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I walk amongst the people in the subway station, feeling exhilarated as I try to ignore what’s been bothering me ever since I left work. 

It seems no one realizes how bad my situation is and I wonder if any others feel the same as I do as my cheeks heat with embarrassment. 

Maybe there are and I am as unaware to them as they are to me. 

My nipples scrape against my blouse and as my legs tremble with excitement, I feel ashamed to be so horny out in public like this. 

Luckily, despite my soaking wet underwear and hardened nipples, as long as I can keep it in my pants, no one in the subway station will realize that I am horny as fuck. Ready to be penetrated on a moment's notice... 

I would hate it if they knew. If anyone in this station knew how slick I feel in between my legs as I walk slowly, I would be utterly humiliated. 

As I ride down the escalator, I hesitate to meet anyone’s eyes in fear that they’ll know how hard it is for me to wait until I get back to my house. It’s a long way back home, but once I get there, I can release this building tension in between my legs, using my vibrator. 

I just hope I can last that long. 

It’s excruciating to feel that throbbing on my clit and do nothing about it, and I’ve felt like this ever since lunch today when one of my co-workers made a witty remark about my tits. 

I wasn’t offended. 

I smiled and pretended to ignore him, but afterward my clit starting throbbing and since then it has been the only thing I can think about. I’ve been picturing a huge juicy cock rammed inside of my clenching pussy, so much that as I walk, I can almost feel it, penetrating me and stretching me wide. 

Just the way I need it to. 

Waiting for the train to arrive with a bunch of strangers all huddled together near the tracks, I can’t stop thinking about the faceless strangers who surround me. I want to be touched so badly that if one of them even brushes up against me, I am afraid I might explode. 

How did I put myself in this situation?

Here I am, going back home after a long day's work. Properly dressed like a professional and wearing a stoic expression on my face as I glance away from the men standing alongside me. And despite all the professionalism that I put out there, my pussy has been clenching all day today. Desperate to be filled with something huge and veiny... 

Maybe it’s because I didn’t get to have my usual masturbation session in the ladies' bathroom before I left work. 

No. We had a meeting today and I didn’t get to insert my fingers inside of me, muffling my mouth with my free hand to keep the moans from reaching unwanted ears... 

Maybe it’s because it’s been a while since I’ve been stuffed down there, with a huge juicy cock that I crave badly. 

The reasons don’t matter. 

All that matters is that as I wait for the train to come, I can feel my juices coating my underwear, turning it slick and transparent under my skirt. The urge to touch myself down there, or throw myself to the first guy who offers is strong, so much that I force myself to take my gaze away from an ugly old man who is smiling at me. 

I don’t even see the train coming with the haze that has overtaken my mind. It just appears in front of me, the door opening wide to let me and a bunch of other people in. 

I squeeze in through a bunch of strangers, feeling hot and bothered as their bodies touch mine. It’s really crowded inside and the heat emanating from their bodies does not help make the itching go away. 

Looking around for an empty spot, I move towards the middle and stand in front of three hot guys who are all sitting down. 

The train is crowded, so I am forced to pin my legs against the handsome black guy who smiles at me and turns back to chat with his friends. 

His muscly leg feels warm against mine and I can’t help but start slightly shaking. 

I fear that my juices will pour down to my inner thighs, glazing my shaven legs and making it clear how badly I want them to touch me down there. My hardened nipples peak under my blouse and I feel my cheeks heating up with embarrassment as I examine the guys sitting alongside each other. 

Though they don’t seem to mind me. 

They continue to chat amongst themselves as I stand in front of them, examining their faces and bodies as the train starts to move, shaking me slightly and making the sensation in between my legs even harder to deal with. 

The guy in the middle, the muscly African American man whose legs push against me, has dark brown eyes that sparkle with amusement as he laughs at his friend’s joke. A cute dimple appears on his cheeks when he smiles and his muscles tense up as he shifts in his seat. 

I imagine his strong hands all over my body and as I close my eyes momentarily to picture his big black cock, I can almost feel his manly scent filling my nostrils. 

He is fucking hot, but I bet I wouldn’t be yearning over a stranger like this if I hadn’t been horny as fuck before I even entered the station. 

On his right side, there is a blond man whose bright blue eyes dart towards me from time to time, probably because he is curious about the intensity of my gaze. 

But I can’t help it. I just keep watching them, my pussy clenching hard each time one of them moves slightly, just enough to make their muscles tense up.  

The blond guy is handsome too, with a tall and lean body and a cute smile. I can see his bulge underneath his black jeans. Though he is not hard, it is not difficult to imagine his cock being big and thick. 

It’s especially easy to imagine his cock being inserted inside of me as his other two friends spin me down forcefully onto the seats and take me however they like. 

They could easily squeeze me in between them and take me from all sides at once if they wanted. 

My mouth waters and I force myself to take my eyes off the blue-eyed guy to examine their other friend. 

He has dark brown hair and brown eyes, but it is his muscly body that draws my attention before anything else. He is hunky, tall, and totally ripped. 

I would love to feel his weight on top of me. 

Fuck, I am so horny. 

A little whimper escapes my lips as I let myself go and start imagining how stretched out I would be if they were to penetrate me with their cocks all at once. 

My legs start shaking and they stop talking. 

Did they hear me whimper like a horny slut?

Fuck. 

When they look up to meet my eyes, I can’t help but stare at them. 

“Hey,” the black guy says, shifting in his seat as if to straighten up. He keeps his knees pushed against my legs though and I am glad for that warmth as my clit throbs hard with a desperate need to be touched. 

My pussy clenches as I try to gather my courage to respond. 

“Hey,” I finally say, my voice hoarse with lust. 

“Do you want to sit?” The black guy asks. 

“On you?” 

The question is so out of place that I immediately feel my cheeks burning as their faces twist with surprise. 

Fuck. 

It just came out. 

I am sure that wasn’t what he meant, but since I was thinking about his big black cock penetrating me right here on the train, I immediately went there. 

Maybe I can pretend I am joking, I or that I don’t speak English very well. 

But sending a cloud of relief over my chest, they all laugh. 

“I would love that,” the black guy says, “But others might not.” 

He points at the old couple sitting on the brown-haired guy’s other side. They are not looking at us, but I know that he is right. If I were to sit on a stranger’s lap in the middle of this crowd, there would be some looks. 

Though I am not sure if I care about receiving a couple of looks when this hot dude in front of me just told me that he would love having me on his lap. 

And I would love it too. 

“Who cares?” I ask, my voice almost a giggle.

I can’t believe how flirty I am being with this stranger whose name I don’t even know, but it feels like my throbbing clit and hardened nipples have taken over my mind.

I can’t think rationally any longer. 

If this guy tells me to turn around and bend over, there is a high chance that I’ll obey. Even though we are out in public and surrounded by strangers who wouldn’t be so tolerant of my increased sex drive. 

Luckily, he doesn’t realize how much he has control over me at the moment. 

“Come here babe,” he says, raising his voice slightly to be heard over the chatter in the train, “Sit on my lap. I don’t enjoy seeing that man pushing against you like that.” 

After a moment of confusion, I get what he is doing. 

Sure, if the others think we are complete strangers, it would be odd for me to sit on his lap. But if I am his girlfriend, we can. 

I smile as a businessman behind me turns away from me, slightly taken aback with the accusation. 

“Okay, honey,” I say timidly, just as he opens his legs and pats his lap. 

I don’t even think about what it means to sit on this stranger’s lap in a crowded train. I just think about the
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