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Be careful, Chloe, just be careful I remind myself

I juggle the piping hot cappuccino in one hand with three bags of luggage in the other as I carefully maneuver across the crowded platform at King's Cross Station. I glance up at the indicator board just to make sure I am on the right platform and catching the correct train. The last thing I need is ending up on the wrong train heading off into the middle of no man's land. Certainly not with the way I’m dressed and the with the contents of my luggage. Foolishly, I have ended up carrying over £1000 of jewelry and £500 in cash. 

The thick air in the station is heavily polluted with the feverish sounds of passengers selfishly rushing past each other hoping to make their trains on time  interlacing with the station announcements and the chitter chatter. 

“The next train on Platform 3 is the 11:34 fast service to Newcastle” the voice from the tannoy system drowns every other sound on the platform. 

I carefully maneuver myself onto to platform being careful not to spill or burn anyone with my steaming coffee. I look around and watch people from different backgrounds board the train. 

I pull my handbag closer, making sure the valuable contents are close by. 

I’m excited by the prospect of traveling up north. I’ve worked as a teaching assistant in London for over a year and was luckily offered the opportunity to attend a Teaching conference in Newcastle which would allow me to shadow some of the country’s best teachers and learn about the role. One may not be able to tell by my exterior but I am excited at the opportunity to progress into a teaching role and I jumped at the chance to attend the education conference at first mention. 

Those looking at me would be more likely to mistake me for a  college student than a teaching assistant. Despite my age of 24, I look like 19 years old. The large breasts that go with my thin frame portrays me as some sort of brunette bimbo that would spread her legs at the drop of a hat. Sometimes I prefer people, and men to underestimate me. It allows me the opportunity to wrap them around my finger with ease. They see me from the distance, busty young brunette and immediately bag me for an airhead 

The inside of the train is suddenly a lot hotter than on the platform and I’m glad I wore minimal clothing today. I sneak a glance at myself in the train window’s reflection and tug my bright red skirt down a couple of notches. I smile at the side profile of my ass and tits, both protruding their large and curvy size on opposite ends of my body. I tug the bottom of my t-shirt, cup my heavy breasts and shuffle my bra to a slightly more comfortable position. The top of the t-shirt is painfully stretched to it’s limits by the sheer size of my tits. I look down at my chest and smile at my cleavage full on display for the world to see and gawp at. It’s too hot to wear any more clothing and certainly not appropriate to wear to a teacher’s conference. Once I get back to the hotel room, I will change into something that shows a little less skin and is a little less sexy. 

I weave my way towards the center of the carriage look for my designated seat SEAT 5A. My outfit as usually garners a lot of male attention as they try to casually either peer down my top or up my skirt. Combined with a hint of smiles and men making their way for me, I love the fact I am able to manipulate the opposite gender in this fashion simply by the way I decide what to wear or what not to wear. 

The announcer's voice punctures the air as he announces the train will be departing in 5 minutes. His voice travels the length of the carriage as he cycles through the intermediate stop, the final destination and our expected arrival time. 

I quickly locate my empty seat, sitting opposite a slightly older lady, who flashes a warm smile towards my direction. I squeeze my way between two men into my seat and drop my luggage beside me. 

I wrap both of my hands around the cup of coffee soaking in the warmth of the cup and take a deep breath. Deeply inhaling the strong morning aromas from the hot beverage, The familiar and homely smell of crushed Brazilian beans eases my tension and helps me relax.

The male passengers strain their necks as they walk past my seat as they try and catch a glimpse of my deep cleavage. It’s something I get a lot and I love it. My skin tone and my face betray my real age, although I am 24, to the outside world I look 19. And dressed in a fuck-me-hard outfit, the opposite sex can’t help but get constantly distracted. Particularly in the classroom. The teachers I work with are worse. But, since my split with my ex-boyfriend Brad a few years back. I’ve decided to focus solely on my studies. Don't get me wrong, the attention is not unwelcome, I’m just not going to spend precious hours in a relationship. 

“Please stand clear of the closing doors” the announcer's voice from the tannoy system once again rises above the commotion in the train as he jerks the attention of all passengers. 

I look down at my top and stare at the gap between my large breasts. No matter how much I tell myself to focus on my studies and leave men to one side. I just can’t help but miss the one thing me and Brad did well. The sex. The fucking mind blowing sex. He could be an absolute asshole sometimes but Brad knew just how to press the right buttons and send my pussy’s arousal into an unstoppable overdrive. But that distance. That distance from his cock. It has left me wanting to get well and truly fucked harder and harder, It makes it extremely difficult batting away the male attention. I know with a flash of my underwear and the right stroke, I could have three men eating out of the palm of my hand. 

There is only so much longer I can hold out for. I know that eventually, I will have to succumb to the growing desires screaming between my hungry thighs. Nine months is a painfully long time to refrain from any sexual activity when my lifestyle prior would be one that would make a nymphomaniac explode with envy. 

All of a sudden there is a loud commotion, it sounds like it's coming from both the front and rear of the train carriage. It’s louder than usual and the sounds puncture the air with it’s sharp grit. The train has started moving forward and we see the platform slowly fading away but the sounds very quickly become louder and louder.

Suddenly, there is a high pitched scream behind us followed by a huge thud hitting the ground. The passengers all turn around looking behind them and I watch as four men dressed wearing black pullover masks rampaging down the carriage. There are holes cut for their eyes and mouths. The four men are all dressed in black and are carrying empty large sacks. They quickly spread out across the carriage claiming their individual territory. Each of the men holds their respective fort of the carriage under control. It looks like this is some sort of robbery.

The men are clearly working on the surprise factor and everyone looks shell-shocked. I clutch my baggage closer. I watch the fear on the faces of the other passengers. 

One of the men stands a few seats in front of me and suddenly starts waving a gun in the air “This is a fucking hold up ladies and gentlemen” he hovers the gun around in front pointing at no-one in particular “Empty your valuables into the bags in front of you, anyone that tries to resist will be shot”

Shit. I recognize the voice. I know him. The man with the gun. The fierce rage pulsating in his tone, the frighteningly controlled and paced manner in which he initiates his order. I know this man. But fuck. I can't pin down who it is. 

As the man with the gun starts to wrestle a purse from a woman in front of him. One of the men behind my seat works his way towards me, collecting the valuables from the other willing yet clearly scared passengers. His eyes wander towards my chest and he hovers his pupils over my cleavage for a few seconds before he snaps back to reality. He shakes the bag in front of me signaling for my
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