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LIGHT REFRESHMENT


Dita Darker


The summer weather was hot and expectant and the air in the enclosed space was heavy and sweaty, a slight reek of stale, pungent sweat hanging listlessly in the air. Faith Ellis hated the train at the best of times, but a flat tyre had forced her to take the train to Georgeton to meet her best friend Sarah for lunch.


Good old British Rail, she thought to herself, the hottest summer since records began and no bloody air conditioning. Impatiently, she stood up and opened the last unopened window in the near-empty carriage in a futile attempt to get some fresh air moving around the train. She noticed as she did that the gorgeous young blond man opposite turned his head to take in her holiday-tanned legs and short denim skirt. As she sat down she was aware that his eyes stayed on her, eyeing her small, firm breasts, bra-less in a flimsy silk halterneck top. She smiled slightly to herself as she flicked her dark bobbed hair away from her face and settled back into her seat. He was definitely sporty, she thought, and good-looking. Under his messy blond hair and pale eyebrows were eyes the colour of the sea and an upturned nose smattered with freckles above a full mouth filled with straight white teeth.


Her appraisal was interrupted by the arrival of the ticket inspector. He was a balding, middle-aged man with large patches of sweat visible on his stiff blue uniform. His bulbous, pitted nose and angry red complexion hinted at poor temper and poorer health. The blond man shifted from his seat to prize a ticket from the rear pocket of his board shorts, his well-defined bottom pushing tantalizingly against the gaudy fabric. Then it was Faith’s turn to purchase her ticket.


“A single to Georgeton, please.” She rummaged in her bag for her purse.


“Four pounds, please.”


Faith’s heart sank as she realized, after much rummaging, that despite finding a fistful of change, her purse was nowhere to be found and she was still fifty pence short. She cursed silently to herself. “Oh no, I’m sorry,” she said out loud, “I don’t have enough – can you take my address or something and we can sort it out?” Her cheeks burned.


“Not bloody likely,” the inspector said in a strong Yorkshire accent. “If you think that I’m going to do you any favors then you’ve got another think coming. If I . . .”


Just then the blond man jumped out of his seat, having been watching the proceedings with interest. “Here,” he said, in a distinctly Antipodean accent, rummaging in his pockets and producing a fifty-pence piece. The inspector looked at the cash reluctantly, begrudgingly accepting the coin before moving on to the next carriage.


Faith’s face was burning with embarrassment. She pushed her sunglasses off her face onto the top of her head.


“Thanks,” she said. “I normally have money, you know, it’s just—”


“Hey,” he interrupted, with an easy smile that made Faith warm to him immediately, “it happens to us all at some time or another. Anyway, there’s nothing I won’t do for a lady in distress!”


She smiled back, easily lured by his charming smile, likeable accent and cheeky demeanor. She guessed that he was in his early twenties, which made him a good ten years her junior.


Encouraged by her genuine smile, he moved seats so that he was sitting directly across from her. “Zak.” He offered Faith a huge pawlike hand. His arms were muscular, the veins large and prominent beneath a light fur of blond hair. His hand was warm and his grip firm. He eyed her up and down. “And you are?”


“Faith.”


They chatted easily as the train trundled on, letting passengers off at several small stations. Zak was a student of marine science and, as she had guessed, also a keen surfer. He was in the UK for a semester on exchange and by all accounts was loving every minute of it. Faith grudgingly let him know that she was an accountant and was glad that he seemed impressed rather than making the usual assumption that men made that being good with numbers meant boring.


“Married?” he asked. She shook her head. “What? A gorgeous, smart, sexy-as-hell girl like you? Man, if I was married to you I would . . .”


Pregnant pause. Loaded silence. Eye contact. With impeccable timing, the train shuddered to a halt and the elderly lady two rows down shuffled off with her tartan shopping bag, leaving the carriage empty. Faith was already hot from the closeness of the weather and the impending storm, but now the air was so thick she could think of only one thing that would clear the dizzying vacuum. Already perspiring lightly, she became acutely aware of a different kind of wetness, that of her own juices seeping onto her pale cotton panties. As the train was again pushed into reluctant noisy motion, Zak was still looking intently at her. The pause was broken as he shifted uncomfortably in his seat, attempting to rearrange his shorts to accommodate his bulging package.
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