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The train carved through the night, its steel wheels hammering a primal rhythm against the tracks, a pulse that echoed in Mia’s chest as she sprawled across the plush velvet bench of her private cabin. Rain lashed the windows, torrents streaking the glass like liquid silver, illuminated by jagged flashes of lightning that tore through the inky sky. The storm was a living thing, wild and untamed, its roars drowning out the world beyond the cabin’s amber-lit cocoon. Mia, a 21-year-old art student with a penchant for pushing boundaries, had booked the overnight train to escape the suffocating pressure of finals and a life that felt too small. Her auburn hair spilled over her bare shoulders, catching the warm glow of the overhead lamp, her thin black tank top clinging to her full breasts, the outline of her hard nipples faintly visible through the fabric. Her leggings hugged her curves, accentuating the swell of her hips and the long lines of her thighs, now splayed casually as she doodled in her sketchbook, the pencil scratching aimlessly. She craved solitude, a chance to lose herself in her art but the storm, and the man who was about to walk through the door, had other plans.

The cabin door slid open with a soft, mechanical hiss, and Mia’s breath caught in her throat, her pencil freezing mid-stroke. He stood in the doorway, a silhouette against the flickering corridor lights, his presence commanding the space like the storm itself. Mid-thirties, tall, with dark hair plastered to his forehead from the rain, he wore a tailored black coat that dripped onto the polished floor. His jaw was sharp, shadowed with stubble, and his gray eyes piercing, predatory locked onto her with an intensity that made her skin prickle. A slow, dangerous smile curved his lips, like he’d already seen every secret she tried to hide. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice a low, velvet growl, smooth as aged whiskey, sending a shiver racing down her spine to pool as heat between her thighs.

Mia sat up, her heart kicking against her ribs, suddenly hyper-aware of how her tank top rode up, exposing a sliver of her midriff, how her leggings molded to her body. “Plenty of room,” she said, her voice huskier than she intended, betraying the spark of arousal flickering in her core. She gestured to the bench across from her, but her eyes lingered on him, drinking in the way the rain had soaked his shirt, hinting at the lean muscle beneath.

He shrugged off his coat, hanging it on a hook by the door, revealing a black button-up that clung to his frame, the fabric stretched taut over his broad shoulders and defined chest. “Julian,” he said, extending a hand, his fingers strong and calloused as they brushed hers. The contact was electric, a jolt that made her nipples tighten and her breath hitch, his touch lingering a heartbeat too long.

“Mia,” she replied, biting her lip to stifle the tremble in her voice. His eyes flicked to her mouth, then lower, tracing the curve of her neck, the swell of her breasts, and she felt stripped bare under his gaze, not just seen but devoured. The cabin shrank around them, the air thick with the scent of rain, his spicy cologne, and something primal, unspoken.

The train lurched, the lights flickering as a thunderclap shook the walls, and their eyes met in the dim glow, a current passing between them. “Hell of a storm,” Julian murmured, leaning forward, elbows on his knees, closing the distance until she could feel the heat radiating off him. His voice was a low rumble, like the thunder outside, vibrating through her. “Feels like we’re the only two people left in the world.”

Mia’s pulse raced, her chest rising and falling faster, her skin flushing under his scrutiny. “Yeah,” she whispered, her voice daring, reckless. “Just us... feels kinda dangerous.” Her knee brushed his as she shifted, the contact sending a spark up her thigh, and his smirk widened, wicked and knowing.

“Dangerous is right,” he said, his gaze dropping to her lips, then lower, lingering on the way her tank top strained against her breasts. “You’re trouble, Mia. I can tell.” His voice was a caress, teasing out the heat building low in her belly.

She laughed, a nervous, throaty sound, leaning closer, her own boldness surprising her. “You’re one to talk,” she shot back, her eyes flicking to the bulge already straining against his pants. Fuck, he was hard, and the sight made her pussy clench, a rush of wetness soaking her panties. “What’s a guy like you doing on a train like this?”

Julian’s eyes darkened, and he leaned in, his knee pressing against hers now, deliberate. “Running from something,” he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. “But right now, I’m more interested in you. Let’s play a game. Confessions. You tell me something real, something filthy you’d never admit to anyone else. I’ll go first.”

Her breath hitched, her clit throbbing at the challenge, the air between them crackling with unspoken promises. “Deal,” she said, her voice trembling with anticipation, her thighs squeezing together to ease the ache. “Go on.”

He leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear, his breath hot and teasing. “I’ve been imagining you naked since I walked in,” he growled, his voice raw with want. “Spread out on this bench, legs wide, screaming my name while I fuck you senseless.”

Mia’s moan was immediate, loud and unashamed, ripping from her throat as her pussy pulsed, drenching her panties further. “Fuck,” she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the bench, knuckles white. Her eyes locked onto his, bold and reckless. “My turn. I want your hands on me, Julian. I want you to pin me down, make me beg, make me come so hard I can’t fucking think.”

“Jesus Christ,” he groaned, his hand shooting to her jaw, rough and possessive, pulling her into a kiss that was pure fire, messy, desperate, all tongue and teeth. His lips claimed hers, tasting of whiskey and rain, and Mia whimpered into his mouth, her hands clawing at his shirt, buttons popping as she tore it open to reveal the hard planes of his chest, dusted with dark hair. Her fingers raked over his skin, feeling the heat, the muscle, the pulse of his heartbeat under her touch.

He broke the kiss, panting, his forehead pressed against hers, eyes wild with lust. “You’re gonna fucking ruin me, Mia,” he rasped, his hands sliding under her tank top, calloused palms grazing her bare skin, sending shivers racing through her. He cupped her breasts, squeezing hard, thumbs flicking over her rock-hard nipples, and she cried out, a high, needy sound that echoed in the cabin. “These are fucking perfect,” he growled, pinching her nipples through the fabric, making her arch into him, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

“Touch me please,” she begged, her voice a raw, trembling whine as she grabbed his wrist, guiding his hand lower, past the waistband of her leggings. Her pussy was throbbing, aching, and she needed him now. Julian didn’t hesitate, his fingers yanking her leggings and panties down in one swift motion, exposing her glistening folds to the cool air. He groaned at the sight, his thumb brushing over her slick clit, and Mia’s scream was sharp, unrestrained, her hips bucking against his hand.

“So fucking wet for me,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them against her g-spot, pumping slow and deep. Mia’s moans turned to screams, her body writhing as he worked her, his thumb circling her clit with relentless precision. “You like that, don’t you, darling? Scream for me.”

“Yes fuck, Julian!” she cried, her voice breaking as pleasure surged through her, her pussy clenching around his fingers. Her screams filled the cabin, drowning out the storm, her nails digging into his arms as she rocked against his hand, chasing the edge. “Don’t stop, oh god, please!”

He didn’t. His fingers fucked her harder, faster, the wet sounds of her arousal obscene in the confined space. Her thighs trembled, her moans turning to frantic sobs as the coil in her belly tightened. “I’m gonna fuck, I’m gonna come!” she screamed, and he pressed harder, his lips crashing against hers, swallowing her cries as her orgasm exploded through her. Her pussy spasmed around his fingers, drenching his hand, her body shaking as she screamed his name, the sound raw and primal.

Julian didn’t let up, his fingers slowing but not stopping, drawing out every shudder as she collapsed against him, panting, her chest heaving. “Good girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear, his voice a dark promise. “But I’m not done with you.”

He pulled her tank top off, tossing it aside, and his mouth found her breasts, sucking a nipple hard, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak. Mia’s moan was guttural, her hands fisting in his hair as he lavished attention on her, licking, biting, making her squirm. “Fuck, Julian more,” she gasped, her pussy still pulsing, already craving more.

He stood, towering over her, and yanked his belt open, the clink of the buckle loud in the cabin. His pants hit the floor, freeing his cock thick, veined, and dripping with precum, the sight making Mia’s mouth water and her pussy clench. She reached for him, but he grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand, his other hand guiding his cock to her entrance. “You want this?” he growled, his tip teasing her slick folds, sliding against her clit, making her whimper.

“Yes fuck me, please!” she screamed, her voice desperate, her hips arching to meet him. He thrust into her, hard and deep, filling her in one brutal stroke, and Mia’s scream was deafening, her pussy stretching around his thickness, the burn exquisite. “Oh fuck, Julian yes!”

He set a punishing pace, each thrust slamming into her, the bench creaking under their weight, the train’s sway amplifying the rhythm. Mia’s screams were constant now, a symphony of moans, gasps, and pleas, her nails raking down his back, leaving red trails. “Harder fuck, harder!” she begged, and he growled
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