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AS THE SUN ROSE ON day five of Marguerite and Amelia’s journey to Moscow, the train came to a halt in the middle of a large urban center; having crossed into Poland that night, they were entering Warsaw, where the train needed a change of gauge. Roused from their embraced slumber, the women greeted each other with a brush of their lips; Margot, staring into Amelia’s deep green eyes, said:

-Bon matin, darling.

-Mornin’, replied Amelia, still groggy. Are we... are we stopped? 

-Yes, I think so; I believe Simon mentioned it yesterday, over dinner.

She stood up, and got dressed for the day, slipping into a blue travel gown with a matching beret. She was already applying her lipstick and eye shadow by the time Amelia rolled out of their bunk; stripping out of her nightgown, the American lazily sought out her undergarments. Before she found either bustier or corsage, however, someone knocked at the door; Marguerite immediately let the visitor in. With a start, Amelia covered herself with her hands, trying her best to shield her breasts from view. Fortunately, the visitor in question was Simon who, two days prior, had already seen whatever it was the American wanted to hide:

-Good morning, ladies, we- 

Seeing Amelia’s distress, he stopped; the golden-haired girl was beet-red, admonishing Marguerite in a shrill voice:

-Didn’t you see I ain’t dressed?!? Can’t you at least let me get my bustier?!?

-Ah, darling, I am so, so, so terribly sorry, but... you look adorable when you’re flustered, replied Margot with a laugh. 

Grabbing clothes at random, Amelia locked herself in the bathroom to get dressed; meanwhile, Marguerite turned to Simon:

-What do we owe this visit to, oh Simon?

-Just coming to say, we’ve gotta get off the train; apparently, there’s some problem with crews and such, and we’re set to be in Warsaw at least two days, I’m afraid.

-Oh? But wherever shall we go, my dear? I don’t know anyone local, and it’s not like my Polish is particularly good.

-Don’t worry, ma’am, seeing as you’re high-paying customers, the company rep sent me here to get you to a nearby hotel, their treat, of course. 

Nodding, Marguerite replied:

-Formidable, just let me get my valise, give the poor girl time to dress, and we’ll gladly follow you to our new accommodations. 

Still flushed, Amelia soon joined them, her green dress drawing out the radiance of her hair; suitcase in hand, she was ready to head into town. Meanwhile, a true gentleman, Simon, under Margot’s directions, picked up a collection of 2 bags, a suitcase, and a purse; he would carry these for her all the way to their room. When they emerged from the station in the early-morning sunshine, the streets were already full; stern men pacing to and fro, heading for jobs or clubs, housewives headed to market, urchins zig-zagging along, some playing, some pick-pocketing. 

Marguerite led on, following Simon’s directions; a few blocks down, they came to the hotel, where Simon dutifully took charge of their check-in. Assisted by a bell-boy, he showed Marguerite and Amelia to their room, a beautiful suite with a lounge area and two bedrooms; from the window, high above nearby buildings, they had a view of the glinting Vistula River. Flitting from room to room, window to window, the women gushed at the beauty on display; meanwhile, the bell-boy stood at the door, hand held out. Taking the hint, Simon tipped him and sent him on his way; he then joined Margot and Amelia in the main bedroom. Focused as they were on the view from their window, the girls paid him no attention; he coughed and said:

-Well, since you’re all set, I think I’ll just head out; see you in two days, maybe!

Before he could walk out, however, Margot started after him; grabbing him by the arm, she said:

-Attends! Wait, wait, Simon; thank you for all your help, you’re an absolute darling! It would be awfully rude of us not to repay such kindness...

His gaze ran down Margot’s body before jumping to Amelia; hugging his side, Marguerite led him towards a window-side sofa. Simon asked:

-I really gotta get back to work, but... I could spare some time... what do you have in mind?

Leading him onwards, Marguerite could almost see memories of their romp together flashing before his eyes; with a smirk, she sat him down on the chair:

-Oh, ne t’inquiete pas, you will not be disappointed. 

As she took a few steps backwards, Amelia joined them; both women exchanged a long, passionate kiss, before the American sat next to Simon. Marguerite, shuffling her legs and swaying from side-to-side, began teasingly unbuttoning the front of her dress; facing away from her audience, stealing glances and looks over her shoulder, she offered glimpses of skin and flashes of underwear. Fully unlaced, she began sliding her gown down her shoulders; dancing in place, she turned to them, her corset now uncovered. 

Amelia, hugged tightly against Simon’s side, placed a gentle hand on the crotch of his pants; she fondled the growing stiffness she found there through the fabric. As her dress slid to the floor, uncovering her slim, long legs in their white stockings, Marguerite undid the lacing of her corset; with playful motions, she pulled the ribbon out, leaning forward and offering a widening view of her cleavage. As she loosed and tossed her corset aside, Amelia’s fondling grew more insistent; pulling down the conductor’s pants, she gripped his shaft and began stroking it gingerly. As Marguerite danced around the removal of her stocking, of her undergarment, as she sauntered to and fro in her birthday suit, Amelia could feel Simon’s cock grow stiffer in her palm. Wearing only her smile, Margot approached her seated lovers; for a moment, she shared in Amelia’s labour, gently fondling the base of Simon’s member, whilst stealing another kiss from her girlfriend. 
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