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The rhythmic hum of the train carriage had lulled Daniel into a familiar, almost hypnotic state. At twenty-eight, his dark suit remained impeccably pressed, a testament to his early start and meticulous nature. He’d been reviewing the morning's agenda on his phone, the words blurring slightly with the train's steady motion.
Across the aisle, Eleanor had her own set of notes spread across her lap. Thirty-two, in a crisp blouse and tailored skirt, she tapped a pen against her chin, her brow furrowed in concentration. The gentle sway of the carriage was usually a peaceful backdrop to her pre-meeting preparations.
Then, without warning, a violent lurch threw them forward before the train shuddered to a complete, abrupt halt. The sudden silence that followed was disorienting, broken only by the settling creaks of the carriage and a distant, muffled clang.
"Attention, passengers," a tinny voice crackled over the intercom, punctuated by static. "We regret to inform you of a mechanical issue. We anticipate a delay of approximately one hour. Please remain on board."
Daniel groaned, leaning his head back against the seat. "You have got to be kidding me."
Eleanor slammed her hand lightly on her thigh, a frustrated sigh escaping her lips. Their eyes met across the narrow aisle.
"A critical meeting," she began, the words tight with irritation. "I was already cutting it close."
"Tell me about it," Daniel commiserated, running a hand through his hair. "I’ve got a client waiting. This is just... perfect."
"An hour," Eleanor mumbled, shaking her head. "An hour stuck here, going nowhere."
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The announcement was a heavy weight pressing on their plans. Daniel stretched his long legs into the aisle, trying to find comfort in the cramped space. "This is a disaster for my morning. My client is notoriously impatient."
Eleanor sighed, tapping her pen against her notes once more. "Mine too. They expect punctuality above all else. I had a whole presentation mapped out, now I'll be scrambling." She recounted a recent project, detailing the meticulous steps involved and the difficult personalities she managed. Her words flowed easily, painting a picture of a demanding, high-pressure career.
Daniel nodded, making appropriate murmurs of agreement, but his mind had already begun to wander. He watched the light catch the strands of her dark hair as she gestured, the subtle curve of her smile when she made a self-deprecating comment. Her focus, even in this frustrating situation, was captivating. He noticed the way her brow furrowed when she was thinking, the intelligent spark in her eyes. She truly was striking, even in her professional attire. Her crisp blouse somehow highlighted her grace.
Eleanor finished her story, a small, wry smile on her face. "So, that's my current nightmare. What about your client?"
He blinked, a little slow to respond, caught between her words and his own wandering thoughts. "Right. My client." He started to explain, but then his gaze lingered on her lips, the soft, natural curve. An impulse, sudden and strong, surged through him. Without a word, Daniel leaned across the narrow aisle, closing the small distance between them.
His lips met hers in a soft, unexpected touch. Eleanor froze, her eyes widening in surprise. The contact was brief, a gentle press. When he pulled back slightly, she felt a flush creep up her neck. Her heart gave a little jolt. She was certainly taken aback, but a strange warmth spread through her. Looking at him, his intense dark eyes, the slight stubble along his jaw, she had to admit, he was incredibly handsome.
"I am so sorry," Daniel whispered, pulling back fully. "I truly couldn't help myself. You're just so incredibly gorgeous." His dark eyes searched hers, a mixture of regret and raw impulse in their depths.
Eleanor stared at him for a moment, the surprise still fading from her face. A small, unbidden smile touched her lips. "It's alright," she said softly, her voice a little breathy. She felt a strange flush, but also a new awareness of the air around them. "It's so hot in here now, don't you think?" She slipped off her tailored jacket, placing it carefully on the seat beside her. Then, with a casual gesture, she unbuttoned the top two buttons of her crisp blouse, letting out a small sigh of relief.
Daniel nodded, feeling the sudden warmth in the stagnant carriage. "Yes, it is," he agreed, reaching for his tie. He tugged it loose, then pulled it off completely, stuffing it into his jacket pocket. The jacket followed, shed from his shoulders and draped over his arm. He then unbuttoned his shirt a little, letting the collar open slightly. The confined space, the unexpected intimacy, and the rising temperature created a new atmosphere between them.
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