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Josh leaned against the wall of the train’s cramped bathroom, trying not to vomit. His reflection in the cracked mirror offered little comfort: tousled sandy blond hair, penetrating blue eyes, and a strong jawline flecked with stubble that somehow still managed to look good. Even in his hungover state, his broad shoulders, tapered waist, and long legs were still enviable, a prominent package easily visible, all wrapped in faded jeans.

The night before was an absolute blur—complete with more kegs than could be counted, sexy girls, and a whole lot of poor decisions. It was excess. It was wild. It was what frat legends are made of. Josh, the pride of the college’s track team, had flaunted his big-man-on-campus status, his killer smile, and his prominent member. His final dollar had gone toward a condom he wasn’t even able to use. He’d passed out.

Now, as the morning sun crept through the train windows, Josh felt like shit and had no ticket and no cash. Normally, he’d bank on the old conductor, Maurice, always giving him a pass with a wink. But Maurice was nowhere to be seen, and in his place was Captain Ronald Jeffries—a six-foot-three slab of military precision in a tight navy uniform, muscles making his shirt and pants look like they were a size too small, with an almost obscene bulge indicating that size was not one of his insecurities. Jeffries was in his early forties, Black, with cropped salt-and-pepper hair, a square jaw, and dark, serious eyes that looked like they took no bullshit.

Josh had caught a glimpse of the conductor inspecting tickets two cars back and knew he was in trouble. He’d already moved twice, switching seats, and finally barricading himself in the bathroom as a last-ditch effort. Josh thought he knew how to charm his way out of anything—but somehow it was clear that this time would be different.

A loud, firm Bang! Bang! Bang! on the door made him jump.

Captain Jeffries shouted, “This is the conductor. Open the goddamn door.”

“Uh... one second, sir,” Josh answered timidly. “I’m, uh—sick. Stomach flu. Real bad.” 

“Drop your dick, kid, and open this fucking door. Now!” said Jeffries.

Slowly, Josh unbolted the door and looked out. Standing there, filling the frame like a wall, was Captain Ronald Jeffries, arms folded, steel in his eyes. Josh couldn’t help but instinctively glance at the conductor’s incredible bulge—he was only human.

“You got a ticket?” Jeffries asked, his tone light – almost.

Josh’s throat went dry. He said nothing.

Jeffries’ tilted his head, mock sympathy in his eyes.  “Ohhh. . .I see.  You don’t.” Then his voice snapped like a whip, “You’ve been sneaking from car to car, haven’t you, son?”

Josh gave a thin, nervous laugh. “Okay, look, I know this looks bad. I usually ride with Maurice—he knows me, he always lets me—”

“Maurice retired,” Jeffries cut in, smiling like he’d won a bet. “Now you’ve got me. And I don’t hand out free rides to freeloading, rich, white boys.”

Josh’s face drained. “I just... ran out of money, sir.”

“You thought you could break the rules and not get caught, didn’t you?” Jeffries’ said slyly.

Josh opened his mouth but nothing came out.  Without warning, Jeffries seized Josh by the arm and hoisted him – effortlessly – up and over his shoulder, fireman-style, striding down the narrow aisle to his office, two cars away. He smiled to himself as he could feel Josh’s growing erection on his shoulder.

At the office door, Jeffries dropped Josh into a chair. “Sit, you little shit.” he ordered. Jeffries went behind his desk, his eyes locked on Josh. He didn’t speak—just stared, that same hard look Josh had seen since their first encounter, now sharpened by a thin, curling smile.

“Sir, I’m really sorry,” Josh blurted. “Just let me off at the next stop—I won’t cause you any more trouble.”

“Won’t cause me trouble. . .” Jeffries smile widened.  “Boy, you’ve been nothing but trouble since you stepped on my train.”

The conductor’s glare never wavered. Josh’s gaze sank to the floor. “What... what are you going to do with me?”

“Oh, I’ve got options,” Jeffries said, leaning forward as though sharing a secret. “I could share you with the police in Warrensville. . .let them use your little white ass for the weekend.” He watched the blood drain from Josh’s face, then added, “Or. . .” He let the word hang, twisting the silence into a rope.

“Please,” Josh blurted.  “Don’t turn me over to the police.  My dad will – “

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
CONDUCTOR

WHITE SWALLOW BOOKS






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





