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Except for use
in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in
whole or in part in any form by any electronic mechanical or other
means, now known or hereafter invented, including xerography,
photocopying, and recording, or in any information storage or
retrieval system, is forbidden without the written permission of
the author.

 


This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.
This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please visit your favourite e-book retailer to purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


All characters in this book have no
existence outside the imagination of the author and have no
relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the same name or names. They
are not even distantly inspired by any individual known or unknown
to the author, and all incidents are pure invention.
All sexually active
characters depicted in this work of erotic fiction are at least 18
years of age or older.

 


 


Following four
novels and a (so far) 8 part serial, this is one of my first short
stories, and the first with this particular type of plot. The
overall idea is similar in most of the others, that of blackmail
and sex. If you enjoy reading this, then please give those a
try.


Filmed on the Night Bus

 


 Starting a new job is always a good reason to be nervous, and I
certainly was as I waited to get on the bus. I was trying something
new, and in an area I had not previously worked in before, which
made it twice as bad. This could be a big thing for me — but,
equally, it could end in abject failure.

 


 When I stepped aboard, the only
space was about halfway back and against the window. I needed to
ask the guy sitting there to move his legs so that I could squeeze
by. A gentleman would have scooted over himself, and I was sure
this bloke was getting a good look at my butt as it went past only
inches from his face.

 


 As we settled into place, his hand
brushed against my leg. I ignored it at first, but it kept
happening. It seemed that with every motion of the now moving bus
the back of his hand, which was placed palm down on his leg, would
rub further along my tights.

 


 I squeezed as far out of his way
as I could, but he only opened his legs further — manspreading —
and kept the contact going. It was annoying, but I was going to
keep my peace and deal with it to avoid causing trouble.

 


 The man turned his hand so that it
was facing me. He was now seeming to exaggerate every movement and
as I, at first, let it go, his hand was touching me from my knee to
the bottom of my thigh-length skirt.

 


 That had to stop! I tried to pick his
hand up and drop it back onto his leg, but he resisted, and that
resulted in a tighter grip on my thigh as I struggled to get him
off.

 


 Looking
around, it seemed that no one else was aware of what was happening.
I slapped his hand as a clear signal to him that this was
not
okay!

 


 He didn’t say anything but used his
other hand to slap me back. He glared at me and held me tightly by
the wrist while moving his now free hand again.

 


 This time he didn’t stop at the
bottom of my skirt but started sliding it as far as possible up my
leg. I jammed them both together, to try and prevent this from
going on, but he pushed between them and tried to overcome my
inward pressure.

 


 Suddenly there was a voice from
behind us, and I felt a moment of joy. One of the men there had
seen what was happening and was going to intervene.

 


 He did, but only to offer to hold the
hand that was currently with the other. This was passed up, and
back, and left my attacker with both hands free to molest me
further.

 


 From the other side at my rear came
the man at that place. He took my one free hand and held that
tightly between the two of his.

 


 With my arms lifted in the air and
held out of the way — by his friends, I assumed as I panicked a
little — the bloke I was sharing a seat with now had both of his
free, and I was able to offer little resistance to him as he turned
to face me.

 


 He leaned in for a kiss and, when
I turned my face away, was quite brutal in the level of force that
he used to bring me back into line. With one hand holding my head
in position as he kissed me, the other was free to grope my
boobs.

 


 For a moment or two, I considered
biting his tongue as it entered my mouth, but that was a bad idea.
I needed to find a way to work through what was happening, and with
three of them involved that was going to be tricky.

 


 I kicked the back of the seat in
front of me, repetitively, to attract the attention of those
sitting there and look for their aid, but when the two men turned
around it was quickly obvious that this had been a mistake. They
grinned and turned to kneel on their seats and give words of
encouragement to my attacker as they watched.

 


 When he moved his hand to the
bottom of my skirt, trying to lift it further, I clamped my legs
closed again, but the two men in the row in front of me used their
strength to help hold them apart.

 


 For the moment, the tugging of my
skirt stopped as he headed straight up the inside. He held my face,
giving me a deep kiss as his fingers ran over the front of my
panties. I squirmed in place but was powerless to
resist.

 


 I could hear something being said
between the men, but not what it was. However, he then removed the
hands from my face and my pussy, and instead pulled open the two
sides of my already undone jacket.

 


 I looked at the faces in front of me,
and then at those of the other passengers nearby. They were
studiously ignoring what was happening as he undid the buttons on
my blouse.

 


 I was shaking about, trying to
dislodge hands from my body, but stopped when I realised that they
were laughing at me. My violent movements were causing my boobs to
wobble and vibrate, and this only seemed to be encouraging
them!

 


 A few seconds later, he slid a
palm down my bra and pushed the cup down, my breast coming free.
The other quickly followed suit. The men behind me were leaning
forward over my shoulders so that they could get a clear look as I
was fondled.

 


 At first, he was content to play with
my boobs, to cup and almost weigh them, but then he started to tug
and pull on my nipples. The size of them had often been commented
on by my boyfriends, and these five
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