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My body is pinned against the back of the guy standing in front of me, no inch untouched as my starts to awaken into something I hadn’t planned on. 

The guy has short, wavy black hair and a nice-looking, muscly neck, but that along with his gorgeous body is all that I can distinguish from behind. He is wearing a dark grey suit, like most of the people on the subway, undoubtedly going home from work. 

He looks like a strong, alpha businessman.

And I wonder if he’s feeling my tits pushing against his muscly back. 

It’s not my fault that I’m basically humping him from behind, my hardened nipples trying to dig small halls in his suit to reach his warm and muscly back.

The gentle shaking of the train is making it feel dirty to be leaning against him like this, but the subway is so crowded that there is no space to move.

I imagine wrapping my fingers around his wavy black hair, yanking him back until he turns around and picks me up with anger. He could fuck me right here and right now and I would not complain.  

But he keeps staring ahead, not aware of how hot and horny I feel behind him. 

Sighing to myself, I turn to observe my surroundings, clutching my purse, and tightening my fingers on the holders above my head to keep my balance as my legs shake annoyingly. 

On my right, there is a blond-haired man, probably in his forties. His side is turned to me, so only our thighs press against each other. 

But that’s enough to make me notice his warmth and desire it. 

His body is lean, but the muscles on his arms are visible even beneath his buttoned shirt. And just like all the men surrounding me, he is tall. 

Behind me, there is a young black guy, probably in his early twenties. He is trying to keep his bulge from pushing against my ass, but to my utter joy, he fails. 

And the brown-haired guy on my left has very cute dimples, which makes me think of the first guy I fucked in public without even knowing his name.  

They surround me. 

Every part of my body that is on the exterior is pushed against a man whose name I don’t know. 

And I love it. 

I feel something on my left boob and my already hardened nipples throbs with need as soon as I feel the heat. 

“I’m sorry,” the guy on my left mumbles, when he attempts to grab the railing on top of our heads and pushes my boob to the side by mistake. 

My nipples feel the heat of his body and I tremble, just slightly. 

“It’s okay,” I tell him, giving him a smile. 

He seems confused and I know why.

It’s not decent for a woman like me to be enjoying being squeezed by four strangers on a crowded subway. 

It’s not normal that I’m trying to rub my ass against the guy behind me, slow enough to make sure he doesn’t realize how naughty my thoughts are because of his hardening cock behind me.   

And it’s definitely not normal for me to feel like we are about to fuck. 

With all of them. 

At once. 

As our eyes meet with the green-eyed guy beside me, I desperately hope he knows what I’m thinking. 

My cheeks blush with excitement when a darkness passes through his deep green eyes, encouraging my thoughts. 

“Maybe if I just...” I mumble as if I am trying to help. “Move here.” 

I push my hips against the black guy behind me. 

I can’t see his face, but I know what he must be thinking as my curvy hip gets pinned against his bulge. 

His cock is semi-erect. 

I know I am supposed to jerk and react. I’m supposed to at least try to pull myself away from his warmth and use the tight space to keep myself away from all of them. 

But I don’t want to. 

I’m horny as fuck and my pussy is already throbbing with need. My underwear is already soaking wet with my pouring juices and my nipples are hard as a rock. 

I know what they’re thinking. 

What kind of a woman would love grinding against a stranger in a crowded train? 

Me. That’s the correct answer. 

I’m not like this most days, but it’s been a while since I’ve gotten any action and today I saw two of my co-workers humping in the coatroom. 

They were fucking like there wasn’t even a chance some would see them and even after I entered the room, they did not stop. They just kept going at it, faces turned to me as if being watched added to their pleasure. 

It took me a while to get out of the shock and leave them alone. 

Seeing him in between her spread open legs like that, left me restless, needy, and desperate for some attention. 

Normally, I would take care of that dirty urge by fingering myself in the ladies’ room, but today we had one meeting after another, and I didn’t have the time to take care of it. 

I was planning to release the tension in between my legs as soon as I got home. 

But maybe I won’t have to. 

It’s these rare moments that I start thinking about fucking everyone in sight and I don’t even care that we are out in public. 

Sure, there is a danger of getting caught. 

But that just adds to the excitement of it all. 

And today, I’m hopeful that it could happen. 

I can feel the black cock’s hardened cock pressed against me. It’s trying to rip apart my dress and slid between my folds. 

It’s all I want too. 

“Sorry,” the black guy behind me says. “There is no space.” 

“It’s okay,” I give him a side look because that’s all I can do. “It’s not a problem at all.” 

He is cute. I can already imagine myself sucking on those luscious lips as his strong hands wrap around my body. 

I smile at him and with a confused expression on his face, he smiles too. 

His cock twitches against me. 

I can imagine his hardened cock penetrating me right here, in this crowded train. 

But I know it’s unlikely they’ll be on board with it. 

First of all, the danger of getting caught doesn’t have the same effect on others as it does on me. Most people don’t get off on embarrassment and humiliation like I do. 

And secondly, the fact that his body is reacting to my body, doesn’t mean that this guy wants me. It could be a primal reaction of his body that his mind won’t agree to. 

And thirdly, not all men like sharing their woman. 

The thing is, I would be content by fucking any of the four guys around me. The blond guy on my right who is in his forties is giving me looks too. 

I would be down with anything right now. The pressure on my pussy is so annoying that I don’t even dream to choose a cock. 

Something hard penetrating my clenching pussy would do the trick just fine. 

The train reaches a stop and the passengers around me shift to let those who are trying to leave the train a small gap to move through. 

“Excuse me,” someone passes behind the green-eyed guy on my left and he is forced to turn toward me. 

I look up to meet his eyes and bite down my lower lip without thinking. He stares at, his nostrils flaring up as if he is about to attack me. 

But he doesn’t. And my gaze darts away from him. 

The black guy’s cock is throbbing against my ass and it’s throwing me off my game. 

Maybe this is my chance. 

When the train moves again, abruptly and disruptively, I can pretend to lose my balance. 

It’s not so unbelievable that the first thing I can grab is the brown-haired guy’s bulge, is it? 

“I’m sorry,” I say, my voice suspiciously hoarse as I do as I planned and push my hand against his bulge. 

My hand stays on his bulge. 

And my plan is working. 

“You can hold on to it,” he says jokingly, a sparkle of dark lust passing through his beautiful eyes as he keeps staring down at me. 

But I am not joking. 

I keep my hand on his hardening bulge until his smile withers and his expression twists with a passionate understanding. 

“Hey,” he says, leaning against my ear and whispering. “Are you being serious?” 

“Yeah,” I tell him, gently stroking his erect cock without taking my eyes off his blue eyes. “Do you mind?”

It feels great in my hand; hard and stiff and as big as I want. 

“Not even a little bit,” he says, his eyes searching through the crowd to make sure no one saw me stroking his cock. He stares behind me for a while and then nods. 

I turn around to see the black guy staring at us. 

“Hey,” I say, pushing my ass against him even further. “Am I stealing your space?” 

“Nah,” he responds, suckling in his lower lip sexily. “I just can’t find a place to put my hand.” 

He raises his hand and shakes it slightly as if it proves his point, but the smile on his face tells me he is just teasing me. 

“I can help you with that,” I tell him. 

I reach over my head and grab his wrist. Even touching him like this is sending shivers all around my body. 

His skin is smooth and warm as I bring it to my tit. 

His fingers wrap around my tit naturally and he gives it a gentle squeeze as his cock grows against my ass. 

The brown-haired guy’s cock is growing too and as I continue stroking it, I can feel it pulsating against my palm. 

“You’re so fucking hot,” the black guy whispers in my ear right before he gives my neck a little kiss. “I can fuck you right now.” 

“Please
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