inch by inch as a moan vibrated in her throat.

“Ah… like that…”

Her eyes closed halfway down. Evan felt her squeeze him from inside, hot, throbbing, impossibly wet. Each time she sank a little lower, she let out a sigh that got lost in the hum of the rails and the creaking of the car. When she reached the bottom, she rested her hands on his shoulders and began moving in slow circles, rolling her hips like a tribal dancer who had learned to fuck in a tent with no lights.

“Don’t stop,” he said, his jaw tight. “Fuck, don’t stop…”

She had no intention of stopping. She picked up the pace without losing her grace: downward strokes followed by a short, firm jolt that made them both shudder. The sound of wet sex rose above their ragged breathing. The vinyl seats creaked under their weight, and the clatter of the train seemed to sync with the wet slapping that filled the car like a rhythmic echo.

“Tell me how I feel inside,” she ordered, squeezing her thighs.

“Tight… burning… you’re so fucking wet…”

She lowered her head and bit his neck, softly at first, then harder. Her tongue licked him as if savoring the mix of sweat and arousal rising from his skin. One of her hands slid down between them and she began touching herself as she rode him, rubbing her clit with her thumb in quick, trembling strokes.

“Look at me,” she said in a rough voice. “Look at me when I come.”

Evan obeyed. Their eyes met just as a spasm shook her belly. Her whole body arched backward, her breasts taut beneath the dress, her back curved like a bow. She moaned with her mouth open, holding nothing back, giving herself over to a wave that seemed to travel up her spine one vertebra at a time.

“God… yes…!”

The orgasm left her trembling, and Evan held her tight, his hands on her back, feeling her shake on top of him. He didn’t stop. He lifted her a little and began thrusting up from below, deeper, firmer, while she was still panting.

“My turn,” he growled.

The change of pace was savage. Now he was driving up into her from below, gripping her hips hard, lifting his ass off the seat to go deeper with every stroke. She let him, her body loose and open, surrendered. Their panting mixed with the sound of the train passing under a bridge, echoing off the walls like distant thunder.

“More!” she begged. “Don’t stop till I come again!”

Evan grunted, and his thrusts grew deeper, clumsier. He felt the heat wrapping around him, the wetness sliding between their thighs, the exquisite grip of her tight flesh begging him to give in.

“Where do you want me to come?” he whispered through his teeth.

“Inside,” she said without hesitating. “Inside, no second thoughts.”

“You’re crazy.”

“A little.”

He couldn’t hold out any longer. He held her tight, burying himself completely in her one last time as his orgasm burst. His whole body tensed and released in intense spasms, and she closed her eyes, smiling, her head resting on his shoulder as she felt him pulse deep inside her.

They stayed like that for several seconds, sweaty, panting in the gloom, their hips still joined. The world seemed to have stopped in that car, and only the gentle motion of the train reminded them they were still traveling.

She didn’t move right away. She rested her forehead against his neck and murmured, breathless:

“That was indecent.”

Evan laughed softly.

“That was perfect.”

They separated slowly. The heat of their bodies still enveloped them, but the air was starting to cool. She sat down beside him, her legs shaky, trying to pull herself together without saying


























