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​Train Ride Tryst


by Jordan Bailey
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Now that I was eighteen and free to do as I pleased, I decided to finally embark on a journey I had been planning for several years now - a tour of my hometown. Inquisitive by nature, I had always wondered how vast or how complex the city was, and concluded the new monorail train was the most efficient way to explore since... I didn’t have a car yet.

As a soon-to-be college student and it being the last summer before I went off to school, this may be my last chance to see the sights. In fact my quest was two-fold: explore the city I was born and raised in while also keeping an eye out for any ‘help wanted’ signs for a prospective job.

My name is Teagan. I only weigh about 90 lbs. I’m fairly thin and not too tall either, standing I think just over five feet tall. I’ve got medium length, dark blonde hair that I most-definitely got from my mother. She calls it ‘dirty blonde’. And lastly, despite working out and jogging frequently, I don’t have the most masculine frame. I’ve got spindly arms, narrow shoulders, a thin waist but big hips and a fat rear end. Another curse from my mothers’ genetics...

I’m also single but not for lack of trying. My theory as to why wasn't my looks, I always told myself, in fact I get compliments from both men and women all the time. No, the reason I am single was more my shy nature. It had to be. Girls often told me I was cute, and I still had my boyish looks and beaming smile, but women always made me nervous, I'm not sure what it was really, I just had a hard time being confident. Around the opposite sex especially.

Maybe I’d meet a cute girl, I thought to myself as I made my way to the station. Someone my age. Maybe who was also about to attend college. Who was nerdy and dorky like me. My heart fluttered, imagining the perfect girl, our first date, our first kiss, then losing our virginities to one another. My thoughts ran wild the entire way there. The station wasn’t far from my house, so after packing my bookbag with snacks, I mosyed up the road, and hopped aboard to begin my adventure.

I decided to start at the furthest stop and work my way inward, back towards my house. So, knowing this outbound trek would be the longest, I walked to the last car, pleasantly surprised to see it was relatively empty!

Yes, crowds made me nervous too...

Thankfully, there were only six people in the entire car, three young asian guys engrossed with their phones on the back wall, a businessman with his face buried in a newspaper, and a couple sucking face by the door. Everyone seemed enveloped in their own world, which was fine by me, so I took my seat diagonally opposite the businessman. I pulled my phone but quickly thought to conserve its charge. Besides, I’d be missing out on the view if I just played games or browsed the internet the whole time. The train began moving and I stared out the window for a few minutes before we hit the next stop. The couple stepped off, holding hands, and a woman got on. I didn’t think much of her at first, but suddenly I had to do a double take. She was positively stunning!

She stood there a moment, holding onto the railing as the train began its locomotion again. To say the woman was beautiful was an understatement. She was also quite tall, well over six foot, maybe even 6’1 or 6'2 and looked like she was in her mid to late twenties. I couldn’t believe the sight. She was the epitome of sexy! Her tits were massive, barely encased inside a tight black sweater, and her hip hugging blue jeans clung to her luscious curves as if they were painted on. My eyes trolled her lean, athletic body, soaking in every my teenage brain could fathom.

She had long, black, straight hair, seductive brown eyes, and a stern but elegant face. I couldn’t quite place her expression. But it was only accentuated by her beautiful bone structure, cute little nose and full, pink lips. What caught my eye the most though was her bust. She HAD to be some sort of model... or stripper... or pornstar. She just had to, I thought, but it was incredibly hard to focus after looking at her for just a few moments! It was like an Amazonian Goddess had stepped onto the train. Yet despite her delicate and extremely feminine features, she frightened me. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. She was a woman after all. Perhaps the most beautiful woman I had ever seen! And she chilled me to the core.

She looked around the traincar while holding onto a pole. I gawked throughout, noticing her perfect skin and graceful head turns as she gazed about. Then suddenly, she made direct eye contact with me. I froze and even let out a little squeak! I thought my heart was going to stop. I had been staring and was caught red handed!

Gasping, I flipped my gaze back out the window, watching her occasionally through my periphery. She was still looking at me. Soon I didn’t even have to confirm. I could just feel it. Her eyes... her stare... but I just couldn’t bring myself to look back. After another beat I heard a girlish giggle titter off her lips then... footsteps! Her high heels clacked against the aluminum floor. I stole a quick glance to confirm she was moving towards me and a cold sweat broke out all over my body.

She approached, her legs soon just inches from my knees. And with a spin, she sat RIGHT next to me! As she did, her sleek thigh slid against mine. I jumped, startled beyond belief. Her leg was so soft... so warm... and she smelt divine. I scooted further to my left, pressing myself into the wall of the train, but she moved with me as if our legs were glued together.

As we moved I caught another whiff of her perfume and began to feel light headed. What did she want? I hissed internally. What did I do? Is she mad because I was staring? I glanced over her direction and saw her looking straight ahead, expressionless once more, with her hands folded in her lap.

Maybe it was nothing, maybe she just likes close company...

Then I saw her turn her head towards me slightly and lean in...

"Hey." She whispered rather matter-of-factly. I looked to my right briefly, unsure and terrified. Instinctively I kept my head low as I turned, avoiding eye contact. But realized that just incriminated me more since my eyes had to move up past her massive chest to see her face. She didn’t seem to mind apparently, and when I finally looked up at her, I saw her smiling slightly.

"Um, h-hey. Er, h-hi," I replied.

"You here alone?" The woman inquired.

"Y-yes?"

She smiled, "That’s a shame."

"Sorry?"

She looked me over and batted her eyes back to mine. "Pretty little thing like you? All alone? Quite a shame."

"P-pretty? Me?" What on Earth did she mean? Was she coming onto me?

"Mmhmm. So where you headed?" She asked.

"I’m... I’m touring the city. Was going to start by the lake on the other side of town."

"Ah,” she said nodding. “I'm heading there myself, I've got a condo on the water. I go down once or twice a month to check in on the place."

"Wow, that must be beautiful!" I perked up. In a flash I wasn’t afraid of her. A trickle of humanity shown and the woman didn’t scare me. My heart was beating out of my chest and my cheeks burned red but for a split-second I was more curious and envious than anything!

She shrugged, "I guesso."

And just like that, I was shut down. All my excitement immediately wiped away by her nonchalantness. This woman had one of the most sought after and expensive homes in the city and she didn’t seem to care about it one bit.

“What’s your name, blondie?” She said.

My face burned hotter. "T-Teagan. My names Teagan."

The woman smiled and said, “that’s a very pretty name, Teagan. Pretty name for a pretty girl”

My cheeks flushed. Argh! It had happened again. Mistaken for a girl for the hundredth time. This time only made worse since this gorgeous woman thought I was female. How embarrassing.

“I...” I began, “I’m not a girl...”

"Oh! You’re a boy?" Her eyes shot open with genuine surprise. As I mentioned before, this is nothing new. But sitting there next to a tall, beautiful woman and having her mistake you for a petite blonde girl brought me an all new level of discomfort. But suddenly, a smile spread across her luscious lips.

"Aw, what's wrong honey?” She asked. “I didn’t mean it in a bad way."

I shrunk back into my shell, shriveling back into the wall. It was only then did I realize how close she had gotten during our conversation. Somewhere in the midst of everything she had pressed nearly all her body against me. Her thigh was mashed against mine, her hair was falling onto my shoulder and I could feel the soft curve of her bosom on my arm. I swallowed hard, wondering if this was all intentional.

"It’s... it’s okay,” I huffed. “It happens a lot.” I said.

"I bet it does. You should take it as a compliment. Plus I like my boys a little... feminine." She explained, looking me over. When her eyes sank down to my lower half she bit her lip. My body temperature rose. I had never been looked at like this before. I felt like prey!

"Oh," I murmured, my eyes darting everywhere but at her. I felt her hand slide up behind me, then a finger play in circles around the shoulder closest to her. She had turned slightly, showing off her breasts, pushing them towards me. They were absolutely enormous and way bigger than my head. Her left hand traced the
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