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Blacked on the Train
Chapter 1
The argument with her mother had been the final fracture in a house that had been cracking for months. Emily stood in the narrow hallway of their small apartment, her backpack already slung over one shoulder, the zipper half-open because she had shoved clothes into it without folding anything. Her mother’s voice still rang in her ears—sharp, accusing, the same old accusations about laziness and disrespect and how Emily would never amount to anything if she kept skipping classes and staying out late. Emily had shouted back that she was nineteen, that she could make her own choices, that she was leaving and never coming back. The door had slammed behind her with a finality that felt both terrifying and liberating.
She walked the three blocks to the subway entrance with her head down, the late evening air cool against the flushed skin of her face. The station was nearly deserted. A few distant figures waited on the opposite platform, but her side held only the long stretch of empty benches and the low hum of the fluorescent lights. Emily chose a seat near the middle of the car when the train finally arrived, sliding into the corner by the window so she could press her shoulder against the cold glass and pretend the rest of the world did not exist. The backpack rested between her feet. She kept her arms folded tightly across her chest, the thin fabric of her white tank top doing little to hide the rapid rise and fall of her breathing.
The train pulled away from the station with a soft lurch. Emily stared at her reflection in the darkened window, the pale oval of her face framed by the loose waves of her light brown hair. She looked younger than nineteen in that moment, the remnants of tears still glistening at the corners of her eyes. She had not planned this carefully. There was a little money in her pocket, enough for a few nights in a cheap motel if she was careful, and the vague idea of calling a friend who lived across the city. Beyond that, nothing. The emptiness of the car made the silence feel heavier.
At the next stop the doors opened and a single passenger stepped inside. He was tall, broad through the shoulders, the kind of build that filled the doorway for a moment before he moved fully into the car. Dark skin, close-cropped hair, a simple black t-shirt that stretched across his chest, and jeans that sat low on his hips. He looked to be in his early thirties. His eyes scanned the nearly empty space and settled on Emily for a beat longer than casual interest required. Then he walked toward her end of the car and took the seat directly across the aisle, leaving only a narrow gap of space between them.
Emily kept her gaze fixed on the window. She felt the weight of his attention without looking, a quiet pressure that made the skin along her arms prickle. The train accelerated again, the rhythmic clatter of the wheels filling the silence. After a full minute the man spoke, his voice low and even, carrying easily across the short distance.
“You look like you’ve had a rough night.”
Emily’s shoulders tensed. She did not turn her head. “I’m fine.”
“Didn’t say you weren’t.” There was no push in his tone, only a calm observation. “Just looks that way. Most people don’t ride this late with a packed bag and red eyes unless something’s going on.”
She risked a glance. He was watching her without staring, one arm resting along the back of the empty seat beside him, the other hand loose on his thigh. His expression held no pity, only a steady curiosity that somehow felt more unsettling than outright sympathy would have. Emily looked away again.
“It’s nothing,” she said. “Just needed to get out of the house.”
“Parents?”
“My mom.” The words came out before she could stop them. “We had a fight. I’m done with it.”
He nodded once, as if that explained everything. The train swayed gently around a curve. Emily shifted in her seat, angling her body slightly toward the window, trying to create more distance without making it obvious. The man did not move closer. He simply stayed where he was, the quiet of the car stretching between them.
“Where are you headed?” he asked after another stretch of silence.
“I don’t know yet.” Emily’s fingers tightened around the strap of her backpack. “Somewhere. Anywhere.”
“Dangerous night to be wandering without a plan.” His voice remained mild. “City’s not always kind to someone who looks as lost as you do right now.”
She felt a flicker of irritation mixed with something else she could not name. “I can take care of myself.”
“I’m sure you can.” He smiled then, a slow curve of his mouth that softened the strong lines of his face. “Doesn’t mean you have to do it alone for the next hour while this train crawls across town.”
Emily did not answer. She watched the tunnel walls blur past the window, the occasional station lights flashing and vanishing. The man stayed quiet for a while, as if giving her space to decide whether to keep talking. When he spoke again his tone had shifted into something almost conversational, the way a stranger might chat about the weather.
“Name’s Marcus. You don’t have to tell me yours if you don’t want to.”
She hesitated, then muttered, “Emily.”
“Emily.” He repeated it softly, testing the sound. “Nice to meet you, Emily. Even if the circumstances are shitty.”
The train slowed for the next station. No one boarded. The doors closed again and they continued on, the car still almost empty except for the two of them and a sleeping figure far at the other end. Marcus leaned forward slightly, resting his forearms on his knees, bringing himself a fraction closer without leaving his seat.
“You hungry? There’s a twenty-four-hour place two stops from here. Decent coffee. You look like you could use something warm.”
Emily shook her head. “I don’t have much money.”
“Didn’t ask if you did. I offered.”
She glanced at him again. His eyes were dark, steady, holding hers without demand. There was something in the way he looked at her that made her stomach tighten—not fear exactly, but a nervous awareness of how alone they were. She told herself she should stand up and move to another car at the next stop. Instead she stayed seated, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.
“I’m not looking for company,” she said, the words quieter than she intended.
“I know.” Marcus’s voice dropped to match hers. “But you’re sitting here looking like the world just ended, and I’m sitting here with nowhere particular to be. Sometimes talking to a stranger is easier than talking to someone who already knows all your reasons for being angry.”
Emily’s throat felt tight. She hated that he was right. The fight with her mother replayed in her mind—the accusations, the slammed door, the sudden weight of having nowhere to go. Tears threatened again and she blinked them back hard.
Marcus noticed. He did not comment on it. Instead he shifted in his seat, angling his body more fully toward her. The movement brought his knee a little closer to the aisle. When the train swayed, the denim of his jeans brushed lightly against the side of her calf. Emily flinched at the contact, a small involuntary jump, but she did not pull her leg away immediately. The warmth of him lingered for a second longer than the motion of the train required.
“Sorry,” he said easily. “Train’s a little rough tonight.”
She nodded, not trusting her voice. The brush of fabric against her skin had been nothing, accidental, yet her pulse had quickened as if it meant something more. She told herself she was being ridiculous. He was just a man on a late train offering conversation and coffee. Nothing more.
They rode in silence for another two stops. Emily found herself glancing at him more often, taking in the strong line of his jaw, the way his hands rested loosely, the quiet confidence in the set of his shoulders. He caught her looking once and smiled again, that same slow smile that made something flutter low in her belly.
“You don’t have to decide anything right now,” he said. “Just ride a few more stops with me. If you still want to go your own way after that, I’ll leave you alone. No pressure.”
Emily studied the floor between her sneakers. The reluctance sat heavy in her chest—the knowledge that she should not trust a stranger, that she should keep her distance, that accepting even a simple offer of company could lead somewhere she was not ready for. Yet the alternative was the empty night and the uncertainty of where she would sleep. Trickery was not the right word for what he was doing; it was more like a careful opening of a door, leaving the choice in her hands while making the other side look warmer than the cold platform waiting outside.
“One stop,” she heard herself say. “I’ll ride one more stop. Then I’m getting off.”
Marcus inclined his head. “One stop it is.”
The train moved on. Emily kept her arms folded, but the tension in her shoulders had eased by a fraction. Marcus leaned back against the seat, giving her space again, though the earlier brush of his knee against her leg remained vivid in her mind. She could still feel the faint impression of denim against the bare skin below the hem of her shorts. It had been nothing. Completely nothing. And yet she found herself waiting, almost without realizing it, for the next small shift of his body that might bring that contact again.
When the train began to slow for the following station, Marcus did not move to stand. He simply watched her, waiting to see what she would do. Emily’s hand tightened on the strap of her backpack. The doors opened onto another nearly empty platform. Cool air drifted into the car. She told herself to rise, to step out, to put distance between herself and the quiet intensity of the man across the aisle.
Instead she stayed seated. The doors closed. The train pulled away once more.
Marcus’s smile returned, softer this time. “One more stop, then.”
Emily did not correct him. She stared out the window, her heart beating a little too fast, the reluctance still present but no longer sharp enough to make her leave. Somewhere in the back of her mind a small voice whispered that she was already further into this than she had intended. She ignored it, focusing instead on the rhythmic motion of the train and the steady presence of the man who had decided, for reasons of his own, to sit near a lost nineteen-year-old girl on an almost empty subway car in the middle of the night.
The next approach came gradually. Marcus shifted again, this time resting his forearm along the edge of the seat so that his hand hung loosely in the space between them. When the train swayed, his fingers brushed the side of her thigh—just the lightest graze of skin against the thin fabric of her shorts. Emily’s breath caught. She did not pull away. The contact lasted only a second before he withdrew, but the warmth of it stayed, a slow bloom of heat that spread outward from the place where his hand had touched her.
“Sorry,” he said again, the same easy apology. “These cars never ride smooth.”
Emily nodded without speaking. Her thigh tingled. She could feel the exact spot where his fingers had rested for that brief moment, the memory of it sharper than it had any right to be. She kept her eyes on the window, but her awareness had narrowed to the space between their seats and the quiet possibility of another accidental touch.
Marcus did not rush. He spoke of nothing important for a while—comments about the late hour, a brief story about a night he had spent riding the same line years earlier when he had nowhere else to go. His voice stayed low, almost intimate in the empty car, drawing her attention without demanding it. Emily found herself answering in short sentences at first, then longer ones, the words coming more easily as the minutes passed. She told him a little about the fight, about how her mother never listened, about the sudden decision to leave with only a half-packed bag and no real plan. He listened without interrupting, nodding at the right moments, his dark eyes steady on her face.
When the train swayed again his hand returned, this time settling more deliberately against the outside of her thigh. Not gripping. Just resting there, the broad warmth of his palm covering a few inches of bare skin above her knee. Emily’s entire body went still. She should have moved. She should have told him to take his hand away. Instead she sat frozen, the reluctance warring with a strange, reluctant curiosity about what the weight of that hand might feel like if it stayed.
Marcus did not look at her. He kept talking in that same calm voice, as if the placement of his hand were the most natural thing in the world. His thumb moved once, a slow stroke along the edge of her shorts, testing. Emily’s breath hitched. The touch was light, almost exploratory, yet it sent a ripple of sensation up her leg that made her toes curl inside her sneakers.
“You’re shaking a little,” he observed quietly.
“I’m cold,” she lied.
“I can help with that.” His hand remained where it was, the heat of it seeping into her skin. “If you want.”
Emily did not answer. The train continued through the dark tunnel, the two of them alone in their corner of the car, the sleeping figure at the far end unaware of the slow, careful way Marcus’s fingers had begun to trace small circles against the outside of her thigh. Each movement was measured, giving her every opportunity to pull away or tell him to stop. She did neither. The reluctance sat heavy in her chest, a tight knot of uncertainty, but beneath it something warmer and more complicated had begun to stir.
His hand slid a fraction higher. The tips of his fingers brushed the soft skin just beneath the hem of her shorts. Emily’s eyes fluttered closed for a second. She could feel the warmth of him through the thin barrier of fabric, the promise of further contact if she allowed it. The first real touch over her panties would come later, she sensed, after more of these careful advances, after the space between them had narrowed by degrees until there was nowhere left to retreat.
For now Marcus kept his hand where it was, the weight of it both comforting and dangerous, while the almost empty subway carried them deeper into the night.
Chapter 2
The train continued its slow progress through the tunnels, the lights of each passing station flaring briefly against the windows before vanishing again into darkness. Emily remained in her seat, her body held rigid against the persistent warmth of Marcus’s hand on her thigh. His fingers had not moved higher since the last gentle stroke, yet the simple presence of his palm against her bare skin felt heavier with every passing minute. She could feel the slight roughness of his fingertips where they rested just beneath the hem of her shorts, the quiet strength in the way he held her without gripping. The reluctance sat thick in her chest, a constant reminder that she should push his hand away, stand up, and leave at the next stop. Instead she stayed exactly where she was, her breathing shallow, her eyes fixed on the blurred reflection of the empty car in the glass.
Marcus spoke again after a long stretch of silence, his voice low enough that it seemed meant only for her. “You don’t have to keep pretending you’re fine. I can feel how tense you are.” His thumb moved in a slow, deliberate arc across the soft skin of her outer thigh, tracing a small path that sent a fresh ripple of sensation upward. “It’s all right to be scared. Leaving home the way you did isn’t easy.”
Emily’s throat tightened. She wanted to tell him that she was not scared of him, that the real fear was the empty night waiting outside and the uncertainty of where she would sleep. The words refused to form. All she managed was a small shake of her head, her light brown hair shifting against her shoulders. Marcus accepted the silence without pressing for more conversation. His hand remained in place, the heat of it seeping deeper into her muscles, loosening them by degrees even as her mind continued to argue against the contact.
The next station arrived and departed with no new passengers. The figure at the far end of the car still slept, head tipped against the window, completely unaware. Marcus used the gentle sway of the train to shift closer by another inch. His knee now pressed lightly against hers, the denim warm through the thin fabric of her shorts. Emily felt the solid weight of his leg and did not pull away. The reluctance whispered that she should create distance, yet her body stayed still, allowing the quiet intimacy of the contact to settle between them.
“You’re shivering again,” Marcus observed. His free hand rose slowly, giving her every chance to lean back or turn her face away. When she did neither, he brushed a loose strand of hair from her cheek with the backs of his fingers. The touch was careful, almost tender, and it made Emily’s eyelids flutter. His fingertips lingered against the side of her face for a moment longer than necessary before sliding down to rest lightly along the curve of her neck. The warmth of his skin against the sensitive place just below her ear sent a soft tremor through her shoulders.
Emily’s voice came out quieter than she intended. “I should get off soon.”
“You should,” Marcus agreed, though his hand did not leave her neck. “But you haven’t moved yet. That tells me something.” His thumb stroked once along the side of her throat, feeling the rapid pulse there. “You don’t want to be alone right now. There’s no shame in that.”
The words settled over her like a careful net. Emily hated how accurately they described the hollow feeling in her chest. She had run from her mother’s apartment with nowhere to go and no one waiting for her. The late hour and the empty train only made the isolation sharper. Marcus’s presence filled that emptiness in a way that felt both dangerous and strangely necessary. She told herself she would leave at the next stop. She told herself the slow path of his hand was nothing she had invited. Yet when the train began to slow again she remained seated, her body angled slightly toward him without conscious decision.
Marcus’s hand on her thigh began to move once more. The motion was unhurried, the broad palm sliding higher along the outside of her leg until his fingers rested fully beneath the hem of her shorts. Emily’s breath caught. She could feel the heat of his skin against the soft inner curve of her thigh now, the subtle pressure of his fingertips testing the give of her flesh. Her legs remained closed, the reluctance holding them together even as a slow, unwelcome warmth began to gather between them.
“Easy,” Marcus murmured. “I’m not going to hurt you. Just feel how warm you are already.” His fingers flexed once, a gentle squeeze that made Emily’s hips shift involuntarily in the seat. The movement opened her thighs by a fraction of an inch. Marcus used the small surrender immediately, his hand gliding inward until the edge of his palm brushed the soft fabric of her panties.
Emily’s entire body went still. The first true contact over the thin cotton was electric, a concentrated point of heat that seemed to radiate outward in slow waves. She could feel the exact shape of his fingers through the material, the careful way he pressed without forcing. Her hand rose halfway from her lap as if to push him away, then hesitated and settled back against the seat. The reluctance was still there, thick and insistent, yet it no longer carried enough strength to make her stop him.
Marcus kept his voice steady and low. “That’s it. Just breathe. You’re safe with me.” His fingers began a slow, circular motion against the front of her panties, mapping the soft mound beneath the cotton. Emily’s cheeks burned. She could feel herself growing damp under the gentle friction, the traitorous response of her body to the careful attention. Each small circle of his fingertips sent another pulse of sensation through her, building with a patience that left her no sharp moment of resistance to seize upon.
The train entered a longer stretch of tunnel. The lights outside the windows disappeared entirely, leaving only the dim interior glow of the car. Marcus leaned closer, his shoulder nearly touching hers, the scent of his skin clean and warm. His hand continued its unhurried exploration, the pressure increasing by degrees until the fabric of her panties was pressed firmly against the sensitive folds beneath. Emily’s breathing had grown uneven. She stared straight ahead at the empty seats across the aisle, her lower lip caught between her teeth, every muscle in her thighs held tight against the slow, relentless circling of his fingers.
“You’re getting wet,” Marcus said quietly, the observation free of triumph or demand. “I can feel it through the cotton. That’s all right. It means your body knows what it needs even if your head is still fighting it.” His middle finger traced a deliberate line along the center of her panties, following the deepening seam of her sex. Emily’s hips gave another small, involuntary lift. The movement pressed her more fully against his hand, and a soft sound escaped her throat before she could swallow it.
Marcus did not rush the discovery. He kept the same measured rhythm, stroking the dampening fabric with the flat of his fingers, learning the shape of her through the thin barrier. When he pressed a little more firmly against the swollen bud at the top of her sex, Emily’s knees parted another inch. The reluctance still whispered that this was too far, that she should close her legs and tell him to stop, yet the growing heat between her thighs made the protest feel distant and weak. She remained open to him by that small degree, allowing his hand the space it needed.
His free hand left her neck and settled against her waist, the large palm spanning the narrow curve above her hip. The dual points of contact—his fingers working slowly between her legs and the steady hold at her side—made Emily feel both anchored and adrift. She could no longer pretend the touches were accidental. Every stroke of his hand against her panties was intentional, patient, and devastatingly effective. The cotton had grown distinctly wet beneath his fingers. She could feel the cool air of the car against the damp fabric each time his hand lifted for a moment before returning.
Marcus leaned in until his mouth was close to her ear. “Tell me to stop and I will. Right now. No questions.” The words were soft, almost gentle, yet they carried the weight of a carefully laid trap. Emily opened her mouth, the refusal ready on her tongue. What came out instead was a shaky breath and a barely audible “I don’t know.”
He accepted the non-answer as permission. His fingers pressed more firmly against the soaked center of her panties, rubbing in slow, thorough circles that made Emily’s thighs tremble. She could feel the ridge of his fingertip through the cotton, the precise way he found the most sensitive spot and lingered there. Her head tipped back against the seat, eyes half-closed, the reluctance still present but now tangled with a growing, reluctant need. The sleeping passenger at the far end of the car remained oblivious. The train rocked gently onward through the darkness, carrying them both deeper into the quiet, charged space they had created between the empty seats.
Marcus’s hand at her waist slid upward by degrees, the edge of his thumb brushing the underside of her breast through the thin tank top. Emily’s breath stuttered. She felt the heat of his palm through the fabric, the careful way he tested the soft weight without fully cupping her yet. At the same time his fingers between her legs continued their patient work, stroking the wet cotton until it clung to her folds. The dual sensations left her dizzy. She should have stopped him. She should have closed her legs and moved to another car. Instead she sat trembling in the dim light of the subway, her body slowly opening to the man who had chosen to sit beside her on the almost empty train, the first true steps of her reluctant surrender unfolding one careful touch at a time.
Chapter 3
The dim interior of the subway car seemed to close in around them as the train pressed deeper into the long stretch of tunnel. Emily’s thighs remained parted by that fragile inch she had allowed, the soaked cotton of her panties clinging to her most private skin under the steady pressure of Marcus’s hand. His fingers continued their unhurried circles, the fabric growing warmer and wetter with every pass. She could feel the precise shape of his fingertips mapping her through the thin barrier, the slow drag across her swollen folds sending soft pulses of heat up into her belly. The reluctance still lived in her chest, a tight knot of uncertainty that whispered she should clamp her legs shut and tell him enough. Yet each careful stroke loosened that knot a little more, replacing it with a reluctant, spreading warmth she could no longer pretend was only fear.
Marcus’s other hand remained at her waist, the broad palm spanning the narrow curve of her side. His thumb had found the underside of her breast and now stroked back and forth in the same patient rhythm, lifting the soft weight through the thin tank top without yet claiming it fully. Emily’s breathing had grown shallow. She kept her eyes on the empty seats across the aisle, watching the distant sleeping figure sway with the motion of the train, using the ordinary sight as an anchor while her body betrayed her with every small response.
“You’re so warm here,” Marcus murmured near her ear, his voice low enough that it vibrated against her skin. “I can feel how wet the cotton is already. That’s not something you can hide from me.” His middle finger pressed more firmly along the center seam of her panties, following the deepening line of her sex until the tip of his finger rested directly over the tight entrance beneath. He did not push inward. He simply held the pressure there, letting her feel the promise of it while his other fingers continued their slow circles higher up.
Emily’s hips gave another involuntary lift. The movement pressed her more fully against his hand, and a soft, broken sound slipped from her throat before she could swallow it. Heat flooded her cheeks. She wanted to clamp her legs together, to hide the evidence of her body’s response, yet the solid presence of his palm between her thighs made the idea of closing them feel suddenly impossible. Marcus accepted the small surrender without comment. His hand at her waist slid higher, the edge of his thumb finally brushing the soft underside of her breast more deliberately, lifting the weight of it through the fabric until the peaked tip of her nipple brushed against his skin.
The dual sensations left her dizzy. The careful attention between her legs and the gentle claim of her breast together created a slow, building pressure that made her thighs tremble. Marcus leaned closer still, the clean scent of his skin filling the narrow space between them. His mouth found the side of her neck, not quite a kiss at first, only the warm brush of his lips against the sensitive skin just below her ear. Emily’s eyes fluttered closed. The reluctance argued that this was too intimate, that a stranger on a late train had no right to the soft place where her pulse beat so rapidly. Yet she tilted her head a fraction, giving him more of her neck without fully realizing she had done so.
Marcus took the invitation with the same measured patience he had shown from the beginning. His lips parted against her skin, the tip of his tongue tracing a slow path along the curve of her throat. At the same time his fingers between her legs adjusted their rhythm, the middle finger stroking firmly along the soaked center of her panties while the others framed the soft mound above. The cotton had become so wet that it offered almost no barrier. Emily could feel the heat of his skin through the fabric as clearly as if nothing separated them. Each pass of his fingertip against her swollen bud sent another ripple of reluctant pleasure through her, building so gradually that she never found a sharp moment in which to protest.
The train swayed around a gentle curve. Marcus used the motion to shift even closer, his thigh pressing fully against hers now, the solid muscle of his leg warm through the denim. His hand at her breast finally claimed more of her, the broad palm cupping the soft weight completely through the tank top. His thumb found the stiffened peak of her nipple and stroked across it in slow, deliberate passes. Emily’s back arched a fraction against the seat. The dual points of contact—the thorough attention between her legs and the careful claim of her breast—made her feel both held and undone. She could no longer keep her breathing steady. Soft, shaky exhales escaped her with every careful stroke.
Marcus’s mouth moved higher along her neck, finding the sensitive place just beneath her jaw. He kissed her there properly for the first time, the warm press of his lips lingering while his tongue tasted her skin. Emily’s hand rose from the seat without conscious thought and settled against his forearm, her fingers curling lightly around the hard muscle there. She told herself she meant to push him away. Instead her grip only tightened when his fingers between her legs pressed more firmly against the entrance of her body through the soaked cotton.
“Still with me?” Marcus asked against her skin, the words a low vibration that traveled down her spine. “You can tell me to stop. I mean it.”
Emily’s lips parted. The refusal sat ready on her tongue, the same words she had almost spoken earlier. What came out instead was a quiet, unsteady breath and the softest sound of her name for him. “Marcus…”
He accepted the non-answer the way he had accepted every other small surrender. His hand left her breast only long enough to slide down her side and catch the hem of her tank top. The fabric lifted slowly, the cool air of the car touching the soft skin of her midriff before his warm palm returned, this time against her bare stomach. The contact made Emily’s muscles tighten. His hand was large and hot against her, the callused edge of his thumb brushing the underside of her breast again, this time with nothing between them but the thin barrier of her bra.
At the same time his fingers between her legs adjusted once more. The middle finger slipped beneath the edge of her panties at last, the first true skin-to-skin contact against the slick folds of her sex. Emily’s entire body went rigid. The sensation was sharper than anything that had come before—the direct heat of his fingertip sliding through her wetness, the careful way he traced the swollen outer lips without yet pressing inside. A soft, startled sound escaped her. Her thighs trembled harder, the reluctance flaring bright for a moment before the slow, thorough stroke of his finger against her most sensitive skin began to melt it again.
Marcus kept the contact light at first, learning the shape of her with the pad of his fingertip. He stroked along the seam of her body, gathering the wetness there, then returned to the tight bud at the top and circled it with devastating patience. Emily’s hips lifted into the touch despite every argument still living in her mind. The cotton of her panties had been pulled slightly aside by his hand, leaving her open to the cool air of the car and the steady heat of his skin. She could feel how slick she had become, the evidence of her body’s response coating his finger with every slow pass.
His mouth returned to her neck, kissing a deliberate path toward the hinge of her jaw. The hand beneath her tank top finally slipped under the edge of her bra, the broad palm claiming the soft weight of her breast completely. His thumb stroked across the stiffened peak of her nipple in the same rhythm his finger used between her legs. The dual sensations left Emily gasping softly, her head tipped back against the seat, her free hand still clutching his forearm as if it were the only solid thing in the swaying car.
The train began to slow for the next station. Marcus did not pull away. His finger continued its careful exploration of her wet folds, stroking and circling while his other hand cupped her breast with quiet possession. Emily’s eyes opened halfway. Through the window she saw the empty platform sliding into view, the fluorescent lights harsh after the dim tunnel. The doors would open soon. She told herself she would stand. She told herself she would pull her clothes back into place and leave him behind on the train.
Instead she remained exactly where she was, thighs parted around his hand, breast soft and heavy in his palm, the first true touch of his finger against her bare sex continuing its slow, relentless work. The reluctance still lived inside her, a quiet voice insisting this had gone too far. Yet the voice had grown thinner with every careful stroke, replaced by a growing, unwilling need that made the idea of stopping feel almost impossible.
Marcus’s lips brushed the corner of her mouth for the first time, not quite a kiss, only the warm promise of one. “One more stop,” he murmured against her skin. “Stay with me for one more stop, Emily. Let me take care of you a little longer.”
The doors opened onto the empty platform. Cool air drifted into the car. Emily’s fingers tightened around his forearm. She did not rise. The doors closed again, and the train pulled away once more into the darkness, carrying them both deeper into the quiet, charged space where her reluctant surrender continued one slow, deliberate touch at a time.
Chapter 4
The train slipped back into the long dark of the tunnel, the platform lights fading behind them until only the soft glow of the car remained. Emily sat trembling in her seat, the edge of her panties still drawn aside by Marcus’s hand, his finger resting directly against the slick heat of her sex. The first true skin-to-skin contact continued without pause, the pad of his fingertip gliding slowly through the wet folds he had only just uncovered. Every careful stroke sent another soft wave of sensation through her, building so gradually that the reluctance inside her never found a clear moment to harden into refusal. She could feel how wet she had become, the evidence of her body’s response coating his skin with every unhurried pass.
Marcus kept the pressure light and deliberate. His finger traced the outer lips of her sex first, learning the soft shape of her, then returned to the swollen bud at the top and circled it with the same patient rhythm he had used against the cotton earlier. Emily’s hips lifted into the touch despite the quiet arguments still turning in her mind. The cool air of the car touched the places his finger left exposed, making the returning heat of his skin feel even more intense. Her free hand remained curled around his forearm, the grip tightening each time his fingertip pressed a little more firmly against the most sensitive point of her body.
His other hand stayed beneath her tank top and under the edge of her bra, the broad palm cupping the soft weight of her breast completely. His thumb stroked across the stiffened peak of her nipple in slow, matching circles, the dual attention leaving Emily’s breathing uneven and shallow. She could feel the heat of his skin against her bare breast, the careful way he held her without squeezing, the quiet claim of possession that made the reluctance in her chest tighten and then loosen again with every stroke.
Marcus leaned closer still, the solid line of his body pressing along her side. His mouth found the corner of her lips at last, the first true brush of a kiss. It was soft, almost questioning, giving her every chance to turn her face away. Emily’s breath caught. For a long moment she remained still, the reluctance flaring bright behind her closed eyes. Then her lips parted beneath his, a small, unwilling surrender that allowed the kiss to deepen by degrees. Marcus took the invitation without urgency. His mouth moved against hers in the same measured rhythm his hands used on her body, the tip of his tongue tracing the soft inner edge of her lower lip before slipping carefully inside.
The kiss left Emily dizzy. She could taste the faint warmth of him, feel the controlled strength in the way he held the contact without demanding more. At the same time his finger between her legs adjusted its path, sliding lower through her wetness until the tip rested directly against the tight entrance of her body. He did not press inside. He simply held the pressure there, letting her feel the promise of it while his thumb continued its slow circles against her swollen bud. Emily’s thighs trembled harder. A soft, broken sound escaped into the kiss, the sound swallowed by the careful press of his mouth.
Marcus broke the kiss only far enough to speak against her lips. “You’re soaking my fingers already. That’s all right. Let it happen.” His voice remained low and steady, the words carrying no triumph, only quiet observation. “I’m going to take my time with you. You’re safe.”
Emily’s eyes stayed closed. The reluctance still lived inside her, a thin voice insisting that a stranger on a late train had no right to the most private places of her body. Yet the voice had grown weaker with every careful stroke, replaced by a spreading, unwilling heat that made the idea of stopping feel distant and unreal. She did not pull away. Her fingers remained curled around his forearm, and her thighs stayed open around his hand by the small degree she had allowed.
Marcus used that openness. His middle finger pressed forward by the smallest fraction, the tip slipping just inside the tight entrance of her body. The sensation was sharper than anything that had come before—the slow stretch of her walls around the thick first knuckle of his finger, the careful way he held still once he was there, giving her body time to adjust. Emily’s back arched against the seat. A soft, startled gasp left her lips. Her free hand rose and pressed against his chest as if to push him back, yet the pressure never became a true refusal. Her fingers only curled into the fabric of his shirt, holding on while the thick intrusion remained seated just inside her.
“Breathe,” Marcus murmured against her mouth. “Just breathe for me. You’re doing fine.” His thumb continued its slow circles against her clit, the dual sensations of the gentle penetration and the steady external attention making Emily’s hips shift restlessly in the seat. He held the single knuckle inside her for a long moment, letting her feel the thickness of him, the quiet claim of the invasion. Then he began to move, the motion so gradual that it felt almost like an extension of the earlier stroking. The finger slid deeper by degrees, the second knuckle pressing slowly inward until he was seated fully inside her tight heat.
Emily’s head tipped back against the seat. Soft, shaky sounds escaped her with every careful thrust of his finger. She could feel the stretch of her walls around him, the slick ease with which he moved now that her body had grown so wet. Marcus kept the rhythm unhurried, the thick finger sliding in and out of her with deliberate patience while his thumb never stopped its slow circles against her swollen bud. His other hand continued to cup her breast, the thumb stroking across her nipple in the same measured pace, the dual points of pleasure leaving her trembling and open.
The train swayed gently through another curve. Marcus used the motion to press closer still, his mouth returning to hers in a deeper kiss. This time Emily met him more fully, her lips parting without the earlier hesitation, the reluctance still present but no longer strong enough to keep her from answering the careful claim of his mouth. His tongue stroked against hers in the same slow rhythm his finger used between her legs, the intimate invasion of her mouth matching the intimate invasion of her body.
When he finally broke the kiss it was only to trail his mouth back down the side of her neck, tasting the rapid pulse there. His finger continued its thorough work inside her, curling slightly now, seeking the sensitive place along her front wall. The moment he found it Emily’s hips lifted sharply into his hand. A soft, broken moan slipped from her throat before she could stop it. Marcus pressed against that spot again, the pressure firm and steady while his thumb circled her clit with matching intensity.
“That’s the place,” he said against her skin, the words a low vibration that traveled through her. “I can feel how tight you get when I touch you there. Keep feeling it for me.”
Emily’s breathing had become ragged. She could no longer keep her eyes open. The world had narrowed to the thick finger moving inside her, the steady circles against her most sensitive flesh, the warm palm claiming her breast, and the careful press of his mouth against her neck. The reluctance still whispered at the edges of her mind, reminding her that she had boarded this train alone and angry, that she had never intended to let a stranger this far into her body. Yet the whisper had grown thin and distant, drowned beneath the slow, building pressure of pleasure that Marcus drew from her with every unhurried stroke.
His hand at her breast shifted, the fingers finding her nipple and rolling it gently between thumb and forefinger. At the same time the finger inside her began to move with a little more purpose, sliding deeper on each inward stroke, the wet sounds of her body’s response soft but unmistakable in the quiet car. Emily’s thighs trembled around his hand. She could feel herself growing even wetter, the slick heat of her sex coating his skin completely. The stretch of his single thick finger already felt significant; the thought of more made her stomach tighten with a mixture of lingering reluctance and unwilling anticipation.
Marcus seemed to sense the direction of her thoughts. He slowed the motion of his hand, the finger inside her coming to rest fully seated while his thumb continued its gentle circles. His mouth returned to hers for another deep, unhurried kiss. When he spoke again the words were soft against her lips.
“I’m going to add another finger soon. You’re ready for it. I can feel how open you’re getting for me.” He held still inside her, letting the promise settle. “Tell me if you need me to wait. Otherwise I’m going to keep taking care of you the way you need.”
Emily’s lips parted beneath his. The refusal rose again, the same thin voice of caution. What left her instead was a shaky, almost inaudible sound of assent, the wordless permission of a girl whose reluctance had been worn down by patience and careful touch until little remained but the growing need between her thighs.
Marcus accepted the small surrender the way he had accepted every other. His finger began to move once more, the rhythm slow and thorough, preparing her body for the next careful advance while the almost empty subway carried them deeper into the night. The sleeping figure at the far end of the car remained oblivious. The tunnel stretched on ahead of them, dark and endless, and Emily stayed exactly where she was—thighs open, breast soft in his palm, the thick first finger of a stranger moving steadily inside her while the last of her resistance continued to melt beneath the patient, relentless attention of his hands.
Chapter 5
The train continued its steady progress through the dark tunnel, the soft rattle of the wheels the only sound besides Emily’s uneven breathing. Marcus kept his middle finger fully seated inside her, the thick length of it stretching her tight walls while his thumb maintained the slow, deliberate circles against her swollen clit. The dual sensations left her trembling in the seat, her thighs open around his hand by the degree she had allowed, the last thin threads of reluctance still present but no longer strong enough to make her close her legs. She could feel every subtle movement of his finger inside her, the careful curl against her front wall, the wet heat of her body coating his skin completely.
Marcus’s mouth remained close to hers, the occasional soft brush of his lips against her own keeping the connection alive without demanding a deeper kiss just yet. His other hand continued to cup her bare breast beneath the lifted edge of her bra and tank top, the broad palm warm and steady, his thumb stroking across the stiffened peak of her nipple in the same unhurried rhythm. Emily’s free hand still clutched the fabric of his shirt, her fingers tight against the solid muscle of his chest. She told herself she should push him away. The thought rose and then faded again beneath the slow, building pressure of pleasure he drew from her with every careful stroke.
“You’re ready for more,” Marcus said quietly against her mouth, the words a low vibration that traveled through her. “I can feel how open you’ve become around just one finger. I’m going to give you a second now. Breathe through it for me.”
Emily’s eyes fluttered open halfway. The reluctance flared once more at the clear statement of intent, a tight knot of uncertainty in her chest that insisted this was already further than she should have allowed. Yet her body remained still and open, the wet heat of her sex pulsing softly around the thick finger already inside her. She did not speak. She did not close her legs. The silence itself became the permission Marcus had been waiting for.
He began to withdraw the first finger slowly, the thick length sliding outward until only the tip remained inside her. The sudden emptiness made Emily’s hips shift restlessly, a soft sound of loss escaping her throat before she could stop it. Marcus did not leave her empty for long. He pressed the tips of two fingers together and returned them to her entrance, the broader width of both fingertips resting against the slick, tight opening. He held them there for a long moment, letting her feel the increased pressure, giving her every chance to tense or pull away.
Emily’s breathing quickened. She could feel the difference immediately—the thicker claim of two fingers instead of one, the careful way he waited for her body to accept the new stretch. Her hand on his chest tightened further. The reluctance whispered that she should stop him now, before the thicker intrusion settled fully inside her. Instead she remained open, her thighs trembling, the wetness of her body easing the way as Marcus began to press inward.
The first knuckle of both fingers slipped inside her with deliberate patience. Emily’s back arched against the seat, a soft, broken gasp leaving her lips. The stretch was sharper than before, the walls of her sex forced to open around the thicker combined width. Marcus held still once the first knuckles were seated, his thumb continuing its gentle circles against her clit to distract from the new fullness. His mouth returned to hers in a deep, unhurried kiss, swallowing the soft sounds she could not quite contain.
“That’s it,” he murmured against her lips when the kiss broke for a breath. “Just like that. You’re taking them so well. Keep breathing.”
He pressed deeper by degrees, the second knuckles sliding slowly inward until both fingers were fully seated inside her tight heat. Emily’s head tipped back against the seat, her eyes closed, every muscle in her thighs held tight around his hand. She could feel the significant stretch of her walls around the two thick fingers, the way her body clenched and then gradually loosened as he held still inside her. The wet sounds of her arousal were soft but unmistakable in the quiet car. Marcus kept his hand steady, allowing her the time she needed to adjust to the fuller invasion while his thumb never stopped its careful attention to her clit.
Only when her breathing began to even slightly did he begin to move again. The motion remained slow and thorough, both fingers sliding outward almost to the tips before pressing back in to the hilt. Each inward stroke stretched her a little more, the thick digits curling slightly to press against the sensitive place along her front wall. Emily’s hips lifted into the thrusts despite the lingering reluctance, the reluctant pleasure building higher with every careful penetration. Soft, shaky moans escaped her now, the sounds no longer fully contained.
Marcus’s free hand left her breast only long enough to catch the hem of her tank top and lift it higher, exposing both soft mounds completely to the cool air of the car. The bra remained half-pushed aside, the underwire resting above the full curves of her breasts. He returned his palm to one soft weight and lowered his mouth to the other, the first warm brush of his lips against her bare nipple sending a fresh tremor through her body. Emily’s fingers tangled in the short hair at the back of his head without conscious decision, holding him to her as his tongue stroked across the stiffened peak.
The dual sensations—his mouth on her breast and his two thick fingers moving steadily inside her—left Emily trembling harder in the seat. She could feel herself growing even wetter around the slow thrusts, the slick heat of her sex easing every careful invasion. Marcus suckled gently at her nipple, the soft pull of his mouth matched by the thorough rhythm of his hand between her legs. When he switched to the other breast she arched into the new contact, the last of her earlier tension melting further beneath the patient attention.
The train swayed through another long curve. Marcus used the motion to press even closer, his thigh solid against hers, the hard line of his arousal evident now through the denim of his jeans where it brushed her hip. He did not grind against her. He simply let her feel the evidence of his own need while his fingers continued their unhurried work inside her body. The knowledge that he was hard for her sent another complicated pulse of heat through Emily’s belly, the reluctance and the unwilling desire tangled so tightly she could no longer separate them.
Marcus lifted his mouth from her breast and returned to her lips for another deep kiss. His fingers inside her began to move with a little more purpose, the thrusts remaining slow but firmer, the wet sounds of her body growing more distinct. He scissored the two digits carefully on the outward stroke, stretching her further, preparing her for the possibility of more. Emily’s soft moans spilled into the kiss, her free hand still clutching his shirt, her body open and trembling around the thick invasion.
When he finally broke the kiss it was only to speak against her mouth once more. “You’re so tight around my fingers. I can feel every little squeeze. You’re going to feel even better when I finally get inside you properly.” The words were low and certain, carrying the quiet confidence of a man who had already decided the eventual outcome. “Not yet. I want you completely ready first. But soon, Emily. Soon I’m going to replace these fingers with something much thicker.”
The clear promise sent a fresh wave of heat and lingering reluctance through her. Emily’s eyes opened halfway, meeting the dark intensity of his gaze in the dim light of the car. She could have told him no. She could have closed her legs and pulled her clothes back into place. Instead she remained exactly as she was—tank top pushed high, breasts bare to his mouth and hands, panties drawn aside, two thick fingers moving steadily in and out of her wet, stretched heat while the almost empty subway carried them deeper into the night.
Marcus’s thumb pressed more firmly against her clit, the circles tightening as his fingers curled inside her once more. The combined pressure drew a sharper moan from Emily’s throat. Her hips lifted into his hand, the reluctant pleasure climbing higher, the last thin barriers of resistance continuing to dissolve beneath the patient, relentless care of his touch. He kept the rhythm steady and thorough, building her slowly toward the edge without allowing her to fall over it yet, drawing out every soft sound and trembling response while the dark tunnel stretched endlessly ahead of them.
The sleeping figure at the far end of the car never stirred. The fluorescent lights flickered once and steadied. And Emily stayed open and trembling in her seat, the two thick fingers of a stranger moving deep inside her body, the careful seduction continuing one slow, deliberate stroke at a time.
Chapter 6
The two thick fingers continued their slow, thorough work inside Emily’s body, sliding deep on every inward stroke before withdrawing almost completely and pressing in again. The wet heat of her sex coated his skin completely now, the soft sounds of each penetration audible in the quiet of the nearly empty car. Marcus kept the rhythm deliberate and unhurried, curling his fingers on the inward thrust to press firmly against the sensitive place along her front wall while his thumb maintained the steady circles against her swollen clit. Emily’s thighs trembled around his hand, her hips lifting in small, unwilling movements that met each careful invasion.
Marcus’s mouth returned to her breast, the warm pull of his lips around her nipple drawing another soft, broken sound from her throat. He suckled gently, the soft tug matched by the deeper thrusts of his fingers, the dual sensations leaving Emily’s head tipped back against the seat and her eyes half-closed. The reluctance still lived somewhere in the back of her mind, a thin, persistent voice reminding her that she had boarded this train alone and angry, that she had never intended to let a stranger stretch her open like this in the dim light of a public car. Yet the voice had grown so faint it no longer carried any real power. Her body remained open and trembling, the wet walls of her sex clenching softly around the thick digits that moved so steadily inside her.
He lifted his mouth from her breast only long enough to speak against the soft curve of her flesh. “You’re getting close. I can feel the way you tighten around my fingers every time I press here.” His fingertips curled more firmly against that sensitive inner place, the pressure firm and precise. “Don’t fight it. Let it happen for me.”
Emily’s breathing had become ragged. Soft, shaky moans escaped her with every careful thrust, the sounds no longer fully contained. She could feel the slow, building pressure of pleasure gathering low in her belly, the reluctant heat climbing higher with each deliberate stroke of his hand. Her free hand remained tangled in the short hair at the back of his head, holding his mouth to her breast even as the last thin threads of resistance continued to fray. The train swayed gently through another curve, the motion pressing her more fully against his hand for a moment before the car straightened again.
Marcus used the shift to press even closer. The hard line of his arousal was unmistakable now where it rested against her hip through the denim of his jeans, thick and heavy with need. He did not grind against her. He simply let her feel the evidence of what waited for her while his fingers continued their patient work. The knowledge sent another complicated pulse of heat through Emily’s body, the reluctance and the growing desire tangled so tightly she could no longer tell where one ended and the other began.
His mouth left her breast and returned to her lips for a deep, unhurried kiss. Emily met him more fully this time, her mouth opening beneath his without the earlier hesitation, the soft stroke of his tongue against hers matching the slow rhythm of his fingers inside her. When the kiss broke he spoke again, the words low and certain against her mouth.
“I’m going to make you come on my fingers first. I want to feel the way you break apart for me before I give you anything more.” His thumb pressed more firmly against her clit, the circles tightening as his two fingers thrust deeper. “You’re so wet now. So ready. Just let go when it happens.”
Emily’s hips lifted more sharply into his hand. The building pressure had become almost unbearable, the careful attention to her clit and the firm strokes against her inner walls driving her higher with every passing second. Soft, broken moans spilled from her lips, the sounds growing louder despite her efforts to remain quiet. The sleeping figure at the far end of the car still had not stirred. The tunnel stretched on ahead of them, dark and endless, and Emily remained exactly where she was—tank top pushed high above her bare breasts, panties drawn fully aside, two thick fingers moving steadily in and out of her soaked, stretched heat.
Marcus kept the rhythm steady and relentless, building her without allowing any relief. His free hand left her breast and slid down her side, the broad palm settling against her lower belly to hold her in place for the deeper thrusts of his fingers. The added pressure made every inward stroke feel more intense, the thick digits filling her completely on each penetration. Emily’s thighs began to shake harder. The reluctant pleasure climbed toward a peak she could no longer hold back, the last of her resistance dissolving beneath the patient, thorough attention of his hand.
“That’s it,” Marcus murmured against her mouth, feeling the first fine tremors of her approaching climax. “Come for me, Emily. Let me feel it.”
The words and the firm press of his fingers against that sensitive inner place pushed her over the edge. Emily’s back arched sharply against the seat, a soft, broken cry escaping her throat as the orgasm rolled through her in slow, powerful waves. Her walls clenched tightly around the two thick fingers still moving inside her, the rhythmic pulses of her climax milking his digits with every deep contraction. Marcus kept the pressure steady through every wave, his thumb circling her clit with precise care, drawing the pleasure out until her body trembled and soft, helpless sounds continued to spill from her lips.
Only when the strongest pulses began to ease did he slow the motion of his hand, the two fingers remaining fully seated inside her while the aftershocks continued to ripple through her. Emily’s head rested against the back of the seat, her eyes closed, her breathing uneven and deep. The reluctance had not vanished completely, but it had been drowned for the moment beneath the lingering heat of the climax he had drawn from her with such careful patience.
Marcus kissed her softly through the last of the tremors, his mouth gentle against hers. When he finally spoke again the words were quiet and certain. “Good girl. You came so hard around my fingers. I felt every bit of it.” He began to move his hand once more, the two digits sliding slowly in and out of her still-sensitive heat, the wet sounds soft but unmistakable. “I’m not finished with you yet. Not even close.”
Emily’s eyes opened halfway, meeting the dark intensity of his gaze in the dim light of the car. She could feel the continued stretch of his fingers inside her, the careful way he kept her open and wet for whatever would come next. The hard length of his cock pressed more firmly against her hip now, the thick evidence of his need impossible to ignore. Marcus shifted slightly in the seat, the motion bringing the heavy ridge of his arousal into clearer contact with her thigh.
His free hand left her belly and settled over the front of his own jeans, the broad palm pressing against the thick outline of his cock through the denim. He did not free himself yet. He simply let her see the size of what waited for her, the impressive length and girth clearly defined beneath the fabric. Emily’s gaze dropped to the place where his hand rested, her breath catching at the clear evidence of how hard he had grown while working her open with his fingers.
“You see what you do to me,” Marcus said quietly, his voice low and rough with restrained need. “I’ve been hard for you since the first time I touched your thigh. I’m going to take it out soon. I want you to feel it against your skin before I put it inside you.” His two fingers continued their slow thrusts inside her as he spoke, keeping her body open and ready. “You’re going to take all of it for me, Emily. Every thick inch. But not until I’ve made sure you’re completely ready.”
The clear promise sent another complicated pulse of heat and lingering reluctance through her. Emily remained silent, her body still trembling lightly from the climax, her sex still stretched around the two thick fingers that moved so steadily inside her. Marcus leaned in and kissed her again, the contact deep and unhurried, while his hand between her legs continued the careful work of keeping her wet and open for the next slow advance of the night.
The train rocked gently onward through the dark tunnel. The almost empty car carried them both deeper into the charged quiet they had created, and Emily stayed exactly where she was—open, trembling, and no longer able to pretend that the reluctant surrender unfolding between her thighs was anything she still fully controlled.
Chapter 7
Marcus kept his two thick fingers buried deep inside Emily’s still-trembling body, the slow, shallow thrusts never fully stopping even as the strongest waves of her climax faded. The wet heat of her sex continued to cling to his skin with every careful movement, the soft sounds of her arousal quiet but unmistakable in the nearly empty car. He kissed her through the last of the aftershocks, his mouth gentle and unhurried against hers, giving her the time she needed to catch her breath while his hand between her legs kept her open and sensitive.
When he finally withdrew his fingers it was with deliberate slowness, the thick lengths sliding outward until they left her completely. Emily’s hips gave a small, involuntary lift at the sudden emptiness, a soft sound of loss escaping her throat before she could stop it. Marcus brought his glistening fingers up between them, the evidence of her climax clear on his dark skin in the dim light of the car. He held them there for a moment, letting her see how wet she had become, before he wiped them carefully against the soft inner skin of her thigh.
“You came so hard for me,” he said quietly, the words low and rough with restrained need. “I felt every pulse around my fingers. You’re even wetter now than you were before.” His free hand moved to the front of his jeans, the broad palm pressing once more against the thick outline of his cock. The denim strained around the heavy length, the clear shape of him impossible to ignore. “I’m going to take it out now. I want you to see what you’ve done to me. What you’re going to take.”
Emily’s gaze dropped to the place where his hand rested. The reluctance flared again at the clear intent, a tight knot of uncertainty in her chest that reminded her how far this had already gone. She had boarded the train alone and angry, intending only to put distance between herself and her mother’s apartment. She had never planned to end the night with a stranger’s fingers buried inside her or the heavy promise of his cock about to be freed. Yet her body remained still and open in the seat, her tank top still pushed high above her bare breasts, her panties drawn aside, the cool air of the car touching the wet folds of her sex.
Marcus did not rush. He unbuttoned the top of his jeans first, the soft sound of the metal fastening loud in the quiet. The zipper followed next, the slow downward drag revealing the dark fabric of his boxer briefs stretched tightly around the thick ridge of his arousal. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and eased the material down just far enough to free himself completely. The heavy length of his cock sprang free into the cool air of the car, thick and dark and fully hard, the broad head already glistening faintly at the tip.
Emily’s breath caught. She could not look away from the impressive size of him—the thick girth that made her earlier stretch around two fingers suddenly feel small by comparison, the heavy length that rested solidly against his lower stomach before angling slightly toward her. The sight sent another complicated pulse of heat and lingering reluctance through her body. Marcus wrapped his hand loosely around the base, the dark skin of his fingers contrasting with the even darker shaft, and gave himself one slow stroke from root to tip. A clear bead of moisture gathered at the slit and then spilled over, sliding down the broad head in a thin, shining trail.
“This is what you’ve been feeling against your hip,” he said, his voice low and steady. “This is what I’m going to put inside you when you’re ready. Not yet. But soon.” He shifted closer in the seat, the motion bringing the heavy length of his cock against the soft inner skin of her thigh. The heat of him was immediate and startling, the thick shaft resting solidly against her bare flesh. Emily’s muscles tightened at the contact. She could feel the weight of him, the subtle pulse of blood beneath the smooth skin, the damp trail of moisture he left against her thigh as he adjusted the angle.
Marcus kept one hand wrapped loosely around the base of his cock while the other returned between her legs. He did not push inside her again just yet. Instead he used the broad head of his cock to stroke slowly along the wet folds of her sex, the thick tip gliding through the slick heat he had already drawn from her. Emily’s hips jerked at the first true contact of his bare cock against her most private skin. The sensation was sharper than his fingers had been—the broad, blunt pressure of the head parting her folds, the heat of him sliding through her wetness from the entrance of her body up to the swollen bud of her clit and back down again.
He repeated the slow stroke several times, coating the head of his cock thoroughly with her arousal until the dark skin glistened. Each pass sent fresh tremors through Emily’s thighs. The reluctance still whispered that she should close her legs, that the thick length pressing against her was too much, too soon. Yet her body remained open, the wet folds of her sex parting easily around the broad head as he continued the unhurried exploration.
“Feel how wet you still are,” Marcus murmured, pressing the thick tip more firmly against her entrance without yet pushing inside. “You’re ready for me. I can feel it. But I’m going to take my time. I want you to feel every inch when I finally give it to you.” He held the head of his cock there, the blunt pressure resting directly against the tight opening of her body, letting her feel the size of what waited. The stretch of even that partial contact made Emily’s breath stutter. She could sense how much thicker he was than the two fingers that had already been inside her, the clear promise of a deeper, fuller invasion.
Marcus leaned in and kissed her again, the contact deep and unhurried while the head of his cock continued its slow, deliberate strokes through her wetness. His free hand returned to her breast, the broad palm cupping the soft weight, his thumb stroking across the stiffened nipple in the same measured rhythm. Emily’s soft moans spilled into the kiss, the sounds growing shakier each time the thick head of his cock pressed more firmly against her entrance.
When he finally broke the kiss it was only to speak against her mouth once more. “Touch it for me. I want to feel your hand on me before I put it inside you.” He did not force her fingers around him. He simply waited, the heavy length of his cock still resting against her wet folds, the broad head continuing its slow gliding strokes through her arousal.
Emily hesitated. The reluctance tightened in her chest at the clear request. Touching him would make everything more real, would commit her further to the path she had already allowed him to lead her down. Yet her hand rose from the seat without fully conscious decision, her fingers brushing first against the thick base of his shaft where it rested against her thigh. The heat of him was startling, the skin smooth and tight over the heavy hardness beneath. She wrapped her fingers loosely around him, the thick girth filling her grip completely, and gave a tentative stroke from the base upward.
Marcus’s breath left him in a low, rough sound of approval. “That’s it. Just like that. Feel how hard you make me.” He kept the head of his cock pressed against her wet entrance while her hand explored the thick length, the dual sensations leaving Emily trembling harder in the seat. She could feel the heavy pulse of him beneath her fingers, the way a fresh bead of moisture gathered at the tip and spilled against her folds each time she stroked upward.
The train continued its steady progress through the long tunnel, the almost empty car carrying them both deeper into the charged quiet they had created. Marcus’s hand covered hers on his cock after a few more strokes, guiding her grip firmer, showing her the exact pressure he wanted. At the same time he pressed the broad head of his cock more deliberately against her entrance, the blunt tip beginning to part her just enough that she could feel the first true stretch of him.
Emily’s breath caught. The reluctance flared bright once more at the clear intention, the knowledge that he was only moments from pressing inside her completely. Yet her hand remained wrapped around the thick shaft, her thighs stayed open around him, and her body remained still and trembling in the seat while the head of his cock rested against the tight opening of her sex, the first careful advance of the night’s true invasion already beginning.
Marcus held himself there, the thick tip just beginning to stretch her, and kissed her again with slow, thorough care. “Almost,” he murmured against her mouth. “I’m going to give it to you soon, Emily. Every thick inch. But not until I’ve made sure you feel every single moment of it.”
The train rocked gently onward through the darkness, and Emily remained exactly where she was—hand wrapped around the heavy length of a stranger’s cock, the broad head of him pressed against her wet entrance, the last of her resistance continuing to dissolve beneath the patient, relentless advance of his body into hers.
Chapter 8
The broad head of Marcus’s cock remained pressed against the tight entrance of Emily’s body, the blunt tip just beginning to part her wet folds under the steady, careful pressure. Emily’s hand stayed wrapped around the thick shaft, her fingers unable to close completely around the heavy girth, the heat of him burning against her palm. The reluctance inside her chest flared brighter than it had in several long minutes, a sharp reminder that the thick length resting against her most private place was far larger than the two fingers that had already stretched her open. She could feel the difference immediately—the wider claim of the blunt head, the solid weight of him waiting to press deeper.
Marcus did not force the entry. He held himself there, the thick tip resting in the slick heat of her opening, and kissed her with slow, thorough care. His free hand returned to her breast, the broad palm cupping the soft weight, his thumb stroking across the stiffened nipple in the same measured rhythm he had used from the beginning. The dual sensations of his mouth on hers and his hand on her breast helped ease the tight knot of uncertainty in her chest, though it did not erase it completely.
“Breathe for me,” he murmured against her lips when the kiss broke for a moment. “I’m going to give you just the head first. Nice and slow. You’re wet enough to take it.” His hips shifted forward by the smallest degree, the broad head of his cock pressing more firmly against her entrance. The blunt tip began to stretch her open, the thick circumference forcing her tight walls to yield around the first careful invasion.
Emily’s breath caught in a soft, startled sound. The stretch was sharper than anything his fingers had prepared her for, the wide head of him parting her with deliberate patience. She could feel every millimeter of the thick tip as it sank into her, the slick heat of her body easing the way even as her inner walls fluttered and clenched around the new, heavier intrusion. Her hand tightened around the remaining length of his shaft, the thick inches still outside her body pulsing lightly beneath her fingers.
Marcus held still once the entire head had settled inside her, the thick ridge of the corona resting just past the tight ring of her entrance. He stayed there without moving deeper, giving her body time to adjust to the significant stretch. Soft, shaky breaths left Emily’s lips. She could feel how completely the broad head filled her already, the heavy pressure against her inner walls making the earlier stretch of two fingers feel almost slight by comparison. The reluctance whispered that she should tell him to stop, that the thick length still waiting outside her was too much to take. Yet her thighs remained open around his hips, her hand stayed wrapped around his cock, and her body remained still and trembling in the seat.
“That’s just the head,” Marcus said quietly, his voice low and rough with the effort of holding back. “Feel how full you are already. You’re doing so well for me.” His thumb continued its slow circles against her nipple while his other hand slid down to rest against her lower belly, the broad palm holding her steady. “I’m going to give you more now. Inch by inch. Tell me if you need me to wait.”
Emily’s lips parted. The refusal rose once more, thin and uncertain. What left her instead was a soft, shaky exhale and the smallest nod of her head. Marcus accepted the silent permission the way he had accepted every other small surrender of the night. He pressed forward again, the thick shaft of his cock sliding deeper by another slow inch. The new stretch forced a soft, broken moan from Emily’s throat. She could feel the heavy length of him filling her further, the thick girth forcing her walls to open around the steady invasion.
He stopped once more after that single inch, holding still inside her while her body adjusted. The wet heat of her sex clung tightly to the portion of his cock already buried within her, the soft pulses of her inner walls fluttering around the thick intrusion. Marcus leaned in and kissed her again, the contact deep and unhurried, swallowing the soft sounds she could not quite contain. His hand on her belly pressed a little more firmly, the quiet claim of possession helping to ground her as the stretch continued.
Another careful inch followed after a long moment. Then another. Marcus fed the thick length of his cock into her body with deliberate patience, stopping after every small advance to let her feel the growing fullness, to give her the chance to tense or pull away. Emily’s breathing had become ragged. Soft, helpless moans escaped her with every new inch that sank inside her, the sounds growing shakier as more of the heavy shaft disappeared between her thighs. She could feel how deeply he was already reaching, the thick head pressing further into the tight heat of her body with each measured thrust of his hips.
By the time half of his cock was buried inside her the stretch had become almost overwhelming. Emily’s head tipped back against the seat, her eyes closed, every muscle in her thighs held tight around his hips. The thick girth of him filled her so completely that she could feel the heavy pulse of his heartbeat against her inner walls. Marcus held still once more, the remaining inches of his shaft still outside her body, glistening with the wetness he had drawn from her earlier. His hand left her breast and settled over the place where their bodies joined, the broad fingers spreading her folds slightly so he could watch the way her tight entrance stretched around the thick shaft.
“Look at how well you’re taking me,” he murmured, his voice rough with restrained need. “Halfway already. You’re so tight around my cock. So wet.” He stroked his thumb lightly across the swollen bud of her clit as he spoke, the added sensation drawing another soft, broken sound from her throat. “I’m going to give you the rest now. Nice and slow. You’re going to feel every last inch.”
Emily’s hand remained wrapped around the base of his cock, her fingers resting against the thick root where it still waited outside her body. She could feel the remaining length pulsing beneath her grip, the clear evidence of how much more there was still to take. The reluctance flared one final time at the knowledge that the thickest, deepest part of him was about to press inside her. Yet she did not pull her hand away. She did not close her legs. She remained open and trembling in the seat while Marcus began the final careful advance.
He pressed forward again, the last thick inches of his cock sliding into her with the same deliberate patience he had shown from the beginning. The stretch intensified as the full girth of him settled deeper, the heavy shaft forcing her walls to yield around the complete invasion. Emily’s soft moans turned into a continuous, shaky sound of overwhelmed sensation. She could feel him reaching places his fingers had never touched, the thick head of his cock pressing against the deepest part of her as the final inches disappeared between her thighs.
At last the entire length of him was buried inside her body. Marcus’s hips rested flush against hers, the heavy base of his cock stretched tightly by the ring of her entrance, the full, thick shaft pulsing deep within her wet heat. He held himself completely still once he was seated to the hilt, giving her body the time it needed to adjust to the significant fullness. Soft, trembling breaths left Emily’s lips. She could feel every inch of him inside her—the thick girth stretching her walls, the heavy weight of him pressing deep, the subtle throb of his heartbeat against her most sensitive places.
Marcus kissed her through the long moment of adjustment, his mouth gentle and thorough against hers. His hand remained between their bodies, the broad fingers stroking lightly across her clit while he stayed buried to the root. “That’s all of it,” he said quietly against her lips. “Every thick inch. You’re taking me so well, Emily. So tight and wet around my cock.” He held still inside her for another long stretch of seconds, letting her feel the complete claim of his body within hers. “I’m going to start moving soon. Slow at first. I want you to feel every stroke.”
Emily’s eyes remained closed, her body trembling lightly around the thick length that filled her so completely. The reluctance had not vanished, but it had been drowned beneath the overwhelming sensation of being stretched and claimed so thoroughly by the stranger who had sat down across from her on the almost empty train. Marcus stayed buried deep inside her, the heavy pulse of his cock steady against her inner walls, while the subway continued its quiet progress through the long dark of the tunnel. The first true joining of their bodies had been completed with the same careful patience that had marked every earlier touch, and the night’s deeper pleasures were only just beginning.
Chapter 9
Marcus remained completely still inside her for a long stretch of seconds, the full thick length of his cock buried to the hilt in the tight, wet heat of Emily’s body. Every subtle pulse of his heartbeat traveled through the heavy shaft and pressed against her stretched inner walls. Emily’s breathing stayed uneven and shallow. She could feel how completely he filled her—the broad head resting deep, the thick girth forcing her walls to remain open around him, the heavy base stretched tightly by the ring of her entrance. The reluctance still lived somewhere in the back of her mind, a thin voice reminding her that a stranger’s cock was now seated fully inside her on a public train. Yet the voice no longer carried enough strength to make her push him away.
Marcus kissed her through the long moment of adjustment, his mouth slow and thorough against hers. His hand stayed between their bodies, the broad fingers stroking lightly across the swollen bud of her clit while he held himself deep. When he finally spoke the words were low and rough with the effort of remaining still.
“I’m going to start moving now. Slow at first. I want you to feel every inch of me sliding inside you.”
He began the first careful withdrawal without waiting for a verbal answer. The thick shaft of his cock slid outward with deliberate patience, the heavy length dragging against her sensitive walls as more and more of him left her body. Emily’s soft, broken sound of loss escaped before she could stop it. The sudden emptiness felt almost as intense as the earlier fullness. Marcus did not pull completely free. He left the broad head of his cock resting just inside her entrance, the thick tip still stretching her open, and held himself there for a moment so she could feel the contrast.
Then he pressed forward again. The thick shaft sank back into her with the same unhurried care, every inch reclaiming the tight heat of her body in a single, continuous stroke. Emily’s head tipped back against the seat as the full length of him settled deep once more. The stretch remained significant even after the first full joining; her walls fluttered and clenched around the heavy intrusion, the wet heat of her sex easing the way even as the thick girth forced her open.
Marcus repeated the slow withdrawal and return, the rhythm measured and thorough. Each outward stroke left her feeling empty and aching; each inward stroke filled her so completely that soft, shaky moans spilled from her lips without restraint. He kept one hand between their bodies the entire time, the broad fingers stroking her clit in the same deliberate circles he had used earlier, the dual sensations of the thick cock moving inside her and the steady attention to her most sensitive bud leaving Emily trembling harder in the seat.
“That’s it,” he murmured against her mouth between careful thrusts. “Feel how deep I am. Feel how your body opens for me every time I push back in.” His hips maintained the same unhurried pace, the thick shaft sliding almost completely free before sinking to the hilt again in one long, continuous motion. The wet sounds of their joining grew more distinct in the quiet of the car, the soft, rhythmic evidence of how thoroughly her body had accepted him.
Emily’s hands had found their way to his shoulders, her fingers curling into the solid muscle beneath his shirt. She told herself she meant to push him back. Instead her grip only tightened each time the heavy length of his cock filled her completely. The reluctance still whispered at the edges of her thoughts, but the slow, relentless pleasure of being stretched and claimed so thoroughly made the protest feel distant and unreal. Her hips began to lift into the inward strokes without fully conscious decision, the small movements meeting the careful thrusts of his body.
Marcus accepted the unspoken encouragement. He kept the rhythm slow but began to press a little more firmly on each inward stroke, the thick head of his cock reaching the deepest part of her with every careful return. His free hand left her clit only long enough to slide beneath her thigh and lift her leg slightly higher against his hip, opening her more fully to the steady invasion. The new angle allowed him to sink even deeper, the heavy base of his cock pressing tightly against her stretched entrance on every final inch.
Soft, continuous moans left Emily’s throat now. She could no longer keep the sounds quiet. Each long stroke of his thick cock dragged against every sensitive place inside her, the wet heat of her body clinging to him on the outward slide and welcoming him back on the return. Marcus leaned in and kissed her again, swallowing the soft cries, his tongue stroking against hers in the same measured rhythm his hips used between her thighs.
The train swayed through another gentle curve. Marcus used the motion to press even closer, the solid weight of his body covering hers more completely in the seat while his cock continued its slow, thorough claiming. He remained buried deep for a longer moment after one particularly full stroke, the thick shaft pulsing inside her while his fingers returned to her clit and circled with firmer pressure.
“You’re so tight around me,” he said against her lips, the words rough with restrained need. “I can feel every little squeeze of your body. You’re going to come on my cock the same way you came on my fingers. I want to feel it.” He began to move again before she could answer, the slow thrusts resuming with the same deliberate care, the heavy length of him sliding in and out of her soaked heat in long, continuous strokes.
Emily’s breathing had become ragged. The building pressure of pleasure returned stronger than before, the thick cock filling her so completely on every inward thrust that the earlier climax from his fingers already felt distant. Soft, helpless sounds spilled from her with every careful stroke. Her nails dug lightly into his shoulders through the fabric of his shirt. The reluctance still lived somewhere inside her, but it had been reduced to a faint background whisper beneath the overwhelming sensation of being stretched and fucked so thoroughly by the man who had chosen to sit down across from her on the almost empty train.
Marcus kept the pace steady and unhurried, drawing out every long stroke so that she felt the full thick length of him on both the withdrawal and the return. His fingers never stopped their careful attention to her clit, the dual points of pleasure driving her higher with every passing minute. The wet sounds of their joining filled the quiet car, soft and rhythmic, the clear evidence of how completely her body had surrendered to the slow invasion.
He shifted the angle of his hips slightly after several more strokes, the new position allowing the thick head of his cock to press more firmly against the sensitive place along her front wall on every inward thrust. Emily’s soft moan turned sharper at the change. Her hips lifted more eagerly into the strokes now, the last of her earlier hesitation dissolving further beneath the precise, relentless attention of his body inside hers.
“That’s the place,” Marcus murmured, feeling the way her walls clenched more tightly around him with every careful press against that inner spot. “I can feel how much you like it when I hit you there. Keep taking it for me. You’re doing so well.” He maintained the adjusted angle, the thick shaft sliding deep on every stroke, the broad head dragging firmly across the sensitive inner walls while his fingers continued their steady circles against her clit.
The train continued its quiet progress through the long tunnel. The almost empty car carried them both deeper into the charged space they had created between the seats, and Emily remained open and trembling beneath the slow, thorough thrusts of Marcus’s cock, the first true fucking of the night unfolding with the same patient care that had marked every earlier touch. The night’s deeper pleasures continued to build one long, deliberate stroke at a time.
Chapter 10
Marcus maintained the adjusted angle of his hips, the thick head of his cock dragging firmly across the sensitive place along Emily’s front wall with every careful inward stroke. The slow, thorough rhythm never faltered. Each withdrawal left her feeling empty and aching for the return; each deep thrust filled her so completely that soft, continuous moans spilled from her lips without restraint. The wet heat of her body clung to the heavy shaft on every outward slide, the slick evidence of her arousal easing the thick girth as it claimed her again and again.
Emily’s hands remained tight on his shoulders, her fingers curling into the solid muscle beneath his shirt. She could feel the controlled power in every movement of his body, the deliberate way he fed the full length of his cock into her with unhurried patience. The reluctance still lived somewhere in the back of her mind, a faint voice reminding her that she was being fucked by a stranger on a public train, yet the voice had grown so thin it no longer carried any real weight. Her hips lifted to meet each inward stroke now, the small movements no longer entirely involuntary.
Marcus kissed her through the long, measured thrusts, his mouth slow and thorough against hers. When he broke the contact it was only to speak against her lips, the words low and rough with restrained need.
“You’re getting tighter around me again. I can feel the way your body starts to squeeze every time I press against that spot inside you.” He demonstrated the observation with a particularly deep stroke, the broad head of his cock lingering against the sensitive inner walls for an extra beat before withdrawing once more. “You’re going to come on my cock soon. I want to feel every pulse of it.”
His fingers between their bodies continued the steady circles against her clit, the dual sensations of the thick shaft moving inside her and the precise attention to her most sensitive bud driving the building pressure higher. Emily’s soft moans turned shakier. She could feel the familiar climb of pleasure returning stronger than before, the heavy length of his cock filling her so completely on every thrust that the earlier climax from his fingers already felt distant and incomplete by comparison.
The train swayed through another gentle curve in the tunnel. Marcus used the motion to press even closer, the solid weight of his body covering hers more fully in the seat while his hips maintained the same unhurried rhythm. The new closeness allowed him to sink the final thick inches of his cock into her with slightly more force on each return, the heavy base stretching her entrance tightly every time their bodies met flush. Soft, wet sounds of their joining filled the quiet car, the rhythmic evidence of how thoroughly her body had accepted the slow invasion.
Emily’s head tipped back against the seat, her eyes half-closed, every careful stroke drawing another trembling response from her. She could feel the contrast of his dark skin against the pale inner skin of her thighs each time he withdrew almost completely before sliding deep again. The thick shaft glistened with her arousal in the dim light of the car, the heavy length disappearing between her legs in one long, continuous motion that left her gasping softly.
Marcus’s free hand slid beneath her other thigh and lifted it higher against his hip, opening her even more fully to the steady thrusts. The new position allowed the broad head of his cock to reach deeper still, pressing firmly against the furthest sensitive places inside her with every careful return. Emily’s soft cry of overwhelmed sensation escaped before she could contain it. Her nails dug lightly into his shoulders through the fabric of his shirt as the thicker, deeper claim of his body inside hers drove the building pleasure higher.
“That’s it,” he murmured against the side of her neck, his mouth finding the rapid pulse there and kissing it with slow care. “Take every inch for me. You’re doing so well. I can feel how close you are already.” He kept the adjusted angle and the deliberate rhythm, the thick shaft sliding in and out of her soaked heat in long, thorough strokes while his fingers never stopped their firm circles against her clit.
The dual points of pleasure left Emily trembling harder in the seat. Soft, continuous moans spilled from her throat now, the sounds no longer fully controlled. She could feel the slow, relentless climb toward another climax, the heavy length of his cock filling her so completely on every inward thrust that the pressure inside her built higher with each careful stroke. The reluctance had been reduced to a distant background whisper beneath the overwhelming sensation of being stretched and fucked so thoroughly.
Marcus felt the first fine tremors of her approaching orgasm around his cock. He did not increase the pace. Instead he maintained the same unhurried rhythm, drawing out every long stroke so that she felt the full thick length of him on both the withdrawal and the return. His fingers pressed more firmly against her clit, the circles tightening as the broad head of his cock continued to drag across the sensitive place inside her with every deep thrust.
“Come for me,” he said against her skin, the words low and certain. “Let me feel you break apart around my cock the same way you did around my fingers.”
The combination of the thick shaft filling her completely, the firm attention to her clit, and the precise pressure against her inner walls pushed Emily over the edge once more. Her back arched sharply against the seat, a soft, broken cry escaping her throat as the second climax rolled through her in slow, powerful waves. Her inner walls clenched tightly around the heavy length of his cock, the rhythmic pulses of her orgasm milking the thick shaft with every deep contraction. Marcus kept the steady rhythm through every wave, his fingers never leaving her clit, drawing the pleasure out until her body trembled and soft, helpless sounds continued to spill from her lips.
He held himself deep inside her as the strongest pulses began to ease, the full thick length of his cock buried to the hilt while the aftershocks continued to ripple through her. Soft, shaky breaths left Emily’s throat. She could feel every subtle throb of him against her still-clenching walls, the heavy presence of his body inside hers grounding her through the lingering waves of pleasure.
Marcus kissed her through the last of the tremors, his mouth gentle against hers. When he finally spoke again the words were rough with the effort of remaining still.
“Good girl. You came so hard around my cock. I felt every single pulse.” He remained buried deep for another long moment, letting her feel the continued stretch of his thick shaft while her body slowly calmed. “I’m not finished with you yet. Not even close. I’m going to keep fucking you just like this until you come for me again.”
He began to move once more before the last of the aftershocks had fully faded, the slow, thorough thrusts resuming with the same deliberate care. The thick length of his cock slid outward through her still-sensitive heat and then pressed deep again in one long, continuous stroke. Emily’s soft moan of overstimulated pleasure escaped at the renewed invasion. Her walls remained tight and fluttering around him, the wet heat of her recent climax easing the way even as the significant stretch continued to claim her completely.
Marcus maintained the unhurried rhythm, the heavy shaft of his cock filling her over and over while his fingers returned to her clit and began the steady circles once more. The train continued its quiet progress through the long dark of the tunnel, the almost empty car carrying them both deeper into the charged space they had created. Emily remained open and trembling beneath the slow, relentless thrusts, the second climax of the night still lingering in her body while the patient claiming of her continued one long, deliberate stroke at a time.
Chapter 11
Marcus resumed the slow, thorough rhythm without pause, the thick length of his cock sliding outward through Emily’s still-sensitive heat before pressing deep once more in one long, continuous stroke. The wetness of her recent climax eased the significant stretch, yet the heavy girth of him still forced her walls to open fully around every careful return. Soft, shaky moans left her throat with each deep invasion, the sounds no longer restrained. Her body remained open beneath him in the seat, thighs spread around his hips, the last thin threads of reluctance reduced to a distant background whisper beneath the relentless pleasure of being filled so completely.
He kept one hand between their bodies, the broad fingers stroking steadily across her swollen clit while his hips maintained the unhurried pace. Every inward thrust dragged the thick head of his cock firmly across the sensitive place along her front wall, the precise pressure drawing fresh tremors from her with every careful stroke. Emily’s hands stayed tight on his shoulders, her fingers curling into the solid muscle beneath his shirt as the dual sensations drove the building heat higher once again.
Marcus kissed the side of her neck, his mouth warm and deliberate against the rapid pulse there. “You’re still so tight around me,” he murmured, the words low and rough. “Even after coming twice. I can feel every little squeeze of your body when I push deep.” He demonstrated the observation with a particularly full stroke, the heavy base of his cock pressing tightly against her stretched entrance as the final thick inches disappeared inside her. “I’m going to keep fucking you just like this. Slow and deep. Until you come for me again.”
Emily’s soft moan answered him. Her hips lifted to meet the inward thrust more deliberately now, the small movements no longer entirely involuntary. The earlier hesitation had faded further beneath the steady claiming of his body inside hers. She could feel the contrast of his dark skin against the pale inner flesh of her thighs each time he withdrew almost completely, the thick shaft glistening with her arousal in the dim light of the car before sliding home once more.
The train swayed through another gentle curve. Marcus used the motion to press even closer, the solid weight of his body covering hers more fully while his hips continued the measured rhythm. The new closeness allowed him to sink the full length of his cock into her with slightly more purpose on each return, the broad head reaching the deepest part of her with every careful stroke. Soft, wet sounds of their joining filled the quiet space between the seats, the rhythmic evidence of how thoroughly her body had accepted the thick invasion.
His free hand slid beneath her thigh and lifted it higher against his hip, opening her further to the steady thrusts. The adjusted angle made every inward stroke feel deeper still, the heavy length of him filling her so completely that soft, continuous sounds of overwhelmed pleasure spilled from her lips. Emily’s head tipped back against the seat, her eyes half-closed, every careful movement of his cock inside her drawing another trembling response.
Marcus kept the pace deliberate and thorough, drawing out each long stroke so that she felt the full thick girth of him on both the withdrawal and the return. His fingers never left her clit, the firm circles matching the rhythm of his hips, the dual points of pleasure building the pressure inside her higher with every passing minute. Soft, shaky breaths left her throat between the deeper moans, her body growing more responsive beneath the patient claiming.
“That’s it,” he said against her skin, feeling the way her inner walls began to flutter more tightly around his cock. “You’re getting close again already. I can feel it. Let it build for me. I want another one from you before I even think about finishing.” He maintained the adjusted angle and the unhurried rhythm, the thick shaft sliding in and out of her soaked heat in long, continuous strokes while his fingers pressed more firmly against her most sensitive bud.
Emily’s hips lifted more eagerly into each inward thrust now. The last of her earlier reluctance had dissolved further beneath the relentless, careful attention of his body inside hers. She could feel the slow, powerful climb toward a third climax beginning to gather low in her belly, the heavy length of his cock filling her so completely on every stroke that the pressure built higher and higher with no sharp moment of resistance left to seize upon.
Marcus felt the first fine tremors of her approaching orgasm around the thick shaft. He did not increase the pace. Instead he kept the same measured rhythm, drawing out every long stroke so that the broad head of his cock dragged firmly across her sensitive inner walls on both the inward and outward movements. His fingers tightened their circles against her clit, the precise pressure matching the deep thrusts, driving her steadily toward the edge without allowing any sudden rush.
The train continued its quiet progress through the long tunnel. The almost empty car carried them both deeper into the charged space they had created, and Emily remained open and trembling beneath the slow, thorough fucking, the third climax of the night building steadily around the thick length of the stranger who had chosen to sit down across from her when the night was still young. Marcus held the deliberate rhythm without faltering, the heavy shaft of his cock claiming her over and over while the patient seduction continued one long, deep stroke at a time.
Chapter 12
Marcus kept the slow, thorough rhythm without the slightest change in pace, the thick length of his cock sliding almost completely free of Emily’s body before pressing deep once more in one long, continuous stroke. The wet heat of her sex clung to him on every outward drag, the slick evidence of her earlier climaxes easing the significant stretch even as the heavy girth forced her walls to open fully around each careful return. Soft, continuous moans left her throat with every deep invasion, the sounds growing shakier as the pressure inside her built higher once again.
His fingers between their bodies never left her clit, the broad pads stroking in firm, steady circles that matched the unhurried thrusts of his hips. Every inward stroke dragged the thick head of his cock firmly across the sensitive place along her front wall, the precise pressure drawing fresh tremors from her with each careful claim. Emily’s hands remained tight on his shoulders, her fingers curling into the solid muscle beneath his shirt as the dual sensations drove the climbing heat higher.
The train swayed gently through another long curve in the tunnel. Marcus used the motion to press even closer, the solid weight of his body covering hers more completely in the seat while his hips maintained the measured rhythm. The new closeness allowed him to sink the final thick inches of his cock into her with slightly more purpose on every return, the heavy base stretching her entrance tightly each time their bodies met flush. Soft, wet sounds of their joining filled the quiet car, the rhythmic evidence of how thoroughly her body continued to accept the slow invasion.
Emily’s head tipped back against the seat, her eyes half-closed, every careful movement of his cock inside her drawing another trembling response. She could feel the contrast of his dark skin against the pale inner flesh of her thighs each time he withdrew almost completely, the thick shaft glistening with her arousal in the dim light before disappearing between her legs once more. The last thin threads of reluctance had faded further beneath the relentless, patient claiming of her body. Her hips lifted to meet each inward stroke more deliberately now, the small movements no longer hesitant.
Marcus kissed the side of her neck, his mouth warm and deliberate against the rapid pulse there. “You’re getting close again,” he murmured, the words low and rough with restrained need. “I can feel the way your body starts to tighten around my cock every time I push deep. You’re going to come for me a third time. I want to feel it.” He demonstrated the observation with a particularly full stroke, the broad head of his cock lingering against the sensitive inner walls for an extra beat before withdrawing once more. “Keep taking it just like this. Nice and slow. Let it build.”
His free hand slid beneath her other thigh and lifted it higher against his hip, opening her even more fully to the steady thrusts. The adjusted angle made every inward stroke feel deeper still, the heavy length of him filling her so completely that soft, continuous sounds of overwhelmed pleasure spilled from her lips without restraint. Emily’s soft moans turned shakier. She could feel the familiar climb of a third climax gathering low in her belly, the thick shaft of his cock stretching her so thoroughly on every careful return that the pressure built higher with no sharp moment of resistance left to seize upon.
Marcus felt the first fine tremors of her approaching orgasm around the heavy length of his cock. He did not increase the pace. Instead he maintained the same unhurried rhythm, drawing out every long stroke so that she felt the full thick girth of him on both the withdrawal and the return. His fingers pressed more firmly against her clit, the circles tightening as the broad head of his cock continued to drag across her most sensitive inner place with every deep thrust.
“That’s it,” he said against her skin, feeling the way her inner walls began to flutter more tightly around him. “Come for me again. Let me feel every pulse of it around my cock.”
The combination of the thick shaft filling her completely, the firm attention to her clit, and the precise pressure against her front wall pushed Emily over the edge once more. Her back arched sharply against the seat, a soft, broken cry escaping her throat as the third climax rolled through her in slow, powerful waves. Her inner walls clenched tightly around the heavy length of his cock, the rhythmic pulses of her orgasm milking the thick shaft with every deep contraction. Marcus kept the steady rhythm through every wave, his fingers never leaving her clit, drawing the pleasure out until her body trembled and soft, helpless sounds continued to spill from her lips.
He held himself deep inside her as the strongest pulses began to ease, the full thick length of his cock buried to the hilt while the aftershocks continued to ripple through her. Soft, shaky breaths left Emily’s throat. She could feel every subtle throb of him against her still-clenching walls, the heavy presence of his body inside hers grounding her through the lingering waves of pleasure.
Marcus kissed her through the last of the tremors, his mouth gentle against hers. When he finally spoke again the words were rough with the effort of remaining still.
“Good girl. Three times now. You’re so wet and open for me.” He remained buried deep for another long moment, letting her feel the continued stretch of his thick shaft while her body slowly calmed. “I’m still not finished. I can feel how much more you have left to give me.”
He began to move once more before the last of the aftershocks had fully faded, the slow, thorough thrusts resuming with the same deliberate care. The thick length of his cock slid outward through her still-sensitive heat and then pressed deep again in one long, continuous stroke. Emily’s soft moan of overstimulated pleasure escaped at the renewed invasion. Her walls remained tight and fluttering around him, the wet heat of her recent climax easing the way even as the significant stretch continued to claim her completely.
Marcus maintained the unhurried rhythm, the heavy shaft of his cock filling her over and over while his fingers returned to her clit and began the steady circles once more. The dual points of pleasure left her trembling harder in the seat, the oversensitive nerves of her body responding to every careful stroke with fresh, shaky sounds. He kept the adjusted angle that allowed the broad head of his cock to press firmly against her most sensitive inner walls on every inward thrust, the precise pressure drawing continuous soft moans from her throat.
The train continued its quiet progress through the long dark of the tunnel. The almost empty car carried them both deeper into the charged space they had created between the seats. Emily remained open and trembling beneath the slow, relentless fucking, the third climax of the night still lingering in her body while the patient claiming of her continued one long, deliberate stroke at a time. Marcus held the measured rhythm without faltering, the thick length of his cock sliding in and out of her soaked heat, the night’s deeper pleasures still unfolding with the same careful patience that had marked every earlier touch.
Chapter 13
Marcus continued the slow, thorough rhythm without the slightest increase in pace, the thick length of his cock sliding almost completely free of Emily’s body before pressing deep once more in one long, continuous stroke. The wet heat of her recent climax still clung to him on every outward drag, the slick evidence of her third orgasm easing the significant stretch even as the heavy girth forced her walls to open fully around each careful return. Soft, continuous moans left her throat with every deep invasion, the sounds growing shakier as the oversensitive nerves of her body responded to the relentless claiming.
His fingers between their bodies never left her clit, the broad pads stroking in firm, steady circles that matched the unhurried thrusts of his hips. Every inward stroke dragged the thick head of his cock firmly across the sensitive place along her front wall, the precise pressure drawing fresh tremors from her with each careful claim. Emily’s hands remained tight on his shoulders, her fingers curling into the solid muscle beneath his shirt as the dual sensations kept the lingering heat of her last climax from fully fading.
The train began to slow almost imperceptibly, the long tunnel lights shifting in a way that suggested an approaching station. Marcus felt the subtle change in the car’s motion and leaned closer, his mouth warm against the side of her neck.
“Next stop is mine,” he murmured, the words low and rough with the effort of holding back. “I’m going to come inside you before I get off. I want to leave you full of me.” He demonstrated the promise with a particularly deep stroke, the heavy base of his cock pressing tightly against her stretched entrance as the final thick inches disappeared inside her. “You’re going to take every drop. I can already feel how close I am.”
Emily’s soft moan answered him. Her hips lifted to meet the inward thrust more deliberately now, the last thin threads of reluctance dissolved completely beneath the steady, patient fucking. She could feel the subtle thickening of his cock inside her, the way the heavy shaft pulsed more strongly against her inner walls with every careful return. The knowledge that he intended to finish inside her sent a final complicated pulse of heat through her body.
Marcus kept the measured rhythm for several more long strokes, drawing out the approach of his own climax with the same deliberate care he had shown from the beginning. His fingers pressed more firmly against her clit, the circles tightening as the broad head of his cock continued to drag across her most sensitive inner place. Soft, wet sounds of their joining filled the quiet car, the rhythmic evidence of how thoroughly her body continued to accept the thick invasion.
The train’s deceleration became more noticeable. The distant glow of platform lights began to appear through the windows. Marcus’s breathing roughened against her neck. His hips maintained the unhurried pace even as the first true signs of his approaching orgasm made the thick shaft inside her throb more heavily.
“I’m going to fill you now,” he said, the words low and certain. “Stay open for me. Take it all.”
He pressed deep one final time and held himself there, the full thick length of his cock buried to the hilt. The first heavy pulse of his climax rolled through the heavy shaft, the thick head of his cock jerking against her deepest walls as the first strong spurt of cum flooded into her. Emily’s soft, broken sound escaped at the sudden heat of it. Marcus’s hips remained locked against hers, the thick base of his cock stretched tightly by her entrance while more hot pulses of semen pumped into her in steady, powerful waves.
He kept himself buried completely through every strong contraction, the heavy length of his cock throbbing as he emptied himself deep inside her body. Thick ropes of cum continued to flood her, the volume of it more than she had expected, the heat of each fresh spurt spreading through her already soaked heat. Soft, rough sounds left his throat against her neck as the last strong pulses of his orgasm milked the remaining seed from him.
Marcus stayed deep inside her for a long moment after the final throb, the thick shaft of his cock still twitching lightly as the last of his release settled high inside her. Soft, shaky breaths left both of them. Emily could feel the heavy warmth of his cum already beginning to gather around the base of his cock where it remained stretched by her entrance, the excess already threatening to spill out the moment he withdrew.
The train slowed further. The platform lights grew brighter through the windows. Marcus finally began to ease himself free with the same deliberate care he had used throughout the night. The thick length of his cock slid outward through her cum-filled heat, the heavy shaft glistening with the mixed evidence of their joining. As the broad head of him finally slipped free of her entrance a thick surge of semen followed, the excess spilling out of her in a slow, heavy trickle that immediately began to pool against the seat beneath her.
Marcus tucked himself back into his jeans with unhurried motions, the denim closing over the still-damp length of his cock. He straightened her tank top only enough to cover the lower curve of her breasts, leaving the rest of her clothes exactly as they were—panties still drawn aside, shorts pushed high on her thighs, the clear evidence of what had just happened impossible to hide. A fresh slow pulse of cum leaked from her open sex and joined the growing pool already forming on the seat between her legs.
The train came to a full stop. The doors opened onto the nearly empty platform. Marcus leaned down one last time and pressed a slow kiss to her mouth.
“You took every drop,” he said quietly. “Remember that.”
He straightened, stepped out of the car without looking back, and disappeared onto the platform as the doors began to close. Emily remained exactly where he had left her—thighs still parted, the thick pool of his cum continuing to leak slowly from her well-fucked pussy and spread across the seat beneath her, the almost empty subway carrying her onward into the night with the warm evidence of his release still spilling from her body.
Chapter 14
Marcus continued the slow, thorough rhythm without the slightest increase in pace, the thick length of his cock sliding almost completely free of Emily’s body before pressing deep once more in one long, continuous stroke. The wet heat of her recent climax still clung to him on every outward drag, the slick evidence of her third orgasm easing the significant stretch even as the heavy girth forced her walls to open fully around each careful return. Soft, continuous moans left her throat with every deep invasion, the sounds growing shakier as the oversensitive nerves of her body responded to the relentless claiming.
His fingers between their bodies never left her clit, the broad pads stroking in firm, steady circles that matched the unhurried thrusts of his hips. Every inward stroke dragged the thick head of his cock firmly across the sensitive place along her front wall, the precise pressure drawing fresh tremors from her with each careful claim. Emily’s hands remained tight on his shoulders, her fingers curling into the solid muscle beneath his shirt as the dual sensations kept the lingering heat of her last climax from fully fading.
The train began to slow almost imperceptibly, the long tunnel lights shifting in a way that suggested an approaching station. Marcus felt the subtle change in the car’s motion and leaned closer, his mouth warm against the side of her neck.
“Next stop is mine,” he murmured, the words low and rough with the effort of holding back. “I’m going to come inside you before I get off. I want to leave you full of me.” He demonstrated the promise with a particularly deep stroke, the heavy base of his cock pressing tightly against her stretched entrance as the final thick inches disappeared inside her. “You’re going to take every drop. I can already feel how close I am.”
Emily’s soft moan answered him. Her hips lifted to meet the inward thrust more deliberately now, the last thin threads of reluctance dissolved completely beneath the steady, patient fucking. She could feel the subtle thickening of his cock inside her, the way the heavy shaft pulsed more strongly against her inner walls with every careful return. The knowledge that he intended to finish inside her sent a final complicated pulse of heat through her body.
Marcus kept the measured rhythm for several more long strokes, drawing out the approach of his own climax with the same deliberate care he had shown from the beginning. His fingers pressed more firmly against her clit, the circles tightening as the broad head of his cock continued to drag across her most sensitive inner place. Soft, wet sounds of their joining filled the quiet car, the rhythmic evidence of how thoroughly her body continued to accept the thick invasion.
The train’s deceleration became more noticeable. The distant glow of platform lights began to appear through the windows. Marcus’s breathing roughened against her neck. His hips maintained the unhurried pace even as the first true signs of his approaching orgasm made the thick shaft inside her throb more heavily.
“I’m going to fill you now,” he said, the words low and certain. “Stay open for me. Take it all.”
He pressed deep one final time and held himself there, the full thick length of his cock buried to the hilt. The first heavy pulse of his climax rolled through the heavy shaft, the thick head of his cock jerking against her deepest walls as the first strong spurt of cum flooded into her. Emily’s soft, broken sound escaped at the sudden heat of it. Marcus’s hips remained locked against hers, the thick base of his cock stretched tightly by her entrance while more hot pulses of semen pumped into her in steady, powerful waves.
He kept himself buried completely through every strong contraction, the heavy length of his cock throbbing as he emptied himself deep inside her body. Thick ropes of cum continued to flood her, the volume of it more than she had expected, the heat of each fresh spurt spreading through her already soaked heat. Soft, rough sounds left his throat against her neck as the last strong pulses of his orgasm milked the remaining seed from him.
Marcus stayed deep inside her for a long moment after the final throb, the thick shaft of his cock still twitching lightly as the last of his release settled high inside her. Soft, shaky breaths left both of them. Emily could feel the heavy warmth of his cum already beginning to gather around the base of his cock where it remained stretched by her entrance, the excess already threatening to spill out the moment he withdrew.
The train slowed further. The platform lights grew brighter through the windows. Marcus finally began to ease himself free with the same deliberate care he had used throughout the night. The thick length of his cock slid outward through her cum-filled heat, the heavy shaft glistening with the mixed evidence of their joining. As the broad head of him finally slipped free of her entrance a thick surge of semen followed, the excess spilling out of her in a slow, heavy trickle that immediately began to pool against the seat beneath her.
Marcus tucked himself back into his jeans with unhurried motions, the denim closing over the still-damp length of his cock. He straightened her tank top only enough to cover the lower curve of her breasts, leaving the rest of her clothes exactly as they were—panties still drawn aside, shorts pushed high on her thighs, the clear evidence of what had just happened impossible to hide. A fresh slow pulse of cum leaked from her open sex and joined the growing pool already forming on the seat between her legs.
The train came to a full stop. The doors opened onto the nearly empty platform. Marcus leaned down one last time and pressed a slow kiss to her mouth.
“You took every drop,” he said quietly. “Remember that.”
He straightened, stepped out of the car without looking back, and disappeared onto the platform as the doors began to close. Emily remained exactly where he had left her—thighs still parted, the thick pool of his cum continuing to leak slowly from her well-fucked pussy and spread across the seat beneath her, the almost empty subway carrying her onward into the night with the warm evidence of his release still spilling from her body.
Chapter 15
Emily remained in the seat long after the doors had closed behind Marcus, her body still trembling lightly from the thorough claiming he had given her. The thick pool of his cum continued to leak slowly from her well-stretched pussy, the warm fluid sliding down the curve of her ass and spreading further across the plastic seat beneath her. Every small shift of her hips sent another soft pulse of semen spilling out, the excess already soaking into the thin fabric of her panties where they remained drawn aside. Her thighs ached from being held open for so long. The deep, satisfying soreness between her legs served as a constant reminder of how completely the thick length of his cock had filled her.
She stayed there through the next stretch of tunnel, breathing slowly, letting the afterglow settle through her limbs. The reluctance that had marked every earlier stage of the encounter still lingered at the edges of her thoughts, yet it was tangled now with a heavy, unwilling satisfaction. Her body felt used in the most thorough way, the inner walls of her sex still fluttering faintly around the memory of the heavy shaft that had stretched them so wide. A fresh trickle of cum escaped her as the train swayed, the warm fluid joining the growing mess already pooled beneath her.
The next station announcement came over the speakers in a flat mechanical voice. Emily forced herself to move. She tugged her shorts back into place as best she could, the damp fabric clinging uncomfortably to the sticky mess between her thighs. Her tank top still sat crooked, one soft breast only half-covered. She gathered her backpack with unsteady hands and stood on legs that trembled. The first step sent another thick pulse of semen sliding down the inner curve of her thigh, the warm trail impossible to ignore.
The train slowed and stopped. The doors opened onto a dimly lit platform that smelled of damp concrete and old urine. Emily stepped out carefully, her gait uneven from the deep ache between her legs. A few figures occupied the far end of the platform—homeless men huddled near the benches, their clothes worn and layered against the night chill. Their eyes followed her as she limped toward the stairs that led up to the station restrooms. She could feel the weight of their attention on the way her shorts clung damply between her thighs, on the slow, careful manner of her walk, on the faint sheen of drying cum still visible on the pale skin of her inner legs where the fabric of her shorts had ridden up.
She kept her head down and continued toward the ladies’ room, each step sending another small trickle of Marcus’s release sliding further down her thigh. The fluorescent lights inside the station corridor were harsh after the dimness of the train. The door to the ladies’ room stood slightly ajar. Emily pushed it open and stepped inside, the automatic closer sighing shut behind her.
The restroom was as neglected as the rest of the station. Two stalls, a cracked sink, a cloudy mirror, and a single flickering light overhead. The floor tiles were stained and uneven. Emily set her backpack down beside the sink and braced both hands on the cool porcelain, staring at her reflection. Her light brown hair was mussed, her lips still slightly swollen from Marcus’s mouth, a faint flush still lingering across her cheeks and the upper curves of her breasts. She reached down with one hand and carefully peeled the damp crotch of her shorts away from her skin. A thick string of cum stretched between the fabric and her well-fucked pussy before breaking and dripping onto the floor between her sneakers.
She had just begun to turn on the water when the restroom door opened again behind her.
Emily froze. In the mirror she saw the reflection of a tall black man stepping inside. He was older than Marcus, perhaps in his late thirties, his clothes worn and layered in the manner of someone who slept rough. A faded hoodie hung open over a stained t-shirt, and his jeans were frayed at the hems. His dark eyes moved over her disheveled appearance with slow, open interest—the crooked tank top, the damp shorts, the visible trail of drying cum on her inner thigh, the way she still stood with her legs slightly parted as if her body had not yet remembered how to close them.
He did not speak at first. He simply let the door close behind him and leaned one shoulder against it, blocking the only exit without appearing to lock it. The reluctance that had never fully left Emily flared bright again in her chest. She straightened and turned to face him, one hand still resting on the edge of the sink.
“This is the ladies’ room,” she said, her voice quieter than she intended.
The man nodded once, the movement slow. “I know.” His voice was deeper than Marcus’s, roughened by the street. “Saw you get off the train. Saw the way you were walking. Figured you might need a minute to clean up.” His gaze dropped deliberately to the fresh drip of cum that had just slid further down her thigh. “Looks like somebody already took real good care of you tonight.”
Emily’s cheeks burned. She reached for a paper towel from the broken dispenser, her movements stiff. “I’m fine. You should leave.”
He did not move from the door. Instead he took one slow step closer, then another, giving her every chance to protest more firmly. “Doesn’t look like you’re fine. Looks like you’re still leaking. That kind of mess doesn’t rinse off easy when you’re shaking like that.” His eyes remained on the visible evidence between her legs. “I can help you clean up. Or I can just keep you company while you do it. Your choice.”
The words carried the same patient cadence Marcus had used on the train—offering rather than demanding, leaving the decision in her hands while making the alternative feel less lonely than the empty restroom. Emily’s fingers tightened around the paper towel. The deep ache between her legs pulsed as another slow trickle of cum escaped her. She told herself to order him out. She told herself to push past him and leave. Instead she remained standing at the sink, the reluctance thick in her chest, while the black homeless man took another careful step into the small space and let the door rest closed behind him.
Chapter 16
Emily turned back to the sink and ran the water just long enough to wet a handful of paper towels. She wiped quickly between her thighs, clearing the worst of the thick cum that still leaked from her well-used pussy, then tossed the soiled towels into the overflowing trash. The deep ache between her legs remained, a constant reminder of how thoroughly Marcus had stretched and filled her only minutes earlier. She did not linger over the cleanup. The presence of the man behind her made every second feel heavier.
He had not moved from his place near the door. His dark eyes stayed fixed on her, tracking the way her shorts still clung damply to the soft curves of her ass, the faint tremor still present in her thighs, the uneven rise and fall of her breathing. When she finally straightened and turned to face him fully, he took one slow step forward into the small restroom.
“You don’t have to be scared of me,” he said, his voice low and rough from the street. “I ain’t here to hurt you. Just saw the way you were walking off that train and figured you might not want to be alone right now.”
Emily’s back pressed lightly against the edge of the sink. The reluctance that had never fully left her since the subway flared bright again in her chest. She could still feel the residual stretch from Marcus’s thick cock, the lingering wetness that the hurried wipe had not completely erased. The idea of another stranger closing the distance so soon made her pulse quicken with a complicated mix of caution and the same unwilling heat that had undone her on the train.
“I said I was fine,” she answered, though the words lacked the force she intended. “You should go.”
He nodded as if he had expected the protest, then took another careful step closer. The worn soles of his shoes scuffed softly against the stained tile. “I heard you. Doesn’t mean I believe it. Girl who just got fucked that deep doesn’t usually look this lost when the man who did it walks away.” His gaze dropped briefly to the front of her shorts, where a faint damp spot had already begun to reform. “You’re still leaking a little. That ain’t nothing to be ashamed of. Just means he filled you up good.”
Emily’s cheeks burned. She shifted her weight, the movement sending a fresh, soft pulse of remaining cum sliding along her inner thigh. The man noticed. His eyes lingered on the slow trail for a moment before returning to her face. He closed the last of the distance between them without rushing, stopping only when the front of his worn jeans nearly brushed the soft fabric of her shorts. The heat of his body reached her through the small space that remained.
“Name’s Derrick,” he said quietly. “You don’t have to tell me yours if you don’t want to. But I’d rather not keep calling you ‘girl’ while we’re standing this close.”
She hesitated, the same reluctant impulse that had made her give her name to Marcus rising again. “Emily.”
“Emily.” He repeated it slowly, tasting the sound. One large hand rose and settled lightly against the edge of the sink beside her hip, not touching her yet, only bracketing her in place. “Pretty name for a pretty girl who’s had a long night.”
His other hand lifted next, the movement unhurried, giving her every chance to pull away or tell him to stop. When she remained still, the broad palm came to rest against the outside of her thigh, just above the hem of her shorts. The heat of his skin sank into her immediately. Emily’s breath caught. The touch was lighter than Marcus’s had been at first, almost testing, yet the size of his hand and the rough texture of his work-worn fingers made the contact feel just as significant.
“You’re shaking,” Derrick observed, his thumb stroking once along the soft outer curve of her thigh. “From the cold, or from what that man did to you on the train?”
Emily did not answer. Her fingers curled around the edge of the sink behind her, the porcelain cool against her palms. The reluctance sat heavy in her chest, insisting she should push his hand away and leave the restroom while the door was still unblocked. Instead she stayed exactly where she was, the warmth of his palm spreading slowly through the thin fabric of her shorts.
Derrick’s hand slid higher by degrees, the broad fingers tracing the outer line of her hip before settling more firmly against the soft curve of her waist. He stepped in another fraction, the front of his jeans now brushing lightly against the damp front of her shorts. She could feel the solid weight of him through the layers of worn clothing, the quiet strength in the way he held himself without pressing fully against her yet.
“I saw how full he left you,” Derrick continued, his voice dropping lower. “Saw the way that cum was running down your leg when you got off the train. A girl who just took a load that big usually needs a minute before she’s ready to walk straight again.” His hand at her waist tightened slightly, the thumb stroking along the bare strip of skin where her tank top had ridden up. “I can give you that minute. Or I can give you something else. Depends on what you need right now.”
Emily’s pulse hammered in her throat. The words carried the same patient opening Marcus had used—offering rather than demanding, leaving the choice in her hands while making the space between them feel smaller with every careful second. She could feel the residual soreness between her legs pulsing in time with her heartbeat, the memory of being stretched and flooded still vivid enough to make her thighs press together for a moment before relaxing again.
Derrick’s hand left her waist and rose to the side of her face, the rough pad of his thumb brushing once across the soft curve of her cheek. When she did not turn away, he let the same thumb trace down to the corner of her mouth, resting there lightly. The simple contact made her lips part on a soft, unsteady breath.
“You’re not pushing me away,” he said, almost to himself. “That’s all right. Means some part of you doesn’t want me to leave yet.” His thumb pressed a fraction more firmly against her lower lip, testing the soft give of it. “I’m going to kiss you now, Emily. If you don’t want it, you say so before I do.”
The reluctance flared bright and sharp. She had every chance to refuse. The words sat ready on her tongue. What left her instead was only another soft, shaky exhale. Derrick took the silence as permission the same way Marcus had. He leaned in and covered her mouth with his, the kiss slower and rougher than the ones on the train, the taste of him different—smoke and the street and something darker. His free hand settled more firmly at her waist, drawing her an inch closer until the front of his jeans pressed more deliberately against the still-damp crotch of her shorts.
Emily’s back remained against the sink, her body caught between the cool porcelain and the solid heat of the man who had followed her into the restroom. The kiss deepened by degrees, his tongue stroking carefully against hers while his hand at her waist slid lower, the broad palm cupping the soft curve of her ass through the thin fabric of her shorts. He squeezed once, testing, then used the hold to pull her hips more fully against the growing hardness behind his zipper.
The first true press of his cock against her through the layers of clothing sent a fresh tremor through Emily’s body. She could feel the thick outline of him already, the size comparable to what Marcus had given her, the heat of him unmistakable even through the worn denim. Derrick broke the kiss only far enough to speak against her mouth, his breath warm and rough.
“You’re still wet from him,” he murmured. “I can feel it through your shorts. That’s all right. Means I won’t have to work as hard to get you ready again.” His hand left her ass and slipped between their bodies, the broad fingers pressing firmly against the damp crotch of her shorts, feeling the soft heat of her pussy through the thin barrier. “I’m going to take my time with you in here. Just like he did on that train. And when I’m done, you’re going to leave this restroom walking even slower than you did when you came in.”
Emily’s soft, reluctant sound was swallowed by the next kiss. Derrick’s fingers continued their slow, deliberate pressure against the front of her shorts, rubbing the damp fabric into the sensitive folds beneath while his other hand held her firmly at the waist. The restroom light flickered once overhead. The door remained closed. And the slow, careful seduction that had begun on the almost empty subway continued inside the stained ladies’ room, one unhurried touch at a time.
Chapter 17
Derrick’s fingers continued their slow, deliberate pressure against the damp crotch of Emily’s shorts, rubbing the thin fabric into the soft folds of her pussy with unhurried care. The residual wetness from Marcus still clung to her, making the material cling and shift under every careful stroke. Emily’s back remained pressed to the edge of the sink, her hands braced against the cool porcelain as the kiss deepened once more. Derrick’s tongue stroked against hers with the same measured patience he had shown from the moment he stepped into the restroom, giving her every opportunity to turn her face away or push him back.
She did neither. The reluctance sat heavy in her chest, a tight knot of uncertainty that reminded her how little time had passed since she had been left leaking another man’s cum on the train. Yet the solid heat of Derrick’s body against hers, the rough texture of his fingers working through the fabric of her shorts, and the low rumble of his voice combined to loosen that knot by degrees. Her hips shifted once, an involuntary movement that pressed her more firmly into his hand.
Derrick broke the kiss just far enough to speak against her mouth. “That’s it. Don’t fight what your body already wants.” His fingers pressed more firmly, finding the soft seam of her sex through the damp shorts and tracing it with slow, thorough strokes. “You’re still open from him. I can feel it. Means I can take my time getting you ready for me.”
His other hand left her waist and slid upward beneath the hem of her tank top, the broad palm settling against the bare skin of her midriff. The callused edge of his thumb brushed the underside of her breast through the thin barrier of her bra. Emily’s breath caught. The touch was rougher than Marcus’s had been, the skin of his hand marked by the street, yet the careful way he held the contact kept the advance from feeling sudden. He stroked back and forth along the soft curve, lifting the weight of her breast slightly without yet claiming it fully.
Emily’s fingers tightened on the edge of the sink. The fluorescent light overhead flickered again, casting brief shadows across the stained tile floor. Somewhere beyond the restroom door the distant sounds of the station continued—the occasional announcement, the rattle of another train—but inside the small room the only sounds were their breathing and the soft, wet friction of Derrick’s fingers against the front of her shorts.
He used the next slow stroke to slip his hand higher, the broad palm finally cupping the soft weight of her breast completely through the bra. His thumb found the stiffened peak of her nipple and rubbed across it in the same unhurried rhythm his other hand used between her legs. The dual points of contact drew a soft, reluctant sound from Emily’s throat. Her head tipped back slightly, the movement offering more of her neck without fully conscious decision.
Derrick took the invitation. His mouth left hers and settled against the side of her throat, the rough scrape of his stubble contrasting with the warm press of his lips. He kissed a slow path down to the place where her pulse beat rapidly, tasting the residual salt of her skin. At the same time his hand between her legs adjusted its path, the fingers sliding upward to catch the waistband of her shorts. He did not tug them down. He simply slipped the tips of two fingers beneath the elastic, resting them against the soft, bare skin of her lower belly just above the line of her panties.
“Still with me?” he asked against her neck, the words a low vibration that traveled through her. “You can tell me to stop. I mean it. But you’re not saying it.”
Emily’s lips parted. The refusal rose and then faded beneath the steady heat of his hand on her breast and the careful presence of his fingers so close to the place Marcus had left so thoroughly used. What left her instead was a soft, shaky exhale. Derrick accepted the silence the way every careful advance of the night had been accepted. His fingers slipped lower, sliding beneath the waistband of her panties until the tips rested directly against the soft, still-swollen folds of her pussy.
The first true skin-to-skin contact made Emily’s thighs tremble. She was still slick from the earlier fucking, the residual cum and her own renewed wetness coating Derrick’s fingertips the moment they touched her. He did not press inside. He simply stroked along the outer lips with slow, thorough care, learning the shape of her, spreading the wetness he found there. Soft, broken sounds escaped her as his fingers traced the sensitive seam of her sex, the rough texture of his skin contrasting with the careful pressure he used.
“So wet already,” Derrick murmured against her throat. “Some of this is still his. Some of it’s new. Doesn’t matter. I’m going to add to it before we’re done in here.” His middle finger settled more firmly against the swollen bud of her clit and began to circle it with the same deliberate patience Marcus had used on the train. At the same time his other hand slipped fully beneath her bra, the broad palm claiming the soft weight of her bare breast, his thumb stroking across the stiffened nipple without mercy.
Emily’s hips lifted into the touch despite the lingering reluctance. The dual sensations—the rough fingers working her clit and the firm claim of her breast—left her breathing uneven. Derrick continued the slow circles, the pressure firm enough to send soft pulses of heat through her lower belly, while his mouth returned to hers for another deep, unhurried kiss. The taste of him filled her senses, different from Marcus yet equally consuming in its patient intensity.
He used the kiss to press closer still, the thick outline of his cock now grinding lightly against her hip through the worn denim of his jeans. She could feel the size of him clearly, the heavy length already hard and ready, the heat of him unmistakable even through the layers of clothing. The knowledge that another thick cock would soon be inside her sent a fresh wave of complicated heat through Emily’s body. The reluctance whispered that she should stop this now, that one stranger on a train had already been more than she had planned for the night. Yet her legs remained parted around his hand, her breast soft and heavy in his palm, and her mouth continued to answer the slow strokes of his tongue.
Derrick’s fingers left her clit only long enough to slide lower, the tips gathering more of her wetness before returning to the sensitive bud with firmer pressure. He rubbed her in slow, thorough circles, the rough pads of his fingers dragging against the swollen flesh until soft, continuous moans began to spill from Emily’s throat into the kiss. His hand on her breast squeezed with matching care, the thumb rolling her nipple between rough skin and firm pressure.
When he finally broke the kiss it was only to speak against her lips once more, the words low and certain. “I’m going to get these shorts out of the way next. Then I’m going to feel how open he left you. And after that I’m going to stretch you open all over again on my cock.” His fingers continued their relentless circles against her clit as he spoke, the steady friction keeping the reluctant heat building higher. “You’re going to take me just like you took him. Slow at first. Then deeper. And when I finish I’m going to leave you even messier than he did.”
Emily’s soft, shaky sound was the only answer she could manage. Derrick’s hand left her breast and settled at the waistband of her shorts, the broad fingers curling into the fabric in clear preparation for the next careful advance. The restroom light flickered overhead. The door remained closed. And the slow, deliberate seduction inside the stained ladies’ room continued one unhurried touch at a time, the residual heat of the night’s first claiming still lingering between Emily’s thighs as the second stranger prepared to take his turn.
Chapter 18
Derrick’s fingers remained between Emily’s legs, the rough pads still circling her swollen clit with deliberate care while his other hand gripped the waistband of her shorts. He did not yank the fabric down. Instead he eased it lower by degrees, the worn material sliding over the soft curves of her hips and the upper slopes of her ass with unhurried patience. Emily’s breath stuttered as the cool air of the restroom touched more of her bare skin. The reluctance in her chest tightened once more, reminding her that she was about to be stripped in a public restroom by a man she had known for only minutes. Yet her hands stayed braced against the edge of the sink, and her body remained still while he continued the slow undressing.
The shorts caught briefly at the fullest part of her thighs before Derrick guided them the rest of the way down. They pooled around her sneakers in a soft heap of damp fabric. Her panties followed next, the thin cotton peeled downward with the same careful attention until they joined the shorts around her ankles. Emily stood exposed from the waist down, the soft folds of her pussy still glistening with the mixed wetness of her own arousal and the last traces of Marcus’s cum. The fluorescent light overhead cast the pale skin of her thighs and the darker, swollen lips of her sex into sharp relief against the stained tile.
Derrick stepped back just far enough to look at her. His dark eyes moved over the evidence of the earlier fucking without haste—the slight puffiness of her outer lips, the way her entrance remained a little open, the faint shine of residual semen still clinging to the soft inner skin of her thighs. One large hand rose and settled against the inside of her left thigh, the rough palm warm and steady as he guided her legs a fraction further apart.
“He left you nice and open,” Derrick said quietly, the words low and rough. “I can see it. Pussy still looks soft and used. That’s good. Means I won’t have to work as hard to fit.” His fingers slid upward along the sensitive inner skin until the tips brushed the outer folds of her sex. He did not press inside yet. He simply stroked along the soft lips, spreading them gently with his thumb and forefinger so he could look more closely at the pink, still-swollen entrance.
Emily’s cheeks burned under the open inspection. She could feel the cool air of the restroom against the most private parts of her body, the residual stretch from Marcus’s thick cock making her feel even more exposed. Derrick’s thumb stroked once across her clit, the rough texture sending a fresh tremor through her legs. Then two of his thick fingers pressed carefully against her entrance and began to sink inside.
The first knuckle slipped in with little resistance. Emily’s soft, broken sound filled the small space. Derrick watched her face as he pressed deeper, the second knuckle following, until both fingers were seated fully inside the tight, wet heat of her pussy. He held them there for a long moment, feeling the way her walls fluttered and clenched around the intrusion.
“Still so tight,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Even after taking that load on the train. You’re going to squeeze my cock just as good.” He began to move his fingers in slow, thorough strokes, sliding them almost completely free before pressing back in to the hilt. The wet sounds of her body accepting the penetration were soft but unmistakable in the quiet restroom. His thumb returned to her clit and resumed the steady circles, the dual sensations drawing continuous soft moans from Emily’s throat.
He fingered her that way for several long minutes, stretching and preparing her with the same patient care Marcus had shown on the subway. Every inward thrust of his thick fingers reached deep, curling slightly to press against the sensitive place along her front wall. Emily’s hips began to rock into the motions despite the lingering reluctance, the unwilling pleasure building higher with every careful stroke. Derrick’s free hand returned to her breast, shoving the tank top and bra fully out of the way so he could cup the soft weight completely, his rough thumb stroking across the stiffened nipple in matching rhythm.
When he finally withdrew his fingers it was with deliberate slowness. They glistened with her wetness under the flickering light. Derrick brought them to his mouth and tasted her without breaking eye contact, the act open and unhurried. Then he reached for the front of his own jeans. The zipper scraped downward. He pushed the worn denim and the frayed boxers beneath just far enough to free his cock.
The heavy length sprang free into the cool air of the restroom, thick and dark and fully hard. Emily’s breath caught at the sight. He was at least as thick as Marcus had been, the broad head already glistening at the tip, the heavy shaft pulsing lightly with each beat of his heart. Derrick wrapped one large hand around the base and gave himself a slow stroke, spreading the bead of moisture down the dark skin.
“This is what you’re going to take next,” he said, stepping back in until the thick head of his cock brushed against the soft folds of her pussy. He did not push inside. He simply rubbed the blunt tip up and down through her wetness, coating himself thoroughly, letting her feel the size and heat of what was coming. “Nice and slow at first. Just like he did. You’re going to feel every inch of me stretching you open again.”
Emily’s hands remained braced on the sink behind her. The reluctance flared one final time as the broad head of his cock settled more firmly against her entrance, the blunt pressure already beginning to part her. She could have told him to stop. The words sat ready. What left her instead was only a soft, shaky exhale as Derrick began to press forward.
The thick head of his cock sank into her with deliberate patience, the wide circumference forcing her still-sensitive walls to stretch around the new invasion. Emily’s soft, broken moan filled the restroom. Derrick held still once the entire head was inside, giving her body time to adjust to the significant girth. His hands settled at her hips, the rough palms steady, holding her in place without forcing her further onto him.
“That’s just the head,” he said, his voice rough with restrained need. “Feel how full you are already. I’m going to give you the rest now. Inch by inch.”
He pressed forward again, feeding the thick shaft into her body with the same unhurried care that had marked every earlier touch. Each new inch stretched her further, the heavy length reclaiming the places Marcus had already used so thoroughly. Soft, continuous sounds escaped Emily’s throat as more of him disappeared inside her. Derrick stopped after every careful advance, letting her feel the growing fullness, giving her the chance to tense or pull away. She did neither. Her thighs remained open, her body accepting the slow, relentless claim.
By the time half of his cock was buried inside her the stretch had become almost overwhelming. Emily’s head tipped back, her eyes closed, every muscle in her legs trembling. Derrick leaned in and kissed her again, the contact deep and rough, while his hips continued the final careful advances. The last thick inches sank into her with deliberate patience until the heavy base of his cock pressed tightly against her stretched entrance and the entire length of him was seated to the hilt.
He held himself completely still once he was fully inside, the thick shaft pulsing deep within her wet heat. Soft, shaky breaths left both of them. Derrick’s mouth remained close to hers, his rough voice low and certain.
“That’s all of it. Every thick inch. You’re taking me just as good as you took him.” He stayed buried deep for a long moment, letting her feel the complete claim of his body inside hers. “I’m going to start moving now. Slow at first. And I’m not stopping until I’ve filled you up all over again.”
The restroom light flickered overhead. The door remained closed. And the second thorough claiming of the night began inside the stained ladies’ room, one long, deliberate stroke at a time.
Chapter 19
Derrick remained buried to the hilt inside Emily for a long, deliberate moment, the full thick length of his cock stretching her still-sensitive walls completely. Soft, shaky breaths left her throat as she adjusted to the significant girth once more. The residual soreness from Marcus only heightened every subtle pulse of the new shaft seated deep within her. Derrick’s rough hands stayed steady at her hips, holding her in place against the edge of the sink without yet beginning to move.
He started slowly, just as he had promised. The first withdrawal was unhurried, the heavy length of his cock sliding outward through her wet heat until only the broad head remained inside. Emily’s soft sound of loss escaped before she could stop it. Derrick pressed forward again with the same measured care, feeding every thick inch back into her body in one long, continuous stroke until the heavy base of him rested tightly against her stretched entrance once more. He repeated the motion, each inward thrust deliberate and thorough, each outward drag leaving her feeling empty and aching for the return.
The wet sounds of their joining filled the small restroom, soft and rhythmic under the flickering fluorescent light. Derrick kept the pace controlled, the thick shaft of his cock claiming her with the same patient rhythm Marcus had used on the train. His mouth found the side of her neck, the rough scrape of his stubble contrasting with the warm press of his lips as he kissed a slow path along her throat. One hand left her hip and returned to her breast, the broad palm cupping the soft weight, his rough thumb stroking across the stiffened nipple in matching time with the deep thrusts.
Emily’s hands remained braced on the edge of the sink behind her. The reluctance still lived somewhere in the back of her mind, a faint reminder that she was being fucked for the second time that night by a stranger in a public restroom. Yet her hips began to lift into the inward strokes, the small movements meeting the careful claim of his body inside hers. Soft, continuous moans spilled from her lips with every deep penetration, the sounds growing shakier as the thick cock stretched her so thoroughly on each return.
Derrick maintained the slow rhythm for several long minutes, drawing out every stroke so that she felt the full heavy length of him on both the withdrawal and the return. His free hand slid down from her breast and settled between their bodies, the rough pads of his fingers finding her swollen clit and circling it with firm, steady pressure. The dual sensations—the thick shaft filling her completely and the deliberate attention to her most sensitive bud—left Emily trembling harder against the sink.
Then the pace began to change.
Derrick’s next inward thrust landed with more force, the heavy base of his cock slamming against her stretched entrance hard enough to rock her body against the porcelain. Emily’s soft cry of surprise filled the restroom. He did not return to the earlier gentleness. The following stroke came harder still, the thick length of his cock driving deep with a rough, purposeful power that forced a louder moan from her throat. His hands tightened on her hips, the rough fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave faint marks as he pulled her onto each heavy thrust.
“That’s it,” he growled against her neck, the earlier patience giving way to something rougher. “Take it like you took his. Open up for me.”
He began to fuck her in earnest, the long, deep strokes turning sharper and more demanding. Each inward slam of his hips drove the full thick length of his cock into her with enough force to make the sink creak faintly under her weight. Emily’s soft moans turned into continuous, broken sounds of overwhelmed sensation. The reluctance flared once more at the sudden intensity, yet her body remained open and accepting, her legs spreading wider around his hips to accommodate the rougher claiming.
Derrick’s grip on her hips tightened further. He used the hold to yank her onto every heavy thrust, the wet slap of their bodies meeting filling the small restroom along with her rising cries. The thick shaft of his cock stretched her relentlessly, the broad head reaching deep on every rough stroke, the heavy base pounding against her entrance with enough force to send fresh tremors through her thighs. His free hand left her clit only long enough to shove her tank top higher, exposing both breasts completely before returning to grip one soft mound hard enough to make her gasp.
“Look at you,” he said, his voice rough and low as he continued the hard, deep fucking. “Standing here in a bathroom taking another thick cock right after the last one. Pussy still wet from him and already stretching around me.” He punctuated the words with a particularly hard thrust that forced a sharp cry from Emily’s throat. “You’re going to come on this cock too. I can already feel how tight you’re getting.”
He shifted his stance and lifted one of her thighs higher against his hip, opening her further to the rough strokes. The new angle allowed him to drive even deeper, the thick length of his cock slamming into her with enough force to rock her entire body against the sink. Emily’s hands slipped on the porcelain; she had to grip harder to keep herself upright as the relentless fucking continued. Soft, helpless cries spilled from her lips with every heavy thrust, the earlier reluctance drowned beneath the overwhelming intensity of being taken so roughly in the stained restroom.
Derrick’s hand left her breast and tangled in her light brown hair, the rough fingers closing firmly enough to tip her head back and expose more of her throat. He kissed her there hard, the scrape of his stubble and the press of his teeth adding another layer of rough sensation while his hips maintained the hard, deep rhythm. The wet sounds of his cock driving in and out of her soaked pussy grew louder, the thick shaft glistening with her arousal under the flickering light each time he withdrew almost completely before slamming home again.
Emily’s third climax of the night began to build under the relentless pace. The rough handling—the hard grip on her hip, the firm pull of her hair, the heavy slam of his cock against her deepest walls—drove the pressure higher with every demanding stroke. Soft, continuous cries left her throat as the pleasure climbed, her inner walls beginning to flutter and clench tightly around the thick length still pounding into her.
Derrick felt the change. He fucked her harder still, the rough thrusts losing the last of their earlier control as he drove her toward the edge. “Come on it,” he ordered against her throat, the words rough and certain. “Come on this cock while I stretch you open.”
The combination of the hard, deep fucking and the firm pressure of his body against hers pushed Emily over the edge. Her back arched sharply against the sink, a broken cry escaping her as the climax tore through her in powerful waves. Her walls clenched tightly around the thick shaft still driving into her, the rhythmic pulses of her orgasm milking him with every heavy contraction. Derrick kept the rough pace through every wave, his grip on her hip and hair holding her firmly in place as he fucked her through the intense peak.
He did not slow when the strongest pulses began to ease. The hard, deep strokes continued without pause, the thick length of his cock claiming her oversensitive heat with the same rough intensity while soft, helpless sounds continued to spill from Emily’s lips. The restroom light flickered overhead. The door remained closed. And the thorough, demanding claiming inside the stained ladies’ room carried on, the slow beginning long since replaced by the rough, relentless fucking that left Emily trembling and open against the edge of the sink.
Chapter 20
Derrick kept the hard, deep rhythm for several more strokes, the thick length of his cock slamming into Emily’s soaked pussy with enough force to rock her body against the edge of the sink. Her soft, broken cries filled the small restroom, the oversensitive walls of her sex still fluttering from the climax he had just fucked out of her. The rough grip of his hand in her hair held her head tipped back, exposing the long line of her throat to the scrape of his stubble and the hard press of his mouth.
Then he pulled free of her completely.
The sudden emptiness drew a shaky sound of loss from Emily’s throat. Before she could straighten or close her legs, Derrick’s rough hands turned her around by the hips. He bent her forward over the cracked porcelain sink, the cool surface pressing against the soft undersides of her bare breasts. Her hands braced automatically on either side of the basin. The new position left her ass presented to him, the swollen, well-fucked lips of her pussy still glistening and slightly open from the rough claiming.
Derrick stepped in behind her and drove back into her cunt in one long, hard stroke. The thick shaft filled her completely from the new angle, the broad head reaching even deeper than before. Emily’s sharp cry echoed off the tiled walls. He gave her no time to adjust. The hard, deep fucking resumed immediately, each heavy thrust slamming her hips against the edge of the sink, the wet slap of skin on skin louder now in the confined space.
From this angle she could see her own reflection in the cloudy mirror—flushed cheeks, mussed hair, lips parted around continuous soft cries, breasts swaying with every rough impact of his body against hers. The sight sent a fresh wave of shame through her even as the thick cock stretching her so thoroughly kept the reluctant pleasure building again. Derrick’s hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, using the hold to yank her back onto every heavy thrust.
He fucked her that way for long minutes, the doggie-style angle allowing him to drive deeper and harder than the previous position had permitted. Emily’s soft moans turned into continuous, broken sounds of overwhelmed sensation. Her fingers slipped on the damp porcelain. The deep ache between her legs mixed with the sharp edge of fresh pleasure each time the thick head of his cock dragged across her most sensitive inner walls.
Then one of his rough hands left her hip and slid inward, the broad thumb pressing against the tight, untouched pucker of her asshole.
Emily’s entire body tensed. “Wait—”
Derrick did not remove the pressure. He simply rubbed the rough pad of his thumb in slow circles against the sensitive ring of muscle while his cock continued its hard, deep strokes inside her pussy. “Quiet. You’ve already taken two thick cocks in this little cunt tonight. Time to open the other hole for me.”
The words sent a sharp spike of shame through her. She had never been touched there. The idea of a stranger—especially this rough, homeless man—claiming her anal virginity in a stained public restroom made her stomach twist with humiliation. Yet the thick cock still pounding into her pussy kept her body from fully rejecting the new attention. Derrick gathered some of the abundant wetness from her cunt on his thumb and pressed more firmly against the tight entrance.
The first true pressure made Emily’s breath hitch. The ring of muscle resisted, the virgin hole clenching tightly against the intrusion. Derrick was patient only in the sense that he did not force the thumb inside immediately. He kept rubbing and pressing, working the slickness against her, while his hips maintained the hard rhythm in her pussy. Soft, distressed sounds left Emily’s throat as the pressure increased.
When the tip of his thumb finally breached the tight ring, the sensation was sharp and alien. Emily’s back arched, a broken cry of discomfort escaping her. The thick digit sank deeper by degrees, stretching the virgin muscle around the rough intrusion. Pain flared bright and immediate—a burning stretch that felt nothing like the earlier fullness in her cunt. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. Shame flooded her chest at the knowledge that she was bent over a public sink with a stranger’s thumb buried in her ass while his cock still fucked her pussy.
Derrick worked the thumb in and out slowly at first, stretching her carefully even as his hips continued their rough pace. “Tight little asshole,” he muttered, the words rough with approval. “Never taken anything back here, have you? Going to feel even better around my cock.”
He pulled his thumb free after another minute of careful stretching. The sudden emptiness in her ass made Emily’s walls clench around the thick shaft still driving into her cunt. Derrick withdrew his cock completely once more. She felt the broad, cum-slick head of him drag upward from her pussy and settle against the spit-and-juice-slicked pucker of her asshole.
“No—” The protest left her in a shaky whisper, thick with shame and rising panic. “Please, I’ve never—”
“I know.” Derrick’s hand settled between her shoulder blades, pressing her more firmly down against the sink. “That’s why it’s going to feel so fucking good when I open you up.”
He began to press forward.
The broad head of his cock met the tight resistance of her virgin asshole and pushed with steady, relentless pressure. Pain exploded through Emily’s body the moment the thick tip forced the ring of muscle to yield. It was sharper and more intense than anything she had felt in her pussy—a burning, splitting stretch that made her cry out and try instinctively to pull away. Derrick’s hand on her back held her in place. The thick head sank deeper by agonizing degrees, the wide circumference forcing her virgin hole to stretch around the heavy intrusion far beyond what his thumb had prepared her for.
Tears spilled freely down Emily’s cheeks. The pain was overwhelming, a bright, continuous burn that radiated outward from the place where his cock was slowly invading her. Shame crashed through her in waves—shame at being bent over a filthy sink, shame at taking a homeless stranger’s cock in her ass after already being used on the train, shame at the soft, broken sounds of pain and unwilling sensation spilling from her own throat. Yet beneath the pain something else flickered: a dark, reluctant edge of fullness that made her inner walls clench even as her asshole burned around the thick shaft forcing its way inside.
Derrick did not stop. He fed the heavy length into her ass with the same deliberate pressure, pausing only when the entire head had finally popped past the tight ring of muscle. Emily’s cry of pure pain echoed off the tiles. Her legs trembled violently. The thick head of his cock rested just inside her virgin hole, the stretch already almost unbearable, and there were still so many inches left to take.
“Breathe,” he ordered, though the word carried little gentleness. “It’s going in either way. Better if you don’t fight it.”
He pressed forward again. Inch after thick inch of his cock sank into her burning asshole, stretching the virgin channel ruthlessly around the heavy girth. Emily sobbed openly now, the tears dripping onto the porcelain beneath her cheek. The pain was constant and intense—a deep, invasive burn that made every new inch feel like too much. Her fingers scrabbled against the sides of the sink. Shame and agony tangled tightly in her chest, yet the sheer overwhelming fullness of having her ass claimed for the first time sent confused, unwanted sparks of sensation through her lower belly.
By the time half of his cock was buried in her ass the stretch had become nearly intolerable. Emily’s soft, continuous cries of pain filled the restroom. Derrick held still for only a moment before continuing the relentless advance. The final thick inches forced their way inside until the heavy base of his cock pressed tightly against the stretched ring of her asshole and the entire length of him was seated in her virgin channel.
He was all the way inside her ass.
Emily’s entire body shook. The pain was enormous—a deep, throbbing burn that made it hard to draw a full breath. She could feel every ridge and pulse of the thick shaft buried in the place no one had ever touched before. Shame scorched through her hotter than the physical pain. She was bent over a public restroom sink with a homeless man’s cock buried to the hilt in her newly claimed ass, her pussy still dripping from the earlier fucking, her face wet with tears.
Derrick gave her only a few seconds to adjust before he began to move.
The first withdrawal dragged the thick length of his cock outward through the tightly stretched ring of her asshole, the friction bright and painful. Emily’s broken cry of discomfort turned into a sharper sob when he thrust back in, the heavy shaft reclaiming every inch of her burning channel in one long, rough stroke. He established a steady, demanding rhythm, the thick cock sliding almost completely free of her ass before driving deep again with enough force to rock her body against the sink.
Pain and shame dominated the first minutes. Every thrust reawakened the burning stretch, every inward slam forcing her virgin walls to yield around the heavy girth. Tears continued to slip down her cheeks. Soft, continuous sounds of distress and unwilling sensation spilled from her lips. Yet gradually—agonizingly—something else began to thread through the pain. The deep, relentless fullness started to spark dark, reluctant pulses of pleasure low in her belly. The shame of being taken so thoroughly in her ass only seemed to heighten the confused ecstasy building beneath the discomfort.
Derrick’s hand slid around her hip and found her clit again, the rough fingers rubbing the swollen bud in firm circles while his cock continued its hard, deep strokes in her ass. The added stimulation made the reluctant pleasure surge higher even as the burning stretch remained intense. Emily’s sobs began to mix with softer, shakier moans. The pain never fully disappeared, but it tangled tightly with the growing ecstasy until she could no longer separate the two.
He fucked her ass with the same rough intensity he had used in her pussy, the thick shaft claiming the virgin channel over and over while her tears dripped onto the porcelain and her soft, broken cries filled the stained restroom. Shame burned through her with every heavy thrust—shame at how completely she was being used, shame at the way her body had begun to push back to meet the rough strokes, shame at the dark, unwanted pleasure that continued to build despite the pain of her first anal fucking.
The restroom light flickered overhead. The door remained closed. And Emily remained bent over the sink with a stranger’s thick cock buried deep in her newly claimed ass, the pain and the shame and the reluctant ecstasy crashing through her in relentless waves as the thorough claiming continued.


The End
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