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This is a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to persons living or dead is strictly a coincidence, and takes place only in the imagination of the reader. 
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“That’s the one,” Holly Deeper said.

It was night.  The subway car, a serpentine creature of steel and electricity, carved its way through the tunnels of the city’s underbelly with a rhythmic clatter.  The train was crowded, anonymous bodies pressed together, moving with the lurches of the car.  

Holly leaned against a cool, graffiti-streaked wall, her breathing deep, calming her and preparing her for what was to come.  The vibrations of the train sent shivers through her body, which echoed her own anticipation.  Dim light flickered intermittently overhead. 

A rush of air whistled through the carriage as they plunged into a tunnel, the darkness outside pressing against the windows like a tangible thing, eager to find its way inside.  In this transient world of shadows and half-glimpses, Holly felt the heat rising within her, a bloom of arousal, a fire that beckoned her deeper into the throng of bodies.

She watched a figure swaying gently with the motion of the train.  A young woman was dressed in a tight, short, white mini-dress, with electric blue high-heeled shoes and an electric blue choker around her neck.  The choker had some sort of medallion or gemstone at its center.  The woman stood in stark contrast to the people around her, who were dressed in dark, drab clothes.  She almost seemed to be glowing.

Holly’s eyes traced the outline of the woman’s form, taking in the swell of hips and breasts that sang a siren’s song, promising ecstasy for the person who could claim them.  As Holly stared at her, it was as if the other people in the car didn’t exist - everything had dropped away and now there was only this yummy morsel to be eaten.  

Holly began her approach, slipping through the crowd with easy grace, each step deliberate, closing in but not revealing her purpose.  So far, the woman hadn’t even noticed her.

Holly could almost taste the heat radiating from the woman’s skin.  Long, dark brown hair framed a face that was flushed with the warmth of the crowded train compartment.

The woman stood holding a silver pole in her slender fingers, a lifeline amidst the swaying of the masses.  Holly watched the rise and fall of her chest, the subtle shift of muscles beneath the fabric that strained to contain her body.  

There was an aura about her, one of unspoken invitation.  She wanted what was coming.  He was begging for it, yearning for it.  She just didn’t know that yet.

Holly was dressed in a long leather jacket.  The jacket concealed the tiny mini-skirt and tight halter top beneath.  Curly blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders.  Her pale blue eyes were piercing.  She felt charged, electric, every nerve ending alight with sensual energy.  She was hot, and ready.

Ahead and to her left, Master stood, leaning with his back to a door.  He lurked silently, watching her, tall and handsome with a tightly cropped beard.  He wore tight jeans and soft leather boots.  An open-collared shirt was draped across his broad chest.  He seemed steady, confident, and expectant.  His gaze swept over the packed humanity before him, an eagle surveying its domain.  The train rattled on, carving a path through the darkness outside its windows.

Holly could feel Master’s presence, a magnetic pull that tied her to him even as they stood apart.  His silent approval was the spark that lit her fuse, and she reveled in the unspoken power he wielded from afar.  He was the puppeteer, and she, his willing marionette, danced to his music.

Holly moved even closer.  

She pushed through the thick press of bodies until she was right behind the young woman.  The woman had a small purse in one hand.  What goodies might lurk inside there was anyone’s guess. 

Holly was slightly taller than her prey.  She reached her right hand up until it was just above the woman’s hand on the pole.  The skin of the woman’s hand was a few shades darker than Holly’s creamy white tone.

The woman glanced back at Holly.  She was very pretty, and her single backward glance confirmed everything.  She was ripe for the picking.  

For one thing, the hemline of her sexy mini-dress came just below where her panties must be.  For another, her face was flushed like she had a fever.  For yet another, she wore no bra tonight, and her nipples were already erect, practically poking holes through the top of her dress.  Her lips were ruby red and her mouth seemed to hang half open.  In short, this beautiful young thing looked like she was in heat.  

Holly shrugged at the woman’s glance, but didn’t smile.  To an outsider watching, there was nothing else she could do but hover over the girl.  Holly was trapped inside this undulating train, just like everyone else.  She had to hold on to something, didn’t she?

But to an insider - and there were only three insiders in this car - Holly was a big cat, remorseless, feral, and unstoppable.  There was no reason to smile.  Did a lion smile at a young gazelle?

Now the two women were pushed together, by the movement of the train, and the crush of the bodies around them.  Holly’s face was almost in the woman’s hair.  Holly breathed deeply, catching the scent of a shampoo that she recognized vaguely.  It brought her back to some wisp of memory that she couldn’t quite recall.  She inhaled the scent, deeper this time, and slowly exhaled her hot breath on the back of the woman’s neck.

The fingers of Holly’s free hand began to lightly trace the outlines of the woman’s body, feeling her flesh through the fabric that seemed to cling to her like a second skin.  Holly’s arm snaked around to the front and her hand moved across the woman’s belly.  

The woman stood still amidst the rocking of the subway car, pliant and submissive as Holly’s hand explored her.  Holly pushed herself closer and the thrumming energy within her surged at the contact.  She felt the warmth of the woman’s body through the thin barrier of clothing. 

Holly spooned against the woman’s big round ass.  Holly spread her legs the slightest amount, as if she would mount the woman’s ass right now.  The feel of it sent a shockwave to Holly’s core.  She was hot, very hot, and getting wet.  The woman shifted subtly, pressing that ass backwards even more firmly, a silent invitation to do more.

Holly’s hand moved up the woman’s body and found her breasts.  The nipples, already hard, rose at Holly’s touch.  They pressed against the fabric of her dress, becoming very firm, like little rocks.  Holly took one between two fingers and pinched it.  She squeezed it just to the point of discomfort - the point of hearing the young woman’s gasp above the clatter of the crowded night train - and then released it.

Holly reached down now, grabbed the hemline of the woman’s dress, and pulled it up and over her ass.  In a moment, the bottom of the dress was bunched around the woman’s thin waist.  A pair of flimsy pink panties were suddenly exposed, their thin material clinging to the woman’s supple skin.  

The woman emitted a sharp intake of breath, another gasp, this one lower, a delicate sound almost lost amongst the din of the train.  Holly’s skin tingled with triumph, and she relished the illicit thrill of this public unveiling.

The woman looked back at her again.  Her eyes were wide, and her face was flustered.  Even so, she looked hotter now than before.  Her lips parted and her mouth hung open.  Her tongue slipped halfway out of her mouth.  Steam almost seemed to rise from her.

Holly ran a hand along the front of the woman’s exposed leg, and then slid the hand in between the legs.  The woman spread her legs a tiny bit to accommodate the hand.  Holly’s fingers came to rest at the center of a deep, damp heat.  The woman’s panties were warm and damp. 

Without warning, the subway train shuddered to an unsettling halt, the overhead lights flickering ominously.  A deep, impersonal voice crackled over the loudspeaker, announcing the train would be stuck in the tunnel for a little while.

The train was at a dead stop.  The loud, metallic rattling was gone.  It was quiet now, the only sounds the low murmuring of conversation, and a radio playing somewhere at the far end of the car.

The two women were pressed in on all sides by other people.  

Holly was undeterred by the interruption.  She sensed opportunity in the stillness.  With expert precision, she slipped her hand inside the waistband of the woman’s panties.  The woman
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