
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Night I Met Him

        

        
        
          Exhibitionism Encounters Series, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Lynda Belle

        

        
          Published by Shadowcat Publishing, 2019.

        

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For those women that have a need to scratch "an itch" while traveling. 

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Night I Met Him

Exhibitionist Series #2

By Lynda Belle

[image: ]




© 2019 Lynda Belle

All rights reserved.

Epub Edition, License Notes

No parts of this publication may be reproduced, stored in, or introduced into a retrieval system, transmitted in any form including: electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or other means invented otherwise without prior written permission from the copyright owner.

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be resold or given away to other people unless specifically mentioned through the retailing website’s lending program. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This book is intended for readers eighteen or over. Adult content is meant for entertainment purposes. This book is a work of fiction. All the character names, places, or incidents are fictional. Similarities to real people, places, or events are coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademark status and trademark owners of products that are mentioned in this work of fiction.

The Night I Met Him

Format: .epub Ebook

Author: Lynda Belle

Cover Design: Visual Effects

Editor: Claudette Cruz

Beta reader: Alain Gomez 

© 2019 by Lynda Belle

***

[image: ]


MELISSA

The night I met him I was trying to fall asleep in my seat on the train. I was drifting off just as I heard a voice say, “Is someone sitting here?” I opened my eyes to see the hottest guy ever. He leaned towards me, his t-shirt tight against his defined chest, jeans hugging his ass. His five o’clock shadow gave him a rugged look that made my insides purr. 

I patted the seat next to me. “No, it’s not.” I tried to resist the urge to lean into him as his man scent wafted towards me. I couldn’t help but smile. 

He jostled me as he sat down, and his arm rubbed against me. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to bump into you.” The soft, dark hairs of his arms brushed me. I got a look at his toned, tan biceps. 

“No problem.” I eyed the Celtic tribal tattoo that circled his upper bicep. 

He leaned back in his chair, took a sip from the water bottle he was holding and turned to me. “So where are you headed?” 

“All the way down to LA.” 

“You sound like you ride this train often.”

“Yeah. Taking this train is the easiest way to get home.”

He raised his eyebrows. “From college?”

“Third year. Only one more year to go until I enter the real world.” I put fake air quotes around “real world” and he laughed.

“I’m already there. It’s highly overrated. Stay in school as long as you can.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m a mathematician.”

I smile. “And that means?” 

His wicked laugh drew me in. “I program code for a company that is a verb now.” He winked at me. He had that hot nerd vibe going for him minus the glasses. His blue eyes sparkled as he brushed back his jet-black hair.

“So, that explains why you’re apparently in the real world.”

“Yeah, kind of. They let me get out and play sometimes too. Like now.” He leaned in closer to me. “I get to meet interesting people like you. That’s why I like riding the train. People are just more open to meeting each other. There’s plenty of time to get to know someone.”

“You coming back from something?”

“A conference in Seattle.”

“I’ve never ridden the train that far north yet. I get up to Chico, and then head back south.”

He took another sip. “Well, there are tons of stops along the way worth exploring.” 

I was used to the normal train talk, people making small talk for the ride. But something was different about this guy. He made me warm just looking him over. Something was drawing me to him, like he had a real personable vibe. “Someday I’d like to try to stop at one of those places.”

“Want to see the rest of the train?” he asked in a conspiratorial tone.

“How do you mean?” I eyed him carefully.

“I’d like to buy you a drink, and show you First Class.”
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