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Taken On The FreeUse Train

"It's over."

I push my way past my boyfriend - now ex - and grab my purse and jacket. He calls after me, but I don't stop. I can feel angry tears pricking my eyes and I don't want him to see me cry. I've already cried too much for him.

The door slams behind me with a satisfying thud. The only satisfaction I've had in that apartment in months. I'll take it.

I pull on my jacket as I walk, fumbling with my phone. When is the next train? How soon can I get the fuck out of here?

I don't want to be anywhere near him anymore. Over the last few months, all of his little habits had gotten worse. He'd stay out late, come home smelling like beer, and then fall asleep halfway through sex. Constant lying. And I kept thinking he was going to change, that things would go back to how it was in the beginning again. When he was sweet. When he could make me scream.

The first time we’d been together, he’d spent all night loving me. Working his way over my body like it was a work of art and he was in awe. Hours of foreplay, of teasing, of using every part of me and making it something amazing. Whenever I thought I wanted to stop, he’d coaxed and teased me into needing more. I had been used to vanilla sex, nothing special, a few quick pumps and done. He changed all that, and I now I found myself hating him for it.

Dammit, it wasn't fair for someone so shitty to be so fucking good at sex. When he was sober.

It had been months since I came like that, I remind myself glumly. He wasn't trying to connect anymore. I'm better off without him.

I know that, but in the moment, it's still hard to walk away.

My phone chimes. There's a train coming in the next five minutes that can take me home. If I rush, I can make it.

I pick up the pace. Only a few minutes to spare. I buy my ticket, hurry towards the track. The train has arrived. What track? Where am I going?

Heart pounding, I push myself to run faster. My vision is blurred with tears as I race, but I can see the seconds ticking down. Any moment now the train will leave. And I’ll be stranded here until tomorrow.

Gasping. Crying. Faster.

I sprint across the unfamiliar platform, trying desperately to find the right train. The numbers are almost impossible to read through my tears, but I think I’ve found the right track, number 8. Just before the doors close, I hurtle into the car.

A soft ding-ding, and the train is moving.

Still exhausted from my effort, I head down the aisle and collapse into an empty seat. My bag drops to the floor with a thunk. I made it. It was tough, but I made it. I didn’t have to stay in the city another night, arguing with my now ex-boyfriend. I could get on with my life, find something new to motivate me.

As the train picks up speed, I look around, waiting for the conductor to show. I have my ticket and ID out just in case, but nobody comes.

It’s then I realize that there’s only one other woman in the entire car. She’s in standing room only by the door. The rest… all men.

Don’t get me wrong, I like men – a lot. But it gives a lady pause to see that.

Still, I don’t really think much of it. I keep scanning the car for the conductor, eager to show him my ticket so I can relax, collapse, and start planning… well, the rest of my life, now free of one very egotistical manbaby.

It’s then I see one of the men push the other woman to her knees before him, and casually unzip his pants.

She doesn’t scream, yell, or cry. She looks up at him. She opens wide.

I’ve never seen this woman before, but I’m seeing her now – getting throat fucked by a stranger.

A chill runs through my veins. I have a sneaking suspicion. I’m afraid to confirm it.

Shakily, I look down at my ticket. Track 8, it proclaims baldly, destination: downtown. Route: standard.

Heart pounding now for reasons that have nothing to do with my run, I look up at the scrolling information board high on the train car wall. Track 3. Destination: downtown. Route: free use.

Shit.

This is absolutely not the right train.

As if to prove my horrible realization right, I hear the wet sounds of the other woman getting absolutely facefucked. She’s going to town eagerly on the cock in her mouth, and I’m a little impressed – okay, and turned on – by how much she wants it.

But there are already other men standing near her sharing glances and nudges, and I know he won’t be the last.

She and I are on a free use train. That means that my ticket is worthless: I didn’t have to pay to be on here. Not with cash, anyway. Instead, I was supposed to pay with my body.

And then I heard the unmistakable sound of someone unzipping next to my face.

I kept my eyes on the other woman, afraid to turn. She was gagging now, her arms wound around the man’s waist. She was trying to take him deeper as he thrust into her carelessly, taking what he needed with no regards for how she felt about it. Of course – why would he care? On a free use train, women were holes to be used. He could do whatever he wanted.

The idea of it set me tingling. I had never let myself think too much about free use trains before, just paid my way and tried not to look at the women as they exited, covered in… well, covered. Disheveled. Clothes torn, or missing. But they always looked so sleekly satisfied, like some deep, primal part of them had been sated. It was hard to miss.

That was why I hadn’t wanted to think about it. I was a little afraid if I thought about it too hard, I would want to try it.

A train car full of men, eager to take anything they wanted from me… and I couldn’t say no. By hopping onto this train car by accident, I’d still agreed to be used. Sure, I could pull the emergency break and they’d let me off, but then what?

I can feel my pussy getting wet. Fuck. I press my legs together like it will matter.

The guy next to me must be getting tired of waiting for me to notice him. I feel him on my cheek, soft and insistent. He’s already dripping – dripping at the thought of what he’s going to do to me.

A thrill runs through me. I want him to do it to me. I want them all to.

I close my eyes, like I can avoid admitting to myself what I’m doing, and turn my head. I part my lips.

It doesn’t even take him a second before he’s pressing his way into my mouth, into my throat. I almost gag at the sudden intrusion, but it excites me. I can feel how hard he is for me already, can already taste his precum as he begins to thrust against my face. Automatically, my tongue starts to stroke him, and I press my lips against him with each stroke. Above me, he groans, and his cock jumps in my mouth.

Emboldened, I pull back a little, trying to tease him. It’s insane. A stranger is in my mouth, violating me, and all I want is for him to take this as far as he can. I can feel myself growing wetter as he pushes himself into me again and again.

It’s been a long time since I got to enjoy this. I used to love giving head, making a powerful man whimper and beg for more. I was good at it, once upon a time. I stroke the cock in my mouth with my tongue and lips, eager for that feeling. Making a man whimper just from your mouth is an art.

But soon it’s hard to focus. There’s a hand on mine, and my arm is being pulled back. As the man standing next to me fucks my face, another man in the seat beside me starts using my hand. He closes my fingers around his cock – also already hard and throbbing – and begins working my hand up and down with a practiced motion. He can’t reach a hole. He’ll find some other way to use me.

I feel so dirty, a man in my mouth and one using my hand, and dimly I understand that there is an entire car full of men, just waiting their turn with me and the one other woman. A sick shiver of lust goes through me. There are only two of us. There are so many of them. How can they all get a turn?

I know I’m about to find out.

I can already feel the cock in my mouth shuddering, begging to go into the final rhythm. I let him move harder and faster against my face, trying desperately to keep up as he forces himself deeper and deeper into my throat. I gag against him but that only excites him; he grabs my head and holds it as I choke on his cock and he spills into me, filling my throat with his cum. As my vision goes to stars, I feel a wetness on my hand, too. They’ve both taken what they needed.

As I cough and choke against the cum, I feel myself being lifted from my seat. It’s only then I realize that where I was sitting afforded me some safety: only two men could reach me.

Not so anymore.

I open my eyes, deciding that not seeing what’s coming for me is worse than the alternative. And then I see her. She’s sprawled back across one of the handicap seats. A man – another man – has his head between her legs and is clearly enjoying making her moan. Her tits are bare now, her shirt carelessly ripped, and I can see from red marks that she’s been handled roughly. But the look on her face is achingly sweet. She looks… fulfilled. As I’m staring, she arches her back and cries out. The man between her legs knows what he’s doing. For a moment, I imagine myself where she is with a thrill of envy.

I see two men standing over her as she’s being eaten out. One is pinching a nipple. The other is only touching himself, but in a moment both cum on her. There is white all across her bare breasts, her belly.

I’m lost for a moment, still trying to watch, when I feel fingers reach up my skirt, hook my panties, start dragging them down. I start to struggle, and stop, confused. It’s their right. And… I don’t really want to fight it.

Before I can explore that thought any further, it’s too late. I’m lifted again, and this time when I’m brought down, there’s a hard cock pushing its way into me. A stranger has me in his grasp, penetrating me. I know he can feel how wet I am – he makes an appreciative sound as he presses deeper inside me, all the way to my cervix.

My pussy is dripping at the violation. I can’t believe how much I want this. It’s been so long since someone filled me completely. Strangely, I feel almost taken care of here. I know all these men want to use me. What they don’t know is how badly I’ve needed to be used.

The cock inside me throbs as I move my hips eagerly. I wish I could ride him, but he’s controlling my movements. It’s a relief to give in, to let myself be taken as strong arms hold me up. I keep watching the other woman. As she cums again, a man leans over her, bringing his cock close to her lips. The man between her legs is standing now, lowering his pants, ready to plunge into her. I quiver with excitement.

More hands are on me then, and I lose sight of the other woman. My head is forced down onto another cock, and I’m speared from both sides, completely filled. The strangers inside me begin to thrust, not together, and my body is split, shaking, reamed. The deliciously terrible pleasure of being violated in such a public way is confusing. I want more, I want – and they are obliging, they won’t stop, but it’s too much, both of them at once, thrusting this way and that, not together, and I’m split, desperate.

But I can’t stop them, or make them heed. I try to control the one in my mouth using my tongue as enticement, but he doesn’t care. He wants to fuck my mouth and take what he can while I’m his. And I want him to.

My hands are filled now, with other cocks, from other men. I can’t even support myself. I’m hanging between them all as they violate me, thrusting me back and forth between them.

I feel weightless, my body shivering and shuddering as I’m racked with pleasure and pain. Absurdly, I imagine myself in a water therapy tank, being touched and teased by everything and nothing all at once. The wetness on my hands and then back and neck almost helps me believe. There is something pure about this, and I give myself over to it, lost in the honesty of my need.

I taste a hint of salt, and then the man in my mouth explodes into me, nearly choking me with the force of his pleasure. As I cough, my body shakes under the man in my pussy, and I can feel him quiver with the sensation. He thrusts again, harder, and fuck I’m almost close myself, if only –

But just as my body shudders, reaching for the final plateau of pleasure, I feel him stop suddenly and quiver again. He cums and I moan in protest, suddenly bereft of both causes of aching desire that had been filling me, bringing me so close to the peak.

I can’t even formulate the words to protest. My head is spinning and I’m lost in need. More. How can I want more?

But I do, and they are ready to give it to me.

I feel strong arms lifting me as carelessly as if I was a doll. In some ways I am; all I am here on this train is an object to be used. The thought excites me more than I want to admit. I’m a proud, confident woman, a leader in my field, but I was just on my knees being violated by strangers. And I loved every second of it.

I’m brought abruptly down onto another cock. It presses into me without a pause, my well-used pussy already lubricated with cum and eager for more. I gasp at the sudden intrusion and barely have time to catch my breath before the arms at my waist are lifting me again, the cock sliding almost completely out of me before I am slammed back down again, hard.

I cry out in shock and desire, and then he does it again. And again.

It only takes one more thrust before I’m awash in the final throes of pleasure again, my vision blurring as my whole body focuses on the cock plunging deep inside me. Dimly I notice that hands are at my blouse, ripping it open – a button goes flying – and now my breasts are pulled free from my bra, bouncing as I’m fucked. I don’t care. I’m so close, so close –

And he lifts me again, my pussy achingly empty, desperate for his cock –

And then I’m forced down and he penetrates me more deeply than anyone has yet. I scream, pleasure racing through my abused body as I cum. I shudder against the stranger holding me and he laughs. His cock jumps inside me but he doesn’t even pause to let me recover. Again and again he lifts me and thrusts back up into me.

I ride out the end of my passion right there in the dirty train car, my body throbbing with the aftereffects of need. For a moment I’m back in my ex’s place that first damn night, where he broke and remade me and brought me to new heights. I had never before imagined cumming more than once in a night. And now I’m ready to cum again for strangers in the middle of the freeuse train. Even as I’m enjoying the glow, I can feel my pussy clench, eager for more.

Luckily, this isn’t over. Not yet.

I can feel mouths at my breasts now as I move, then fingers. I try to focus on who is doing what to me, but it’s a blur of faces. Does it matter? They are all strangers, all faceless men eager to use me, and I am eager to be used.

As the man behind me lifts me once more, I can feel my pussy eager for him to return. But when he does…

The cock pressing into me is no longer pressing against my hungry pussy. Instead, the man holding me presses deep against my ass.

I shout and struggle, but I’m caught – by the hands on my waist, by the cock at my ass, by the mouths and fingers violating me, by my own desire. And then I am speared, his cock lubricated by my own traitorous juices mixed with the cum of strangers as he begins to fuck my ass.

He goes slower now, a little gentler, and after a few agonizing moments, it begins to feel good again. I want to touch myself as he goes, and for once the crowd is obliging. My hands have been caught again, and occasionally touch cocks, but one eager man is pressing my hand first to my nipple, making me pinch myself, and then moving it lower.

I eagerly slip my fingers up my tattered skirt, not caring who was seeing me pleasure myself as a stranger violated my ass.

The man’s hand still on mine, I slip one finger, then two between my swollen lips. He can feel the wetness beneath our linked hands and I think I hear a moan of satisfaction. He lets me take the lead, showing him how I like to be touched. Gasping, I tease my clit, then slide my fingers down again. He slips his hand lower and presses a finger into my well-used pussy as I whimper.

As I bounce up and down stroking myself, I catch glimpses of her again: the other woman. She’s on all fours now, and there are three men standing in front of her, crowding. Each has his cock out, his hand on his cock. She is trying desperately to taste all of them, moving her head back and forth as she drags her tongue along their eager shafts. I am impressed in spite of myself – I don’t know how she can focus on satisfying the men in front of her when she is being so thoroughly fucked by the man behind her. Another is cumming on her back as I watch, but I’m mesmerized by the little flashes of her pink tongue as she tries gamely to pleasure all three men before her.

I like porn as much as the next woman, but I have never seen anything that turned me on like watching her. My fingers are working faster now, and I can feel a hand on top of mine again, urging me on, trying to get a feel. I stare at the other woman. She is lost in the moment, lost in the pleasure of serving, and I feel my pussy clench in desire. Occasionally a finger thrusts into me, and it’s almost enough, but there’s an ache inside me that won’t go away.

I’m being filled from behind, my ass taken by my current “suitor” and yet somehow I want… more.

There are men all around me, crowding, waiting their turn. Some of them have their cocks out and are already stroking themselves, looking on in envy and anticipation as I’m used and degraded. I turn away from the other woman to meet the eyes of the man in front of me. Is he the man touching me? There are too many hands. I can’t tell.

Daring, I reach. My hand touches his cock.

“Please,” I whisper.

His cock leaps in my hand. He needs no other encouragement. Without waiting for a pause in the herculean thrusting that is sending me bouncing, he pushes himself between my legs. It takes a few tries, and then he is pressing into me.

I moan in terrified lust. I am completely filled, my aching pelvis desperately trying to accommodate both of them as they move within me.

The man at my ass is thrusting harder now, climbing the peaks of pleasure, and the man in my pussy doesn’t even bother to move, just lets me ride up and down on his cock, lost in the rhythm of need.

It’s too much, and just enough. It’s impossible. It’s everything.

Hands are still trying to capture my breasts, pinch my nipples, even as I’m caught between the two men. As my hands grasp wildly, sometimes a cock is in one, or a hint of wetness. I am lost in a sea of bodies, being riven by two cocks taking their pleasure from me. My whole world narrows to here and now. I can feel the men pressing around me, the sensations deep inside me, the sticky need on my skin and the sharp scent of sweat and desire that surrounds us all.

The men are thrusting faster now. I shudder under the force of their twin need. I’m terrified of my own. But there it is: an arrow of pleasure piercing me as surely as their cocks, sending my whole body shaking with desire as they fuck me harder and harder, all three of us reaching for the final climax.

Screaming with pleasure, I grab whatever I can. The man in front of me? I don’t care. Then my scream is cut short as another cock fills my mouth, the flesh tasting of pussy. Eagerly, I suck him clean. Is it my cunt I taste, or the other woman’s? I hear a groan behind me as the cock inside my ass throbs. I feel the pulse of him filling me. It’s too much, and I cum right then and there, crying out and shaking against the two of them. My whole body convulses with the crashing pleasure racing through me. The man in my pussy groans too and we finish together – violators and violated.

As I cum, the train shudders to a stop, almost perfectly timed with the sweet sensations crashing through my body. Through the throng of bodies, I can see a familiar street sign.

“Wait,” I try to call out, pulling the cock from my mouth. “This is my stop.”

The man in front of me withdraws, but the man behind me can’t hear. He’s still holding me tight. And then I lose sight of the man who was ravaging my pussy as a new person pushes forward, his cock already stiff and red and ready for me.

As the doors clang open, a new crowd of men push their way onto the train. I see eager grins as they clock me here, I see a few knowing nods…

I’m lifted, still shaking, and then brought down again. A new cock is already inside me. I hear zipping sounds as the new men prepare to take me. The door clangs shut.

“No,” I whisper to myself, but I can’t deny the rush of excitement flooding through my abused body at the sight of new men, ready to use me.

As the train begins to move, I give in completely, leaning back against the newest man who has taken me into his arms. As his fingers begin to explore my breasts and his cock moves inside my sated pussy, all I can think is: this is the right train after all.

~

Follow me on Amazon to be notified of new releases!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY All-In: The FreeUse Wife, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

All-In: The FreeUse Wife – Free for my newsletter subscribers

Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!

Other Books By Molly Warden

Mile High FreeUse Club - One little rule shouldn’t be so hard to follow. It was simple really, coworkers were off-limits. Outside the office, Kara could be as filthy as her little heart and body desired. She was free to be stuffed and filled to the limit, while her fiancé loved every hot sloppy second of it. But you don’t risk your career for momentary pleasures, no matter how lustful your fantasies.

Someone should have told Jefferey that. Her smug colleague with an iron rod in his pants just booked them a flight on FreeUse First Class. Now she’s a mile high and desperately wanting to submit to powerful older men, take huge athletes all at once, and steal a taste of one sloppy college coed.

But if she gives in to temptation and Jefferey learns her secret, her colleague would never let it go – Kara would go from respected professional to the office’s freeuse plaything.

Shared With Her Husband’s Best Friend - When I caught my best friend's curvy wife on her knees for our dominant boss, I thought it would be a disaster for their marriage. So imagine my surprise when his response to that bombshell was to ask "Was he as huge as she said?

I always thought we were so alike, but I'd never considered sharing my wife with other men. I hadn't even heard the term HotWife before. But now, discovering his wife's secret wild side has led my wife to reveal a filthy past that I never suspected.

The worst part is, I love hearing about every dirty thing she's ever done. I can't stop thinking about all the men who came before me, using and abusing my sweet, loving wife. Sometime two at a time, leaving her aching and messy. She's even reenacted some of her dirtiest HotPast moments with me. But if we want to recreate her hottest stories, we're going to need a little help from my best friend.

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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