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I don’t know why, but being on the bus had always made me horny in an embarrassing and utterly exciting way. 

Maybe it’s because of the gentle shaking of the vehicle, or the fact that you become a stranger among strangers when you use public transportation, and that gives you some kind of freedom. 

Or maybe it’s because there is nothing you could do to stop that quench in between your legs and that adds to your desperate need to do something. 

At least, I thought you couldn’t do anything to stop that quench... 

No matter the reason for my unexplained horniness whenever I’ve got on a bus, the knowledge that my legs would start trembling as soon as I sat down and had a moment to myself would generally work almost like a self-fulling prophecy. Even if I hadn’t been thinking about it, my subconscious would ensure the thoughts came to me at once. 

Once, when I was younger, the need to do something about it had become so strong that my wandering hand had intervened, shutting my rational mind and settling in between my legs, on top of my throbbing clit. As I covered my hand using my jacket and closed my eyes, all I feared was that someone would notice my blushing cheeks, glowing skin and gently shaking body and say something. 

No one did. I gave myself the release I’ve been needing so desperately and but once a glow of satisfaction took over me and I opened my eyes, I saw that an old woman was looking at me, with disgust and surprise in her wrinkly face.

If she had pearls, she would be clutching them for sure. 

I was embarrassed to death, but since we were on the bus, there was nothing that I could do to get away from her scorning gaze. I ignored her and pretended that what she had seen was only a figment of her imagination. 

Ever since that incident, I never dared to do something about the rising tension down below my waist, that occurs whenever I get on a bus. And somehow, that made it a lot worse. 

On one of such days, I was trying to keep my mind off all the images rushing to my head as the bus went on its way. 

It was night, so the urge to do something about the intense feelings on my throbbing pussy was a lot stronger than usual. 

The darkness and the decreased visibility were making me feel more courageous; the feeling that I could start touching myself if I really wanted was strong and it was harder to ignore it. The images kept rushing to me, making my pulse race and legs tremble violently. 

I was sitting at the back of the bus, all alone. There weren’t a lot of people on the bus and the ones on were sitting at the front, with their backs turned to me. 

It would be so easy to stop the trembling of my legs with a gentle circling of my fingers. I could even dip the tip of my finger inside my clenching pussy to ease the need which had culminated on that sweet spot. 

At times like these, I would start imagining very naughty things. 

And no matter how hard I’ve tried, I couldn’t shake those thoughts off. 

It would start with something like a hot guy getting on the bus and sitting right next to me. He would realize that I was utterly horny and smile at me. 

I would be courageous in an out of character way and put my hand on his legs, squeezing his hard muscles and sinking my teeth onto my lower lip in a sexy way. He would understand my intentions immediately. 
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