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Stripped Naked
by a Stranger on the Bus



Linsay took her window seat, fourth row back on the drivers' side.
Bus 39A was her daily commute home from work. For the most part the
same faces, give or take a few on various days, appeared ghostly
and tired after their 8 hour shift. Linsay felt unusually horny
today, and wore a shorter skirt to work. Pleated and three inches
above the knee, it was loose and easily rode up the thigh. The two
upper buttons of her white blouse were opened to reveal her
succulent 34D bosom, upheld by a firm high quality support bra.
Black heels gave lift to her buxom size twelve bum as she wandered
around the office all day, bending and teasing the men. On her
horniest days she enjoyed this – even though it sometimes felt a
little embarrassing. When it got a little too much a quick
clitfrigging in the bathroom during coffeebreak relieved her. She
was certain those smiles were acknowledgement of her flushed face –
'they knew'. Which although embarrassing – was oddly satisfying.
All those men drooling at her and imagining her doing it to herself
in the cubicle. She would grin back when they spent a little too
long in the bathrooms themselves – and grinned wider at their
excuses for having done so.



Linsay noticed the mysterious stranger at the queue, the bus was
almost full, and he entered 3rd from last. Tall, some 5 foot 10
inches, long dark cashmere wool coat – light summer version. White
collar, immaculate, stiff, red tie with elaborate red to black wave
patterns, gold and silver watch, a distinct gold ring on his right
little finger. Immaculate pointed black loafers with silver
buckles. Silver buckled belt – designer label. The expensive
cologne she could smell as he entered. Strange for such a character
to use the bus? He'd be more comfortable in the limo I'm
sure.



His dark eyes topped by eagle eyebrows, aquiline nose, long face
with a distinct, perfectly symmetric chin and high cheeks, dark
brown hair sweeped back in a perfect style – power, authority,
sheer Will, resonated from every atom of his being. Linsay could
only purse her lips and flick a glance up and down his lean
frame.



"Imagine some of that!" she thought to herself. God to be undressed
by such a beast and ravaged would be heaven itself. Linsay smiled
inward – she'd gladly let him strip her and fuck her right there
and then on that busy bus. Even cum inside and make her pregnant.
She didn't care if she never saw him again – to feel hot jets of
cum fired in hard spasms inside her from that would be the
best ever! What a man to have a baby with!



The mere thought of it – him fucking her, naked, on the bus, naked
anywhere, and cumming inside her – deep deep inside her, in big
thrusts and growls, the hot wet jets of cum – made her tingle
terribly. She felt herself moisten. Then he looked straight at her.
She could only hold her breath and look up to him like a yearning
lamb. Her seat was free. He looked to her handbag then up her bare
thigh, up her blouse, his gaze lingered at the top of her cleavage,
then fixed central on her face.



"Do you mind if I sit here?" He asked, politely, but with authority
– the decision was already made. By him. Even if she did not want
him there – and how could she not – it was his decision. Thank
God.



Linsay lifted her bag "Of course!" she yelped, giggled, God don't
sound so silly, so nervous. And put her bag on her lap. On second
thoughts, she put it down by her left ankle – to let him see her
bare legs. She subtly rode her skirt halfway up – he looked down
then gave the most subtle smile. The bus journey would take some 45
minutes. With this god. She would savour it. She would tease him,
with her skirt, her legs, her cleavage, lean over and talk to him –
so he could see down her bra. She liked doing that to men.



For some five minutes, trivial smalltalk exchanged about the
weather, the busride, the news. Linsay by now dared ride her skirt
up as far her thigh as she had ever dared with anyone –
particularly a stranger. But she couldn't have cared less if he
followed her home and raped her at her own front door. The very
thought of that only made her wetter. She'd have taken him in and
raped him back! She leaned over, close, talking smoothly – he did
not fail to notice her cleavage – and he wasn’t ashamed to look.
She liked that – a man who had the confidence to look, admire,
enjoy what he saw and not hide it under some pretence of
'politeness'. It disappointed her when she showed a little bosom or
thigh to some spineless idiot who couldn't give a smile indicating
he appreciated the view. It feels good to know that men find you
beautiful. This god was now drinking up the view. The more she gave
– the more he looked and smiled. She just realised they didn't even
exchange names yet.



Then he leaned over, very close, his face lingering one inch from
hers. The scent from his body, beyond his cologne. The firmness of
his body. His breathing steady yet intense. Lightning sparked
through her stomach and tingles bloomed in her deep spot. Her
nipples pricked up to full alertness. He kissed with slow, intense,
passion – with focus and creativity. Sucks, lip massages, tongues
dipped, danced, licked and flicked, tickled and raced. Sucks that
began so softly now pulsed and deepened. She couldn't possibly do
anything even if she pretended she didn't want it. He, that hot
godlike devil of a stranger, held her by the nape of the neck, ran
his very long fingers through her raven hair, sucking and
kissing.



He began unbuttoning the rest of her blouse. The third button, the
fourth button, the fifth. Linsay let a little soft yelp, as he kept
kissing, her eyes widened and looked into his. His gaze was dark,
intense, wild, powerful, cosmic, sexual. As he opened the last
button his long fingers reached around either sides of her abdomen,
tickling her slightly, converging on her bare back. She jolted a
little, squirmed, whimpered, put up a pathetic ounce of resistance,
but he just kept kissing and kissing. His hands reached up her back
and unclasped her bra. She shuddered and gasped. But he moved
quickly, but with a grace that made his movements seem slow. Time
slowed and dilated with his kisses and lingering long fingered
caresses that tickled her sides, her back, her ribcage and just
under her breasts where the bra now loosened and fell slack.



"Oh God he's stripping me on the bus!" She thought to herself. But
there was nothing Linsay could do. Scream? Cry for help? Then what?
By the time there would be any rescue she'd be naked and halfway to
orgasm. She was quarter way already. Why bother following the
script of being the victim when being a victim felt so good?



He tugged the blouse off her shoulders, the bra fell slacker, her
bare breasts jiggled beneath, barely covered. Down the blouse came,
down her back and arms, the bra carried with it. Linsay gasped and
gave a desperate look, but his gaze remained unchanged – like that
of an eagle enjoying its prey. Something in his subtle smile told
her that he enjoyed making her enjoy it. Which made her even more
helpless. Just as she wanted to be.



He stared at her bare breasts, stared and stared, cupped his hands
upon them, tickled them with those long fingers, jiggled them,
brushed the nipples. She felt so terribly ashamed and embarrassed.
Yet she felt so unbelievably thrilled – her panties were soaking!
The tingles surged through her entire vagina, blooming in the deep
spot and burning in her clitoral bulb with intense fury. Her
nipples pointed rigid and were so sensitive the static in the air
sent little shocks around them. His caresses and sucks did not ease
her pain. Linsay tried in vain to stifle her shuddering gasps, her
trembling shoulders. The passengers on the seats opposite stared
straight at her – their expressions unreadable. She tried to cover
herself, but the god just uncovered her and showed her off more.
Shame got punished with shame. She got desperately embarrassed and
crossed her arms – he uncrossed them firmly, and held her bare
breasted for a very long hot minute, before kissing the entire
bosom all over again. Then he threw her bra and blouse down the
back of the bus, smirking.



"God how evil!" She thought, and this only excited her further. How
was she going to get her clothes back???



Those long dextrous fingers caressed and tickled along her inner
thighs, beginning at the knee. So much for showing off her legs.
Now she was coming to regret it – or was she? She didn't know
anything anymore. She felt so terribly ashamed of herself yet
absolutely loved it. She loved the liberty of it. And loved the
simple sensations of sexual outrage with a hot man without regard
for any social rules. Linsay whimpered – already she would do
anything for an orgasm. She badly needed relieved and he wasn't
helping. He enjoyed making it worse, kissing her entire face,
mouth, neck, shoulders, bosom and nipples as he tickled and fondled
all the way up and down her inner thighs. His fingertips would
brush upon her labia majora through her black soaked panties,
tickling the top of the inner thigh, then crawling all the way back
down to the knee – and even beyond to the ankle, which sent waves
of deeper tingles welling up deep inside her. Each time, his
fingertips brushed her vulva a little more – longer, fuller, firmer
brushes. Then he yanked her heels off and rolled them down the
aisle of the bus toward the back as if they were bowling balls. The
very light tickles on her feet forced her to squeal and giggle and
squirm and gyrate on the seat. The very last thing she wanted to do
wearing only a skirt and panties. But she couldn't help it. Those
light strokes, very very light touches all around her feet with
those big hands, only made her tingles deepen to the very depths of
her deep spot. The tingles bore deep into the root of her clitoris,
her nipples tingled with such acuity they could explode. It ached.
It almost hurt. Heads turned to look, bodies rose from their seats
to peak. Some whispers, some laughter – God the embarrassment!
Linsay tried to hide, crouch down the seat, cover her bosom. But he
– that god – only lifted her higher and held her arms apart firmly,
her breasts felt so terribly bare! Thankfully, only the two men
sitting on the seat opposite, and now the third row seat opposite,
could see her – and now they grinned. She felt herself blush
terribly. She could only look at the floor.



"Look them in the eye" the god commanded. She obeyed. She stared at
them – gave her wickedest sexiest stare she could. But she knew she
couldn't hide her blushing embarrassment, her pointing nipples
exposed her shameful arousal. She knew they knew this as they
grinned back at her, gazing up and down, at her bare heaving
breasts, her bare thighs, her crimson face. She was breathing
deeply and at a quickened pace. The fondles and caresses skirted
around the waistband of her skirt and he began to tug. She
resisted, gripped at his fingertips. He simply prised her wrists
away and yanked the skirt down. When she pulled tight into the seat
to stop him – he simply shocked her with an intense flurry of
tickles on the backs of her knees, up the backs of her legs and
over her buttocks. She gyrated upward squealing helplessly and
within two seconds her skirt was yanked right below her knees. She
instinctively gripped her panties and pulled them up as they
flipped below her mons veneris. The grins from the seats opposite
told her they had a good look. She was so wet. So unbearably
embarrassed and horny. The skirt was thrown down the back of the
bus. The whispers and laughter spread. And a few small cheers,
whistles and catcalls informed Linsay her shame was now the main
topic of conversation. She was dying to get off – yet enjoying the
ride too much. She badly needed to cum. Somehow. Somewhere. Even if
it was here – right now on this bus – she badly needed to
cum.



The god straddled her across his lap, she tried to climb down and
hide herself but this resulted only in heavy fondling over her
entire bare body, tickles that made her squirm and kick against the
front seat – causing the man and woman in front to turn and grin,
stare at her, raise their eyebrows and say only "wow!" She felt so
terribly ashamed. Her clothes were far away – down there – past all
those people. What was she going to do? She tried to raise her
knees and cover her cleavage again before the front seat audience.
The god only forced her knees and arms apart. He was so
unbelievably strong – and that strength only made her hornier. To
get raped on this bus by him, and have him cum inside
– right here, right now, in front of everybody. Would be such a
shameful relief.



He slipped his big strong hand down the front of her panties,
causing her to yelp and jolt. Kissing her heavily in the mouth,
cradling her in his big strong left arm, her head rested upon his
strong tight muscular shoulder, he ran his fingers up and down her
vulva – petting it passionately, lightly then firmly. His
fingertips then combed and glided up and down her soaking slit,
four fingers darting over her turgid clitoris, back and forth they
went, all the way from button to lovehole, the tingles were
terrible. She could not do anything but whimper, whine and moan
into his mouth. She no longer cared about the stares from the front
or opposite side. They saw everything anyway. Well – almost
everything.



When he slipped his two very big middle fingers deep into her
soaking vagina, and began playing 'curvies', curving back and
forth, flicking those big powerful fingertips, hammering at her
raging tingling deep spot, she simply couldn’t help herself. She
began to cry and whimper and whine into his hot kissing mouth,
sucking passionately, as he kept flicking those fingers, sometimes
surging them up and down, giving a pulsing wave to the flicks. Back
and forth, up and down, the tingles were pluming and billowing like
flames on the surface of a blazing star, surging out into her
pelvis, down her vagina, causing her to buck and jerk and gyrate
reflexively. Her panties slipped halfway down her bumcheeks and
were almost off her. It was unbearable. The thrill, the
embarrassment, the deep tingles which were now continuous like
Pacific Ocean waves. Huge and powerful – one barely distinct from
the other. Then he slowed down, then stopped, fingers still inside.
His tongue licked the roof of her mouth, his lips on her lips,
pressed, breathing hard, aggressively. God please rape me and give
me your cum!



With a sudden motion – his fingers yanked out causing a surge of
tingles forcing her to yelp, he yanked down her panties and tugged
them forcefully off her ankles, tore them between his big strong
fingers and threw them down the bus. The crowd cheered as she
gasped and shuddered. The shock of what he just did was
overwhelming. Now everyone clearly knew what was happening. She had
to face these people on the bus every day! How would she do
it?



One second felt like hours – she lay shocked, wide eyes, completely
one hundred percent stark naked, stripped by a stranger on the bus.
She curled into a little ball in shame. The tingles were absolutely
unbearable – she was so sensitive after that fingering and rather
than relieve her he only made her worse. Curling into a ball of
nakedness trying in vain to cover her nakedness was a bad
mistake.



"You haven't learned anything yet have you?" He said coolly.



"Oh God. He's going to expose me again for hiding myself" Linsay
thought.



The shock was overwhelming when he threw her over his lap, legs
facing out over the aisle, her bum bared for all to see up and down
the bus. She was dying with embarrassment. The first hard smack
struck right across both cheeks and caused her to stiffen and jerk
her body. Linsay squealed. That big hand was strong. The next
smack. Then another, then another, faster they came. Some twenty
long hard smacks punished her disgraced bare bum for trying to hide
itself. She was blushing all over – she was certain, her whole body
felt hot, sweaty, trembling, redolent with static electricity and
such unbearable sensitivity she could feel the very touch of the
gaze from every pair of eyes on the bus.



"Are you going to cover yourself again?" He asked firmly. The
cheering on the bus was overwhelming. She was still over his lap
and was dying to curl back into that seat.



"No sir." She whimpered. "Please sir..."



"Please what?"



"Please make me cum..." she yearned



"Why?" he asked firmly



"I want my clothes back."



"I asked why."



"Because I'm so horny." She confessed.



"Why are you horny?" he commanded to know.



"It's... It's so naughty... I'm so embarrassed. And I love
you."



"Love me? You mean you're in lust with me – and that's good. So
long as you're honest about it." He said. He was rubbing her
bumcheeks now, fondling them, in front of everyone, she could have
died of shame. When he parted her bumcheeks and asked the men
across from her if she has a pretty anus she almost cried. She
whimpered and shed tears. She was so unbelievably ashamed – yet
showing her anus off to strangers only made her hornier.



"Spread your legs apart – let them see you" He commanded.



She hesitated. Six big hard smacks. She felt the urge to pee
herself. Not now – not in public – please. Six more smacks and her
anus exposed. She spread her legs, showing off her creamy vulva
from behind. He kept her cheeks apart – baring her anus and her
partially opened pink for everyone to enjoy.



"Isn't she so creamy and wet?" He asked. The men across cheered.
She felt the ground could have swallowed her up – after he made her
cum and came inside her of course. She was too horny to die of
embarrassment before cumming.



He sat her on his lap like a little girl. Holding her bumcheeks in
his big hands, kissing her face and neck.



"Are you enjoying yourself?" He asked.



"Yes sir." She gasped, eyes closed – both in ecstasy and in utter
shame. When she opened her eyes and looked down the back of the
bus, everyone smiling toward her – cheering – staring at her bare
breasts, the wave of embarrassment almost knocked her over.



"Do you like being stripped naked by a stranger on the bus?"



"Yes"



"Why?"



"Because it's so naughty. I'm so ashamed – and that's thrilling.
Somehow it turns me on." She kept talking, eyes closed again,
leaning against him, breathing in his scent – which only made her
want him more. "Please rape me." She whispered passionately into
his ear.



His fingertips were playing with her bare anus as the other hand
ran along her soaking vulva. "The couple in front are watching me
play with both your holes." He whispered back.



"Oh God!!!" she shivered, convulsed, hugged closer in shame and
passion. "Are they really looking?"



"Yes – they're staring." He said, biting her neck. "Do you want me
to cum inside you? Hmm?"



Linsay could only swallow. The shame, the utter need for his fuck,
the thrill – the thought of getting fucked by this perfect looking
god. This god that takes what he wants, does what he wants, gets
what he wants. To get stripped, sexually tortured and fucked by
that, by him. She found her voice again and
gasped:



"Yesss-s-s-s..." and shuddered as she hugged close into him, trying
to get his cashmere coat to somehow cover her just a little. He
immediately became aware of this.



"You think I don't know that you're trying to hide yourself hmm?"
He said wryly.



"Oh please sir!" She shivered, God what was he going to do to her
now???



"Stand up." He commanded, coolly, quietly, with no harshness in his
voice. He was too powerful to need any kind of cruelty or coercion.
His Will was enough.



Linsay swallowed. Oh God – to have to stand up completely naked on
the aisle.



"Please... I can't..." she whined. "I'm so ashamed..." The tingles
were burning her entire pelvis – it would take very little to cause
an explosive orgasm. And that combined with the need to pee. Those
curvies really did not help her bladder. Any more flicking fingers
deep inside – and shame would become a deluge of shame.



"Stand up. Let everyone see you." He said again, coolly, with a
slight wryness in his voice, a little wily even.



"I'll fuck you if you stand up. That's a good girl." He
coaxed.



"Oh God please fuck me!" She whimpered, begging, yearning.



"I promise. Now stand up – let everyone look at you." He
whispered.



Linsay just couldn't pluck up the courage. Suddenly, he took her
left wrist with his left hand, right hand on right buttock – he
rose her up and stood her right in the middle of the aisle. The
passengers erupted in cheers, catcalls, whoops and whistles. She
almost went faint and fell over but He held her up firm. She felt
the four seats in front staring back, at her bare bum, her bare
back, everything waving with the motion of the bus. Her breasts
jiggles as the bus rumbled along the road, turning in the traffic,
shaking slightly with gear shifts. Everything felt so unbearably
naked. Jiggling, wiggling, waving, bared for all to see. Her
smooth, waved vulva had not a single hair to hide itself. He stood
beside her, raised her arms, flexing her breasts and back – she
felt her bum tighten and her mons veneris flex, that little
cameltoe slit received a dozen stares as did her nipples. He slowly
turned her three times like a ballerina for the crowd to enjoy her
beautiful body front and back. Nothing was left to their
imaginations. He fondled her all over her body in front of
everyone. Then raised both her feet and placed them onto the tops
of the seats, spreading her wide before all staring eyes. The crowd
went wild. With his hand beneath her buttocks for support, he
pushed her up and down – waving her vulva for the crowd. Finally,
he put her on all fours, pushed his hand on her lower back causing
her to flex her bum upward, kicked gently her knees apart – giving
all a good view from the rear. Using his fingertips – he gently
tickled her exposed anus to indicate just how bared she was for
everyone, and ran them along her entire vulva and around her
cheeks. She felt beyond unbearably naked as the cream coursed down
her slit.



He took her back to the seat, she was now beyond embarrassment and
only filled with thrills and yearning. The crowd still cheered and
catcalled. How she would face these people again every day she did
not know. But Linsay could only make one sincere confession to
herself – she was enjoying it too much to turn back. Hot sucking
kisses and anal ticklings caused her to jolt and gyrate. As his
left hand teased her bum and anus, his right lightly glided up and
down her hamstrings – deepening the tingles in her vagina again.
She badly needed to cum.



"Please fuck me!" she begged, louder than she intended. The crowd
laughed and cheered upon hearing this desperate request. She
blushed deeper. His big fingers slipped back inside. Oh God – not
again, not now.



"Oh God please! I'll pee myself!" She begged, again a little louder
than intended – she lost control of the volume of her own voice.
More cheers and laughter. It couldn't get any worse.



He said nothing – just kept kissing. The fingertips found her deep
spot and rested comfortably – just resting. The full length of his
fingers, so firm along the walls of her vagina, the fingertips
wedged deeply. The tingles were agony. Every small movement and
gesture, every little stroke up and down, every twitch of those
fingertips – were unbearable. Her voice was shuddering with her
shivering breathing. Her entire body trembled with excitement,
shame, thrills, and the need to orgasm.



The heavy curvies and flicks began. She could only wail and cry and
grip tight, biting his neck and sucking his mouth. His fingertip in
her anus as he curvied deep deep deep inside her vagina. His big
hand, finger in anus, jerked her back and forth firmly until she
gyrated her hips in her own wider rhythm. The tingles build into a
tsunami. She was literally fucking his big hand. Fucking those big
fingers. Naked on the bus, stripped by the stranger, fucking him.
She wanted to fuck that big cock – anything for his cum. Anything,
anything for his cum. She sucked his mouth and with a final flurry
of curvies and intense, tight, rocking, shuddering gyrations she
screamed in an orgasm so strong all efforts to contain her dignity
were abysmal. She felt the first trickles of urine. The tingles
were still overpowering. He flipped her up against the bus window,
her legs yanked apart, and skilfully fingerfucked deeply, curvying
and sliding at once, playing an intense game of 'come here',
forcing her bladder to empty itself in a huge jet, as those in the
aisle opposite cheered in delight at her disgrace. Those from the
back of the bus had crowded down for a closer look – they saw
everything. They saw her jet of urine straight from her exposed
urethra. The saw her vagina receiving a deep fingerfucking. They
saw it clench upon those powerful fingers on her second orgasm.
They saw her open anus and vagina when he removed his fingers and
saw that anus clench with the orgasm. They saw her nipples and
every part of her beautiful body both front and back and all in
between both inside and outside. She had nothing left to hide – not
an ounce of dignity – and all the shame in the world to show. But
such emancipation she had never known, such a thrill, such a relief
or so powerful an orgasm – this god gave all that to
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