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There isn't much privacy on a train,
even in a sleeper car. So, naturally, I was a bit ticked off when
there was a ticketing issue and my sleeper was double-booked with a
guy I knew nothing about. Neither of us had any recourse, and the
company asked us to work it out amongst ourselves. They refunded
each of us half the cost of the sleeper car then made it sound like
they were doing us a huge favor by making such recompense. We also
had the option of one of us switching to a later train in a coach
seat that had a price difference of paying an extra seventy-five
dollars. So... No?

We resigned ourselves to sharing the
tiny, cramped enough with one person in it, room.

Working around one another as we put
our belongings away, we made small talk. Well, he made small talk;
I listened. Though I did offer that I was a brand new high school
math teacher from a Boston suburb on my way to a job interview at a
private school roughly an hour north of the train station at our
destination. I learned his name was Evan and he was a New
Orleans-based photographer heading from one gig in Boston straight
to another back home.

He asked if he could set up his camera
between us to get shots of the trip for his blog. I had no problem
with it and, once it was set up, the small talk came to a close as
he focused on his photos. I kept catching him glancing over at me
as I lay my head against the window and fanned myself while the
cabin cooled to the temperature we had agreed on.

"Can I take some pictures of you?" he
asked, catching me off guard.

"I'm all sweaty though," I said as I
crinkled my nose.

He smiled, "I can make sweaty look
alluring."

I blushed.

There
wasn’t a reason to refuse him other than my
self-consciousness. He'd shown me his portfolio, his portraits were
beautiful. Though, it was his scenery photos that caught my
attention. People were in some of them, but the focus wasn't on
them as they looked tiny in their surroundings. It was beautiful
composition work, not that I had any technical prowess on what
would constitute beautiful compositions of photos.

He took a few photos of me looking out
the window and looking toward him as I bit my lip and fidgeted with
my hands. A silly face he directed at me got me laughing much more
than I was comfortable with. As I was looking down trying to regain
my composure, he reached over to me, pushing my hair out of my
face.

I pulled away.

"Sorry," he said as he put the camera
down.

I shook my head, "No, it's okay, I just
didn't expect it."

"I'm used to adjusting things for the
shot as needed, it slipped my mind that you weren't a hired model,"
he looked to the ground and cringed, hitting his hand on his knee
before he looked back up at me and quickly glanced away
again.

We had a reprieve from the awkwardness
for a moment as our car attendant called us to have lunch in the
dining car. The hostess sat us together despite us saying we
weren't together, so the awkwardness resumed then escalated as the
hostess sat two other strangers with us, an older married
couple.

"Young man, would you mind if my wife
and I shared one side?" the older gentleman asked before sitting
down.

Evan got up and slid into the booth
beside me, being careful to keep an honorable distance between our
bodies. It amused me that he was trying so hard to make me feel
comfortable.

I looked toward the window to try and
minimize how much of my smile he could see as his leg brushed
against mine for a moment before he noticed and removed his leg
from my personal space. I wanted to tell him I didn't mind, but my
cheeks were on fire at the thought of saying anything of the sort
in front of the couple that sat across from us.

We soon learned the lovey-dovey couple
had 45 years of marriage behind them and it was clear that they
were still deeply in love as they held hands while they waited for
their meals to arrive. It was painfully cute.

The woman looked from me to Evan, down
to our hands, she seemed to be looking for rings. We both noticed
and moved our hands off of the table and onto our own
laps.

"How did you two meet?" she asked
sweetly, trying not to sound nosy while being nosy.

I tilted my head and thought about it,
but my photographer bunk-mate replied without missing a beat, "On
the train, actually. There was a ticketing error. The train was
full otherwise, so I couldn't be a gentleman and offer to take a
coach seat instead, and we both had the clock ticking away at our
destinations so neither of us could switch to a later train. This
poor girl was kind enough to share the accommodations with a
stranger," he said as he looked over at me. He made it sound like
it happened much longer ago than an hour.

The woman's mouth gaped open in shock
for a moment. "That was daring of you," she said as she looked me
over, "I don't know that I would have felt safe if put in that
position. What made you risk it?"

I'd been quiet from the moment the
couple sat down, but shrugged, "I don't know. Just a gut feeling
that he was trustworthy. He was just as inconvenienced by the
situation as I was," I looked over at him and he seemed to be
trying not to smile. I smirked and felt a little bolder than I
normally would, "Besides, it could have been much worse than an
attractive photographer close to my own age."

He looked down at the table
as he failed to contain his smile. He took a minute to compose
himself then looked up at the couple, "She was very trusting and
sweet to accommodate me. I have to admit that, being a guy, it was
a little intimidating to be in that situation. I didn't want to
make her feel threatened at all. I was terrified of messing up and
coming across as a creep, but she’s great
company," he offered as he looked over at me.

Was this flirting?

I wasn't sure. It felt like he wanted
to make a move but needed an opening, so I responded cautiously
while giving him the space to advance. "It was awkward since we
were strangers, but he was such a conversationalist. He even took
some photos of me while I was looking out the window. It flattered
me that a legitimate artist saw me as being worth
documenting."

By the end of the meal, we were all
laughing and much more at ease with one another. He ended up
pushing my hair behind my ear without me pulling away. His relief
was obvious as he relaxed and let his outer thigh rest comfortably
against my own.

Evan smiled as we thanked our
table-mates for the conversation, then headed back to our
room.

It was still awkward, though my mom
called me shortly after we got back in the room, giving me a moment
to collect myself as I left the room to talk to her. I don't know
how much of the conversation he heard but I was trying to keep my
voice down as I told her about the sweet and attractive
photographer I met on the train, I didn't include details of the
shared room, she would flip and call the ticketing agent and make
them split us up and well, I didn't want that to happen.

On the way back to the room
after I hung up with my mother, I overheard some chatter coming
from the cabin across from mine and Evan's. Two gruff male voices
commented on my room situation. I assumed they
must’ve overheard me and Evan talking to
the attendant for our car about the issue when we first boarded. I
scowled, and I shouldn't have listened but I did. One voice was
much raspier than the other, a lifelong smoker I'd
wager.

The raspy voice said, "Can you imagine
the luck? A pretty thing like that forced to bunk with me? I would
be spending the entire time she was asleep wanking it while I
watched her titties bounce as the train jostled her."

The non-raspy voice laughed, "I don't
think wanking it would be enough for me, did you see her smile? I
could sweet talk her into blowing me, I bet."

The raspy voice replied with a soft
whistle then, "Would be nice to just gag her and blame the train
moving. And I bet the kid they stuck her with doesn't even know
what to do with a girl like that."

I hadn't noticed Evan standing at the
door, watching me listen to them until one of them opened their
door. I rushed back toward my room and met a solid body instead of
an empty and open doorway. I glanced back as Evan picked me up and
turned back into the room with me. There was an old guy in a
business suit in the room across from us. He looked shady as hell,
like a fat smarmy old man in a leisure suit with oil-slicked hair
kind of shady. All he was missing was a fat gold chain around his
neck.

I slid the door closed and pushed Evan
against the sink as he tried to get his footing with me.

"Are you okay?" he asked as he locked
the door.

I nodded, "I'm fine," I said with a
noticeable waver in my voice.

It took me a minute to realize that I
had him bent rather awkwardly against the steps that led up to the
top bunk. I was practically on top of him. I peeked out of our
window and the old guy, leaning against his open doorway, winked at
me. I closed the blinds back and climbed off of Evan so he could
get out of the corner.

"You don't seem very okay?"

"Did you hear them?" I
asked.

He broke eye contact with me and
nodded, "Yeah, I heard them. Some guys talk rough when other guys
are around to show off but wouldn't have the guts to follow through
on it."

"And some guys team up to follow
through," I said. I rubbed my hands over my arms and looked over to
Evan, "Can you walk with me if I have to go anywhere?"

"Of course. Do you want me to sleep on
the bottom bunk?" he asked as he looked at the not very sturdy door
lock.

I nodded, "Thank
you.”

He smiled and stood up to
leave the room but I grabbed his hand and looked at him a certain
amount of ‘please don’t leave’ to my
expression, I’m sure.

"I'll be right back, I promise," he
said as he guided my hand back to my lap. "Lock the door, you can
look out to make sure it's me when I come back, okay?"

I nodded again and slid the door closed
behind him, nearly catching his ankle in my hurry to lock myself in
the room.

He was gone for a few minutes and when
he came back he had a couple of drinks in his hand. I let him in
then promptly locked it back as he maneuvered around me to sit
down. He handed me one of the plastic cups of amber-colored liquid
and ice, "They were fuller in the drink car," he said with a laugh,
"I am not as suave as I'd hoped and now I smell like
bourbon."

I smiled, "Are you trying to imply I'm
wound up a bit tight?" I asked.

"Not at all. I'm just sharing my
favorite drink with you because I didn't know what you drink and it
felt rude to come back without something for you too," he said
before sipping his own drink.

It was good. Fresh cherries, lime,
something sweet, honey, maybe? and a potent bourbon muddled
together with a couple of ice cubes. We sat and talked and he got
me laughing again. But I jumped a little when the attendant knocked
on our door to call us for dinner.

The hostess sat us down and shortly
after she was bringing the two gruff guys from across the hall from
us to our table. Evan saw them coming and jumped up and slid into
the seat next to me before I even realized what was going on. I had
wine. So much overpriced wine with a side of steak for dinner. Evan
had the same as me, though his meal came with a couple of his
bourbon drinks instead of wine.

It was deadly quiet while the guys
talked business like we weren't even there. In public they seemed
like harmless old businessmen. The one with slicked-back hair kept
pushing his foot over to mine and smirking at me as I froze up from
the unwanted contact. It was a public setting, he wouldn't do
anything overt and I knew it but even the
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