
  
    [image: Jade’s Erotic Adventures]
  



    
        
          Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 31 - 35

        

        
        
          Lesbian Erotica Bundles, Volume 7

        

        
        
          Victoria Rush

        

        
          Published by Victoria Rush, 2021.

        

    


  
    
      JADE’S EROTIC ADVENTURES

      BOOKS 31 - 35

    

    
      
        VICTORIA RUSH

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            VOLUME 7

          

          JADE’S EROTIC ADVENTURES: BOOKS 31 - 35

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COPYRIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jade’s Erotic Adventures: Books 31 - 35 © 2021 Victoria Rush

      

        

      
        Cover Design © 2021 PhotoMaras

      

        

      
        All Rights Reserved

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY VICTORIA RUSH

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Adult Fairytales:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      The Enchanted Forest: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Land of Giants: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Dragon's Lair: An Erotic Fairytale

      Witch's Brew: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Mage's Spell: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Mermaid Lagoon: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Coven: An Erotic Fairytale

      Rapunzel: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Seven Dwarfs: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Land of Mutants: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Erotic Temple: A Sexy Fairytale (Coming Soon)

      

      
        
        Erotica Themed Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Voyeur: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      Public Affairs: A Lesbian Anthology

      Futa Fantasies: The Ladyboy Collection

      Threesomes: The Lesbian Collection

      Threesomes - Volume 2: The Lesbian Collection

      First Time: A Lesbian Anthology

      Hedonism: An Erotic Anthology

      Switch Hitters: Bisexual Erotica

      Taboo Erotica: The Lesbian Series

      BDSM: The Lesbian Collection

      Party Games: The Erotic Collection

      Party Games 2: The Erotic Collection

      All Girl 1: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      All Girl 2: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      All Girl 3: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      All Girl 4: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      

      
        
        Erotic Fairytale Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Clover’s Fantasy Adventures: Books 1 - 5

      Clover's Fantasy Adventures: Books 6 - 10

      

      
        
        Erotic Fantasy:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Pirate's Bounty: A Time Travel Adventure

      Wild West: A Time Travel Adventure

      Private Riley: A Time Travel Adventure

      Cleopatra's Secret: A Time Travel Adventure

      Bounty Hunter 2125: A Time Travel Adventure

      Ninja Assassin: A Time Travel Adventure

      The 300: A Time Travel Adventure

      Arabian Nights: An Erotic Fairytale (coming soon…)

      

      
        
        Steamy Time Travel Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Riley’s Time Travel Adventures: Books 1 - 5

      

      
        
        Lesbian Erotica:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      The Dinner Party: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      The Darkroom: Bisexual Voyeur Erotica

      Naked Yoga: Lesbian Transgender Erotica

      Nude Cruise: Bisexual Voyeur Erotica

      Rush Hour: Taboo Public Sex

      The Girl Next Door: First Time Lesbian Erotic Romance

      Girls' Camp: Lesbian Group Sex

      Wet Dream: Ladyboy Fantasy Erotica

      The Convent: Taboo Sex with a Nun

      Sex Robot: A Dream Sex Machine

      The Personal Trainer: Getting Pumped at the Gym

      The Dominatrix: BDSM Lesbian Domination

      Webcam Chat: Lesbian Online Sex

      Paint Me: A Kinky Bodypainting Workshop

      The Toy Party: Girls Sharing Sex Toys

      The Costume Party: Strapping One On

      Swedish Sauna: Lesbian Group Sex

      The Therapist: Taboo Lesbian Erotica

      Elevator Shaft: Bisexual Threesomes Erotica

      Ladyboy: Lesbian Transgender Erotica

      Peep Show: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      The Dare: Public Sex Erotica

      Maid Service: Lesbian Threesomes Erotica

      The Hitchhiker: First Time Lesbian Erotica

      The Housesitter: Spycam Lesbian Erotica

      The Spa: Lesbian Group Orgy

      Parlor Games: Blindfold Sex Party

      The Exchange Student: First Time Lesbian Erotica

      The Hostel: Bisexual Group Erotica

      The Harem: Lesbian Erotic Romance

      The Orient Express: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      The First Lady: A Forbidden Lesbian Erotic Romance

      The Slave: Lesbian BDSM Erotica

      The Masseuse: Lesbian Sensuous Erotica

      Too Close for Comfort: Lesbian Forbidden Erotica

      Naked Twister: A Wild Party Game

      Lexi: The Sex App ( Lesbian Fantasy Erotica )

      Call Girl: Lesbian Bisexual Threesomes Erotica

      Circle Jill: Lesbian Masturbation Workshop

      The Viewing Room: Masturbation Voyeur Erotica

      Spin the Bottle: A Kinky Party Game

      The Hair Salon: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      Tribadism 1: Girls Only Sex Workshop

      Tribadism 2: The Art of Scissoring

      Tribadism 3: Threeway Hookups

      The Kiss: A Game of Oral Sex

      Pledge Week: Sorority Sisters

      Carny Games 1: A Wild Sex Party

      Carny Games 2: A Kinky Sex Party

      Carny Games 3: An Erotic Sex Party

      Dreamscape: An Artificial Reality Game

      Glory Hole: Guess Who’s On the Other Side

      Joy Ride: A Late Night Erotic Bus Trip

      The Blind Girl: An Erotic Romance(Coming Soon)

      

      
        
        Lesbian Erotica Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 1 - 5

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 6 - 10

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 11 - 15

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 16 - 20

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 21 - 25

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 26 - 30

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 31 - 35

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 36 - 40

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 41 - 45

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 46 - 50

      Fifty Shades of Jade: Superbundle

      

      
        
        Standalone Stories:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      The Polynesian Girl: A Lesbian EroticRomance

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For the uninhibited…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Volume 7

      

      
        Also by Victoria Rush

      

      
        Want to amp up your sex life?

      

      
        
          Book 31

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 32

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 33

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 34

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 35

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Also by Victoria Rush

      

      
        Follow Victoria Rush:

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WANT TO AMP UP YOUR SEX LIFE?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sign up for my newsletter to receive more free books and other steamy stuff.  Discover a hundred different ways to wet your whistle!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

        Victoria Rush Erotica

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK 31

          

          THE ORIENT EXPRESS

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Entering the Gare du Nord terminal in Paris, I peered up at the soaring glass ceiling enclosing the cavernous central hall.  Knowing it was the busiest train station in Europe, I held my arms close to my sides to protect my valuables from ever-present pickpockets.  Designed by the famous French architect Jacques Hittorff in the Beaux-Arts style of the mid-nineteenth century, I marveled at the ornate cast-iron pillars supporting the enormous structure.  It was a clear sunny day, and bright beams of light angled through the windows, illuminating the shiny trains resting beside their platforms.  I glanced at my ticket and headed toward gate eighteen, where I was about to embark on a five-day/four-night tour of Europe aboard the most famous train in history.

      Passing through the pastoral countryside of southern France and the deep valleys of the Swiss Alps, the Orient Express wound its way through seven countries, terminating at the gateway to Asia in Istanbul.  With its storied past and recently refurbished equipment, I was looking forward to being pampered in the five-star dining car and my own private cabin on the traveling caravan.  I'd heard so much about the glamor and prestige of the famous line, and as I approached the black-and-gold vintage train cars sitting by the platform, my heart began to flutter in excitement.

      Near the front of the train, a porter wearing a brass-buttoned uniform and white gloves checked my ticket then helped me up the steps into the forward compartment.  When I stepped into the carriage, I was shocked at how opulent it looked.  The main salon was decorated with sumptuous velour upholstery, polished cherry wood paneling, crystal lanterns, and giant windows framed with royal blue curtains.  More beautiful than any luxury hotel I'd ever stayed in, the setting literally took my breath away.

      "Oh my God," I muttered to the porter.  "It's like I've entered a whole different world.  This isn't like any train I've been on before."

      "That's a common reaction from our first-time travelers," he said.  "Our owners have spared no expense in recreating the feel and authenticity of the original train.  If you like the main seating area, I think you'll be very pleased with your cabin.  I see you've chosen the grand suite."

      "Yes," I nodded.  "I figured if I'm going to splurge on a luxury train ride, I might as well go all the way."

      "I think you'll find the extra space is quite comfortable.  You've got three large viewing windows, your own sitting area, and a large private washroom."

      "Well if it's anything like the rest of the train," I said, tracing my fingers along the luxurious upholstery as we passed by the four-person seating booths, "I'm sure I'll be delighted."

      We walked through two more carriages down a narrow passageway then he stopped by a polished wooden door with a brass handle.

      "Here we are, madam," he said, opening the door and motioning for me to enter ahead of him with his gloved hand.

      I stepped into the anteroom and gasped out loud.  The entire chamber gleamed in a mixture of knurled walnut paneling, crystal light fixtures, and suede seat coverings.  The king-size bed was festooned with plush Egyptian-cotton linens and blue-and-gold embroidered cushions, with outside light streaming in the huge viewing windows lining the entire side of the compartment."

      "It's...breathtaking," I said, hardly believing my eyes.  "It's the most beautifully bedroom I've ever seen.  Is this all just for me?"

      "Yes, ma'am," the porter said, opening another door next to the sitting area.  "As is this private ensuite bathroom."

      I peered inside the washroom, my eyes opening as wide as saucers.

      Almost every surface was covered in polished alabaster marble.  From the large, glass-enclosed walk-in shower to the brass taps on the vanity to the separately enclosed toilet, everything reeked of first class.  It even had a separate, sit-down makeup table, replete with Lalique crystal lamps.

      "If I ever get to heaven," I sighed.  "This is what I hope it looks like."

      "I'm glad you like it, ma'am," the porter said.  "As part of your grand suite package, you also have twenty-four-hour butler service, private in-cabin dining, and free-flowing champagne for the duration of your trip."

      "Okay, so wait," I chuckled.  "Are you sure I'm not already in heaven?"

      The porter set my bags down on the floor and backed up toward the entrance door.

      "Please, make yourself comfortable," he said.  "If you need anything at all, press this button and your butler will call upon you shortly.  Dinner in the main cabin will be served starting at seven p.m.  But the bar is open twenty-four-seven.  I hope you enjoy your stay with us."

      "I only wish it could be longer," I smiled, discreetly handing him a ten-Euro tip.  "Are you sure this train doesn't go any further than Istanbul?"

      "For now, at least," he said.  "That's the end of the line.  But I've heard rumors our operator is considering extending the service into the Middle East and beyond, following the path of the Silk Road used by Marco Polo."

      "Now that would be a truly memorable journey," I nodded.  "It is called the Orient Express, after all."
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        * * *

      

      After the porter left, I unpacked my bags and changed into something more befitting the glamorous setting, then I went into the washroom to touch up my makeup.  When I finished, I looked at myself in the full-length dressing mirror and nodded in satisfaction.  I'd chosen to wear a form-fitting, mid-length red silk dress with black leather Christian Louboutin heels that showcased my long, well-toned legs.  As the train began to pull out of the station, I pulled the door to my cabin closed behind me and headed toward the bar car.

      Let's see if the guests on this caravan are as interesting as the rest of the train, I smiled.

      When I reached the bar car, I noticed a scattering of passengers chatting in the plush velour booths beside the window.  I peered up toward the bar and saw an elegant woman sitting alone on one of the stools with her back toward me.  She was wearing a cream-colored lace embroidered dress, and I glanced down to see her slender and shapely legs crossed under the brass railing.  I walked up to the counter and smiled at the bartender.

      "Good evening, madam," he said.  "Would you like something to drink?"

      "Yes, thank you," I said, looking at the row of liquor bottles lining the wall behind him.  I was about to order a Grey Goose martini when I noticed the woman was cradling a tall tulip glass filled with a pale yellow mixture with bubbles rising to the surface.  "I think I'll have what the lady's having."

      "Dom Perignon it is," he nodded.  He pulled a magnum off the shelf and carefully loosened the cork to let out the air before tilting the bottle over a carved crystal glass and sliding it toward me.

      "May I join you?" I said, glancing at the lady sitting next to me.

      "By all means," she smiled, uncrossing her legs and lifting her knee over her opposite leg.

      As I sat down and turned my stool to face her, I noticed for the first time her plunging neckline and deep cleavage pressing her plump breasts together.  She had long auburn-colored hair, styled with curly ringlets framing her pretty face.  She looked to be around my age, but with slightly darker skin.  She had a vaguely European look to her, and as she peered at me with her smoldering eyes, I felt my panties beginning to moisten.

      "Cheers," I said, holding up my glass.

      "Santé," she replied, clinking her champagne flute against mine.

      "This is quite the experience, isn't it?" I said, looking around me at the ornately decorated cabin.

      "Is this your first time?" she said with a French accent.

      "Aboard the Orient Express?  Yes.  How about you?"

      "This is my third trip.  I find the experience to be quite stimulating."

      "Are you referring to the amazing views?" I said, peering outside the window behind her at the passing Paris streetscape.

      "That, and you meet the most interesting people on this voyage," she nodded.  "We're all captive on this little train while we're traveling, and you get to know everybody pretty well."

      "I can imagine," I said, flittering my eyes downward to take in her voluptuous figure.  Her nipples were pressing hard against the sheer lacy fabric, and I crossed my legs, feeling my pussy growing wetter by the moment.

      "Where are you from?" she said, peering down at my exposed thighs as she took another sip of her champagne.  "You don't have a British, Aussie, or Kiwi accent, so I'm guessing you're either American or Canadian."

      "I'm from Chicago," I said, chuckling at her deductive powers.  "How about you?"

      "I'm from the Alsace region of France, near the German border."

      "I thought I recognized some Continental genes in your appearance.  You're very pretty."

      "As are you," she said, placing her hand on my knee and sliding it softly up my thigh.  "You American girls always take such good care of your bodies.  I like how you're so toned and fit.  We Europeans take a much more laissez-faire approach to our fitness."

      "Thank you," I said, feeling the soft hairs on the top of my thighs standing erect as her hand caressed my skin.  Suddenly I wished I'd remembered to shave the full length of my legs more recently.

      "I'm Jade, by the way," I said, extending my hand to distract attention from the other passengers glancing at us nearby.

      "Adele," she said, clasping my hand and squeezing it gently.  Even the touch of her hand against mine sent a chill through my spine.

      "So, what do people do to pass their time for five straight days on this little chugger?" I asked, trying to regain my composure.

      "Besides eating and drinking most of the time?" she chuckled.  "Most people curl up with a book next to the window to watch the passing scenery.  But at meal time, everybody gets together in the dining car, where we can mingle a bit more comfortably."

      "Speaking of drinking," I said, realizing the bartender had already replenished my glass three times while I'd been talking.  "I'm already starting to feel a bit tipsy.  If I don't get off this bar stool soon, I'm afraid I'll fall over.  I think curling up in one of those comfortable booths by the window is just what I need about now.  Would you care to join me?"

      "Perhaps a little later," she said, rising up from her stool.  "Right now I need to make a trip to the ladies’ room.  But I look forward to meeting you again soon, lovely Jade."

      While I watched her head down the hall toward the public lavatory, I couldn't help staring at her tight ass in her form-fitting dress as her buttocks flexed sexily under the sheer lacy fabric.  I staggered to the nearest seat a few feet from the bar and rested my head against the backrest as I peered out over the passing landscape of the French countryside.  I felt surprisingly lightheaded for only having had three drinks.  Whether it was from drinking on an empty stomach or from the passing vineyards rushing by my window or from the excitement of meeting this mysterious and sexy woman, I couldn't be sure.  Either way, my trip aboard the Orient Express had gotten off to an exciting start.

      As I rubbed my thighs together thinking of the way she'd touched me, Adele suddenly passed by me and took a seat four booths down, sitting on the edge of the aisle, facing toward me.  At first, I was disappointed that she hadn't decided to join me in my section, and I wondered if she just hadn't noticed me with my back turned away from her.  But when she peered up at me and smiled, I nodded to acknowledge her reaction.  I didn't want to intrude on her personal space, but what she did next left little doubt that she was far from being done with me.  She lifted her left leg and placed her foot on top of the seat cushion next to her and hiked up her dress a few inches, revealing her bare, glistening pussy.  Then she placed her hand between her thighs and began circling her fingers over the top of her slit.

      I looked around me to see if anyone else could see what she was doing, but fortunately all the other guests were sitting snugly against their windows, either reading a book or quietly gazing outside.  Because we were the only two people in the compartment sitting on the outside edges of our booths, we had a direct view of each other.  At first, I sat dumbfounded watching her play with herself, shocked at her audacious display of carnality, but as my panties grew wetter and wetter watching her, I looked around me to make sure the coast was clear, then I lifted my ass off my seat and pulled my panties down over my ankles and placed them inside my purse.  Then I pushed my hand under my dress and slid my fingers up my thighs until they reached my sopping sex.

      When they touched my burning clit, I gasped from how turned on I was, and Adele smiled at me from the other end of the cabin.  I didn't have the courage to hike up my dress the way she had for fear that a passing porter or passenger might catch me in the act, but it certainly didn't stop me from fingering myself furiously while I watched the sexy French woman touching herself.  Adele spread her legs further apart, exposing her bald, glistening snatch, then she thrust two fingers deep into her hole as she began finger-fucking herself with her flexing arm muscles.

      I could hear the rumbling of the train as it passed speedily over the tracks, and the imagery of our pleasing ourselves in this strange but exciting public place elevated my passion even higher.  As I felt my pleasure beginning to radiate throughout my body, I couldn't help squirming in my seat and pinching my nipples with my free hand.  Apparently, Adele was equally turned on by the erotic scene, with her mouth beginning to part from her own rising pleasure while she stared back at me from across the aisle.

      I could tell that she was nearing the crest of her pleasure as her face began to flush and her hand began moving more vigorously in and out of her dripping pussy.  I began to feel my own orgasm rapidly approaching, and I pressed my hand harder up against my burning clit, unaware that my own dress was now hiked up near the top of my thighs, exposing my own bald and glistening vulva.  Suddenly, a deep flush rolled over both of our faces as we began jerking spastically in our seats with our bodies consumed in a powerful simultaneous orgasm.  We didn't take our eyes off each other the whole time while we gazed at one another with our mouths wide agape.

      It must have taken a full thirty seconds for my contractions to subside, and when my orgasm finally receded, I slumped in my seat with my legs still spread wide apart.  It was only then that I noticed in horror that someone else had been watching us the whole time.  Just a few feet behind Adele in the next compartment sat a young teenage girl peering through the crack in the seats with wide eyes, staring directly toward me.  I closed my legs immediately and pulled my dress down over my thighs, then squiggled over closer to the window, shocked and humiliated.  As I looked out the glass with my heart beating a million miles an hour, I felt my juices slowly trickling out of my wet pussy while I reflected on the exciting moment Adele and I had shared in the open compartment of the famed transcontinental express.
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      After I'd had a chance to calm down, I rested my head against my seat cushion and peered out over the passing landscape.  The neatly spaced rows of vineyards provided a hypnotic counterpoint to the stimulating view of Adele playing with herself across the cabin, and before long I felt my eyelids grow heavy as I began to nod off.  But just before I was about to pass out, I caught some movement from Adele's end of the carriage.  The girl who'd been spying on us suddenly stood up and began sidestepping her way out of her cubicle.

      She looked to be of middle eastern origin, with caramel-colored skin and large brown doe eyes.  Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and with her high cheekbones and puffy lips, I was immediately struck by how beautiful she was.  She could have easily passed for a young fashion model, but when she stepped out into the aisle, I gasped.  Wearing a mid-length plaid skirt and matching green blazer with bow tie, it was obvious that she was just a schoolgirl.  I couldn't make out how old she was, but from the shape of her body barely concealed by the short skirt and her bulging white blouse under her blazer, she certainly looked all grown up to me.

      When she caught me staring at her, she winked at me playfully, then turned away and began walking toward the opposite end of the compartment.  She hesitated for a moment outside the door to the public lavatory, then hiked up one side of her skirt, revealing an exquisitely toned and completely bare ass.  Before entering the restroom, she glanced back at me and tilted her head, beckoning for me to follow her.

      What the fuck? I thought to myself, shaking my head at my incredible streak of luck.  Was everybody on this train oversexed and ready to jump on top of anyone they happened to bump into?

      I paused for a moment, contemplating my predicament.  I didn't even know if the girl was of legal age to have sex.  I took a closer look at her booth and saw a middle-aged man wearing a neatly pressed suit sitting close to the aisle.  He had her same dark complexion and was reading a newspaper, seemingly oblivious to the sexually charged energy in the room.  It seemed obvious to me that he was the girl's father or guardian, and I suspected he wouldn't look kindly upon my taking advantage of his daughter's youthful ardor.

      But why was she dressed so provocatively, and why did she want me to join her in the lavatory?  Had anyone else in the compartment noticed her libidinous display and was watching to see if I would join her?  I glanced around the cabin and noticed that everyone was either staring outside their windows or had their heads bowed down tapping on their phones or laptop computers.  If I was going to do something, I'd have to act soon before her father became suspicious of her extended absence.

      Feeling the moisture beginning to accumulate once again between my thighs, I raised myself out of my seat and began walking in the direction of the lavatory.  When I passed Adele's booth, she peered up at me and smiled.  With her body facing away from the direction of the girl's booth immediately behind her, I had no idea if she was aware of the special connection I'd made with the other passenger.  But from the look of her swelling nipples in her form-fitting dress, she still appeared to be charged up from our earlier encounter.

      As I passed by the girl's cubicle, her father glanced up from his newspaper and we nodded politely toward each other.  Not wanting him to catch onto my lascivious intent, when I reached the closed door of the lavatory, I ducked into the adjacent cubbyhole near the train's exit door and leaned against the side wall with my heart pounding in my chest.

      Holy shit! I cursed under my breath.  Was I really contemplating going through with this?  What if we were found out?  What if someone else needed to use the washroom while we were both inside?  It would be impossible to extricate ourselves without the other person knowing what we were up to in there.  What if her father needed to use the washroom while we were busy making love to each other inside?

      For a moment, I contemplated returning to my seat and dispensing with the whole idea.  But the streams of lubrication running down the inside of my thighs was giving me second thoughts.  When would I ever have a chance like this again?  It's not every day that you get propositioned by a comely young schoolgirl to have a secret tryst with her on board the most famous train in the world.

      Fuck it, I hissed, stepping forward to the lavatory door and tapping on it gently.  Seconds later, the door opened a few inches and the girl peered out at me.  I hesitated, not knowing what to say, then she reached out and pulled me inside, locking the door behind us.  I looked at her with wide eyes, wondering what I had gotten myself into.

      "Are you sure you want to do this?" I mumbled.  "What about your father?  How old are–"

      The girl suddenly pulled me toward her, thrusting her tongue into my mouth while she pressed her hips and breasts against mine.  When I felt her warm body against me and her tongue sliding over my teeth, everything else melted away as my hands began roaming over her curvy body.  She tried to hike up my dress over my hips and press her hand between my legs, but I knew we didn't much time for the usual foreplay.  I placed my hands under her armpits and lifted her ass up onto the edge of the sink, pressing her torso against the mirror.  Then I lifted her plaid skirt and buried my face in her moist pussy.

      At this point I no longer cared if she was of legal age.  I intended to give her the best head she'd ever had, if indeed she'd ever had oral sex of any kind before.  She had a narrow patch of pubic hair on her otherwise hairless mound, and as I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth, she placed her heels on top of the vanity and pulled my head hard into her cunt as she began squirming and moaning in delight.  I was tempted to lift my hand to her mouth to muffle her squeals, but I figured the clattering of the train's metal wheels on the tracks was sufficient to drown out our mutual sounds of ecstasy.

      Instead, I reached up and began unbuttoning her blouse, threading my hand inside her placket and squeezing her firm tits.  I was surprised how large they were for a girl her age, and as her gushing juices began to coat the front of my face while I ate her out, I hooked my thumbs under the bottom of her bra and forced it up over top of her bosom.  When I felt her bare melons filling my hands, I moaned along with her in rising pleasure.  My own clit was throbbing between my outspread legs in my squatted position, and I would have loved to have ground it against her tender pussy, but I knew it would be difficult in the tight confines of the train lavatory to find enough room to properly scissor our bodies together.

      Besides, I was enjoying eating the young girl's pussy and listening to her squeals of pleasure as I ravished her dripping cunny like it was my last meal.  As she squirmed wildly on the edge of the counter, she placed her hands over the back of my head and began to dig her nails into my scalp.  It was becoming apparent to me that she was nearing the crest of her pleasure, and as her squeals turned to impassioned whimpering, I placed her teats between my thumbs and forefingers and pinched her nipples firmly as she dug her nails ever-harder into my flesh.

      Just when I thought I wouldn't be able to stand the pain any longer, her body suddenly lurched and she humped forward, jerking spastically over my head while she uttered a deep guttural moan.  I held her close as I felt her juices pouring out of her hole and down over the front of my chin until she stopped heaving overtop of me.  When she finally stopped moving, I pulled my face away from her pussy and she pushed herself off the edge of the counter and turned toward the mirror to pull her bra back in place and button herself back up.  Then she turned around and glanced at me, reaching for the lock on the door.

      "Thank you," she said with a faint Arabic accent, then she opened the door a crack and peered outside to make sure the coast was clear.

      "Wait," I said, grasping her hand.  "Can I see you again?"

      "I better return to my seat before my father gets suspicious.  Maybe if you can find a way to pass me your room number..."

      I smiled at the girl and squeezed her hand as she left the compartment, then I closed and latched the door behind her.  I'd never felt such a thrill in all my life, and I had matters of my own that needed attending to.  Whether it was the possibility of having had sex with an underage girl, or the fact that we'd done it only a few feet away from her waiting father or the sheer audacity of having sex with a stranger in the train's public lavatory, I still felt incredibly turned on.  As I hiked my dress up over my knees and plunged my hand between my legs, trilling my clit furiously while I bent over the stainless steel sink, I began to plot how I might entice the girl into a more comfortable setting to properly make love to her.
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