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COMMUTER CONNECTION

Things like this only happen in New York. At least that’s what they say. 

I’m not sure if that’s true. Seems what happened to me could happen anyplace there are subways. It just so happens, it happened to me in New York. On the Brooklyn bound train from Manhattan to be specific, at the height of the evening rush hour commute. 

Mom worried I was too naive for the Big Apple. 

A pretty girl, only nineteen years old, you shouldn’t be living in the City all by herself, she’d say. Things can happen, she’d say. And damn if she wasn’t right. 

I was on my way home from a job interview. It had gone well and I was excited. 

Not even the oppressive August heat could temper my mood. The subway platform felt like an oven. Hot. Dry. I stood shoulder to shoulder with the crowd waiting for the Brooklyn bound B train. My armpits under my blouse were slick. 

My hair was limp. I flicked a rolling droplet of sweat from my face. In a word, I was hot. 

Yet, I had no idea just how hot it was going to get. 

A street musician played a guitar for money. He wasn’t very good. The few dollar bills and coins in his case reflected that fact. 

The train approached from the left and screeched to a stop, lining up with the painted lines on the platform. The crowds—me among them—parted when the subway car doors slid open. A stream of people poured out of the train first, like toothpaste squeezed from a tube. Before the last stragglers had de-trained—was that a word, like de-planed—the platform crowd swarmed the open door, in a rush, afraid the doors would slide shut and leave them stranded on the platform forever. Or until the next train rumbled through in about ten minutes. 

To the hustle and bustle crowd of New York commuters, a lifetime. 

Any unrealistic hope I had of grabbing a seat vanished before the doors snapped closed behind me. Not even sardines would find the crowded subway car roomy. 

Shoulder to shoulder with business men and women in pantsuits, crushed front to back by young people dressed in all manner of unique styles, shorts, T-shirts, some wearing just sports bras, bikini bottoms and rollerblades. I saw tattooed skin, body piercings that made me wince and every oddball color of hair from green to blue to orange. 

I got shoved to the center of the crowded car. 

Bells rang. The doors made several attempts to bang shut. 

People continued to push their way through. 

Finally the doors snapped closed and the subway lurched forward. 

I would have been thrown to the floor if not for the packed in bodies all around me. I bumped a guy’s back and grabbed for the hanging metal strap. I muttered an apology. He glared at me like I’d made the train jerk that way. 

Screw you, prick. 

The subway picked up speed. As we entered the dark tunnels the lights flashed on and off like strobes because of the interruption in the electricity. I stared at my reflection in the window, visible in the dark glass as I replayed the job interview in my head. 

I’d done well, I told myself, and actually believed that to be true. 

I looked good, I thought staring at myself in the glass. That sounded way more conceded than I am. I just meant I’d dressed the part in a tasteful white button down blouse. I’d worn my dark hair tied back in a ponytail to keep it out of my eyes, well except for my bangs that reached past my carefully plucked eyebrows, and the wisps of hair that were too short to remain contained by my hair tie. 

They framed my face. Everyone told me that was a good look for me. I had to agree. 

Though I couldn’t see it in the reflective glass, I wore a plain dark skirt. I called it my Goldilocks skirt. Not too long, not to short. Just right. And sensible shoes with small two-inch heels. 

And sounded more confident than I usually am, I thought, damn, if I don’t look good. I smiled at me reflection. Yeah, girl, I assured myself, you did just fine. 

The lights popped on then flashed off again. The train rumbled through a tunnel. 

Wind blasted the side of the train with a deep bang. When the lights came on again, I noticed in the reflective glass, a woman standing behind me who hadn’t been there before. 

Middle-aged. A little taller than me. She was attractive for her age. She had red highlights in her bouncy auburn hair. She must have noticed my look of shock because she smiled and nodded her head toward the front of the car. 

“Sorry,” she kept her voice low, “Some jerked shoved me.” 

I nodded and forced a smile back. 

The trip continued that way for a bit, stopping and starting. Passengers got off and more squeezed in. The subway car never got less crowded. If anything, it got more so. People pressed in tightly around me. The air was so stifling hot it made breathing a challenge. A drop of sweat rolled down my face and I was too wedged in between people to reach up and flick it away. 

As the train moved on, I felt the barest of tickles along my bare thigh. 

At first I thought it was a puff of air. The train’s pathetic air conditioner trying to keep us from suffocating before we reached our varied destinations. I ignored the little tickle. Instead, I looked up and tried to the read the advertisements but they were all in Spanish and Chinese. 

Bare there. Like and insect’s breath or the flutter of a butterfly’s wing. 

But it climbed up my leg. 

With one hand holding the overhead metal strap, I swatted at the sensation with my other hand, thinking maybe it was an insect of some kind. 

It went away but came back a few minutes later. 

This time it glided across the cheeky swell of my butt. 

I looked down, angry now, expecting to see some old asshole trying to cop a cheap feel. 

I was only half right. 

A hand was sliding across my ass, but the fingers were long and thin. The nails were painted a beautiful and shiny blood red. The slender fingers were adorned with rings, including a diamond engagement ring. 

A woman’s hand. 

I glared over at the woman next to me but her head was turned, staring off in another direction. Without turning to look at me, her fingers clawed my skirt up. 

With my skirt hiked up, her nails racked my bare thigh, at that ticklish place where my leg ends and my ass begins. 

My breath caught in my throat. What do I do? 

Both fear and excitement fluttered through me. 

The train sped over the tracks, making a fast-paced clack-clack-clacking noise. 

The train swayed. I swallowed hard. I licked my dry lips. What I didn’t do was stop the woman from groping me. 

The train lurched. Her body pushed into me. I felt her pillow-like boobs press against my back for a second longer than was necessary. She stepped back and gave me an apologetic smile while her hand remained under my skirt, cupping my ass. As if it wasn’t her. 

Then she moved her hand, slid it around my thigh, over my hip. She reached around to my front and ran a finger between the crease of my thigh and the elastic of my panties. She stepped in behind me, times with a lurch of the train. 

The lights flashed out then came on again. 

Everyone around us was oblivious to what was going on, too engrossed in their newspapers and tablets and plugged in earphones. 

Her other hand was under my skirt now, too. She rubbed two fingers up and down my ass crack. She pressed my cotton panties between my fleshy butt cheeks so they bunched up between my legs tight, giving me a camel toe wedgie. 

We rocked with the rhythmic sway of the train. Her body against mine. 

Her perfume tickled my nose. Overly cloy compared to the musty scent of commuter sweat, bad breath, body odor, and incredibly, a whiff of pot. 

Front and back, she walked her fingers along my flesh, wiggling then, trying to worm them in between my legs. Confused, enticed, and indecisive, I kept my legs closed, impeding her from going any farther…

She pressed her body closer to mine, if that were even possible. 

She brought one hand up and combed her fingers through my hair. She tucked a lock of my short hair behind my ear. It wouldn’t remain there long. I could feel her breath on my neck. Warm. I risked a look at her in the reflective glass. She stared down at me. At my chest, my body, with a half-closed, desirous gaze. She flicked the tip of her tongue over her glossy lips. 

She kissed my ear and whispered into it. “I want you.” 

I shook my head. 

“Right here,” she said, ignoring my feeble protest. “Right now.” 

She turned me to face her. The space was so tight between all the swaying crushing bodies, I could only half turn. Attractive, she was older than me. Twice my age, at least. But her skin was smooth, well-scrubbed and pampered. She had smoldering dark eyes and her lips were thin and kissable. Wet. They were the same bright shade of red as her manicured fingernails. 

I croaked a single word, wanting to say more. “No…” 

With her hand encircled around my waist, she again pulled my skirt up, exposing my panties, my crotch. She rubbed her hand up along my inner thigh—my closed inner thighs. My breath caught in my throat. 

She cupped my sex and through my panties she rubbed my pussy. 

A held breath shuddered from my chest. I pressed my lips together. My resistant to this stranger’s touch, such as it was, was rapidly deteriorating. She pushed her hand under my panties. 

I can’t lie. They were already damp. I gasped and swallowed. I bit my lower lip. 

“Oh.” The sound leaked out of my mouth. 

She whispered. “Shush.” 

Her fingers crawled over my thick patch of pubic hair. A single finger slipped between the folds of my wet pussy lips. I gasped. She pressed her body against my back as she wormed her finger inside of me. 

Another moan escaped my lips. “Someone will see.” 

“No they won’t.” 

The rumble of the train filled my ears. Or was that my pulse pounding. 

“And if they do,” she added quietly, “who cares?” 

Her finger slipped easily inside me. In and out. I rocked to the rhythm of the train. My legs were weak in the knees. We went on like that until the next stop. 

The train screeched to a halt. The lights blinked. The doors slid open. The woman froze, as did I. 

We waited as passengers shuffled toward the doors and more passengers pushed and crowed their way in, replacing those that had left. Once more the warning bells sounded and the doors slid shut. 

The train was underway again. 

And so was she. 

I bit my lip and closed my eyes. I leaned back against her, rocking with the rhythm of the train. I’d surrendered, given myself over to her groping fingers slipping in and out of my sex. Her palm pressed against my clit. The rocking motion of the train lulled me into a sense of complacency. 

Or was that simply the sensual pleasure derived from what she was doing to me? 

When I thought I couldn’t stand another minute, the thought of coming right there on a train packed full of people I grabbed her wrist and gently slipped her

hand away from my crotch. I moaned as her finger slipped from my sex, leaving a sexual void. 

She didn’t stop me. 

Instead she reached up and ran her pussy drenched finger over my bottom lip. 

I licked at my lip with the tip of my tongue. 

She rubbed her finger around my lips some more then she pushed her finger into my mouth. 

I eagerly sucked it in, enjoying the tangy sweet taste of my own pussy. While I rolled my tongue around her finger, I tilted my face, looked at her over my shoulder. 

She kissed my mouth. Her flinger slipped away and was replaced by her lashing, wet tongue. 

I leaned into her as we kissed long and hard and passionately. 

She was good with her tongue and I found myself wondering what it would feel like to have than marvelous pink tongue poking in and out of my pussy instead of my mouth. 

Oh, what a nasty girl I was. 

The train squealed to a halt once more. Bells rang. Announcements were made. 

The doors opened and the bustling crush of people shoved their way off the train and a new crushing crowd squeezed on. The doors closed. 

And we were on our way again. 

This time the woman and I were pressed face to face. 

The crowd pressed us together. Her large boobs crushed up against my smaller ones. A few inches taller than me looked down at me. She cupped my chin and tilted my face toward hers. I leaned my head back. She kissed me. Her lips were soft and supple. She ran her tongue over my lips, then over my teeth. I licked her tongue back. 

When she pulled away she licked her lips and gazed at me with smoky, seductive eyes. 

I felt my face get hot. 

She ran her fingers along the line of my jaw. Her touch was tender, warm. 

Sensual. 

We kissed some more. She wormed her tongue into my mouth, flicked it around. 

I got weak in the knees, lost in the passion of her kiss. Our kiss. 

I felt her fingers begin to unbutton my blouse. I didn’t try to stop her. 

We continued to kiss. 

She tugged my blouse from my skirt. I didn’t care. 

We continued to kiss. 

She opened my blouse and rubbed her hand over my bra-covered breasts. 

Pressed so tightly together, no one around us noticed. Or if they did, I didn’t care. We continued kissing. She pulled my cup down, exposing my breast and circled her fingers around my nipple, which was hard as a rock. 

I reached around and grabbed a handful of her ass. I pulled her into me. 

She ran the pad of her thumb over my hard nipple. 

I gasped. 

After a time she abandoned my nipple. 

I moaned with disappointment. 

She wormed her hand down the front of my skirt. I grabbed my skirt, preventing it from slipping off my hips. Her hand reached down over my panties. She cupped my sex. I tensed. She rubbed a finger against the silky triangle patch of material, rubbed it hard against my pussy lips. 

I moaned. 

She rubbed. I closed my eyes, delirious with the pleasure her touch sent rippling through my body. Her fingers rubbed and pressed. My pussy quivered. She was getting me so wet. I rocked my hips against her caress. 

I didn’t think I could get any hornier. That this couldn’t get any hotter, but I was wrong. 

She pulled away, but paused only long enough to slip her hand down under my panties. She slipped her finger inside my pussy, first one, then two. I gasped. 

She rubbed and pounded my pussy with her fingers. I bit my lower lip to hold back my moans of pleasure. I closed my eyes, riding the rhythm of the train, listening to the clack-clack-clack of metal train wheels riding iron rails as we

raced over the subway tracks, rode her as she finger fucking me furiously and in time with the rocking of the train. 

I was rocking too. 

My orgasm, building, building, getting stronger with each stroke of her finger, with each clack of train track we rumbled over. She locked her mouth around mine, sensing I was close to coming. She used her mouth to cover the gathering screams my orgasm would bring about. 

“Oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhh!” 

The sound of my moans muffled by her mouth. 

My knees buckled and I reached down, holding her hand against my sex, keeping her finger deep inside my pussy. I squeezed my legs around her hand and my body convulsed with rippled waves of pleasure. Over and over. Waves crashing and leaving me breathless. 

When it was over she pulled her finger out and I reluctantly let her. 

Spent and weak, I tried to rein in my gasping breath. I re-assembled my clothes. 

Still breathing heavily, a drop of sweat rolled down the side of my face. “I want to do you. Return the favor.” 

She smiled and cupped my face with both hands. “Sweet, but can’t. This is my stop.” She kissed my mouth one final time. 

I’d hardly noticed the train had come to a stop. Bells rang. 

The subway car doors opened. People pushed and shoved passed us. I got jostled. She moved toward the doors. The crowd of commuters poured out of the subway car, in a rush, carrying with them the beautiful woman who’d just given me the most titillating sexual experience of my life. 

No. That couldn’t be it. I didn’t even know her name. 

“Wait,” I called out. God, even after all that I was still fucking horny. “That’s it?” 

At the doors she paused. “Yes.” 

I rushed to the doors. Overhead the warning bell rang. People bumped into me. I clung to the edge of the door to not get pushed out. This wasn’t my stop. “No.” 

“Yes.” she stood a few feet from the train. She appeared confused and slightly amused by my protest. “That’s the point. Strangers on a train. Anonymous hookup. No strings.” 

The doors tried to close. 

I jumped through them onto the platform. 

“You. Me.” I pointed toward the train as it pulled away, gathering speed. “That was something.” 

She looked at me like I had three heads. “Don’t be naive.” She held up her hand and wiggled her engagement ring. “I’m engaged and you, your my daughter’s age.” 

“So?” 

“So that was it. We’re done. What do you want, a relationship?” 

She turned and marched away, her high heels clicking on the train platform. Her hips swayed. Her ass swished inside that tight skirt of hers. She reached the stairs and started down them, giving me one last, parting glare. 

No, I thought. To just stand there, be left like that on the train platform. To just walk away. 

“No,” I said and I went after her. 

By the time I reached the stairs she was already nearing the bottom. I ran after her. She turned left. I ran faster. When I reached the bottom, I thought I’d lost her but I hadn’t. She was up ahead. Her red tinted auburn hair bouncing as she walked. 

I caught up with her under a restroom sign. 

I grabbed her by the arm. She gasped. I spun her around and pushed her down the hall to where the restroom doors were. At the end of the hall I pushed her up against the wall. 

“What are you doing?” she demanded. She sounded a little scared. 

“This.” I pressed my body against hers and I kissed her on that soft, beautiful mouth of hers. I ran my hand over her ass and pulled her into me, grinding my hips into hers. She tried to pull away but I pushed back, pinning her to the wall while I held her face with my other hand, preventing her from turning away. 

Somebody came down the hall. A woman. As she pushed open the bathroom door and with a disgusted expression on her ugly face, she said, “Get a room.” 

I ignored the prudish woman, keeping my attention on the woman who molested me on the train, who groped and used me. I forced my tongue between stubborn lips. Frustrated, I stopped kissing her long enough to turn her around. Again, I pushed her up against the wall, this time face first. I reached around her and grabbed a fistful of her boobs. I squeezed them and I wasn’t gentle about it. I grabbed her other one. I rubbed and squeezed and caressed them. 

She grabbed my wrists but her efforts to remove my hands were pathetic. 

“Don’t,” she said, barely a whisper. 

I ignored her while I rubbed and jiggled those big boobs of hers. I rubbed my crotch over her plump rear end. My passion fire quickly re-ignited inside me. 

“Don’t. Stop,” she said. 

Or was it, don’t stop. 

I took hold of her chin and turned her head so I kissed her mouth again. “Maybe you started something you can’t handle.” I kissed her again. She tried to pull away. I pressed my tongue between her pursed lips. I brushed her hair from her neck. I kissed the soft curve of her throat. 

Her resistance was ebbing. 

I let her go and tugged the ends of my blouse out of my skirt, like she had earlier. 

I pushed my blouse up revealing my bra-covered boobs to her. Not as large as hers, but they were nice. I grabbed her wrist and rubbed the back of her hand across my boobs. 

“Stop it,” she said and pulled away. 

I grabbed her again and put her hand back, reversing it so she cupped my breast. 

She pulled away again, but this time not as quickly. There was hesitation. This time when I grabbed her hand I put it up under my skirt. I put it on my damp panties. Over my wet sex. “You know you want it.” 

She shook loose and pulled away. She turned away. But she didn’t leave. 

She looked at me over her shoulder, then looked away, and then, looked back again. 

“Let me finish what you started,” I said. “Please.” 

I stepped closer to her. 

With her back still to me, she gave me a sideways glance over her shoulder. 

“You won’t regret it,” I said. 

I reached around her again and grabbed and squeezed her boobs again. Then I clawed her skirt up and dropped my hand over her sex. Her panties were damp. I knew they would be. 

“I don’t let—” 

“Shush,” I said. “You will today.” 

People rushed back and forth in the concourse down the hall but no one came down the hall. No one paid any attention to us at all. New York. 

She tried to push her skirt back down but I grabbed her panties and tugged them down and off her legs. She struggled against me but I prevailed. She had a beautiful, thick, black bush. 

I ran my fingers through her short, curly hairs. 

Then I pulled her blouse open, popping buttons. She gasped. I grabbed her big boobs again, one in each hand, squeezing and rubbing them roughly. I felt for her nipples through the material of her bra cups and teased them with my fingers, pointing and rubbing them, feeling them stiffen through the lace of her bra. 

Then I pulled the lace away, exposing her thick brown nipples, hard and pointy. 

I squeezed them and teased them while she moaned and wiggled her ass against my crotch. 

I pinched her nipples. She gasped. 

When I half turned her, she stared at me with soft, doe-like eyes. 

The restroom door opened and the ugly woman form before clucked at us and hurried away. When the woman was gone, I asked, “Want to stop?” 

“No,” she said. 

I kissed her nipples and ran my fingers through her sex, between her petal soft pussy lips. She parted her legs and unlocked her knees. Her body trembled. Her breathing grew labored. She moaned. I ran my fingers over her pussy, teasing her but not yet sticking them between her wet lips. I kissed and suckled her nipple. 

Her body quivered. 

She was getting close. Her orgasm was building. Suddenly I stopped. I looked at her. “Do you want me to stop?” 

She had a shocked expression. She blinked. “No.” 

I flicked the tip of my tongue across one of her raised nipples. She shuddered. 

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked again. 

“No.” Her voice was barely a whisper. 

I lowered myself to my knees and ran my finger over her pussy. 

“Oh,” she moaned. 

I rubbed my finger over her pussy and she grabbed my hand, making sure I didn’t stop, even as she made soft cooing sounds. 

I added a second finger. 

Softly, over and over, she moaned, “Yeah, huh. Yeah, huh. Yeah, huh.” 

I increased the tempo and the pressure I applied. She rocked her hips, riding my sliding finger. 

Then I stopped. 

She snapped her eyes open. “What? Don’t.” 

“That’s how you left me.” 

“No. I didn’t,” she protested. 

“What should I do now? Leave?” 

She grabbed my arm. “No. Go down on me. Eat my pussy.” 

“Here?” 

“Right here.” There was desperation in her voice. Desperation I could understand. “Right now.” 

I spread her legs and ran my finger over her dripping pussy. The hairs of her bush glistened with bead of sweat and pussy juice. She leaned back against the wall. I teased her pussy with my fingers for a bit. Then I licked my finger, tasting her juices for the first time. 

Intoxicatingly delicious. 

I put my face close to her. I drank up her wonderful scent. She draped a leg over my shoulder. I pressed my hand into the warm flesh of her inner thigh, spreading her open. Her pink lips gleamed in the dim hallway lighting. I ran my tongue over her lips and she mewed like a kitten. I kissed her bush and then I licked her pussy again. She tasted so good. 

She cooed. 

I made wet, slurpy noises. 

She clutched her fists up over her breasts. She rocked her hips. Had her head pressed back against the wall. In no time, I’d turned her coos into moans that became gasps. Her body shuddered. 

Her body convulsed. 

She groaned. “Oh, oh, oh. Oh, God! God! GOD!” 

She slapped at the wall behind her. 

She hissed, “Yessssss. Oh, God, yesssssss.” 

Then her body went limp. 

She pushed my head back and I stood up. 

“Have you ever taste yourself?” I asked. “Licked your own pussy?” 

Before she could answer, I gave her a sloppy, pussy coated kiss. I slathered my tongue around her mouth. She kissed me back, holding on to my head so I couldn’t pull away if I wanted to. I didn’t want to. 

When we finally disengaged from each other, she again asked, “What now?” 

I shrugged. “I catch a train home.” 

I smoothed down my skirt and tucked in the ends of my blouse. 

“And us?” she asked. 

“There is no us. You made that perfectly clear.” I glanced at the restroom door. 

“You really shouldn’t go home looking like that.” Her clothes were disheveled and wrinkled. Her blouse hung open, with no way to button it since I popped them off. Oops. 

She shuffled toward the restroom looked weak and spent. 

I watched her go inside. 

When she came out—whenever that was—I was long gone. 

I’ve ridden that train a lot since that day. I never saw her again but I never forget her. I bet she never forgot me either. 

♥♥♥

If you enjoyed Commuter Connection, be sure to check out Cammie’s other sexy stories, 
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