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Passing yet another red
suit and polyester bearded Santa Claus, Alexis Winters’ high heels
clicked down the sidewalk as she snaked through the crowds toward
Grand Central Station. She pulled the phone from her purse’s
outside pocket and glanced at the time. 7:34. Damn. She had eleven minutes to
catch her train or she’d be stuck in the city for another hour. A
soggy chill, that only a New York City December evening could
produce, seeped into her leather pumps. It wasn’t comfortable, but
she sure as hell didn’t regret wriggling her pantyhose off in the
ladies room before leaving the office. The cold air swirling around
her calves was heavenly compared to the past ten hours spent in a
stuffy office.

Kicking up her pace to power-walk mode,
Alexis pushed through the revolving doors of Grand Central and
headed toward Track 17. She took a split second to appreciate the
vaulted ceilings and massive windows of one of the city’s
treasures. Climbing the platform’s stairs two at a time, she
slipped into the closest car of the train with just a minute to
spare. A deep breath filled her lungs as Alexis glanced around the
crowded car. She was used to the regular crowd of business people
on the New Haven bound route, but there was a different buzz on the
train that day. It was Christmas time, which meant throngs of
suburbanites flooded the city. She rolled her eyes at the couples
and families tittering happily as she passed rows of passenger
filled seats.

Scarcely an empty seat was to be found on
the first few train cars. The thought of listening to kids
shrieking Christmas carols for the next hour made her skin crawl
anyway. It wasn’t as though she hated Christmas. She only hated the
pre-holiday frenzy. If she saw one more candy cane, reindeer, or
tacky Santa with a fake beard, she was sure she’d lose it. The
sugary-sweet-make-your-teeth-hurt part of Christmas bugged her. It
was one big nuisance and unless you were ten years old or had a kid
of your own, what was the point? Alexis was far from a child, and
she wasn’t even sure if having children was in her cards, however,
she never forgot the magical feeling of Christmas. A smile crossed
her face as she remembered the past few couple of Christmas
holidays. Yes, those had been different and she’d hoped this one
would be too.

Alexis scanned the rows
and rows of occupied seats. Her feet ached as she continued from
car to car through the train, steel doors slamming closed after she
walked through. Her hope of a peaceful ride home dwindled and she
lowered her expectations to just finding a seat within a
non-screaming kid radius. Pushing onward, she knew she was close to
the end of the train. Despite her frayed nerves, the gentle rocking
eased her into a sleepy haze and she was determined to find a seat
in the last car. She pushed down the lever with a loud
clang and pulled on the
heavy door. Silence. Her ears perked. Surely, the car wasn’t empty.
She stepped into the compartment and looked around. An attendant
looked up from his reading.

“This is the quiet car,
miss,” he whispered.

The quiet car?
How hadn’t she known about the quiet car before?
Glancing around the compartment, she spotted only an older couple
in the third row. She was about to collapse into a seat a few rows
from the pair until a single overhead light switched on that drew
her gaze to the back of the car—directly into a set of dark eyes
staring right back at her.

****

The single
clank of the door got
his attention. Glancing over the top of the seat in front of him,
his eyes washed over the knockout entering the cabin. Long hair
partially covered one eye and swept over her shoulder like black
silk. The tails of her corporate-style blouse hung loose, and the
first few buttons below her neck were undone, revealing the hint of
something lacey underneath. She stopped to brush the hair from her
face and scan the cabin. It took her all of three seconds to lock
onto his stare.

The racing train matched the uptick of his
heartbeat as she walked up the aisle. Her eyes never wavered from
his. She continued her slow procession to the back of the train
until she was directly next to his row.

“Is that seat taken?” she
asked, and nodded her head once to the unoccupied seat to his
right.

“I don’t believe it is,”
he said after clearing his throat.

He detected a slight smile from her full
lips as she swung the leather briefcase that was hanging from her
arm up and slid it into the overhead compartment. A wave of heat
hit his cheek and his eyes flicked to the side to appreciate the
strip of warm skin peeking from the top of her skirt’s waistband
and the bottom of her untucked blouse as she stretched to adjust
her stowed case.

A deep inhale was rewarded by the heady
combination of lavender mixed with cinnamon.

“May I?” she
whispered.

The breathy request pulled at the muscles in
his stomach. He carefully folded the newspaper in his hand and
tucked it into the seat in front of him. His gaze blazed a trail up
her body as he stood. She squared her shoulders and remained within
an intimate distance while he stepped around her body to allow her
access into the row.

He extended his hand as an invitation to the
seat next to his.

“Miss…”

She smiled and slid past him, gently
brushing her fingertips on his jacket sleeve as she moved into the
row.

“Dahlia,” she said while
settling herself into the row. Her eyes sparkled through a thick
veil of eyelashes as she glanced up. “And you?”

“Tristan.”

****

The hint of pine, musk, and pure man tickled
her senses. One of her favorite sights was an obvious, well-toned
body wrapped handsomely in a dark suit with a power tie. He had the
look of a financial market tycoon, or perhaps a commercial real
estate broker, or maybe a movie producer. Whatever he did for a
living didn’t matter at that moment. Unabashed, she watched as he
unbuttoned his jacket, shrugged it off his shoulders, and draped it
over the seat on the other side of the aisle. Alexis took the
opportunity to admire the way the shirt hugged his strong
shoulders. She had the perfect eye level view of the exact place
where the soft fabric of his suit pants molded perfectly around his
backside. Yes, he was a fine specimen of man. She couldn’t help a
sideways glance to the spot right below his belt when he turned to
take his seat.

“Mmmm,” she hummed
quietly.

The clacking of the train
on the tracks drowned her appreciative groan. Or so she thought.
Was that a chuckle she heard from him as he sat down? Alexis pulled
the January issue of Cosmopolitan
out of her purse and began to thumb through it
until she found the article she’d dog-eared after retrieving it
from the mailbox a few days before: Sex
with a Stranger – How, When and Where.

She reclined her chair the inch or so it
allowed and slipped off her pumps. Tristan glanced at the magazine
she tilted his way and offered her a smile before loosening his tie
and bending down to retrieve his newspaper from the pocket of the
seat in front of him. She followed his gaze as it rested on her
painted toenails. Satisfied with the apparent invisible hold she
was developing, she wiggled her toes and broke his stare. He
cleared his throat, unfolded the newspaper, and subtly shifted in
his seat.

****

His semi-aroused state heightened as he
glimpsed at the magazine article’s title. There was nothing that
turned him on more than a woman who wasn’t afraid of going after
what she wanted, and Miss Dahlia was definitely looking for a
little adventure. But like every hunt, much of the satisfaction lay
in the journey. He glanced over and observed her absentmindedly
twirling a lock of her black hair around her index finger and
releasing it back to its pin-straight form. Her red nails grazed
the color of her blouse and reached into the valley between her
breasts to retrieve a gold charm. As she pulled the pendent from
its cozy home, she freed yet another pearly button. His breath
caught as he fixated on a lacy bra showcasing luscious globes of
alabaster. The rocking of the train only increased the pressure of
his growing cock against the zipper of his suit pants. He turned
the page of his newspaper and attempted to read an article about
the abysmal state of the stock market.

From the corner of his eye he watched the
cherry red toenails of her right foot dangling from its perch on
her left knee. Bobbing up and down with the train’s rhythm, her
sexy foot was closing in on his pant leg. He inched his leg closer
to give her easier access. Pushing the fabric up and letting it
fall, her toes repeatedly teased at the cuff of his pants. A groan
escaped through his clenched teeth as he gripped the newspaper in
both hands. Her foot grazed his calf and trailed a path to his knee
then back down to his ankle. The magazine slipped from her lap
while she unbuttoned the last two pearls and slipped the soft
blouse open. He swallowed hard as her fingers brushed over the lacy
bra and trailed a path down her flat stomach to her skirt- covered
thighs.

His shirt and tie suddenly became three
sizes too tight as his rapid breath strained against the fabric. He
tossed the newspaper on the empty seat on the other side of the
aisle and reached up to turn off the overhead reading light. She
caught his arm.

“Don’t. Not just yet,” she
said.

Her left hand slid down his sleeved arm and
intertwined with his fingers while she uncrossed her legs. The
fingers of her right hand curled around the hem of her skirt and
hitched the fabric up her thighs, revealing smooth alabaster skin
that begged to be touched. She bunched her skirt higher until he
saw a hint of a hot pink panty. Free from of the fabric confines of
her skirt, she spread her legs and guided his hand to her thigh.
She held his palm and grazed their fingertips up and down her the
delicate skin just below the apex of her legs. Each stroke elicited
a slight shiver from her body. He flexed his free hand into a tight
fist. He wanted to gather her into his arms, but he’d be patient.
The last thing he wanted was to ruin the moment. If she only wanted
to tease or put on a show, he would remain a captive audience, but
if Dahlia wanted more, he was a willing and able participant. The
message was delivered loud and clear when she laid his hand on her
knee. He tentatively brushed the outside of her thigh and searched
her eyes. A slight flick of her eyebrows gave him the invitation
he’d hoped for.

Tristan cradled her heel in one hand and her
calf with his other. Lifting her knee to his mouth, his lips
brushed over the skin just above her knee while staring into her
eyes. She leaned her head back against the window and sighed as his
tongue drew circles on the inside of her thigh. His lips kissed and
nibbled her pebbled skin, drawing closer to her lace-covered pussy.
He held the back of her thighs with both hands
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