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It probably wasn’t a good idea to get off the office and walk into the dark street with my clit throbbing hard and legs shaky with need. 

Maybe I should have released the tension in the bathroom stall, instead of going out the street, afraid that my juices will coat my inner thighs, making them sparkle and announcing to everyone who is observing me carefully enough that I am hornier than I’ve ever been.  

But I didn’t. 

I didn’t release the tension, nor did I do anything to accelerate my commute back home so that I could reach my vibrator quickly and stop my legs from shaking before I do something and embarrass myself utterly.  

I didn’t do any of that.

Instead, like an idiot, I took the bus. 

Sure, I was hornier than I’ve ever been, but by then, it was a constant state of being that I was really used to being in. 

Ever since my boyfriend broke up with me, saying he wanted to see other people, I was going through a dry spell.  

I was shy. 

Shy enough that I never made any advances to any of the guys I thought were cute and even though normally I would get hit on here and there and take the opportunity to quench the needs of my body, it had been a while since that happened either. 

Thus, on that day, I had reached my limit. 

My cheeks blushing and my chest heaving with lust, I was waiting for the bus to come and take me home, where I would finally be able to quench the need in between my legs that I’ve been dealing with all day. 

It was dark because I had to stay in the office well past the usual working hours, for I had to on a project with a tight deadline. 

And it was cold, though not cold enough to suppress the heat overtaking my body as I waited on the bus stop all alone and tried to push back the thoughts of sex out of my mind.  

The bus came quickly and stopped right in front of me, the bus driver pushing the button to open the door with a sulk on his face. He was old and grouchy, but as I moved past him, I still considered how his wrinkly hands would feel on me. 

I was a mess. 

The bus was crowded, which gave me some ideas that made my pulse race, but I didn’t think it would turn out that my fantasies were a lot more innocent than what was waiting for me down the line. 

Squeezing past the crowd of people that stood too close to each other, I ignored the grunts and finally found an empty spot. 

I reached up to hold onto the railings above my head, balancing myself just enough to keep me standing as the bus continued on its path. 

My clit throbbed hard and my pussy clenched around the annoying emptiness inside as the bus started to move and shook me slightly. 

I wasn’t looking around and observing the people closest to me, so when I saw them staring at me with mischievous smiles, my heart pounded really hard.

The first one whose eyes I’ve instinctually met was a blond guy with brown hair and a ripped body that made my already soaking wet pussy throb even harder. He was wearing grey sweatpants and a black shirt, making him look like he was going back home from the gym, which I could tell he frequented.

He was smiling, but there was something dangerous in his smile as his jaw twisted sexily. 

The darkness in his smile made me smile back at him, forgetting my shyness and reserved nature as I thought about how it would feel to have his strong hands all over me.

I never went home with a stranger. Not once in my life. 

But for the first time ever, I was horny enough to consider it.  

Maybe this would be the day I finally let go and let myself have a little fun. 

Having this guy on me, pinning me against the bed as my muffled moans filled the room and as our bodies united in a passionate hug wouldn’t be so bad, would it?

“Hey,” he said, “You can stand by the window if you like.” 

He pointed towards the tiny spot of empty space near him and I shivered just by thinking about being there. On his other side was a black guy who was staring down at me with the same mischievous grin the blond man had.  

“Yeah,” the black guy said, taking a tiny step back to add to the little empty space in between them. “It would be easier.” 

His eyes darted down to my feet.  

I was standing on my toes just to be able to hold on and he had a point. I still had a while to go before the bus reached my stop and it was already getting tiresome to stand on my toes as the bus shook me. 

Besides, being in between them like this was an offer I couldn’t refuse, not with my legs trembling and clit throbbing with an insatiable lust. 

“Thank you,” I said, meeting their eyes one by one and smiling. 

Maybe if I had taken care of the quench in between my legs before going out into the dark street, I would have thought the gap was too small and I would have said no.  

Who would squeeze in between two handsome men in a crowded bus, just to be near the window?

Maybe if I wasn’t hornier than I’ve ever been, I wouldn’t accept their offer to pin me in between their muscly bodies. 

But I was. 

When I squeezed in between them and turned my back on the blond guy, I noticed that I was fully pushed against him. My asscheeks were squeezed together as I felt his bulge right in between them.

Maybe, if my clit wasn’t throbbing harder than ever since I’ve stepped out of the office,  I wouldn’t have pushed back. 

Maybe I would try to go forward an inch to avoid feeling his cock getting hard very slowly. 

But I didn’t. 

Instead of trying to avoid his hardening bulge, I pushed myself further back and allowed my soaking wet pussy to throb hard against his seemingly impressive length. 

I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t help it. 

It was almost like my body was moving on its own. 

In front of me, the situation wasn’t so different.  

My breasts were pushed against the muscly and broad chest of the black guy and when I looked up, our eyes met. 

His luscious lips were pressed against each other as if it pained him to keep his hands to himself as my hardened nipples pushed against his skin. 

“Comfortable?” He asked, his voice teasing.

“Very,” I said, licking my lips without thinking. 

My cheeks blushed, thinking about how this would have seemed to the rest of the people surrounding us, but the spot that I’ve been in a few seconds ago was already filled and the crowd was even tighter than before. 

When the bus made another stop, we were squeezed in together even more, making it impossible to avoid their muscly bodies pinning against me.

I didn’t have any complaints. 

Everyone was squeezed against each other and no one had enough perspective to take a step back and look down to see my asscheeks pressing against the blond stranger’s bulge behind me. 

But I knew there was something different about the way we pressed against each other. His cock was getting bigger beneath his pants and it was threatening to quench the ache in between my legs with a single thrust. 

The idea of him penetrating me right here on the bus made my cheeks blush even more, my pulse racing at the thought as I tried to avert my eyes from the guy standing in front of me. 

But I couldn’t. He was so handsome and sexy that all I wanted was to stare at him and touch myself. 

The bus shook and the black guy in front of me pressed against me harder, so much that I could feel his leg pushing against my cunt. 

I didn’t know if they knew each other, but being squeezed in between them like this was making my pussy throb harder and my pulse was racing so much that I was sure my whole body was going to start shivering in a minute, betraying my thirst and forcing them to quench it. 

My legs were shaking, messing with my balance just enough to push things over the edge. 

Maybe that’s why I held onto the muscly arm of the black guy standing in front of me when the bus suddenly stopped in front of a traffic light. 

Maybe it was because I was on the verge of cracking down with the dry spell I’ve been having. 

It didn’t matter why. 

All that mattered in that moment was that it felt good, no matter how wrong it was. 

He felt warm and hard against my fingers. 

An urge to move my hand up to his chest and then down to his tightening bulge overwhelmed my thoughts.  

I looked up to meet his beautiful brown eyes. 

He was smiling. 

“You’re gorgeous,” he said, sinking his teeth down to his lower lip and smiling sexily. 

“That she is,” the blond guy said behind me. 

I didn’t think before I acted. My body took over and I reached forward with my lips just as I pressed my ass harder against the blond guy’s bulge. 

Two things happened at once. 

The lining of the blond guy’s cock slid in between my asscheeks just as my mouth was covered with a lustful kiss from the guy in front of me.  

Jolts of pleasure spread across my body from both centers as I kissed him back and started to grind against the throbbing cock in between my asscheeks.  

A few heads turned our way, belonging to those who had noticed that we got on the bus separately, but no one said anything as our tongues met in a passionate kiss that took my breath away. 
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