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Backdoor Subway Ride

I don’t often take the New York Subway, especially in rush hour. 

It’s not just the crowding, the impoliteness, getting my feet stepped on and the cacophony of voices and the shriek and scream of the trains entering and leaving stations that keeps me away. More than all that, it’s the constant barrage of need I hear in all the minds around me. 

You see, I was born with a wild talent. I can hear people’s minds. But not all their thoughts, only their desires. Some of those desires I want to listen to very much, but there are a lot of sick souls sailing through the dark tunnels under the city. They give me the willies and I try to avoid them as much as possible.

So, instead, if I go by subway, I go late or early. Or I stay in the outer boroughs. It’s safer for my mental well being that way. 

Besides, it’s really  difficult to get pussy while on a crowded subway car.

I guess I should mention also that when I hear – with my mind – certain kinds of desires, I can help that person make it happen. Repression is a bitch and keeps a lot of women from fulfilling desires they’ve held in their hearts for years. Decades even. And my psi talent is that I can help them let go enough to fulfill the desire. Perhaps a woman has a desire to suck a stranger’s cock. I can make that happen. Maybe she wants to fuck in a park. She will need me for that. Maybe she wants to have her pussy lapped while she waits for dinner at a fine restaurant. I’ve enabled that many times.

Too often, these women have believed that they should never act on their desires. So, they need someone who will tell them to do it. I am that person. By my command, I release them from their inhibitions. By my word, they allow themselves the room to fulfill their deepest desires, whether mundane or kinky. Were it not for my orders, they would keep going on through life, perhaps to the grave, unhappy at lost opportunity. They want to do something sleazy; I order them to go ahead. Usually with me.

What can I say? It’s a gift.

I should also mention that this gift does not work at all if the woman does not want really to do anything. If the desire is only passing, or she doesn't really want to do anything, I can do nothing. Seriously, I could project all my power until my brain melted, and there is no way that I could ever make anyone do something they did not really want to do.

Fortunately...

The last time this kind of thing happened, was on the subway. I was on my way home, about two in the morning. At that time of night, the ridership drops off dramatically. And I like it that way. I’m the maitr’d of a very high-end restaurant on Restaurant Row – you know, down in the Theater District. If I mentioned the name, you’d know exactly who I was, so discretion is all.

I was tired as the Number 1 train pulled out of fiftieth street, so I didn’t pay too much attention to the clientele of the MTA. Since I had to go all the way to the end of the line, up in the Bronx, I just settled back and waited, more or less patiently. I sat in one of the end cars, because (as I said) I hate the crowds.

She got on at 96th.

Looking a little tired. Looking a little overworked. She wore a smart top and business skirt that had been new a long time ago. Obviously, she worked long hours at some uptown firm. In her late thirties she had lines beginning here and there, but still seemed firm and youthful. Maybe she worked out. She glanced around the car.

It was empty, save for me.

Etiquette in such situation demands that when only two people are on a subway car, one must sit a far as possible from the other. Or move to another car. She looked at me and sat just a few seats away.

We came to 103rd Street. No one got on. I glanced at her and smiled the non-committal smile all New Yorkers give one another. Look at me! I’m not dangerous!

She gave the responding smile: “I’ll take that under advisement!”

I looked out the window at the passing darkness. A train going in the opposite direction made ours shudder. We reached 110th Street. No one got on. We were still alone.

116th Street. No one.

125th Street. Still no takers.

The train pulled out of the station (which is high above a small valley that cuts across Manhattan at that point). A moment later, it shuddered to a stop. Outside, a few lights shone from apartments in the housing project looming over the train tracks.

I looked at the woman. She was looking at me. I said, “Business as usual, I guess.”

She laughed and looked across to the opposite windows, where, beyond the buildings, one could see lights glittering atop the cliffs of the palisades.

Almost unintelligible, a voice came over the speakers. “Due to a water condition at 135th street, this train will be delayed.”

I sighed. And I looked at my erstwhile companion. As I said, she lived somewhere in her later thirties. She looked tired, naturally as it was in the wee hours of the morning. But she still was extremely attractive. She had long, light brown hair in a single tail. She had flawless skin and only a few laugh-lines framing her blue eyes. Her legs, crossed demurely, tilted up, slender and bereft of any blemishes or varicose veins. And I suddenly felt desire for her. I wondered instantly whether those legs were as perfect where they joined the rest of her. I wondered about her cunt. Did it smell good? Was it hairy? Was it smooth? 

And I felt something else. Something deeper. Something secret. 

It was her desire, smoldering like an old coal, buried deep in a bed of cold ashes.

Deep inside her was a kink.

And she needed help.

What exactly it is I do, I don’t really know. I stopped asking a long time ago. All I know is that it works. At the end, both of us would have gotten exactly what we wanted. It feels like I push out at the person, and they respond. So, my power is a win-win.

So I pushed out at her. And I said, “What is your desire?”

Her face took on a characteristic, slightly blank expression I've come to know well. She said, “I want you to look at my asshole.” 

“You do?” I said. 

Her eyes closed and a small sigh of need escaped her. “Yes,” she breathed.

I glanced at her hands and saw a ring. “What about your husband? Shouldn’t he be looking at it?”

As though mesmerized, she shook her head slowly. “No,” she said. “He doesn’t think it’s right.”

“What’s his problem?”

“He’s a Christian,” she replied. “He thinks anything other than missionary is evil.”

Wow, I thought. And I felt a familiar heaviness in my pants. If there is anything that turns me on more than anything else, it’s the prospect of a woman’s anus. I’ve always enjoyed penetrating a female asshole. I love to watch it stretch around my cock. I love the way it feels to blow my semen deep in a woman’s rectum. It even is more exciting than fucking a woman raw because she secretly desires to be bred by a stranger!

Again, the conductor’s voice came over the intercom to tell us that the “water condition” was creating a delay. I looked up at the door to the next car. I had lucked out! This was one of those cars where they keep the doors between cars locked. Even better, this was one of the cars that, were it in a different position, would have the conductor riding in a small cab. No one could see us. No one would barge in on us.

So, I looked her directly in the eye. And I pushed with my mind. “Well then, why don’t you show me your asshole?”

Her eyes widened and, for a moment, I thought I had misread the moment, or that my power had failed. Then she smiled and said, “How should I do that?”

I smiled. 

She continued to smile in return, all trust, waiting my command.

“Take off your panties,” I said.

She thought a moment, then nodded. She pulled her skirt up, revealing frilly, purple, bikini-style panties.

“They are very pretty,” I said, looking at her strong, yet slender thighs.

Her smile broadened. “Thank you!” She hooked her thumbs under the waistline of the underwear and, lifting her butt off the seat slightly, peeled them off in one long smooth motion. As the panties rolled up and slid down her legs, the thatch of her pubic hair was revealed. She had auburn curls, dark against the creaminess of her legs. She leaned forward to bring the panties down, around her knees, down her lower legs and lifted her feet to free them.

“Give them to me,” I said.

She leaned forward and did this.

While keeping my eyes locked on hers, I raised the panties to my nose. I inhaled sharply, imbibing her aroma. Instantly, my cock was iron in my trousers “Exquisite,” I said. “Your pussy smells sweet.”

She blushed. “Thank you.”

“Now show me!”

She grasped her legs behind her knees and drew her legs up and apart. As she did, her outer lips drew apart slightly and revealed a streak of light pink. Below, barely in sight, was a glimpse of her pucker. Even as I watched, I saw a sudden drip of fluid squeeze out of her pussy.

“That excites you?” And I pushed again.

She nodded. “Yeah.”

“But I really can’t see a lot,” I said.

“No?” She sounded concerned, as though she had not answered correctly on a test or a job interview.

“Why don’t you sit on this seat?” I indicated the seat adjacent to mine, but perpendicular to mine. Even more
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