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The rhythmic clack-clack-clack of the train wheels on the tracks was a soothing soundtrack to their escape. Travis watched his wife, Nadia, as she gazed out the window of their private sleeper compartment, the golden hour light catching the elegant curve of her neck and the stray wisps of dark hair that had escaped her loose bun. She was beautiful in that effortless way that still, after five years, made his chest feel tight.

He reached across the small table between their seats, his fingers brushing against hers. "Happy anniversary, my love."

She turned from the landscape blurring past, her green eyes crinkling at the corners with a smile just for him. "It’s perfect. Just us. No work emails, no distractions." She laced her fingers through his, her thumb tracing slow circles on his palm. The simple intimacy of it, the warmth of her skin against his, felt like home.

They talked for a while, easy, comfortable conversation that flowed like the wine they’d shared with dinner. But beneath the surface, a nervous energy coiled in Travis’s gut. He’d been carrying this fantasy, this hunger, for months, and the unique privacy of their compartment—a locked door, a public train roaring through the countryside—felt like the only place he’d ever have the courage to give it voice.

He took a slow breath, the air suddenly feeling thick. "Nadia... there's something I've been wanting to talk to you about."

Her smile softened into a look of gentle concern. "Uh oh. That sounds serious. Everything okay?"

"More than okay," he said, his voice a little tighter than he intended. He held her hand a little tighter, needing the anchor. "It's just... a fantasy I have. One that involves you." He paused, the words sticking in his throat. The risk was insane. What if she was disgusted? What if it broke the perfect bubble of their marriage?

She leaned forward, her curiosity clearly piqued. "You know you can tell me anything, Trav. Always."

"It's..." He looked down at their joined hands, then forced his gaze back up to hers, needing her to see the honesty—and the desire—in his eyes. "It's the idea of seeing you... with someone else."

Nadia’s eyebrows shot up. She didn't pull her hand away, but he felt her go very still. "What? What do you mean?"

"I mean," he said, the words coming in a rushed, hushed whisper now, leaning in close so only she could hear over the train's hum. "The thought of watching you be pleased by another man. Of seeing how beautiful you are when you're lost in that feeling. Of knowing another man is witnessing the incredible, sexy woman I get to call mine... and being the one you come home to."

He let the silence hang for a moment, the only sound the metallic rhythm of their journey. "And... the risk of it. Somewhere semi-public. Like..." He gestured around their small, private space. A lock on the door, but the world just on the other side. "Like here. Where someone might... hear. Or if we were careless... even see. That danger... it terrifies me... and it turns me on more than I can possibly explain."

Nadia finally pulled her hand back, bringing both to her lap. She stared at him, her expression a shifting canvas of emotions. Surprise. Confusion. A flicker of something that might have been hurt. "Travis..." Her voice was barely a whisper. "Are you... are you not happy with me? With us? Is this because you want to be with other people?"

"No." The word came out firm, absolute. He moved from his seat to kneel in the small space in front of hers, taking both her hands again, forcing her to look at him. "God, no, Nadia. It's the total opposite. This isn't about me being with anyone else. It's about you. It’s about celebrating you. Your sexuality. Your power. It’s the ultimate turn-on for me, the idea of you being so desired, so confident, so free, that you can take that pleasure, and that I get to be the privileged audience to my own wife’s incredible sensuality. It would be the hottest thing I could ever imagine. For us."

She searched his face, and he saw her initial alarm beginning to be overshadowed by a dawning, cautious comprehension. He wasn't pushing her away; he was worshipping her.

"But... a stranger?" she asked, her voice still small. "On a train? Travis, that's... that's so risky. What if he was... rough? Or cruel? What if he didn't respect me? What if someone saw? Our careers... our families..." The practical fears tumbled out, a protective barrier against the dizzying idea.

"I would be right there," he promised, his tone low and intense. "The entire time. A look from you, a single word, and it stops. Forever. It's only hot if you are into it, if you feel safe and powerful and desired. It's about your pleasure, Nadia. Not his. Always yours."

He watched her breathe, saw the pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. She wasn't shutting him down. She was considering it. The concern was still there, a crease between her brows, but her lips were slightly parted, and her gaze had drifted from his eyes to his mouth, then down to his hands holding hers.

The fantasy was no longer just his. It was in the room with them now, a palpable, charged presence.

She was quiet for a long time, the train car swaying gently. When she finally spoke, her voice was different. Lower. Softer. More thoughtful. "You... you really get off on that? The idea of me... with someone else? Watching?"

"More than anything," he breathed, his heart hammering against his ribs. Her curiosity was a spark, and he was pouring every ounce of his desire onto it, willing it to catch flame.

She bit her bottom lip, a nervous habit he adored, and Travis felt the air between them grow charged, electric. Her green eyes—usually so soft and reassuring—now held a glimmer of something new, something unexpected. They searched his face, as if trying to unravel the layers of his confession, his desires. She wasn’t just listening anymore; she was weighing it, turning the idea over in her mind like a jewel caught in the light, examining every facet.

Her hand twitched slightly in his, and she hesitated before speaking, her voice a murmur that somehow carried over the rhythmic hum of the train. “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone laced with a mix of disbelief and cautious intrigue. “This isn’t just some... passing thought? You’ve really imagined it? Details and all?”

“Every detail,” he admitted, his voice low and steady, though his pulse was racing. He could see the wheels turning in her mind, the way her chest rose and fell just a little faster, the faint flush creeping up her neck. It was a vulnerability he hadn’t expected from her, but it was beautiful—raw and real. “I’ve thought about it more times than I can count,” he continued, his thumb brushing the back of her hand. “The way you’d look, the sounds you’d make, the way you’d move. The way he would look at you like you were the most desirable woman in the world. And knowing I’m the one you come home to, the one who gets to hold you after... God, Nadia, it drives me wild.”

She exhaled slowly, her breath shaky, and leaned back slightly in her seat, though her gaze never left his. There was a pause, a stillness that felt both fragile and potent, as if they were perched on the edge of something vast and uncharted. Her lips parted as if to speak, but no words came out. Instead, she seemed to be grappling with the enormity of what he was suggesting, the risks and the possibilities tangled together in a way that was impossible to separate.

Finally, she tilted her head, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “You’re really not jealous?” she asked, her tone softer now, more curious than wary. “You wouldn’t feel... I don’t know... left out?”

“Jealousy?” Travis shook his head, a quiet laugh escaping him. “No. Not if it’s for you. It’s not about me stepping aside—it’s about celebrating you. Watching you take what you want, seeing how fucking radiant you are when you’re completely free... That’s what excites me. That’s what makes me feel closer to you than ever.”

Her eyes darkened slightly, and he saw it then—the spark of realization, the flicker of interest that went beyond curiosity. It was subtle, but it was there, and it sent a thrill coursing through him. She wasn’t rejecting the idea outright. She was considering it. And in that moment, the fantasy stopped being just his. It was theirs now, hovering in the space between them, alive and pulsing with possibility.

The silence that followed Travis’s confession was thick and syrupy, each second stretching out, charged with unspoken questions and a dizzying new potential. Nadia’s gaze was fixed on the passing countryside, but he could see her mind working behind those captivating green eyes, her teeth gently worrying her full lower lip. The rhythmic clack-clack of the train wheels on the tracks seemed to sync with the frantic beat of his own heart.

The sudden, sharp slide of the compartment door broke the spell.

They both jumped, their shared bubble of intimacy violently popped. A man stood in the corridor, silhouetted against the bright lights of the passing cars. He was ruggedly handsome, with disheveled brown hair and a confident, easy smile that reached his warm amber eyes.

“Apologies for the intrusion,” he said, his voice a smooth, low baritone that seemed to vibrate right through Nadia. “My compartment’s heating unit is on the fritz. They said it’s full up, but wondered if you might have room for one more? Just until the next stop.”

Travis’s breath caught in his throat. This was it. The universe, the train, some mischievous god—whatever it was, it had answered his reckless fantasy with terrifying, immediate speed. He felt a jolt of pure, undiluted adrenaline. His eyes flicked to Nadia. Her surprise was palpable, her posture rigid. He saw the brief flash of panic, the ‘what do we do?’ look she shot him.

Acting on an instinct he didn’t know he possessed, Travis found his voice. It sounded calmer than he felt. “Of course. Plenty of room.” He gestured to the empty seat opposite Nadia. “We wouldn’t want you to freeze.”

“Max,” the stranger said, stepping inside and extending a hand to Travis first, then to Nadia. His grip was firm, assured. His eyes lingered on Nadia for a heartbeat too long, a spark of open appreciation in them that made Travis’s stomach clench with excitement.

“Nadia,” she replied, her voice slightly breathy as she took his hand.

“Travis.” He watched the exchange, a spectator to his own life, his pulse thrumming.

Max settled into the seat, his long legs stretching out, his presence immediately dominating the small space. He smelled of clean cotton and a faint, spicy cologne. The conversation started easily—comments about the train’s speed, the inefficiency of the rail company, the charming scenery. Travis participated, but his focus was entirely on Nadia. He watched the color high on her cheeks, the way she subtly tucked a strand of dark hair behind her ear, a nervous tell he knew well.

Then, as the train leaned into a gentle curve, a miracle happened. Max’s boot, seemingly by accident, brushed against Nadia’s ankle. She flinched, but didn’t pull away. Her eyes shot to Travis, wide and questioning. He held her gaze, giving her the smallest, almost imperceptible nod. It’s okay. This is what we talked about.

Max didn’t move his foot away. Instead, he let it rest there, a point of contact hidden by the shadow of the table. His conversation never wavered, but his eyes dropped to Nadia’s mouth for a second. The atmosphere shifted, grew heavier, the air itself becoming difficult to breathe.

“It’s quite warm in here after all, isn’t it?” Nadia murmured, her voice husky as she fanned herself with her hand.

“It is,” Max agreed, his voice dropping an octave. His eyes, now dark with unmistakable intent, locked with hers. He wasn’t talking about the temperature. The double meaning hung in the air between them, potent and dizzying.

Max leaned in, so close to her face that Nadia could feel the warmth of his breath on her skin. His amber eyes, dark with intent, held hers captive, and for a moment, the entire world seemed to narrow to just the two of them. The rhythmic clatter of the train wheels faded into the background, replaced by the deafening thrum of her own heartbeat. “You’re breathtaking,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly, each word dripping with a raw, unspoken desire that sent a shiver down her spine.

His lips hovered just inches from hers, teasing, as though savoring the anticipation. Nadia’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling in shallow bursts. She felt rooted to the spot, her mind screaming conflicting emotions—curiosity, fear, and something else she couldn’t quite name. Travis’s presence loomed silently beside her, his approval radiating in the heat of his gaze. She glanced at him briefly, searching for reassurance, and found it in the way he watched them, his expression a mix of nervous excitement and undeniable hunger.

“May I?” Max asked, his voice a mere whisper, though the question was more a formality than anything else. His hand reached up, fingers brushing lightly against her cheek, sliding down to cradle her jaw. His touch was electric, sending sparks across her skin, and Nadia felt her resolve waver. Before she could respond, his lips met hers in a slow, deliberate kiss. It was soft at first, almost tentative, as if testing the waters, but when she didn’t pull away, he deepened it.

The kiss was intoxicating, a blend of confidence and tenderness that left her dizzy. His mouth moved against hers with a practiced ease, his tongue teasing the seam of her lips until she parted them in surrender. The taste of him—spiced and warm—filled her senses, and Nadia found herself leaning into him, her hands trembling as they hovered uncertainly in the air before finally resting on his shoulders. 

Her pulse raced as the kiss grew more urgent, Max’s hand tangling in her dark hair, tilting her head just so to deepen the connection. A soft whimper escaped her throat, muffled by his mouth, and she felt a jolt of heat low in her belly. Travis’s fantasy was no longer just an abstract idea; it was real, unfolding right before their eyes, and the sheer intensity of it made her knees weak.

When Max finally pulled back, his lips lingered for a moment, brushing against hers in a final, lingering caress. His eyes searched hers, gauging her reaction, a hint of a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he teased, his voice thick with amusement and something far darker. Nadia could only stare at him, her heart pounding and her thoughts a chaotic whirlwind. She wasn’t sure what to say—what to think—but one thing was certain: she wasn’t ready for this to end.

Travis could only watch, mesmerized, as Max slowly, deliberately, slid from his seat onto his knees on the floor of the compartment. The world outside the window became a meaningless blur. The only reality was this small, private box hurtling through the French countryside and the man now kneeling between his wife’s legs.

“What are you...” Nadia started, but the protest died in her throat as Max placed his hands on her knees. His touch was firm, gentle, but insistent. He slowly pushed her legs apart.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice a whisper meant only for her. “Just relax. Let me take care of you.”

Her eyes were locked on Travis’s, a silent scream of shock, fear, and burgeoning, impossible arousal. Travis gave her another nod, his own desire a wildfire in his veins. This is for you. All for you.

Max’s hands slid up her thighs, pushing the hem of her summer dress with them. The sound of the material rustling was obscenely loud. Nadia’s breath hitched as his fingers found the edge of her silk panties. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and, with agonizing slowness, drew them down her legs, past her knees, letting them fall to a puddle on the floor. The air hit her bare skin, and she trembled.

Travis’s view was partially obscured, but it was enough. He saw the dark triangle of her pubic hair, saw the way her body tensed and then relaxed as Max leaned in. He saw Max’s broad shoulders block his view just before he buried his face between her thighs.

Nadia’s head fell back against the seat with a soft thud, a choked gasp escaping her lips. Her eyes squeezed shut, then flew open again, seeking Travis’s, anchoring herself to him in this sea of sensation. Her hands, which had been clenched on the seat, now gripped the fabric, her knuckles white.

Max worked with a skilled, devoted patience. There was no rush, no frenzy. It was a study in devotion. Travis heard the wet, soft sounds of his mouth on her, a slick, rhythmic cadence that played counterpoint to the train’s motion. He saw Max’s head move, his tongue tracing lazy, then urgent, circles.

A low, guttural moan tore from Nadia’s throat, a sound Travis had never heard before—raw, unfiltered, and utterly abandoned. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk upwards, seeking more pressure, more of his mouth. “Oh, god...” she breathed, the words barely audible.

One of her hands unclenched from the seat and, almost of its own volition, came to rest on the back of Max’s head. She wasn’t pushing him away. Her fingers tangled in his brown hair, holding him there, guiding him. Yes. Travis thought, his own cock aching painfully against his zipper. That’s it. Take it.

He could see the concentration on Max’s profile, the way he used his lips and tongue, the faint sheen of sweat on his temple. He was a craftsman, and Nadia was his masterpiece, unraveling under his expert touch. Her breathing became ragged, turning into sharp, little pants. Her back arched off the seat, presenting herself more fully to his mouth.

The train swayed, and for a terrifying second, the compartment door rattled loudly as if someone outside was testing the handle. All three of them froze. Nadia’s eyes widened in pure panic, her body locking up. Max went perfectly still, his mouth still pressed against her, hidden from view by the table and her rucked-up dress.

The handle stopped rattling. Footsteps faded down the corridor.

The danger, the near-discovery, acted like gasoline on a flame. A desperate, wild energy filled the space. Max looked up at Nadia, his lips glistening, his eyes blazing. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice trembling with need. “Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He dove back in with renewed fervor, his hands gripping her hips now, holding her steady as his tongue found her core again, licking and sucking with a focused intensity that had Nadia bucking against his face.

Travis was riveted, every sense hyper-focused on the scene before him. The scent of her arousal, musky and sweet, filled the compartment. The sight of this stranger devouring his wife. The sound of her escalating, helpless moans, each one a testament to a pleasure he had fantasized about but never dreamed would feel this real.

Nadia was completely lost to it. Her fears, her doubts, they were gone, burned away by the heat building low in her belly. Her grip on Max’s hair was fierce, her other hand scrabbling for purchase on the seat cushion. Her moans grew louder, less restrained, each one a direct punch to Travis’s gut. She was a symphony of pleasure, and he had a front-row seat.

“I’m... I’m so close,” she choked out, her body beginning to tremor, her thighs tightening around Max’s head. “Don’t... don’t stop... oh, god, right there...”

Max redoubled his efforts, his movements becoming faster, more urgent, his tongue a relentless, perfect pressure on her most sensitive spot. Nadia’s mouth opened in a silent scream, her back bowing off the seat as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming. A raw, shattered cry finally broke free, echoing in the small compartment as she convulsed against his mouth, wave after wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy shaking her to her core.

The tremors of her climax were still echoing through her, a deep, satisfying hum in her veins, but a new, raw hunger was already surging to the surface. Nadia’s fingers, which had been clenched white-knuckled in the seat fabric, now uncurled and reached for Max. She didn’t pull him gently; she yanked him up by his shoulders, her strength surprising them both.

Her mouth found his in a fierce, desperate kiss. It was nothing like the tentative one they had shared moments before. This was all salt and heat and the unmistakable, intimate taste of herself on his lips. A low groan rumbled from Max’s chest as her tongue plunged into his mouth, her hands sliding down his back, exploring the hard planes of muscle beneath his shirt. She was claiming him.

Travis could only watch, his breath caught in his throat. The sight of his wife, so thoroughly pleasured and now so fiercely taking control, was the most potent aphrodisiac he could ever imagine. His cock strained painfully against his trousers, a throbbing, insistent demand for attention that he completely ignored. This. This was the show. This was the fantasy, raw and real and unfolding right before his eyes.

Nadia broke the kiss, her green eyes dark with a primal need Travis had never seen before. Her gaze was locked on Max, her lips swollen and glistening. Her hands slid to the front of his trousers, fumbling only for a second with the button and zipper before she was pushing the rough fabric down his hips.

And there he was.

Max’s cock sprang free, thick and hard and already glistening at the tip. It was a revelation. Nadia’s breath hitched, a small, sharp sound of pure want. She wrapped her fingers around the base, her grip firm, feeling the hot, velvety skin stretched taut over the rigid strength beneath. So this is him, she thought, a thrill of pure, illicit excitement shooting through her.

She looked up at Max, her eyes meeting his warm amber gaze. He was watching her with rapt attention, his own desire plain on his face, but he remained perfectly still, letting her lead. That silent permission was all she needed. Lowering her head, she didn’t tease. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth.

A guttural, approving sound came from Max. “Fuck, Nadia...”

The taste was musky, male, and uniquely his. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive crown, tasting the single, salty bead of pre-cum that had gathered there. She moaned around him, the vibration making his hips twitch forward involuntarily. She took more of him, sinking down, feeling him press against the back of her throat. Her body thrummed with a new kind of power. She was doing this. She was reducing this rugged, confident man to a groaning, desperate mess.

Travis watched, mesmerized, his hand unconsciously moving to palm himself through his pants. The visual was utterly debauched. His beautiful wife, on her knees on the train compartment floor, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders as she devoted herself to another man’s pleasure. The sounds were filthy and perfect: the wet, sucking noises, Max’s ragged breaths, the soft, needy whimpers Nadia made as she worked him deeper.

She found a rhythm, one hand pumping the base of his shaft in time with the bobbing of her head. Her other hand cupped his heavy balls, rolling them gently in her palm. Max’s composure was fraying. His hands, which had been clenched at his sides, came up to cradle her head, not forcing, but guiding, his fingers tangling in her dark silk hair.

“God, your mouth... it’s fucking incredible,” he rasped, his voice strained. “So hot... so good...”

Nadia looked up at him through her lashes, and the eye contact sent a fresh jolt of electricity through all three of them. She was lost in the act, in the giving and taking of pleasure, in the heady sensation of being watched and desired by two men at once. Her own arousal began to coil tightly again, a direct result of the expert movements of her own mouth.

She could feel him thickening, hardening even more in her mouth. The rhythm of his breathing changed, growing sharper, more frantic. He was close. So very close.

It was Travis’s voice that cut through the heavy, sex-filled air, rough with his own unchecked desire. “Don’t,” he commanded, the word sharp, but not unkind. “Don’t come in her mouth.”

The command hung between them. Nadia instantly stilled, her lips still wrapped around him. She didn’t pull away, she just stopped, holding him there on the very precipice. She looked from Max’s strained, frustrated face to Travis’s intense, blazing blue eyes. The power dynamic shifted again, so dizzyingly fast. Travis was still in control. He was orchestrating this symphony of their desire.

A slow, wicked smile touched Nadia’s lips. She gave the head of Max’s cock one last, slow, torturous lick, savoring the muffled curse it drew from him, before she finally leaned back, releasing him with a soft, wet pop.

Max’s cock stood rigid and desperate in the cool air of the compartment, throbbing with the denied release. He was breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling rapidly. Nadia sat back on her heels, wiping the back of her hand across her glistening lips, her eyes shining with a mixture of triumph and unspent desire. She looked at her husband, waiting for his next move.

The train rattled on, a steady rhythm beneath their feet, a stark contrast to the explosive, suspended tension now held tightly within the small, private compartment.

Travis’s voice was low, a husky command that vibrated through the charged air. “Now, ride him, Nadia. I want to watch you take every inch of him.”

His words sent a fresh, electric jolt through her. The initial shock of this entire situation had long since melted away, replaced by a raw, primal hunger that centered entirely on the man beneath her and the one watching her. She rose from her knees, her movements fluid and deliberate, her green eyes locked on Max’s amber ones. He was still panting, his body a taut line of frustrated desire, his cock a rigid, angry red testament to the edge she’d left him on.

She didn’t break eye contact with him as she swung one leg over his hips, straddling him on the plush velvet seat. The rough texture of his jeans scratched against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, a delicious, grounding friction. She could feel the heat radiating from him, a furnace contained by denim and a thin layer of cotton. Her own core ached, a deep, hollow need that demanded to be filled.

“You heard him,” she whispered, her voice smoky with intent. Her hands went to the button of his fly, her fingers fumbling only slightly before she undid it. She tugged his jeans and briefs down just enough to free him completely. His cock sprang up, slapping against his stomach, a bead of moisture glistening at the tip. God, he’s thick.

She positioned herself above him, the head of his cock brushing against her wetness, making them both gasp. She teased them both, rubbing his length through her slick folds, coating him in her arousal. The scent of them—musky, sweet, and utterly carnal—filled the small compartment.

“Look at me, Nadia,” Travis commanded from his chair, his own arousal a palpable presence in the room. “I want to see your face when he enters you.”

She turned her head, meeting her husband’s intense blue stare. His jaw was clenched, his hands gripping the arms of his chair, but his eyes burned with a fierce, adoring pride. This was for him. This was because of him. That thought, that connection, unlocked the last of her inhibition.

With a deep, shuddering breath, she lowered herself onto Max.

It was a slow, exquisite torture. The broad head of him stretched her, a burning, perfect fullness that made her eyes flutter closed for a second before she forced them open, keeping her gaze on Travis. She sank down another inch, a soft moan escaping her lips as he filled her more deeply than she’d anticipated. Max groaned beneath her, a raw, guttural sound, his hands coming up to grip her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as if she were his anchor in a storm.

“That’s it, baby,” Travis murmured, his voice rough with need. “Take him. All of him.”

She obeyed, sinking down until she was fully impaled, his pelvis pressed flush against hers. She was so full, stretched so perfectly around him. She could feel every throbbing vein, every ridge of him. For a moment, she just stayed there, seated fully on his lap, acclimating to the overwhelming sensation of a new man inside her, her husband’s searing gaze upon her.

Then she began to move.

It started as a slow, tentative rock of her hips, a testing of the waters. But the waters were deep and hot and promised utter oblivion. Her rhythm quickly found its pace, becoming more confident, more urgent. She rose up until only the tip of him remained inside her, poised on a precipice of pleasure, before plunging back down, taking him to the hilt with a sharp, breathy cry.

“Fuck, Nadia,” Max grunted, his head falling back against the seat, his eyes squeezed shut. His own hips began to meet her downward thrusts, driving into her with a power that stole her breath. Yes. This was what she needed. Not just to be in control, but to be fucked. To be taken, even as she did the taking.

The sound of their bodies meeting filled the space—the wet, slapping rhythm of her skin against his, their ragged breathing, Travis’s low, approving growls. Nadia’s hands braced on Max’s broad chest, her fingers splaying across the hard planes of muscle as she used him for leverage, riding him with a frenzy that was both for her own pleasure and for the beautiful, mesmerizing show she was giving her husband.

She could feel the coil of her orgasm tightening deep within her belly, a familiar pressure building with every powerful thrust. Max’s grip on her hips tightened, his movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. She knew he was close, teetering on that same edge she’d left him on before.

“Look at how beautiful you are,” Travis said, his voice thick with emotion. “Look at how you move on his cock. You are a goddess.”

His words pushed her higher. Her head fell back, her dark hair brushing against the small of her back as she lost herself in the sensation, in the pure, unadulterated physicality of it. The train rocked steadily on its tracks, its rhythm now a part of theirs, a metallic drumbeat to their carnal dance. She was a mess of sensation: the ache in her thighs, the scrape of fabric, the slam of his body into hers, the intense, piercing pleasure-pain of being filled so completely.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, though she didn’t know who she was pleading with—Max, whose hands were now roaming her body, cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples until she cried out; or Travis, whose watchful eyes were stoking the fire in her soul.

Max opened his eyes, his amber gaze hazy with lust. “I’m not gonna last,” he warned, his voice strained.

“You don’t come until I say you can,” Travis’s command cut through the humid air, sharp and absolute. The power of it, the sheer control her husband wielded from his seat, was the final catalyst.

Nadia’s world shattered. The coil snapped. A powerful, convulsing orgasm ripped through her, so intense it was almost painful. Her inner walls clenched around Max’s cock in relentless, rhythmic waves, milking him, pulling a choked roar from his throat as he fought Travis’s order, his own body straining against the force of her climax. Her cries echoed in the small space, raw and uninhibited, as she rode out the devastating waves of pleasure, her body shuddering uncontrollably atop his.

"Now, Max," Travis commanded, his voice a low growl that seemed to reverberate through the very walls of the compartment. His blue eyes were dark, almost predatory, as they locked onto the scene before him. "Let go. Fill her. I want to see you claim what's mine."

Max’s entire body tensed beneath Nadia, his breath hitching in his throat as he teetered on the edge of control. His hands, which had been gripping her hips with bruising intensity, now trembled as the order ripped through him. His amber eyes flickered up to meet Travis’s, a silent plea for permission that had already been granted. With a guttural moan, Max’s hips jerked upward, driving himself as deep into Nadia as possible. His release was immediate and overpowering, a surge of heat that flooded her, triggering another wave of her own ecstasy.

Nadia gasped, her body shuddering as she felt him pulse inside her. The sensation was overwhelming—blissful, primal, and utterly forbidden. She collapsed forward, her hands pressing into Max’s chest as her own climax continued to ripple through her, drawing every last drop from him. Her moans mingled with his, a symphony of raw pleasure that echoed in the confined space.

Travis watched with an intensity that bordered on reverence, his gaze never wavering from his wife’s face. Her expression was one of pure abandon, her lips parted, her eyes half-lidded, her body still trembling from the aftershocks. He drank in the sight of her, his Nadia, so beautiful in her surrender, so powerful in her vulnerability. "Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. "You took him so well. You’re perfection."

For a moment, the only sounds in the compartment were their heavy breaths and the rhythmic clatter of the train’s wheels on the tracks. Nadia finally lifted her head, her green eyes meeting Travis’s across the short distance. There was something unspoken between them, a connection that went beyond words, beyond this moment. She smiled softly, a mix of exhaustion and satisfaction, and Travis returned it with a look of absolute pride.

Max, still beneath her, let out a shaky laugh as he came down from his high. His hands, which had been gripping her so tightly moments ago, now rested gently on her thighs, a silent acknowledgment of what they’d just shared. "Jesus," he breathed, his voice hoarse. "That was..." He trailed off, unable to find the words.

Travis leaned back in his seat, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. "It was exactly what I wanted to see," he said, his tone firm but not unkind. "And it’s not over yet." His words hung in the air like a promise, a reminder that this was only the beginning of their journey into uncharted territory.

The final, shuddering pulse of Max’s release seemed to hang in the air between them, a tangible heat. Nadia slumped forward, her forehead coming to rest on his damp chest, her own body humming with a deep, resonant satisfaction. Max’s hands, large and roughened, stroked her back in slow, gentle circles, a silent, respectful acknowledgment of the intimacy they’d just shared.

Then, with a soft, wet sound, he carefully withdrew from her warmth.

The sudden emptiness made her gasp softly, a void waiting to be filled. She felt the cool air of the compartment kiss her slick, swollen flesh, a shocking contrast to the heat that had just occupied her. Her eyes, heavy-lidded and dazed, fluttered open.

That’s when she saw Travis.

He was already on his feet, having moved with a silent, predatory grace she hadn’t noticed. He loomed over them, his presence immediately dominating the small space. The look on his face wasn't one of anger or jealousy, but of pure, unadulterated hunger. His blue eyes were dark, his pupils blown wide, fixed solely on her. On his wife.

The air crackled, the energy shifting instantly from shared to singularly possessive.

“My turn,” Travis said, his voice a low, guttural rasp that vibrated deep in her core. It wasn't a request. It was a declaration.

He didn’t wait for a reply. His hands, familiar and strong, gripped her hips, pulling her off of Max’s lap with an effortless strength that left her breathless. She was pliant in his grasp, a doll of warm, satisfied flesh, letting him maneuver her. He turned her to face him, her back now to Max. The world tilted as he spun her around and bent her forward, pressing her palms flat against the cool glass of the compartment window.

The shock of the cold glass on her heated skin made her jolt. Oh god. Outside, the darkened landscape was a blur, but a sliver of a well-lit station platform slid into view. They weren't moving. People were right there, just a thin pane of glass away.

“Travis...” she breathed, a mix of panic and thrilling exhilaration lacing her voice.

“Shhh,” he murmured, his body pressing flush against her back, his hardness a potent, demanding presence against the curve of her ass. His lips found the sensitive spot just below her ear. “They can’t see in. But we know. I know.” His voice dropped to a whisper, for her alone. “And you’re so fucking wet for me, aren’t you? Still dripping from him.”

His words were a filthy, perfect truth. She was soaked, a messy combination of her own arousal and Max’s release. The humiliation of it, the raw exposure, sent a fresh jolt of desperate need through her. She pushed her hips back against him, a wordless plea.

She heard the rustle of his clothes, the quick, efficient sound of his zipper, and then the hot, velvety-steel length of him was pressing against her entrance. He didn’t tease. He didn’t ask.

With a single, powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt.

Nadia’s cry was muffled against her own arm, a strangled sound of pure sensation. He filled her completely, stretching her in a familiar, yet suddenly new and overwhelming way. This was different from being with Max. This was Travis. Her husband. This was claiming.

He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm from the very first stroke, each drive of his hips slamming her palms against the window. Thump. Thump. Thump. The rhythm was a counterpoint to the frantic beating of her heart. The risk of discovery was a live wire, electrifying every nerve ending.

“Look at you,” he growled in her ear, one hand snaking around her front to cup her breast, pinching her nipple hard between his thumb and forefinger. The other hand stayed anchored on her hip, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her in place for his taking. “Look at my wife. Taking a stranger’s cock like a perfect little slut, and now taking her husband’s like the good girl she is.”

She was moaning openly now, each brutal, delicious thrust stealing her breath. Her eyes were squeezed shut, the pleasure a white-hot coil tightening deep in her belly. She could feel the weight of Max’s gaze on them, could only imagine the sight they made, and the thought of him watching Travis take her with such raw ownership made the coil tighten further.

“Open your eyes, Nadia,” Travis commanded, his voice strained with his own effort. “Look out that window. Look at them, and know that I’m the one fucking you. I’m the one making you feel this.”

Trembling, she forced her eyes open. The platform was still there. A man in a trench coat checked his watch. A woman laughed at something on her phone. Normal people. Ordinary lives. And she was here, bent over, being fucked into oblivion by her husband, another man’s come still cooling on her thighs.

The obscenity of it, the perfect, deviant contrast, shattered the last of her inhibitions. A keening wail escaped her lips as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and all-consuming. Her inner muscles clenched around him in frantic, rhythmic pulses, milking his length.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw, animalistic groan that was the most beautiful sound she had ever heard, Travis drove into her one last, deep time, his body shuddering against hers as he emptied himself inside her. His grip on her hip was almost painful, a final anchor as he spilled into the warmth Max had just vacated, marking her, reclaiming her.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined together, panting heavily against the glass. The faint hum of the train’s engine starting up thrummed beneath their feet. They were moving again.

Travis softened inside her but didn’t pull away. He leaned heavily against her, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his breath hot on her skin. His hand on her breast gentled, becoming a soothing caress.

“Jesus, Nadia,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with emotion and exhaustion. “You are... everything.”

She could only nod, her own body trembling with the aftershocks, utterly spent, utterly possessed.

From behind them, Max cleared his throat softly. The sound was almost hesitant, as though he was unsure of his place in the aftermath of the raw, primal scene that had just unfolded. “Well, I... I should probably...” His voice trailed off, awkward and subdued, a stark contrast to the intensity that had filled the compartment moments before.

Nadia turned her head slightly, her cheek still pressed against the cool glass. She could see him in the reflection—Max, sitting there, shirtless and disheveled, his face flushed with a mix of satisfaction and uncertainty. His eyes darted between her and Travis, as if gauging whether he should stay or leave. There was a tension in the air now, a shift from the shared intimacy to something more complicated, more fragile.

Travis finally pulled away from Nadia, his breath still heavy but steadying as he adjusted his clothes. He glanced at Max, his expression unreadable for a moment before he gave a slow nod. “Yeah,” he said, his voice low but firm. “You probably should.” There was no malice in his tone, no anger, just a quiet finality that made it clear the moment had ended.

Max stood, his movements deliberate but slightly awkward, as if he wasn’t sure how to navigate the sudden shift in energy. He grabbed his discarded shirt from the seat, pulling it on quickly, his fingers fumbling with the buttons. For a moment, he hesitated, his gaze lingering on Nadia. There was something in his eyes—something that felt like gratitude, or maybe even respect. But he didn’t say anything else. Instead, he simply nodded, a silent acknowledgment of what had transpired.

As he reached for the door handle, Travis’s voice stopped him. “Max.” It wasn’t a command, but it carried weight. Max paused, turning back to look at him. Travis’s blue eyes were piercing now, the earlier heat replaced by something colder, more calculating. “This stays between us. Understand?”

Max swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. “Of course,” he said quickly, his voice steady despite the faint tremor in his hands. “I wouldn’t... I mean, I won’t say a word.”

With that, he stepped out of the compartment, the door sliding shut behind him with a soft, final click. Nadia exhaled a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, her body still trembling faintly from the intensity of what had just transpired. The silence that followed was thick, heavy with unspoken thoughts and emotions that seemed to press against the walls of the small space. She turned to face Travis fully now, her legs still unsteady beneath her, her skin tingling with the residual heat of their passion. His eyes met hers, and for a moment, they just stared, the weight of what they’d done settling between them like a shared secret neither of them wanted to break just yet.

Travis reached out first, his hand brushing gently against her cheek, his touch a stark contrast to the raw dominance he’d displayed moments ago. His thumb traced the curve of her jawline, his expression softening as he studied her face. “You okay?” he asked, his voice low and tender, laced with a concern that made her heart ache. She nodded, though the truth was more complicated than a simple yes or no. She felt alive, electric, but also exposed, as if layers of herself had been stripped away in the act.

Nadia leaned into his touch, her hands finding their way to his chest, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat beneath her palms. It grounded her, reminding her that this was still them, still Travis and Nadia, even after everything. “I’m... I’m good,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the faint hum of the train’s engine. “Just... trying to process.” Her gaze flickered to the window, where the darkness outside seemed to stretch endlessly. She couldn’t help but think of the people who’d been so close just minutes ago, oblivious to the raw, intimate scene unfolding just on the other side of the glass.

Travis followed her gaze, his hand slipping down to rest on the small of her back as he pulled her closer. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his lips grazing her temple. “Fucking breathtaking. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you like that before.” His words were filled with awe, but also a hint of something deeper, something possessive. It sent a shiver down her spine. “Did you... did you like it?” he asked after a pause, his voice hesitating just slightly, revealing a vulnerability she wasn’t used to hearing from him.

She hesitated, her mind racing as she searched for the right words. “It was... intense,” she admitted softly, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. “Scary, but also... exhilarating. I didn’t expect to feel so...” She trailed off, unsure how to articulate the mix of emotions swirling inside her. Desire, submission, freedom—it was all there, tangled together in a way that left her breathless.

Travis nodded, seeming to understand without her needing to say more. He pressed a kiss to her forehead, his arms wrapping around her in a firm yet gentle embrace. “We don’t have to do it again if you don’t want to,” he said quietly, his tone sincere. “But... thank you. For trusting me enough to try.” She buried her face against his chest, the warmth of his body enveloping her as she let out a shaky breath. For now, there were no answers, only the quiet hum of the train and the steady presence of the man who had always been her anchor.
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