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Chapter One

Kate leaned into the hard edge of the metal-framed window as the train pulled out of the station. Klamath Falls, Oregon. The least exciting town in existence. But her pulse was thrumming, anyway.

She always felt that lovely anticipation, that thrill, when she was on a train. But the biggest thrill lay ahead, after the other passengers had fallen asleep. She could hardly wait.

Her gaze caught the flash of lights on the slowly retreating platform, then there was nothing but the velvet night. Nothing to see in this part of the country. No scenery, no city lights. Didn’t matter. What mattered was being there, feeling that motion, that sense of possibility, of going.

It was nearly midnight: far too late for the dining car. The train had been delayed, leaving her sitting in the quiet, small-town station for hours. Good thing she’d stopped to eat as soon as she’d arrived from Ashland. Klamath Falls shut down early, and there was nothing but an old candy machine wedged between the ancient rows of wooden benches inside the station.

But that part was over now. Now there was just the luxurious idea of the long, slow ride ahead.

Something sexy about trains. She wasn’t sure what it was. But she always swore she could feel that rocking motion hum through her entire body like one enormous vibrator. She was beginning to melt a little all over at the thought.

Have to be alone soon.

Thank God it was late. The lights were kept low, and most of the other passengers would be asleep soon.

She leaned back in her seat, allowed the rolling sensation to lull her, felt it pulse between her thighs.

This part was almost as good as the rest, the anticipation of her little adventures. She’d done this on trains all over the country; she never tired of it. Didn’t even matter too much where she was going. Going was the important thing. The motion, the smooth, forward thrust of iron.

She stayed in her seat for another half hour, absorbing the hard whisper of tons of metal moving beneath her. Finally, she couldn’t stay still any longer.

It’s time.

She got up, hefted her overnight bag over her shoulder and moved silently down the center aisle, passing between row after row of passengers nested in for the night. But for her, the night was just beginning.

She pulled open the door, stepped onto the noisy platform between cars, opened the next door and slipped inside as quietly as she could, kept going until she reached the sleeper compartments.

She took a deep breath before opening that last door. Then she moved through, easy as water, sliding the heavy door shut behind her.

She stood in the hallway, getting her sea legs, listening, her heart a loud thrumming in her own ears. And the longer she stood there, the more the heat built between her thighs, the seam of her worn jeans rubbing there as she swayed with the motion of the train.

Soon…

The car was empty. She moved down the row, quietly trying the first doorknob. Locked. Damn.

She moved on, tried the next one. Locked. One by one, she made her way down to the other end of the car, slipped out with a sigh of frustration and went on to the next car.

Just as quiet. Her head was filled with the gentle roar of the engines, the snick of the wheels on the tracks. She stood a moment, savoring the sound, the sensation, before moving on. The first door was locked. But the second turned under the gentle pressure of her hand.

Ah-ha!

She pulled the door back, peered into the small, darkened compartment, her pulse hammering in triumph and the flickering idea of getting caught. There was nothing on the floor or the padded bench seat, no luggage, nothing to indicate anyone was in there. She stopped anyway, listening, but all she heard was the night rushing by outside the window. She slipped inside, closing the door behind her.

Her skin was heating all over now, her body humming with need. Dropping her bag onto the bench seat, she moved to the window, leaning her weight against the cold glass so she could really feel the motion. She stayed there for several moments, perfectly still, absorbing it all: the rumbling of the train, the vibration of it moving though her body. She pressed her breasts against the glass, the cold of the hard, sleek surface bringing her nipples up through the cotton of her T-shirt.

She was wet already. Had been for the last half hour.

With a quiet sigh, she unzipped her jeans, slipped one hand down between her thighs, beneath the lace of her panties.

Oh, yes.

She brushed at her mound, but the ache was too strong, too insistent. Like an eager lover, she pressed on her clitoris, the nub of it hard against her palm. Leaning harder into the window, she let the motion of the train move through the back of her hand. Pleasure swam in her system, hot, insistent. And when she slid two fingers into her soaking wet slit, between the swollen folds, she gasped.

Then it was too late for any show of teasing, any restraint. She plunged her fingers in deeper, rubbed the heel of her hand hard against her clit, the train moving beneath her like some monolithic lover. Pleasure rammed into her, even as her fingers did, deep, deeper.

Yes…

She rubbed harder, her body arcing into her hand, into the side of the car. She was hot all over, melting, her legs weak. And still she worked herself mercilessly, her hand and the rocking of the train drawing her climax into her. Pleasure rose, crested, and she pressed hard onto her clit, thrust her fingers in deep, and came into her hand. Moaning, gasping, as sensation overwhelmed her.

So good, always, her secret perversion. She smiled to herself.

A quiet voice came out of the dark. “Nice. Beautiful.”

“Jesus!” She yanked her hand out of her pants, nearly fell onto the vinyl-covered bench.

“I’m sorry. But you came in here while I was sleeping, and I woke up…and then I couldn’t interrupt you.”

Her face was burning. With embarrassment, with anger, with fear. And her heart was racing at a thousand miles an hour.

“You scared the shit out of me!” She zipped her jeans with clumsy fingers. “Look, I’m…I’m going. Okay? I’ll just…disappear.”

“I wish you wouldn’t.” The voice was calm, soothing. “I’m going to turn on the light. Don’t be scared, okay?”

Kate grabbed her big bag, was backing up to the door.

“I’m going to go. You…you don’t need to tell anyone I was here, all right?”

God, what if this guy was some sort of pervert? But what was she, then?

The light flicked on; just a small amber glow lighting up the sleeping bunk. She blinked.

He was sitting on the edge of the bunk, all classic California surfer guy, his tousled, dirty blond hair sweeping the top of his shoulders, his neatly trimmed goatee a few shades darker. He was wearing a pair of wrinkled cargo pants and nothing else. And he was beautiful.

She couldn’t move.

“Wow,” he said.

“What?”

He smiled at her, blinking his eyes. They were pale, but there wasn’t enough light for her to make out the shade. Gray? Green?

“What?” she repeated, her hand tightening on the strap of her heavy bag.

Why didn’t she just get the hell out of there?

“You’re pretty.”

She laughed. “You sound surprised. But I’m not pretty.”

“You are. And I guess I didn’t expect you to be when it was dark and I was…watching you. Except that I could see the silhouette of your hair.”

She reached a self-conscious hand to her long, unruly blond curls. “What about my hair?”

“It’s beautiful.” His voice was deep and husky with sleep. Sexy. Or maybe it was just her body still simmering with the last threads of her orgasm. Or his beautiful face, his hard body…

“You must be blind.”

“No, I saw everything.”

“Shit. Look, I’m going to go.”

She reached for the doorknob, pulled on it.

“I liked it.”

Why did that stop her cold?

He pushed off from the bunk, the tiny train cabin too small for him to do anything but stand right behind her. She swore she could feel the heat emanating from his body, carrying his scent. Patchouli. Classic surfer scent. It made her shiver.

“Don’t go,” he said again. “My name’s Ian.”

She turned her head, looking over her shoulder at him, and he was right there. Too close. This wasn’t the way it was supposed to go. It was all about her and the train. And he’d ruined it.

Hadn’t he?

But her body was still loose and warm from her climax, and Ian was making her heat up all over again.

“Tell me your name,” he said quietly. Gently.

“You’re not going to report me?”

“I’d be an idiot if I did.”

He was grinning at her now, but even though his eyes glittering in the half dark were all heat, there was nothing leering in his gaze.

She smiled back at him. “So, have you always been a voyeur?”

“Not until tonight. Have you always been an exhibitionist?”

“Yes. Always.”

“I think I’ve just discovered that I like that in a girl.”

They stood for a moment, silent, smiling, while desire hummed in the air between them like piano wire strung tight, sending out one long, lovely note.

I want you.

Oh, yes, she wanted him. Wanted him, and wanted it to be on the train. Too perfect. Too strange.

She wasn’t usually one for casual sex. Not that it had never happened. She’d met a few guys in her travels. But it had only been five months since she’d broken things off with Dominic, and she’d sworn off men since then.

Now might be a good time to break her vow.

“So, you’re staying?”

“I’m thinking about it,” she admitted.

I must be losing my mind.

“Tell me your name,” he asked her again.

“Kate.”

“Kate. Nice.” He put a hand on her bag. “Why don’t you put this down?”

She nodded, let him take the heavy bag from her and set it on the bench. Watched as he straightened up. He wasn’t quite six feet tall, maybe five foot ten, five-eleven, but since she was five four, it didn’t matter. She didn’t like a guy to be too tall. And he had one of those surfer bodies, all long, lean muscle, heavier around the chest and shoulders. On his left forearm was a tattoo. She reached out, ran one fingertip over the design.

“What’s this?”

“A motherboard. I’m a computer tech.”

“Really?”

“Really. Why? What did you expect?”

“Hmm, I’m not sure. You look a lot like one of the guys who works at this little coffee place by my house.”

He took a step closer. “And do you like the guy at your coffee place?”

“Sure.” She could smell him again, could almost feel his tan skin beneath her hands. She flexed her fingers. “But not as much as I think I could like you.”

“Really? How much is that?”

“Enough that I’m not running out of here the way I should.”

“Yeah, this is kinda crazy. Meeting like this.”

“It is.”

Insane, really, that she wasn’t running out the door. But she wasn’t the kind of girl who played it safe. That had been one of Dominic’s complaints: she was too spontaneous, he couldn’t ever pin her down. Not that she wanted anyone to do that. But this…this was a little extreme, even for her. Which made being here with Ian all the more appealing.

“Kate…” he stopped, shook his head.

“What?”

“I really want to kiss you.”

He was looking right at her, his gaze steady. His eyes were green, she was almost positive now. Beautiful against his tanned skin.

“I really want you to.”

“You don’t know me.”

“It doesn’t matter. I don’t know why, but it doesn’t. There’s even sort of something…great about that. Mysterious. Do you know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I do.”

“So, are you going to kiss me, Ian?”

“Yeah, I am.”

He lowered his head. Yes, she must have lost her mind, to be here with this stranger. But she didn’t want to think about that now. No, all she wanted to think about was how lush his mouth was up close, how good his skin smelled. She reached up, slid her hand around the back of his neck, under his long hair, and pulled him down to her.

His lips met hers, soft at first. So soft. She went warm all over, just heating up like crazy even before he slid his tongue into her mouth. And then there was nothing soft about what was happening between them. It was all need, hunger. He pressed his mouth to hers, hard, bruising, but it was exactly what she needed. Even better when he slid his arm around her and pulled her in close, until she could feel his erection through the fabric of his clothes and hers.

His mouth was so sweet. The guy could kiss, that was for damn sure. Her breath was just going out of her body.

He pulled back, whispered, “Damn, girl. I need to touch you. Okay?”

“Yes. Please.”

He pulled her T-shirt over her head, then stood and stared. “Perfect,” he whispered. Reaching out, he stroked her stomach with one finger, making her pulse flutter, sending heat like warm, wet lightning to her sex. Sharp. Electric. And the train rumbling beneath them, carrying them through the night, a heavy undercurrent of tension, of pure sex.

“Come on, Ian,” she pleaded.

“Come on, what?”

“Let’s get naked. It’s too good to wait.”

He nodded, his face tight with need. He slipped one of her bra straps down, then the other, before stepping back in close to her. Reaching behind her, he rested his head on her shoulder, his goatee a little rough against her skin as he unsnapped her bra. It fell away, and he pressed closer, bare skin to bare skin.

“Yes, just like that,” she breathed.

He pressed harder, crushing her breasts against the solid wall of his chest, moving her body until her back was up against the cool metal of the door. He was kissing her again, his mouth on hers, his tongue slipping between her lips, thrusting into her mouth in some primal rhythm, his hips grinding into hers in the same tempo. And the hushed roar of the train like music. Like sex itself.

She groaned. Let her hands wander, smoothing over his skin, feeling the rise and curve of muscle in his shoulders, his back. Even the sensation of his skin under her hands was erotic to her.

He moved back then, just an inch or two, enough to get his hands in between them, to cup her breasts, teasing her nipples immediately with his thumbs into two hard, aching points.

“Ah, you like that.”

“Yes.”

He took her nipples between his thumbs and his forefingers, pinched a little, drew them out.

“And that?”

“Yes. Oh…”

“You’re so hot, Kate,” he said, his voice low, nearly a whisper. “Your skin, your breasts, your mouth.” He squeezed her nipples, hard, and she moaned softly. “So hot. So responsive. I can barely stand it. I’m so damn hard. Feel me, Kate.”

He pushed against her, the hard ridge of his cock pressing into her belly.

“Ian…come on.”

“Yeah…”

He worked quickly, slipping out of his cargo shorts, then a pair of dark boxers. His cock was fully erect, thick. Beautiful. She felt her mouth water. Felt her pussy go tight.

Need it. Need him. Yes…

And the fact that this was happening here, on the train. Like every fantasy she’d ever had, all of those nights getting herself off while a train going somewhere, anywhere, moved beneath her. Drove her. Made her come as much as her hand moving frantically between her thighs.

Ian went down on his knees, slipping her jeans off, then her panties. Still on his knees before her, just breathing on the narrow strip of hair between her thighs. Warm. Excruciating, to make her wait.

She buried her fingers in his hair, pulled a little, spread her thighs, inviting him. And gasped when he planted a single, small kiss there.

“Don’t tease me, Ian. I can’t take it right now.”

“Yes, you can. I’m going to enjoy this.”

“Fuck, Ian.”

“Yeah, we’ll get to that. But you’re too good to rush through.”

She groaned, forcing herself to still while he used his fingers to hold her pussy lips apart. While he held her open like that and just breathed on her.

God…

She waited, her juices trickling down the inside of one thigh. The sight of his beautiful body bent before her, his silky blond hair tickling her skin, was almost too much for her. That and the lovely, smooth motion of the wheels against the tracks.

Finally, he moved his fingers, massaging her nether lips. Slowly, slowly, working one finger toward her waiting hole, and then, dipping inside.

“Oh!”

“Yeah, girl. It’s good, isn’t it?” he murmured. “I want to see you squirm before I make you come.”

“Yes, Ian…”

He leaned in, and she could feel his warm breath on her again, before he flicked his tongue at her clit.

She arced her hips.

He did it again, and again, his tongue like some tiny, wet lance, driving pleasure deep into her body. And his fingers still holding her apart, one buried deeper inside her.

Her legs were shaking, need like some sort of drug coursing through her veins. And when he took her clit into his hot, wet mouth and sucked, she exploded.

Pleasure shafted into her, deep, deeper, leaving her shuddering.

“Fuck, Ian!”

He worked her hard with his fingers, his mouth, until she was breathless, spent. Then he pulled away.

“Oh, yeah, I’m going to fuck you.”

Before the last waves of her climax had faded, he had her on the edge of the small bunk.

“Wait here.”

He fumbled in a backpack on the bed, pulled out a small foil pouch, and she watched as he sheathed himself.

“Spread for me, beautiful girl. Yeah, that’s it.”

Her thighs fell open wide, and as he stood before her, she reached for him, pulling his hips into hers. He stopped at the entrance to her sex. She could feel the tip against her wet opening.

“Come on, Ian. Come on and fuck me.”

He let out a long breath. Slid in an inch. Pleasure pulsed in her blood, in her sex.

“Deeper.”

Another inch, and his cock was already beginning to fill her up. She surged against him.

“You want it all?”

“Oh, yes.”

He reached out a hand, caught her hair up in his fingers, twined them there, pulling tight, and plunged deep, burying himself inside her.

“Oh!”

“Jesus, you feel good,” he murmured, before he began to move.

Her fingers dug into the flesh of his hips as he drove into her, over and over, pleasure burrowing into her with every sharp thrust. Her legs were wrapped around his narrow waist, holding him tight against her. And when she looked up at him, his face, drawn in ecstasy, was one of the most beautiful things she’d ever seen.

“I just need to fuck you, Kate. Just fuck you.”

“Yes, do it. Do it hard.”

He slammed into her, the wool blanket on the bunk scratching her skin, the metal frame below the thin mattress biting into her spine. She didn’t care. All she knew was she had never felt so taken over, never been fucked so hard in her life. Never been fucked to the rhythm of the train that was pure sex to her. And she loved every minute of it.

She rocked against him, rocked with the turning of heavy iron wheels over solid iron tracks. Something so primal, so basic. And the scent of sex was all around her. The scent of sex, of Ian’s skin, of her own juices.

“Fuck me harder, Ian. Come on, you can do it.”

He drove into her, pummeling her, his pubic bone crashing into hers, and she was coming again, panting, her pussy clenching in pleasure. It spread, deep into her body, into her mind, while a thousand stars went off in her head. Blinding. Beautiful.

He was still fucking her, his body going hard all over. Then he tensed, shuddered, muttered, “Jesus, girl, have to fuck you, fuck you, yeah…”

The train kept moving, sliding over the rails, while they breathed together, the air pungent with their sweat, with the tangy scent of sex, the earthier scent of come as he pulled the condom off.

He pulled her with him onto the narrow bunk while they caught their breath. His body was warm, felt good against hers. One arm was looped beneath her shoulder, and he idly played with her hair.

“That was perfect,” she told him.

“Yeah it was.”

“Ian…”

“Hmm?”

“I want to tell you something. It’s easier because I don’t know you.”

He laughed softly, a deep chuckle. “You know me now, girl.”

“Maybe. But I still want to tell you.”

“Okay.”

“I have a…fetish. It’s about the trains.”

“Ah, so that’s what it was all about earlier, you making yourself come like that.”

“Yes. I’ve done it before. As often as I can. I love to ride the train, but even more, I love to wait until it’s night, then find an unlocked compartment, and bring myself off.”

He was quiet a moment, then, “And? Is that all?”

“Yes. No. Part of it is sneaking in here like this, you know? Doing something I’m not supposed to do. It’s fucking thrilling as hell, if you want to know the truth. I’ve done it a few times now. And it gets better every time. It starts sooner each time. I was wet the moment I got on the train tonight. I had to find a place to be alone, had to get myself off.”

He groaned. “I’m getting hard again just hearing you tell me these things. But that’s not the only reason why I’m glad you told me.”

They were both quiet for a while. Then she said, “This is…almost magical for me. Like something I made up.”

“Maybe you did.”

“Maybe. But you’re real. You’re experiencing this, too. My fantasy.”

“Yeah. But it’s mine, too. Meeting a beautiful girl on the train in the middle of the night. How often does that happen to anyone?”

“I’m not beautiful.”

“It’s true. I don’t know why you don’t think so.”

“I’m too skinny and my hair is totally out of control.”

“That’s what I like about it. It’s wild. Like you. And your skin is like fucking silk. Like pale silk.”

“You don’t have to say that.”

“Yeah, and you didn’t have to stay here. Didn’t have to sleep with me. But you did.”

“Because I wanted to.”

“That’s right.”

She was quiet a moment. “Okay.”

She smiled to herself, and he pulled her chin up, kissed her, his tongue slipping between her lips. She was hot all over again immediately.

“Kiss me like that and I’ll believe anything you say,” she told him when he pulled away. “I’ll do anything you say.”

“That’s very tempting.”

“I mean it.”

And she did. Maybe it was the train. Maybe it was something about him. She didn’t even know him. But it didn’t matter. All that mattered was how much she wanted him, craved his touch. His mouth, his hands on her flesh.

“Why do you trust me so much?” he asked her.

“I don’t know. But I do.”

“You don’t know anything about me.”

“Sure I do. I know you’re a tech geek.”

He laughed. “Yeah. Do you want to know more? Or do you want to just be strangers who fucked on a train?” There was nothing bitter in his question. He was simply asking her.

“Yes. I want to know more.” She did, she realized. “Tell me where you’re from. Are you going home?”

“Yeah, heading home from Bend, to Huntington Beach.”

“Ah, do you surf?”

“Everyone in Huntington surfs.”

“And what were you doing in a nowhere town like Bend, Oregon?”

“I went to my uncle’s funeral.”

“Shit. I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s okay. I never liked him much. I went because I thought I should. Because my family expected it.”

“Do you always do what other people expect of you?”

“Almost never. But this time…I don’t know. I knew it’d make my mother happy. And no, I’m not a mama’s boy.”

“I don’t think mama’s boys can fuck like that.”

He laughed. “So, what about you? Where are you off to? Did you get on in Klamath Falls, or were you already on the train?”

“Yes, I got on in Klamath. I was in Ashland for a week with some friends at the Shakespeare Festival. Have you ever been?”

“No. But I’ve heard about it.”

“It’s a pretty amazing thing, if you like theater. Do you?”

“Yeah, I do. I um…I played Puck in my high school production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really.”

“I like that. A guy who knows Shakespeare.”

“We’re not all football-playing jarheads.”

“Maybe not all of you.”

He grinned at her, smoothed her hair from her face.

“So, where’s home? And what do you do there besides read Shakespeare?”

“San Francisco. I’m a graphic artist. I work freelance. It lets me travel.”

“I love San Francisco. Love the food there. And they have some of the best beer bars.”

“Have you ever been to Zeitgeist?”

“Yeah, that biker bar? The best ale anywhere.”

She nodded. “I love living in San Francisco. I have a place down by the ocean. I love the fog, the loneliness of it. The grayness.” She stopped, laughed. “You probably think that’s strange.”

“No, not at all. I like to go out surfing in the morning, and I mean really early. Five, six a.m. It’s always foggy that early. Peaceful. Like it’s just me and the ocean out there. And the ocean is endless and powerful. It wipes everything else away. Whatever is on my mind. Job stress, whatever. I take my dog with me, and he just sits on the sand and watches me.”

“I like dogs. What’s his name?”

“Petey. Do you know the dog in that old show, The Little Rascals? He’s a pit bull and he looks just like that—white with a black ring around one eye.”

“Yes, of course I know that show. I love old black-and-white television. All those shows from the fifties and sixties. I Love Lucy. The Honeymooners. Everything was so simple. These days, everyone wants everything at once.”

He was watching her again, his pale eyes all dark pupil now, glittering. “All I want right now is to kiss you. To make you come again.”

She smiled as he rolled her onto her back, laid his long body on top of hers. Straddling her, he bent so he didn’t hit his head on the top bunk. He started by running his hands over her skin: her stomach, her throat, her shoulders, making her nipples peak hard, wanting to be touched.

“Come in, Ian,” she said quietly.

He laughed. “You’re impatient, girl.”

“I am. You said you’d make me come.”

“Oh, I will.”

He took both nipples in his fingers and pinched hard, making her gasp.

“Good?” His eyes were gleaming in the half dark.

“Oh, yes.”

He pushed her breasts together, leaned in and traced his tongue over one hard tip. She moaned, pleasure filling her up, spreading into her arms, her legs, her sex.

“Oh, I like that. Don’t stop.” It came out a quiet, breathless whisper.

He paused, looked up at her, his lush mouth crooked in a half smile. “I won’t. Not since you asked so nicely.” He bent his head once more, his hair falling onto her chest, stroking her skin as his tongue went back to work, lapping, licking.

He went from one nipple to the other, his hands hot on her skin, his tongue wet, unbelievable. Desire ran like a current through her body, lighting up her sex with need. She arced her hips, but he stayed focused on her breasts, his tongue like some lovely sort of torture.

“God, Ian.”

He pulled one nipple into his mouth, just letting it rest against the softness of his tongue, not moving.

“Ian. I need…I need more.”

But he held still, the wet texture of his mouth on her making her crazy with need, lust pulsing between her thighs, aching.

“Ian…suck, please.”

He took the hard nub between his teeth, grazing the surface, and even that brought a sharp twinge of pleasure. He moved to the other breast, took her nipple between his teeth, this time biting into the flesh a little.

“Oh, yes…”

Then he went still again. She was panting, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She couldn’t believe what he was doing to her. Her pussy was drenched, hurting, hungry. She almost felt as though she could come like this: just his hands, his mouth, on her breasts.

Her hips arced, and she wanted to squeeze her thighs together, but Ian’s body was in between them. If only he’d shift the tiniest bit, just press on her mound with one strong thigh. With his hard, lovely cock.

He lifted his head. “Patience, Kate.” He laughed a little, a husky sound low in his throat. “I’ve got you. Don’t worry.”

She groaned as he squeezed both nipples in his fingers.

“You like that.”

“Yes!”

He was watching her, his gaze on hers as he squeezed again.

“Oh!”

“So beautiful…”

He kept twisting, tugging, pulling on the pink flesh, and she felt her nipples swell impossibly. Her sex pulsed, hot and wet. And his face over her, his teeth coming down on his lush lower lip, concentrated lust making his features soft.

Too good…

She was going to come.

“Yeah, that’s it. I can feel it, girl. Your body going tight. I bet if I slipped my hand between your thighs your pussy would be so damn wet, I could slide right in. Like silk.”

“Yes…please, Ian.”

“But I’m not going to do it. I’m going to make you come, just like this. I know you can do it.”

“Yes…oh, God…”

He twisted again, pain and pleasure mingling in some unfathomable way, making her shiver, making her sex clench. So close…

“Come on, girl, you can do it. Come for me.”

He tugged hard, her nipples stinging in pain. But the pleasure was so intense, surging into her body, shafting deep inside her sex, like his cock, like his fingers inside her, like his mouth sucking, sucking. Except it was only his clever hands, every sensation carrying from her tortured nipples, screaming through her system, until…

“Oh! Fuck, Ian!”

Her climax ripped through her, shuddering, explosive. And she shook all over with it, hardly believing it was happening in some dark corner of her mind. Then she was just melting, her muscles going lax, pleasure still humming through her like the thundering motion of the train beneath them.

She squeezed her eyes shut, fought to catch her breath.

“That was good,” he murmured. “So damn good, just watching your face. Fucking beautiful.”

He let her lay there for a few minutes, quiet. Then he lifted her chin. “Hey, girl.”

“Hmm, what?” She let her eyes flutter open.

“I need to fuck you. Now.”

Before she could answer he was lifting her, his hands circling her waist. He pulled her upright, off the bunk and onto her feet, pushed her up against the window so she could see the velvet sky racing by, a sliver of moon shining through the clouds. He was right up against her, his warm body pressed against her spine. Using his thigh, he made her spread her legs, pulled her hips back toward his until she felt the swollen head of his cock against her buttocks, then between her thighs.

She was still drenched from her orgasm, but the lips of her sex were swelling with need already.

“Yes, do it, Ian.”

“I will, girl.”

She heard the small, metallic rip of a condom packet, waited while he pulled away to sheath himself. Then his big body was up against her once more, and he slid into her, hard and sleek, filling her.

God, she needed this. Needed it rough and hard, with no time to catch her breath as he began to pump into her right away. He used his body to press her up against the side of the train, her bare breasts on the icy glass of the window. It felt good on her sore nipples. It all felt good. Unbelievable.

“You love the feel of the train, don’t you? The vibration.”

“Yes…” Even hearing him say it sent a shiver of pleasure through her, beating hot and urgent in her thready pulse.

He slipped one hand around her waist, dipped down until the heel of his hand was flat against her mound. He found her clit, pressed there.

“Yes, just like that.”

He pushed her with his hips, until her body was hard against the side of the train, the metal wall pressing against the back of his hand. And that vibration carried through his hand to her clit, like the enormous vibrator she’d imagined earlier. Only so much better this time, with his cock thrusting in and out of her.

“Ah, Ian, it’s almost too much,” she panted.

“You can take it, girl.”

His voice was rough with pleasure, and she loved hearing it; loved to hear him on that brink, where control was so easily lost. Lovely. Intense.

“Fuck me harder, Ian.”

“Yeah…”

He drove into her, his cock shafting deep, pushing pleasure through her sex and deep into her body, like something heavy and liquid. Pleasure like lava, flowing, spreading. In moments she was coming again, falling over that lovely, keen edge, pleasure a dazzling flash of light. Blinding. Stark.

He tensed, rammed harder into her, called out, even as she shook with her own climax still. He was holding her so tightly, his fingers digging into her skin. Didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but his cock inside her, his hand, the rocking of the train.

Iron and come and flesh.

Her legs were weak, and his thighs trembled behind her. But he held her up. As her eyes refocused, she saw a moonlit field flash by in a dark watercolor stream, the silhouette of mountains in the distance. Beautiful.

His body was so warm against hers. And the train seemed almost like a living beast, like some creature that was part of the sex, or maybe some driving force behind it. She couldn’t seem to separate it all, somehow. Not now; she was too dazed.

“Come on, Kate.”

He took her with him as he rolled onto the bunk, held her against his side. He was all heat and smooth, bare skin. He smelled like sex.

She curled into his heat, his half-hard cock pressed against the small of her back. He felt good. She was relaxed, loose. More comfortable than she’d been in a long time.

She’d never been this comfortable with Dominic. Never been so unself-conscious, so much herself with him. Maybe it was something about not really knowing Ian? About understanding that she’d get off this train and never see him again.

It seemed important to her suddenly, being who she was, finally. Maybe the universe had conspired to put her here with Ian for this purpose? Or was she being melodramatic, reading more into the situation than was really there?

But she was too tired to think about it. She inhaled deeply, pulling in the scent of Ian’s skin, that dark patchouli, along with the distant scent of the countryside rushing past the windows. Soon, she slept.



Early sunlight behind her closed eyelids, invading her easy sleep. She stretched, felt the solid weight and heat of Ian’s body still lying beside her.

Nice.

His voice was rough with too little sleep. “Hey, morning, girl.” He ran a hand through her tangled hair, tugging on it.

Smiling, she turned to him. “Hey.”

He kissed her then, a light brush of lips against hers, his goatee soft on her skin. Sweet. Romantic.

Don’t start thinking this is a romance.

No, but whatever it was, it was lovely.

“Kate, we’ll be at the Oakland station in a little over an hour. That’s where you get off, right?”

“Oh.” She looked at her watch. “Yes.”

He raised himself on one arm, looked down at her, and she saw for the first time the pure, pale green of his eyes, like a calm summertime sea. His face was too serious, making her heart pound.

“We don’t have much time,” he said.

She swallowed. She didn’t want it to matter so much.

Pulling him to her, she kissed him hard. In moments he was on top of her, grinding his hips against hers, and they panted together, breathed each other in. He found another condom in his backpack. And then he didn’t stop kissing her, even as he drove into her body, as she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper into her.

The sex was hard and fast. Desperate. Was she the only one feeling like this? But he thrust harder, fucking her, fucking her, fucking all thought from her mind. And pleasure was like the train itself, like moving iron pounding through her system; that heavy, that powerful.

When she came this time she just broke, shattered, her body shaking hard all over. And the train rumbling away on its tracks, the churning motion of the wheels, blurred, dimmed, until there was only Ian, his cock, what he was making her feel.

Soon he tensed, shivered as he came into her body, his mouth still hard on hers. Wet, demanding, pulling pleasure from her even as her climax faded away.

He took her with him as he rolled off her, pulling her body on top of his in the narrow bunk.

“Jesus, Kate. Jesus, girl.”

“Yeah.”

He looked up at her, his eyes glassy with pleasure, his lush mouth slack, his lips swollen. His dirty blond hair was wild. She wanted to kiss him all day, wanted to just eat him up. Wanted to remember him exactly like this.

“You are so damn beautiful,” she whispered to him.

He smiled at her. Dazzling. When he reached up and stroked a lock of hair from her face, his fingertips lingering to brush her cheek, her heart thudded in her chest.

No, don’t do this…

She looked away. “Are you hungry? I’m starving.”

“Yeah, I could eat. Uh, I think the dining car opens at six.”

She nodded, got up and found her clothes, fumbled her way into them.

He got dressed, and they stopped to use the restrooms before wandering down the long aisles until they reached the dining car. It had just opened, and there were only a few other people there. He insisted on buying breakfast: coffee and blueberry muffins. They sat at a table, the morning light making her feel raw, vulnerable, highlighting the hair on his arms, his goatee, his eyelashes, in gold and red.

“Hey, what’s up with you this morning?” he asked her. “Do you regret last night? Do you regret meeting me?”

“What? No. Of course not.”

“What is it then? You’ve been so…wide open with me. And now you’re all closed up.”

“Shit. I’m sorry. I’m just…you know, I was thinking at some point in the night how easy I feel with you. And I liked it. I don’t feel like I have to pretend to be anything I’m not. But this morning…”

“What is it?”

What was there to say but the truth? There was no point in doing anything else, not with Ian.

She shrugged. “I’m getting off the train in Oakland and taking BART back to San Francisco. And you’re going on to Huntington. Going home.”

“Yeah.”

“I mean, your dog is waiting for you. Your life.”

He nodded his head.

“I just wish…”

“Yeah. Me, too.”

He reached out, took her hand across the table. “But do you regret it, Kate?”

“No. I don’t.”

It was true.

“Look, we don’t live that far apart,” he said. “I could make the drive in six hours.”

“That long-distance stuff, it’s so hard.”

“It’s not impossible.”

“I don’t know. Maybe it is. Everyone has this dreamlike expectation of what things will be like, but then stuff comes up and someone always ends up disappointed. It’s silly for us to make each other any promises after one night. You can’t base anything on that.”

“Maybe.”

“Ian, I really like you. I love what’s happened between us. And I don’t want to fuck that up. This has been…beautiful, if you want to know the truth. Maybe we should just leave it that way.”

He was quiet a moment, his eyes going dark. Then, “Yeah, okay. Whatever you want, Kate.”

He looked too damn serious. Then he reached out, stroked her cheek with one fingertip, smiled at her, those dazzling white teeth, and everything seemed okay again. Everything seemed right.

“Come on—we’d better go get your bag. We’re almost there.”

She let him lead her back through the train, the sound of the wheels on the tracks seeming too loud in her ears, the morning light too bright, making her wince.

They reached his compartment, and the conductor announced her stop over the loudspeaker.

Ian grabbed her hand. “Let me help you off.”

She shook her head, the train screeching a little as it pulled into the station. She could see it from the corner of her eye through the window, could see the cold concrete of the city in the distance.

“I’m just going to go. Okay?”

He paused, his eyes locking on hers. She waited, thinking he was going to say something, but he just shook his head. “Yeah, okay.”

She squeezed his hand tight. Then he pulled her into his arms, kissed her, his mouth coming down hard on hers, his coffee-scented lips, his tongue, so damn sweet. She let herself melt into him because that was exactly what she wanted to do.

Be myself.

He let her go, took a step back. “Better get going.”

He smiled at her, and she nodded, heaved her bag onto her shoulder, turned and walked through the door.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she muttered under her breath as she made her way to the next car, went down the stairs, stepped onto the quiet platform. All around her the city was gray, bleak. Lonely. But she couldn’t move, couldn’t go until the damn train pulled away.

She waited while a handful of new passengers boarded, waited while the train idled, then lurched forward, iron wheels grating on iron tracks. Frantic suddenly, she tried to find the window of Ian’s compartment, but the windows all looked the same.

“Fuck.”

She hadn’t even gotten his last name, his phone number, e-mail.

She ran a hand through the wild tangle of her hair, pulled tight.

If she was really going to be herself, be true to herself, she would have stayed on the train, asked Ian if she could go to L.A. with him, spend some time with him, get to know him. Take that chance. Wasn’t part of being yourself living without regrets?

The train was gaining speed, wind rushing past her, pushing her hair into her eyes. She wiped it away, her vision clearing as the last of the train left the station.

Ian stood on the other side of the tracks.

He was smiling, looking a little unsure. She grinned back, her heart pounding a lovely rhythm in her body. And his smile broke, lighting up his face. Dazzling. Brilliant.

Without taking his eyes off her, he stepped onto the tracks, crossed over and took her in his arms.
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