
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

“It just happens one night a year, and only a select few are invited.” Robin took a drag of her cigarette as she looked me up and down. “I think you’re their type.”

“What kind of people would host this?” I asked, swinging a large trash bag into the dumpster. A breeze blew through the alley behind the restaurant where we both waited tables, sending a chill down my spine. I could use a new sweater, but funds were low.

“Mostly VIPs, people with a specific fetish,” Robin answered. “They pay a lot of money to be on that subway car.”

“So they can, pardon my ignorance, ‘free use’ you?” I asked. Robin had explained it to me before, but I was still having trouble with the concept.

“Basically, yes. ‘Free Use’ means that you surrender your body to them. You don’t participate any more than just being there. Think of it like making yourself a human sex doll,” Robin replied.

My eyes widened at Robin's blunt explanation. The idea seemed so foreign, almost surreal. To simply exist as a vessel for others' desires...it went against everything I believed about consent and agency. And yet, some dark part of me couldn't help but feel intrigued. The mystery surrounding this annual event, the exclusivity, the hefty sums exchanged - it all painted an alluring picture, even as my rational mind recoiled.

I leaned against the grimy brick wall, suddenly feeling very aware of my body - the swell of my breasts straining against my too-tight uniform, the curve of my hips barely contained by the short skirt. Was this what they saw when they looked at me? A potential plaything rather than a person?

"I have been working so many hours on my feet," I said slowly, trying to sort through the confusing tangle of emotions. "To earn money just to sit there and be used...it does kind of sound appealing. And you get paid well, right?"

Robin nodded, taking another long drag of her cigarette. The ember glowed brightly in the darkness of the alley. "They pay extremely well. Enough to cover rent for months. Plus tips." She exhaled a stream of smoke, watching it dissipate in the cool night air.

"But listen, Sam. It's not just about the money." Robin's voice lowered, becoming more serious. "There's something thrilling about giving yourself over completely, even if it's just for one night. Surrendering control."

She stepped closer, her heels clicking on the pavement. Her green eyes gleamed with intensity as they met mine. "Think about it. No responsibilities, no worries, no expectations beyond just existing. Your pleasure isn't even the point. It's purely about serving a purpose, fulfilling a fantasy."

I swallowed hard, my heart beginning to race as Robin's words sank in. There was a dark allure to the idea, a forbidden fruit tempting me with its sweetness. To be desired so purely, so intensely, without the messy complications of relationships or emotional entanglements...it was a heady thought.

My skin prickled with goosebumps, though whether from the chill or the sudden rush of excitement, I wasn't sure. I could feel the weight of my breasts, the heat building between my thighs as I imagined myself in that scenario. Just a warm, willing body for others to use as they pleased...

"What do I need to do?" I asked softly, my voice trembling slightly. "To be considered for this...event." Even saying the word felt scandalous, like I was crossing some unspoken threshold.

Robin smiled, slow and knowing. "Just leave it to me," she said.


CHAPTER 2

A week later, I found a sleek black envelope waiting for me at home. Inside was a single card, embossed with an intricate silver emblem I didn't recognize. In elegant script, it read:

"You are cordially invited to the Annual Subway Soirée. Please present this invitation at the designated platform at midnight sharp on October 31st. Attire: Lingerie of your choice."

My heart pounded as I read and re-read the invitation, hardly daring to believe it was real. This was really happening. I was going to be part of that mysterious event Robin had described, offering myself up for a night of anonymous use...

Over the next few days, I agonized over what lingerie to wear. Something sexy but tasteful? Provocative and bold?

In the end, I settled on a set of red lingerie that left little to the imagination. It cupped my ample breasts, the delicate fabric barely concealing my nipples. The high-cut legs emphasized the length of my toned thighs and the pert curve of my ass. I paired it with thigh-high stockings and strappy black stilettos.

As I stood before the full-length mirror, applying a final coat of deep red lipstick, I hardly recognized the wanton creature staring back at me. My wild red curls tumbled over my shoulders, framing my flushed face. I looked every inch the seductive siren, ready to lure unsuspecting men into sin.

With a deep breath to steel my nerves, I grabbed a short black trench coat and headed out into the crisp autumn night.

The designated subway station was eerily deserted as I arrived, the invitation clutched tightly in my trembling hand. Just a few people in costumes, heading to or from their Halloween parties, milled about. I pulled my coat tighter around my scantily clad form, hyper-aware of how exposed I was beneath. At precisely midnight, a private train pulled up, same as a regular train but with tinted windows that made it impossible to see inside. The doors slid open silently.

A tall man in a tailored suit emerged, his chiseled features impassive as he scanned the platform. His gaze landed on me and a small smirk played at the corners of his mouth. He extended a hand, palm up in clear invitation.

"This way, miss. We've been expecting you." His voice was smooth as silk, with an underlying current of authority that sent shivers down my spine. As I placed my hand in his, I felt the first stirrings of anticipation mingle with my nervousness.

I allowed him to guide me onto the train, acutely conscious of the heat of his hand on the small of my back as he ushered me inside. The interior was just like a regular subway car, all except the people on it.

Other women were already aboard, each one a vision of erotic beauty in various stages of undress. Some lounged languidly on the seats, while others stood conversing in low voices. All eyes turned to appraise me as I entered, a silent assessment of the newest addition to their ranks.

The suited man led me to a secluded corner, gesturing for me to take a seat. As I did, he leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. "Welcome to the Soirée, darling."

I surveyed the clients, all men of various ages and builds with small masks covering their faces.

The train began to move, carrying us deeper into the city's underbelly. As we sped through the tunnels, I could feel the men's eyes on me, sizing me up. They regarded me with a predatory hunger that made my pulse quicken.

One particularly distinguished looking gentleman approached, his graying hair and expensive suit speaking to his wealth and status. He circled me slowly, drinking in every curve accentuated by the skimpy lingerie.

"Well now, aren't you a delectable little treat," he murmured appreciatively. "Such a gorgeous figure, and a plump ass."

His hand trailed along my shoulder, pulling my trench coat off until my body was exposed.

The distinguished gentleman's eyes raked hungrily over my nearly naked form, lingering on the swell of my breasts and the tantalizing curves of my hips and ass. He reached out to touch me, hands coming to rest possessively on my waist.

"Mmmm, exquisite," he breathed, thumbs kneading the soft flesh.

His fingers dipped lower, tracing the lacy edge of my thong. I gasped softly at the intimate touch, a jolt of electricity shooting through me.

"I want to taste the flower before it’s been spoiled," he whispered.

Before I could respond, he spun me around and bent me over the nearest seat. Cool air hit my bare bottom as he yanked my thong aside. Then his tongue was on me, hot and insistent, lapping at my most sensitive folds. I cried out in surprise and pleasure, my knees weakening. He gripped my hips, holding me steady as he ate me out with gusto right there in front of everyone.

The other men watched with undisguised lust, some palming themselves through their trousers. The wet sounds of his oral ministrations filled the car, punctuated by my increasingly desperate moans.

Lost in a haze of sensation, I writhed against the gentleman's mouth as he pleasured me shamelessly. My cries echoed obscenely through the car, mingling with the appreciative groans of our audience and the moans of the other girls. I could feel my arousal growing, slick juices coating his chin as he worked me over skillfully.

Just as I teetered on the brink of climax, he pulled away abruptly, leaving me panting and empty. I whimpered at the loss, only to gasp as he suddenly shoved two thick fingers knuckle-deep into my dripping cunt.

"Fuck, you're so tight and wet," he groaned, pumping them in and out roughly. "I can't wait to feel this greedy little hole wrapped around my cock."

He finger-fucked me hard and fast, curling his digits to rub that special spot inside me. My inner walls fluttered and clenched, trying to draw him in deeper. The lewd squelching noises of my arousal filled the air as he finger-banged me mercilessly, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

The subway car rocked back and forth as we moved through the city, increasing the sensation.

The gentleman continued his relentless assault on my most intimate places, determined to make me come undone in front of the captive audience. His skilled fingers pumped in and out of my sopping wet cunt, curling and twisting to hit that perfect spot inside me again and again. I could feel my orgasm building rapidly, my inner muscles starting to quiver and clench around the invading digits.

"That's it, let go," he growled, thumb finding my clit and rubbing tight circles around the sensitive nub. "Cum for me like the dirty slut you are."

His filthy words combined with the intense stimulation pushed me over the edge. I threw my head back with a loud, keening moan as I came hard, my pussy spasming almost violently around his fingers.

Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me as I rode out my powerful orgasm. My whole body shook and shuddered, back arching sharply as I gushed around his pistoning fingers. The gentleman didn't let up, continuing to stroke and rub, prolonging my peak until I was a boneless, mewling mess.

Finally, as the last tremors faded, he withdrew his soaked digits with an obscene pop. Bringing them to his lips, he licked them clean, savoring my essence with a wicked grin.

"Delicious," he purred. "My turn to cum."

The gentleman unzipped his trousers, freeing his large, throbbing erection. It bobbed heavily between his legs, flushed a deep red and leaking copious amounts of pre-cum from the swollen tip. He grabbed my hips, positioning himself at my entrance.

"Are you ready for the main course, my dear?" he asked with a dark chuckle, rubbing the broad head of his cock teasingly along my slit. "Who am I kidding, that’s why you’re here.”

With that, he thrust forward, hilting himself fully inside my still-quivering cunt in one powerful stroke. A guttural moan tore from his throat at the exquisite feeling of my tight heat enveloping him.

He set a brutal pace right from the start, pounding into me with animalistic fervor.

I screamed as he speared into me, stretching me wide around his massive girth. The burn of the initial penetration quickly gave way to mind-numbing pleasure as he started to move. Each snap of his hips drove him impossibly deep, stirring up my sensitive walls and hitting that magical spot inside me dead-on.

"Yes, yes, YES!" I wailed, pushing my hips back to meet his frenzied thrusts. I hadn’t been fucked this hard since high school. The obscene slap of skin on skin and our mingled moans filled the train car, creating an erotic symphony.

My tits bounced wildly with the force of his fucking, drawing envious stares from the other girls. I could feel the eyes of the masked men boring into me, watching avidly as I was taken so thoroughly in public.

One of them approached, undoing his belt as he came closer.

The gentleman continued to rail into me with wild abandon, grunting and groaning as he chased his own pleasure. His heavy balls slapped against my clit with each powerful thrust, sending sparks of electricity zipping through my nerves.

"Fuck, your cunt feels incredible," he snarled, fingers digging into the meat of my ass hard enough to bruise. "Gonna fill this greedy hole with my cum..."

Just then, the man who had approached grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenching my head back. I cried out in startled pain and pleasure as he shoved his rigid cock past my lips, muffling my screams.

The gentleman cried out, "Wait your fucking turn, John!"

But John ignored him, forcing his way deeper into my mouth as he began to pump in and out. I gagged around his thick shaft, saliva dripping down my chin as I struggled to accommodate him. The added stretch and pressure sent aftershocks of pleasure rippling through my core, making me clench even tighter around the gentleman's pistoning cock.

"Fuuuck, look at her take it," John grunted, eyes gleaming with sadistic delight as he watched me being double-penetrated.

The gentleman picked up speed, slamming into me with reckless abandon as he chased his own release. I could feel him swelling inside me, his cock pulsating with impending orgasm.

With a final, brutal thrust, the gentleman buried himself to the hilt and erupted, his scalding seed flooding my womb in powerful jets. I felt every pulse and spurt as he marked me internally, filling me to overflowing with his potent cum.

At the same moment, John forced his cock even deeper and unleashed his own load down my throat, groaning in satisfaction as I swallowed convulsively around his spurting cock. The salty tang of his semen mixed with the musky flavor of the gentleman's release, leaving me dizzy and drunk on pheromones.

As they both softened and slipped free, I collapsed forward onto the seat, spent and shaking. "Let's go grab a drink, Curtis," said John to the gentleman. With that, they retreated through the nearby door towards a different subway car, leaving me alone in a pool of cum.

I lay there for a few moments, catching my breath and trying to process the intensity of what had just happened. The train rumbled on, carrying us further into the city.

Slowly, I sat up and looked around, taking stock of my surroundings. The other girls were all similarly disheveled, some cleaning themselves up while others just basked in the afterglow. Some men sat on the side, recharging for the next round. Others seemed like they were building up the nerve to make their first move.

As I gathered my scattered thoughts and tried to regain some semblance of composure, I noticed a tall, muscular man standing near the doors, eyeing me with open desire. He was dressed in a sharp black suit that accentuated his chiseled features and powerful build. A silver tie clip in the shape of a snake adorned his crisp white shirt, hinting at a darker side beneath the polished exterior.

He took a step closer, his gaze never leaving mine. "Don't move," he murmured, his voice low and smooth like velvet.

I froze, my heart rate quickening as the stranger's piercing blue eyes locked onto mine. There was something undeniably magnetic about him, a raw power that commanded attention without needing to say a word.

His presence filled the small corner we were in, and I could practically feel the heat radiating off his body. When he spoke, his tone was hypnotic, weaving a spell that left me entranced and wanting more.

Without breaking eye contact, he started to unbuckle his pants.

Slowly, tantalizingly, he lowered his zipper, revealing a substantial bulge straining against the fabric of his boxers. My mouth went dry as I watched, transfixed, as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slid them down, allowing his impressive erection to spring free.

It stood proud and hard, the thick vein running along the underside throbbing with anticipation. Pre-cum already glistened at the tip, beckoning me closer. Instinctively my mouth widened to form an "O."

I couldn't tear my gaze away from the sight before me. His cock was magnificent - long, thick, and perfectly proportioned to his muscular frame. The thought of wrapping my lips around it, tasting his unique flavor, made my pussy clench with renewed hunger.

But according to the rules of free use, all I could do was wait.

He chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through his chest and echoed in my ears. "Patience, little red," he purred, reaching out to gently tilt my chin up with a finger. "We're not done playing yet."

With deliberate slowness, he stepped closer until his cock brushed against my cheek, the soft hairs on his thighs tickling my skin. Leaning in, he pressed the head of his dick to my parted lips, coating them with his slick essence.

I let out a soft whimper as his precum flooded my taste buds, the salty-sweet flavor igniting a fire in my belly. My tongue darted out instinctively, lapping at the droplets and savoring every drop.

He groaned at the sensation, his grip on my chin tightening ever so slightly.

Emboldened by his reaction, I wrapped my lips around the swollen head, sucking gently as I explored the ridges and veins. His hands came to rest on either side of my head, guiding me as I took him deeper, inch by delicious inch.

"Mmmph," I muffled around his thickness, the vibrations causing him to shudder. I could feel his heartbeat pounding in time with mine, the tempo increasing with each pass of my tongue over his sensitive flesh.

He began to thrust shallowly, his movements unhurried but purposeful as he slowly fucked my face. The subtle drag of his cock across my palate sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core, stoking the embers of my arousal into a roaring inferno.

Lost in the haze of lust, I surrendered myself fully to the rhythm of his hips, letting him set the pace as I bobbed up and down.

I focused intently on the task at hand, using my lips and tongue to worship his cock with fervor. Each stroke was a declaration of my desire, my need for him to claim me utterly.

My mind grew foggy, consumed by the primal urge to please. All that existed was the man, his dick, and the cum waiting to spill forth.

The stranger's control wavered as my enthusiasm and skill drove him closer to the edge. His thrusts grew more erratic, the precum leaking from his tip now a steady stream. "Goddamn, you're a good fuck puppet," he gasped, his voice strained with effort.

His crude words only fueled my desperation to bring him to climax. I increased my suction, hollowing my cheeks to create maximum pressure around his shaft.

With a guttural cry, he slammed his hips forward, burying himself to the hilt in my eager mouth. His cock twitched violently as he unloaded, painting my throat with thick ropes of hot cum. I swallowed reflexively, relishing the salty tang and the feeling of his seed marking me.

As the last spurts faded, he slowly withdrew, his softening member slipping from between my lips with a wet pop. I looked up at him through heavy-lidded eyes, panting softly, a satisfied smile playing on my lips.

I licked my lips clean, savoring the lingering taste of his release. He pulled his pants up, sheathing his still wet member as he walked out the nearby door, probably also in search of a drink.

The thrill of the unknown, coupled with the rush of endorphins still coursing through my system, left me feeling invincible, insatiable. In this moment, I was a vessel for pleasure, a plaything for these powerful men to use as they saw fit. And I reveled in it.

As the stranger disappeared, I glanced around the subway car, noting the various stages of undress and arousal among the other participants. Some women were engaged in oral acts, while others had men's hands roaming their bodies, exploring curves and crevices with greedy intent.

A particularly bold individual, a petite blonde, caught my eye. She was kneeling on the floor, her head buried between the legs of a burly, bearded man, his massive hands gripping her hair as he thrust into her willing mouth. Her whole body was limp, like a sex doll that had come to life.

I felt a twinge of envy watching the blonde being used so thoroughly, her submission complete and total. It only served to heighten my own desires, making me crave more of the same treatment.

Glancing around once more, I spotted another potential partner - a handsome Latino man with piercing brown eyes through his mask, leaning against the window, his gaze fixed on me. He was well-built, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline that screamed confidence. And judging by the sizeable bulge in his trousers, he was more than ready to put that confidence to the test.

He pushed off the window and strode towards me with a predatory grace, his dark eyes never leaving mine. As he drew nearer, I could see the outline of his impressive physique beneath his clothes, the muscles rippling with each purposeful step.

When he reached me, he cupped my face in his large, warm hands, tilting my head back to expose the column of my throat. "Mmm, you look like you could use a good fucking," he growled, his breath hot against my skin. "Those amateurs don't know how to treat a fine piece of ass like you." His thumbs stroked my cheeks, applying gentle pressure as he leaned in to capture my lips in a searing kiss.

The intensity of his kiss stole my breath away, his tongue invading my mouth with a dominant passion that left me weak in the knees. I melted into him, surrendering completely to his will as our tongues danced and clashed.

Suddenly he pulled away, his strong arms spinning me around until I was bent over the seat, my ass exposed.

Without hesitation, he yanked down his pants and underwear, freeing his thick, erect cock. It throbbed with anticipation, the bulbous head glistening with pre-cum. Gripping his shaft, he positioned himself behind me, the blunt tip pressing insistently against my dripping entrance.

With a swift, forceful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside me, stretching my walls deliciously wide. A sharp gasp escaped my lips as he filled me completely, his heavy balls slapping against my clit with each powerful stroke.

"Fuck, you have such a nice ass," he grunted, his hands grasping my butt with a squeeze as he set a relentless pace, driving into me again and again.

Pleasure surged through me with each deep, punishing thrust, my inner muscles clenching greedily around his invading length. The raw power of his movements shook my entire body, sending tremors racing up my spine.

I could feel his cockhead grinding against my cervix with every plunge, the slight pain only serving to heighten my arousal. I was nothing more than a receptacle for his lust, a mere vessel for his primal urges.

The sounds of our coupling echoed through the train car - the slap of flesh, the ragged breathing, the lewd squelch of his cock sliding in and out of my soaked cunt. It was obscene, filthy, and utterly thrilling.

His fingers dug into my hips, bruising marks forming as he held me in place, allowing him to piston in and out of me with abandon. The rhythmic slam of his pelvis against my ass cheeks reverberated through my entire body, the impact sending shockwaves of ecstasy radiating outward from my core.

"Take it, you dirty slut," he snarled, his voice low and menacing. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be used like a cheap whore, stuffed full of cock and treated like a piece of meat."

His words, laced with contempt, only served to further inflame my desire. He was not wrong.

I nodded frantically, unable to form coherent words, lost in the maelstrom of sensation engulfing me. My mind was a haze of lust, every thought consumed by the need for more, harder, deeper.

"Yes, yes, use me! Fill me up!" I moaned, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart.

The admission spilled from my lips unbidden, a confession of my deepest, darkest desires. And judging by the way he gripped me tighter, his thrusts becoming even more brutal, he was more than happy to oblige.

With a feral growl, he rammed into me one final time, his cock pulsing as he unleashed a torrent of hot semen deep within my spasming pussy. The sensation of his thick cum flooding my womb sent me careening over the edge, my orgasm crashing through me like a tidal wave.

I screamed, my voice echoing off the metal walls as I convulsed around him, milking his shaft for every last drop. Wave after wave of intense pleasure wracked my body, leaving me trembling and spent in the aftermath.

As he finally softened and slipped free, I collapsed onto the seat, gasping for air. Through hooded eyes, I watched him tuck himself away and straighten his clothes, a smug satisfaction etched on his features. Another conquest claimed, onto the next one.

I lay there, trying to catch my breath, my body still quivering from the aftershocks of my climax. As I watched him walk away I didn't even notice another man approach to take his place behind me. He spread my plump cheeks with one hand as the other played around my asshole.

"Have you ever been fucked in the ass?" he asked.

Before I could respond, he pressed the head of his glistening, lube covered cock against my tight, puckered hole. Despite the recent thorough pounding my cunt had taken, I felt a fresh surge of excitement at the prospect of being breached in a new way.

"N-no, wait-," I moaned, my voice shaky with a mix of nerves and anticipation. But it was too late to protest. With a grunt, he began to push forward, his thick shaft slowly forcing its way past the initial resistance of my sphincter. The burning stretch was intense, but I welcomed it, arching my back to present myself further.

"Relax," he cooed, his fingers digging into my hips as he worked more of his length into me. "Just breathe and take it."

I took a deep breath, focusing on relaxing my anal muscles as he continued to press forward. The burn gave way to a strange, pleasurable ache as inch after inch of his cock slid into my previously untouched depths.

When he was fully sheathed, I let out a shuddering sigh, marveling at the feeling of being so thoroughly claimed. It was different from vaginal penetration, the sensation more intense and intimate somehow.

He paused for a moment, giving me time to adjust to the novel intrusion before beginning to move. Slow, deliberate thrusts at first, gradually increasing in speed and depth as I grew accustomed to the unique friction.

Each stroke rubbed against sensitive nerve endings I hadn't known existed, sending jolts of electricity zinging through my body. My toes curled, my fingers clawed at the seat, and a keening whimper escaped my throat as I surrendered to the overwhelming sensations. I knew I wasn't supposed to move, wasn't supposed to react, but it was getting damn near impossible to resist.

"Fuck, your ass is so perfect," he praised, his voice thick with lust. "So supple. So tight."

I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood, fighting the urge to buck back against him, to meet his thrusts with my own desperate rhythm. But I knew better than to break character, to show weakness. So instead, I simply moaned, a high-pitched, wanton sound that seemed to spur him on.

He picked up the pace, his hips snapping against my ass with increasing force. The subway car spun, colors bleeding together as I teetered on the brink of another explosive climax.

And then, just when I thought I might pass out from the sheer intensity of it all, he reached around to rub my clit in firm circles. That was all it took. I came undone, screaming into the cushions as my ass clenched rhythmically around his pistoning cock.

His fingers never ceased their relentless stimulation of my clit, prolonging my orgasm until I was a boneless, shuddering mess. Only then did he slow his thrusts, finally pulling out with a wet pop that left me gasping.

I collapsed forward, my chest heaving, sweat-drenched strands of red hair clinging to my flushed skin. The man stepped back, his softening cock glistening with evidence of our depraved encounter. He tucked himself away with a satisfied smirk, clearly pleased with the thorough defilement he'd administered.

"You've been a good little cocksleeve today," he said, patting my ass cheek almost fondly before moving on to the next car for a refreshment.

I suddenly became acutely aware of my own thirst. I had swallowed a couple loads of cum, but could really go for a cocktail, or even a water right now.

I struggled to sit up, wincing slightly as my abused holes protested the movement. My thighs were sticky with a mixture of sweat and juices, and my breasts heaved with each labored breath. I looked down at myself, taking in the disheveled state I was in - hair a tangled mess, makeup smeared, bra pulled down to my stomach, panties pushed aside.

A pang of embarrassment mixed with lingering arousal as I recalled the depravity I'd just engaged in. But beneath that, a darker thrill coursed through me. There was something undeniably exciting about being so completely used by these men. A part of me craved more, even as another part longed for a chance to clean up and regain some semblance of normalcy.

Soon enough, I was granted the first part of my wish.

As if summoned by my thoughts, Curtis approached, tall fizzy glass in hand. He was the first to fuck me in this car, staking his territory with his tongue before he claimed me fully with his cock.

I reached out, my hand closing around the chilled glass as he handed it to me. The condensation made it slippery, but I managed to bring it to my lips without spilling a drop.

The cool liquid hit my parched throat like ambrosia, quenching my thirst and soothing my raw, abused insides. I savored it, letting out a contented sigh as the bubbles tickled my nose.

"It's a cucumber and gin mixture I came up with myself," he said with a laugh. "Perfectly concocted to quench the thirst and remove inhibitions."

There was something in here stronger than gin, but at this point I didn't mind.

As I drank deeply, the refreshing beverage seemed to wash away not only the physical dryness, but also some of the lingering shame and unease. The unusual ingredients, whatever they may be, added an extra layer of intoxication, making my senses feel heightened and my inhibitions lower.

Curtis leaned in close, his warm breath ghosting across my ear as he whispered, "Maybe it's time for round two, don't you think?"

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I found myself nodding almost involuntarily. Round two already?

I set the empty glass down, the chill seeping into my palm as I turned to face him. His eyes gleamed with a predatory light, and I could see the outline of his growing erection straining against his pants.

"I'm yours to use for the full ride," I purred, laying back against the bench, legs spread wide.

My voice was husky, dripping with seduction. I was already wet again, my body responding eagerly to the promise of more pleasure, more degradation. In this moment, nothing else mattered except satisfying this man until the ride was over, and I earned my pay.

A wicked grin split Curtis' face at my words. "Good," he said. "But it's not just me you'll need to please this time." He turned and motioned towards two other men, beckoning them closer.

I followed his gaze, my heart rate picking up as I saw the two men approaching. They looked rough, their features chiseled and hardened, eyes glinting with a primal hunger.

One was taller, with a muscular build that strained against his shirt. The other was shorter, leaner, with a shaved head and a scruff of dark beard.

They moved with purpose, like predators stalking their prey. And in this moment, I realized I was the prey, the object of their desire.

Anticipation thrummed through me, mixing with a thread of fear. What would they do to me? How far would they take things?

But beneath it all, there was a spark of excitement, a thrill at the unknown. After all, I had agreed to this, to serve these men however they wished.

The taller man took a position beside the bench where I lay. His large hands roamed over my curves, squeezing and kneading as if testing the suppleness of my flesh. Meanwhile, the shorter man crouched between my splayed legs, his eyes fixed intently on my sex.

"Mmm, look at her," the tall man murmured appreciatively, trailing a finger along the valley of my breasts. "Such ripe fruit, begging to be plucked."

I arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping my lips as his fingers danced across my sensitive skin. The shorter man leaned in, his hot breath wafting over my pussy, making me twitch with anticipation.

The taller man suddenly picked me up and put me in his lap. The bulge of his erection pressed insistently against my ass, and I could feel the heat radiating off his body.

The shorter man gave my pussy a lick as the tall one probed my rear entrance with his cock. Curtis climbed onto the bench, slowly pulling his own cock out.

The short man continued his ministrations, his tongue delving deeper into my folds as his teeth gently scraped my clit. Meanwhile, the tall man pushed past my initial resistance, sinking his thick shaft into my tight, clenching hole.

I cried out at the sudden intrusion, my nails digging into the muscular arms holding me. The stretch was intense, but not unpleasant.

With a grunt, Curtis drove his cock deep into my mouth, using his grip on my hair to control the pace.

I gagged around his length, saliva dripping down my chin as he fucked my face. The short man's tongue was relentless, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me with every flick and suckle. "So fucking delicious," he said between licks.

The tall man began to move, his hips rolling in a steady rhythm that filled me to the brim. Each thrust rubbed against my inner walls, stroking a spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

I felt so full, so used, and yet I craved more. Would the short man join the other two inside me at the same time? Or would they be too quick to finish for that?

The tall man's pace increased, his powerful strokes driving me higher with each pass. I could feel his balls slapping against my clit, adding to the stimulation.

Just then, the short man rose up. With a smirk, he grasped his cock and aligned it with my stretched entrance. "Time to triple team this slut," he growled.

Without warning, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt alongside the other man. The sensation of being so utterly stuffed, of having both cocks stretching me open from within, was overwhelming.

I screamed around Curtis' dick, tears streaming down my face from the intensity. But the pain quickly morphed into pure, unadulterated ecstasy as my body adjusted to the invasion in all of my exposed holes.

The three men began to move in sync, their bodies slamming into mine with a brutal efficiency that left me gasping and writhing. The sensation of being so thoroughly penetrated, of having my holes used as receptacles for their pleasure, was indescribable.

Each stroke, each thrust, sent jolts of electricity racing through my nerves, building a pressure low in my belly that threatened to consume me whole. I was lost in a haze of lust and submission, my mind blanking out save for the primal urge to please these men, to surrender to their desires completely.

As they pounded into me relentlessly, I felt my orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped, sending me careening over the edge into blissful release. My pussy and ass clenched around the cocks buried inside me as waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

The trio of men rode out my climax with renewed vigor, their cocks pulsing and throbbing within my spasming depths. The tall man grunted, his pace faltering slightly as he neared his peak.

I could tell he was close, his movements becoming erratic as he chased his release. The short man leaned in, his breath hot against my ear as he whispered filthy promises and threats, urging the tall man on.

"Give it to her, fill her asshole to the brim!" he snarled, his hips snapping against mine in a frenzy.

Curtis groaned, his grip on my hair tightening as he slammed deep, grinding against the back of my throat. "Let's paint this bitch white," he said.

With a final, brutal thrust, the tall man buried himself to the hilt in my ass, his cock erupting with a torrent of hot seed. At the same moment, Curtis pulled out, squirting his hot cum all over my face, while the short man pumped spurt after spurt onto my tits and belly.

The combined force of their orgasms triggered another, even more intense wave of pleasure through me, prolonging my own release. I trembled and quaked, overwhelmed by the sheer volume of cum flooding me, marking me as theirs.

As the last spurts of semen painted my skin, I collapsed back against the tall man's chest, panting and dazed. The feeling of being so thoroughly marked, so saturated with their essence, was surreal.

I could taste Curtis' saltiness on my tongue, feel the sticky warmth coating my face and breasts. My insides were equally soaked, my cunt and ass still milking the cocks that had just emptied themselves inside me.

The short man stepped back, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he admired his handiwork - the mess he'd made of my body, the proof of our encounter etched into my skin.

"You did well, little whore," he said, reaching out to wipe a strand of cum from my cheek.

I shivered under his touch, a mix of revulsion and twisted arousal coursing through me at the intimate gesture. The tall man held me close, his softening cock still lodged in my ass, while Curtis loomed over us, his spent member bobbing with each heavy breath.

"You've done well," Curtis said, a cruel smile playing on his lips. "I'll leave you a nice tip."

He reached into his pocket and tossed a wad of cash onto the bench beside me. It landed with a rustle, a tangible reminder of the transaction we'd just completed.

The short man chuckled darkly, tucking his still-hard cock back into his pants. "Until next time, sweetheart," he said, giving my thigh a parting squeeze before turning to leave.

As the three men walked away, I remained seated, surrounded by the evidence of our depravity. Cum dripped from my breasts and face, pooling on the bench beneath me. My ass and pussy throbbed, still sensitive from the rough use they'd endured.

Slowly, I gathered myself, wiping away the mess with trembling hands.

Once clean enough, I stood, my legs shaky from the aftershocks of pleasure and exertion. I surveyed the scene, taking in the discarded condoms, the puddles of semen throughout the subway car, the remnants of absolute debauchery scattered about like the detritus of a wild animal's feeding frenzy.

Suddenly, the car came to a stop. I looked around and realized that none of the clients were still in this car, just the women. I reached under the seat and found my trench coat.

I slipped it on, trying to cover the lingering signs of my encounter. The fabric felt cool against my flushed skin, a stark contrast to the heat that still simmered within me.

As the doors slid open, an announcement came through the car. "Thank you for your participation in the Annual Subway Soirée. Please gather your things and go. The previously agreed upon compensation will be transferred to your bank account in the morning."

A collective murmur rippled through the car as the women processed the message. Some looked relieved, others disappointed. I couldn't help but wonder if the organizers would make good on their promise, considering the chaos we'd been subjected to.

One by one, the women filed out of the car, some stopping to collect their belongings, others hurrying to exit before anyone noticed them. I lingered, taking a moment to compose myself before joining the flow of people exiting the train.

As I stepped off the platform and into the bustling station, I felt a sense of disorientation wash over me. The subway car, once a den of sin and excess, now seemed sterile and mundane compared to the raw, visceral experience I'd just undergone.

I blended in with the crowd, my trench coat concealing the truth of what lay beneath. My mind replayed the events, reliving the sensations, the power dynamics, the sheer audacity of it all.

As I walked through the crowded streets, the city's vibrant energy seemed muted, almost dull compared to the electric thrill that still coursed through my veins. Every step echoed with the memory of thick cocks splitting me open, of the lewd taunts and degrading praise that had fueled my submission.

I passed by couples holding hands, families strolling together, and felt a pang of envy mixed with disdain. How could they not know the depths of depravity lurking just beneath the surface of this seemingly ordinary world? How could they not crave the dark, forbidden pleasures that had consumed me so thoroughly?

Lost in thought, I barely registered the towering skyscrapers looming overhead, the honking taxis weaving through the traffic, the cacophony of sounds and smells that defined the urban jungle.

I felt dirty, defiled, yet somehow exhilarated by it all. Like I'd tapped into a hidden part of myself, unleashed a hunger I never knew existed.

The event organizers made good on their promise, and sure enough a hefty sum had been placed in my bank account the next morning. It gave me the freedom to find a better, high paying job, and set me up on the career path I'm on now.

But every now and then, when the mood strikes me, I find myself craving that rush of adrenaline, that primal connection with strangers who just want to use me like a debauched plaything.

If my husband ever found out what happened that night, he would probably leave me. But I wouldn't trade the experience for the world.

Sometimes, late at night, I'll slip a finger between my thighs, recalling the sensation of being stretched and filled beyond capacity, and let out a quiet moan, lost in the memories of that fateful evening.
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