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I usually love travelling by train, but I'm tired and nursing a small hangover. Sitting for hours hurts. My head is pounding. The worst pounding is in my balls, down in my nut sack. It's as if all the force in the world has lodged itself at the root and pumped up a lazy half-erection from there. My cock is getting hard because of the rhythmic thunks of the train. Turned on by a wild party in a strange city. Horny because I haven't emptied myself in over a week. Hor-ny. Hor-ny. Hor-ny, the rails sing, and it resonates between my legs.


I can't read. I can't muster the energy to use my head. The crotch of my trousers is entirely full, so my member has ended up across my pubes, making its way up towards my stomach. Like a sleepy snake, only just awake.


"Tickets," he says.


I take off my sunglasses, rummage in my back pocket, sit down again, while the conductor checks and stamps the tickets.


I absentmindedly note that my staff is approaching the waistband, that the head has swollen quite a bit, and is poking at the seam. My cock is domed beneath the fabric. My balls keep climbing up like two small, unripe damsons, which I've put in my trousers for some reason. I don't have the energy to let this embarrass me.


“Thanks,” the conductor says. “Good book?”

“Oh, that,” I say, waving “The Diary of a Thief” by Jean Genet.

“Lots of action,” he says and smiles.


I look up at him for the first time. His teeth are white beneath his strawberry blonde moustache. But he seems unfocused. He seems to want to communicate with my crotch more so than with my eyes. I feel a twitch down there. I put the open book between my legs, to be sure. The book nudges the delightful organ and the two testicles that are taut like no other. Moves the whole limb up. Makes it more prominent. He can't possibly mistake it for anything else now. He would have to be blind in order not to see my erection.


His nostrils flare. Lips tighten. He raises his eyebrows in approval. I know the conductor has something magnificent to rest his eyes on. That he likes what he sees. That the conductor likes looking at cock. Especially an erection of dimensions like these.


Another twitch. My fly is bulging. My dick likes attention. I know that. The bulge towers up between the pages of the book. A proper, half-hard thing, softly curved like a banana. It looks bigger than everything surrounding it. An iron that swells with each breath I take. A dick tempting the conductor. But I can't handle taking the initiative. I'm sleepy, hungover and want to go home. Home! I don't want to get my member all excited for a pervy train conductor. Not now.


“I’m actually too tired to read,” I sigh, as he’s apparently waiting for an answer. 


“But you must’ve had the time to read a little...” 


“Well, yes, reading makes the journey more comfortable.”


“I see that,” he says, and gives the area between my legs an impertinent look. Horny,


And again, something jumps wildly in my trousers. At first, I thought the situation was funny. But it's too obvious now. I get embarrassed. I'm just stuck in an embarrassing situation, one anyone could end up in. But it's the damn man. The damn train. The damn situation. I close the book down on my bulge, sit up straight and say: "Where can you smoke?" 


“Between carriages five and six. Just ahead,” he says and points.


And then he goes on checking tickets, presumably goes on to check every crotch in the train, like studying a menu to pick a dessert. Or to make time pass. I sleep, but my cock throbs.


14.26.


After passing through one carriage after the other of anonymous faces poking up above the seats, my gaze rests on a man. For a brief moment, our eyes meet. He's wearing a baseball cap. He's got a beard. His eyes are brown, and his shoulders are broad. He dresses young, like he's 23 and not 33. His face is beautiful. The train thunks on. At last, I find the space between carriage five and six. I stand up against the wall. Smoking. Swaying. Trying to wake up.


A woman comes along. Stands a short distance from me. Nods and smokes in silence. I look out. Forest. Forest. Forest. The train’s movements vibrate against my buttocks. Start to spread and jerk painfully, but also a little titillating at the root of my ball sack. My dick has woken up. It’s got its own rhythm.


I put a hand in my pocket to hide all signs of growth and erection. It doesn’t help. The touch through the fabric makes the staff grow even more. I feel the moisture against my fingers. Sigh. Should go into the toilets and masturbate straight into the sink, put myself out of my misery and then sleep through the rest of the journey. I’m practically hibernating. Totally gone. Tired. But eternally erect.


Then, he comes along. The one in the baseball cap. Stands opposite me and laughs along with the woman. They're talking about film. They clearly don't know each other. But they must have spoken before. While smoking. To make time pass. Outside, there's still nothing but forest, forest and forest. The woman giggles. Stumps out her fag. Leaves.


He stays. I let myself slide down a little, leaning on the wall, bend my knees. My cock has reached a state of maximum erection. I look out. The erection hurts, and I have to position the shaft better against the seam. I do so discretely like I'm looking for my keys. I look out. Digging. Pulling. Cursing my dick to hell. Do a quick check down my stomach. How does it look? It's OK, a little big if you look closely. But only if you're looking for that. I glance over at him.


He’s looking. For that. He’s lowered his head, his hands deep in his pockets. An intense, almost desperate look lands between my legs. My dick is like a flagpole, a massive signal that demands attention and loves it. Enjoys it. Wants it that way And I’ve only just woken up. Me, who’s not turned on at all. But I don’t leave. My dick and I, we keep standing there.


He keeps staring - his gaze burns like fire. My knees buzz. The warmth rises towards my stomach. The arousal is beginning to spread. It's not just my cock that's turned on at this point. I see his tongue wonder what it's like to lick my rock hard, tense testicles. Sucking them in.


A jolt rushes through me. The thought nearly makes me cum. Nearly. The staff pulsates, vibrates, tenses. A few drops of sweat come through on my forehead and slide down my cheeks, all because of his gaze. His gaze that is somehow both wandering and firm at the same time.


I gasp for breath. Adjust my dick, so that it’s aligned straight up my stomach. I don’t care about being discreet anymore. If he wants to study my cock, go ahead. Be my guest. It’s got to be OK to be horny - it’s not my fault.


The bulge is large and round. The shaft is clearly silhouetted, this I know. The head even more so. I can’t take it any longer. I’m about to burst, I know that. I’m going to come, spontaneously. I’m going to have an orgasm, here and now. Because of the rhythmic thunking of the train. And his gaze. And the friction against the fabric.

14.41.


I take a deep breath, hiss, and open the door to the next carriage without a word. Someone's just left the toilet. I enter. I know he's looking for me. I have an inkling. I have a feeling. My member is like a sensitive, damp antenna. One that steers me. My autopilot. But also my flypaper. A temptation.


In the toilet, I see my flaming red cheeks and wild face in the mirror. Feel my mouth water. I swallow. Wince as the jerking motion of the train presses my rod up against the sink, I feel it boil down there and how close I am to let a week’s worth of saved up cum spurt out. I close my eyes.


The door opens.


I didn’t have time to lock it.


He closes the door behind himself, quickly. Locks it. I don’t have the time to think, I just register it happening. We brush against each other. I smell the cigarette he had, his deodorant and his aftershave. I see his nostrils flare as they take in the scent of dick that’s rising from my tight, damp, trapped crotch. He stares at me. Sinks down to his knees. He pushes me backwards at the same time, gently but firmly, so that my butt just barely touches the toilet seat. My buttocks stop there, come to a rest, relax. 


I don't say anything. I'm gasping for breath. He looks up at me. I unbutton my trousers. Pull them down my thighs. Just like I would have done if I were alone and wanted to wank to orgasm. If I were to empty myself alone. 


My dick pushes against my white undies, where it finds more room to play now. Another load dribbles out of the limb, wets the thin, white fabric. I see the head get fatter and swell even more.


I gasp for breath again. Put a hand behind his neck. It’s warm. Rough, but soft. I sigh, lean back, find a comfortable position. Spread my legs a little.


“Wow,” he gasps. “What an excellent specimen.”


He pulls down my trousers, almost greedily, as if it's his last chance, and if he doesn't hurry up, the swollen thing in front of him will simply disappear off. I revel in his hungry gaze wandering up and down my shaft, I savour his hunger. I push my hips forward, and my glans brushes against an unshaved cheek. A hand closes around my shaft. Down by the root. My head falls back. I moan and close my eyes.


His hand is on my stomach, pushing me back. I look down. A rough hand is closed around my shaft. My dickhead rises like bread dough. Gets darker. Juicier. Bigger. He takes off his baseball cap with his other hand. Puts it on the floor. Sinks all the way down onto his knees to counteract the movements of the train. I caress his shaved crown. Grip both hands around the back of his head. My dick jolts. In that moment, he looks at me. Defiantly, at first, as if he were angry. Then, in submission. He opens his mouth wide. He parts his narrow, beautiful lips and places the head in his mouth while he squeezes harder and harder around the shaft with his hand. A finger pinches hard under my balls. I moan and let the instincts take over, allow my body look after itself and feel hips and butt thrust in and out, then alternating to rotate around and around in big, slow circular motions in the warm mouth.


I love fucking. I love fucking a willing mouth. A mouth that accepts and meets my thrusts. His can. I moan loudly.


The tongue excites my dickhead. He sucks harder now. Pulls all the air out of his mouth, slurps and gobbles, works it methodically with his mouth, tongue and lips. Creates a vacuum in there that makes my head feel electric. And enormous.


I soon feel teeth. Nature has gifted me with an instrument that is above average. And it grows even bigger in a skilled mouth, a mouth like this. I pull it out, look down. Take a break. He looks me in the eye. I grab him around the neck again, which is his signal to throw himself at the wet staff once again.


He begins by licking the shaft. The train moves. From side to side. Small globs of my first sperm and his spit meld together and slide down his beard and neck. I grab my stake. Hit it against his cheek. Whack him in the face with it, over and over again. Then I drive it in, determined and hard into his mouth. I try to get it in with all its length. I want to screw hard. Throat fuck him raw. My hips thrust faster and faster. He’s gargling. Slurping. I’m getting closer. I pull out. I want to make it last. Enjoy it to its fullest.


He moves on to work my balls, the hypersensitive, heavy pouch. He teases the nerves separating my testicles with the tip of his tongue. Searches for the spot where the sack is attached, all the way in between my legs. Sucks it in, like a man.


My balls rest on his forehead. I squeeze my thighs, hold him there. Rub my manhood around his face and notice him trying to get his cock out of his trousers, to empty himself while he satisfies me in every possible way.


Then, there’s a knock on the door. Then - again.


I spread my legs quick as lightning to let him go. He looks up at me hazily. We go quiet as mice. Barely breathe.


“Hello, in there,” a male voice says. “Anyone in there?”


We quickly glance at each other. As if he's heard a joke, a humorous look flashes across his face. I get nervous, but I see my waiting erection swaying in time with the train. Dripping.


“Hello,” the voice shouts again.


He puts a finger to my lips to keep me quiet, stands up and opens the door. He’s bonkers. He’s insane. I get scared and try to pull up my trousers, hide my erection, hide myself away.


Before I regain my balance, there's suddenly three of us in the little toilet. Him, me and the conductor. The conductor gives me a quick look, no trace of worry, and then turns the man with the baseball cap around and bends him over the sink. He locks the door behind him with a loud, metallic clack. In the blink of an eye, he's unbuttoned his blue uniform trousers and pulled out a rock hard member. He pulls the bum of the man in front of him up, spits in his hand, rubs it between his cheeks and sticks a finger in. He looks at me and says curtly: "You'll have to manage on your own. This one's been mine for ages."


With a hard thrust, he rams his pale, fat limb into the man. The guy is leaning on the edge of the sink, puts his cheek down on it, is bent over and moans hoarsely. His head hits against the mirror, the sink, the taps. His bum is fighting back, tense from the hard treatment the conductor is putting it through.


“Stand on the lid,” the conductor says suddenly. “So we can see you. We want to look at you.”


I'm standing on a toiled lid, my head braced against the roof and supporting myself with a hand on the wall. I masturbate slowly with the other hand, trying to stick to the same pace as the couple in front of me, not cum until they do. The conductor is pumping away, but staring at my cock. The guy is receiving, shrieking with pleasure, but staring at my cock.


“Come on, then! Let it go, man, we’re nearly there,” the conductor hisses. “We’re nearly...” 


In a large, soft curve, I let the cum go. It flies in a tick, white arc that lands on the conductor’s trouser leg.


15.15, we roll into the station.
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