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Nervous excitement caused the ticket that Gerald held in his hand to crinkle slightly, his trembling fingers reflexively curling as he held the thin slice of paper in a death-grip. He'd gone through a lot to acquire it, had spent a significant amount of time and effort just to be there on the subway platform in the middle of the night. A journalist by trade, he'd been hunting down the origins and truth behind the city's urban legends for his bi-weekly column for over a year, but none of the legends had given him as much trouble, and yet seemed as true as the Midnight Train.

The Midnight Train had been a popular legend in gay circles since the mid-eighties. Most of the city's gay community and a significant slice of the general populace had at least heard the story, even if they discounted it as a wishful myth created at the height of the AIDS scare; it was a fantasy of worry-free safe anonymous sex born of wish fulfillment and fantasy. It was simple on its face: A secret train running nightly, stopping only at closed and disused subway stations, hosting a never-ending party of bareback fucking and sucking for those who managed to find it. In the late 80s "Riding the Midnight Train" had become a euphemism for unprotected gay sex between committed partners, both for the safety and the daring of the act, and a number of local bands had even expounded on the theme musically.

Gerald's research, though, had pointed to even earlier origins, with hints and allusions dating back to the 19th century founding of the city's light rail system. Before the health scare the appeal was that of social safety, of the possibility of scandal-free liaisons where alderman and bricklayer alike put aside the pretensions of class and status to rut alongside (and with) one-another. The few scraps he'd collected from early-era graffiti and oral folklore didn't allude to the homosexual nature of the act directly, or even of its sexual aspect, but the core elements of the myth were there - a train, secret stops, and consequence-free carousing. In the 20s the allure had been that of the endless fountains of absinthe and gin provided. In the 30s it was the lavish meals. 

And now here he was, standing in the dark below the streets of the city, following this unexpected twist in his urban legends column wherever it lead. He'd published his work the week before, handing to his editor a full breakdown of the sociological evolution of the myth without ever mentioning the truth he'd found at its core. It was real, it was special, and he had no desire to bring to the Midnight Train the exposure that would have killed it.

His ears picked up the rumbling of a train coming down the track, and he looked up to see the nearby tunnel bend glowing in the darkness. Three trains had already passed as he stood, waiting, and he wondered not for the first time if he was being played for a fool. He had precious little evidence to support his firm belief that the Midnight Train was a real and genuine thing. He had but source who had claimed to have seen it, to have ridden it, to have been ridden on it.

Most prominent members of the gay community had laughed when he'd brought it up. Some had been offended, saying that the Train was just another propaganda piece depicting them as sexual creatures without morality, others as a dangerous argument against safe sex. None claimed to have ridden it, but a few claimed to have a "friend of a friend" who had. Invariably, this friend of a friend turned out to be an old queer poet named Kurtis Roberts.


The few feelers he'd put out had brought him to see Kurtis perform at a local club, and after the show Kurtis had agreed to speak to him about the Train... on the condition that Gerald let the older man suck him off.

"But I'm not gay!" Gerald had protested. "I'm married!"

"It's not your wife's dick I want to suck," Kurtis had countered. "You want to hear about the Midnight Train or not?"

After a brief internal struggle Gerald had assented, and the old poet had given him the most amazing blow-job of his life in the club's bathroom. He'd thought his wife was skilled, but the tricks Kurtis's tongue could do had his eyes crossed and his fingers clawing at the frame of the bathroom stall the pair hid within. The old queer's lips and tongue teased Gerald so effectively that the orgasm brought him literally to his knees, collapsed and nearly insensible.

Through his pleasure-haze he listened as Kurtis told him about the train, one he'd been an occasional passenger on it in the mid-to-late 90s. Someone paid - paid a lot - to keep it running. It was a special vessel used only for the Midnight Run, well appointed, setting off from the depot and running the circuit for two hours before returning. Along the way it made few stops, always at closed or abandoned stations. To ride the train required two things -- knowledge of its schedule, and a clean bill of health from certain doctors within the city. If you passed a full spectrum STD test, you'd be issued a ticket to hand the train's conductor when it arrived at your stop.

"Aren't you worried that I'll tell everyone how it works?" Gerald had asked. "Expose it all?"

Kurtis had laughed. "Some very powerful men want to keep the train running, kid. You even try, they'll kill the story before it hits the press, and you'll end up face down in the harbor."


The train approaching was, unlike any of the others Gerald had seen, free of both advertisements and graffiti. As the first cars passed him he could see thick velvet curtains drawn against their windows, and as it drew to a stop he felt his heart leap in his chest. The doors in front of him opened, revealing an older man in a neo-Victorian-styled conductor's uniform. He looked down at Gerald with inscrutable eyes from behind wire-frame glasses

"Ticket, please."

Gerald wordlessly handed over his ticket. The conductor examined it, punched a hole in its side, and handed it back before stepping aside to let the journalist board. The interior of the car he entered was dim, and he could make out little of the car's plush interior. The seats had been luxuriously upholstered and covered with velvet pillows, the floor had been covered with a plush carpet, and a heavy musk-like incense hung in the air. 

As soon as Gerald was fully aboard the train set off again with a small lurch. "Is this your first time riding the Midnight Train?" the conductor asked, eying him askance.

"Y-yes."

"The rules are simple. All participation is voluntary. You can choose to sit and observe if you choose, or touch or be touched by whom you agree with. Everyone aboard has been certified in good sexual health. Respect one another's anonymity."

"Okay."

The conductor gestured towards a bank of installed cubbyholes. "You do not have to disrobe fully, sir, but no shoes are allowed on the carpeting."

Gerald nodded and, after only a moment's hesitation, stripped himself down fully before storing his clothing and shoes on one of the shelves. He passed the conductor and, as his eyes adjusted, he could see dim figures on either side of the train. Some sat together as couples on either side of the car or intertwined together on the floor, while others remained alone, watching those engaged in erotic embrace, slowly stroking themselves. Gerald found his eyes drawn to the dim shapes of their hard cocks, thinking back to the first gay experience he'd had only a short time before with Kurtis. He'd always considered himself a straight and faithful husband, but the allure of that secret man-flesh was almost too much to resist.

He sat on one of the benches, sinking into its soft surface, feeling the silky velvet against his ass. He felt himself grow hard as he listened to the panting and soft moaning in the darkness, smelling the mingled miasma of sweat and cum, watching a couple in front of him writhe together. He stared at them, watching one man tonguing another man's anus, imagining the feel of the slippery flesh against his own asshole, but couldn't quite bear to start touching himself.

He felt a supple hand wrap itself around his cock in the dark. The stranger next to him, one of the masturbaters, had taken a break from stroking his own penis to lay a hand on Gerald's. He felt his breath intake sharply but didn't protest, didn't stop the man as he began lightly jacking him off. He couldn't move at first, couldn't respond, couldn't do anything but tense up and stiffen his spine in response to the stranger's hand on his cock. He stared through the dimness at the man, trying to see some clue in his hidden expression, trying to make out intent or motive or even emotion.

"Relax," the voice came softly, whispered, and Gerald felt his body respond. 

He sat back against the bench's backboard, feeling its velvet smoothness against his bare skin, half-closing his eyes and just enjoying the sensation of another's hand cradling his most intimate flesh. He could but watch, rapt, as the stranger bent, leaning towards his turgid cock with a sort of inevitability. He had expected it, but couldn't help but gasp as the stranger's lips surrounded his cock's head. It was like his wife's efforts, like the blow-job he'd gotten from Kurtis, but different, softer, with less of a sense of obligation or urgency. The stranger's head bobbed up and down on his cock with a sort of placid easiness, as if there was no hurry, as if this wasn't a task to be rushed out of distaste, as with his wife, or out of a ravenous hunger for cum, as with Kurtis. This was a man giving a blow-job not for the endgame or to end the game, but for the pure joy of sucking a cock.

Gerald ran his finger's through the man's hair in a simple expression of intimate gratitude. The train stopped, another few men got on, storing their clothing in the cubbyholes. One of them, a tall and broadly built black
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