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The second the
man stepped onto the coach, I was breathless. He was gorgeous.
About my age or maybe a little older, like mid-twenties or so. He
was really tall and I had never seen such broad shoulders on such a
slim frame. It was hard to make out his face in the black winter
night. The light from passing traffic sporadically flooded the
windscreen, illuminating his profile for seconds at a time as he
conversed with the driver.

Just those
brief flashes revealed a face that snatched my heart and stole my
breath, much in the same way as the biting wind outside. He looked
like a young Brad Pitt, all square jawed and floppy haired. I
couldn’t make out the colour, given the dark night.

I openly gawped
at him from the safety of my seat near the back of the coach. Maybe
he sensed me staring and like an animal he could smell my lust. Or
maybe it was fate, or just plain old fashioned luck. Either way, he
chose to walk up the centre aisle as the coach lurched forward
instead of sitting near the front. The bus was less than half full,
he didn’t have to walk to the back.

Much less sit
on the seat adjacent to mine.

But sit there
he did.

I watched the
elegant way he sat down, stretching out those long legs sideways in
the double seat and slinging the rucksack onto the window seat. He
shrugged off the short, beat up leather jacket revealing a plain
white t-shirt that seemed to glow in the night.

I rather
fancied myself as invisible right then, for I continued to stare
openly at him. I certainly wasn’t expecting him to turn his head in
my direction and throw me a wolfish grin.

I sheepishly
smiled back, but I guessed it probably looked more of a rictus grin
as my lips felt stretched tight.

Embarrassed, I
shuffled my sorry butt over to the window seat and rested my
burning cheek against the cold glass. Outside it had started to
rain in earnest. Thick sheets of water poured down my window.

I so wanted to
look at him again. It took every last ounce of my will power not to
do so. Instead I watched the downpour, the way the thick heavy
drops ran in rivulets down the glass.

I managed not
to look for all of twenty seconds.

And when I did
he was staring at me.

Damn it,
I thought, heart pounding. Caught.

I turned away
again and studied the rain, my entire body tingling and alive. I
crossed my legs beneath the long skirt and thick tights I wore and
hugged my arms around my midriff like I was cold, except I wasn’t
cold. There was an ache between my legs I couldn’t ignore. I had a
sudden image of him next to me with his hand up my skirt, tugging
down my tights and knickers…

A phlegmy cough
made me jump, yanking me out of my fantasy. The noise came from the
old lady in the seat behind Him. I glanced at her. Her head was
nodding into the crook of her neck, her eyelids heavy. I figured
her own cough had briefly woken her up, and now she was drifting
back to sleep again.

I resumed my
staring out of the window, but not before stealing one more glance
at Him.

Fuck, he was
still staring.

A few moments
later, I felt a gentle pressure against my shoulder.

And bugger me
if it wasn’t Him.

I could do
nothing but stare at him in wide eyed shock.

“Hi,” he said
softly, his shoulder brushing against mine.

It felt
insanely good to touch him. It made me feel light headed yet
hyper-aware all at the same time.

I looked past
him at the old woman. She was fast asleep. There was no one in the
seat directly before us or behind us. Between the steady rumble of
the engine and the sheet like rain I doubted anyone on the coach
would have heard him speak.

“Hello,” I
replied, my heart in my mouth.

“Where are you
getting off?” he asked.

I told him. He
smirked at me.

“I get off
before you then. But that still means we have one hour to kill
before my stop.”

His grin said
it all but I played dumb.

“Do you do this
journey often?” I asked

“Obviously you
don’t otherwise you wouldn’t ask.”

He was right. I
had been staying with a friend I didn’t see often and the coach was
cheaper than the train.

I tried a
different tact. “I’m Belinda.”

“It’s a
pleasure to meet you Belinda.”

A flash of
lightening split the night sky, highlighting the hard planes of his
handsome face.

Pale blue
eyes and brown hair, I thought irrelevantly.

“Aren’t you
going to tell me your name?”

“No.”

The thunder
outside rumbled, and the coach lurched a little.

“That’s not
very polite,” I said.

He smiled at me
in the dark. “I’m not a very polite man. Would you like me to tell
you what I am instead?”

Now my heart
was tripping and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. “If you
must.”

“I’m a very
horny man. Would you like to see?”

Oh boy, I
really did. But at the same time the sane part of me thought how
weird and sleazy this whole situation was.

I didn’t have
to play along. No one was holding a gun to my head. So God knows
why I said what I said next.

“Yeah, I would
like to see.”

I sucked in a
sharp intake of breath when he pulled down the zipper of his jeans
and his hard cock jutted out of his lap. He was huge. Even
in the dark I could see the tip of thing glistening with
precum.

“Touch it,” he
whispered.

I should’ve
been scared right then but I wasn’t. I felt daring and naughty,
wanton and dangerous.

So I touched
it. It felt hard and hot beneath my fingertips. I was mesmerized by
the shadowy shape and curled my fingers around the base and gave it
a squeeze, testing its solidity. It was like touching a flesh
covered rock.

I lifted my
gaze from his lap and saw his eyes were closed.

“That feels
great,” he said as if he could sense my eyes on his face.

He opened his
eyes and gazed deep into mine. I stared into the shadowy depths,
wishing it wasn’t so dark so I could read his expression yet at the
same time grateful for the cover of darkness.

“Take off your
tights and knickers,” he whispered.

Just the
suggestion had my pussy throbbing hard like someone had pinged an
elastic band against my clit. My knickers felt wet and sticky and I
writhed a little on the seat.

“I know you
want to,” he said in a low voice. “Do it.”

He wasn’t
making me do anything I didn’t want to do. We were surrounded by
people. I was safe. I could probably get him arrested for this.

As if in a
dream I removed my hand from his cock and leaned over to unzip my
sensible shin length boots.

The zipper
sounded inordinately loud in the darkness and I unzipped the second
foot more slowly.

Next I lifted
up my rump slightly in the seat and unrolled my thick winter tights
from the waist, pulling my knickers down with them.

The garments
bunched up at my ankles in a tangled ball of cloth and I picked
them up, carefully placing them on the seat next to me.

I can’t even
begin to explain how daring and sexual I felt. Right then, I would
have done anything he asked.

“Lift up your
skirt and spread your legs,” he said in a husky whisper.

I trembled all
over as I did as he instructed. The air felt cool on my bare thighs
when I spread my legs.

When the air
hit my wet pussy I gasped loudly. My heart was beating so
aggressively I was sure he could hear it. I had visions of it
waking the sleeping old woman.

The rain
continued to pour down in great sheets, obscuring the view of the
motorway and pounding the roof in an angry attack.

Me and him may
as well of been alone, and in a sense, we were.

I watched his
face, the way his eyes were locked onto my pussy.

“I can’t see
anything,” he said, “wait a second.”

He lifted up
his hips slightly and reached into a back pocket of his jeans,
producing a mobile. My heart tripped in fear at the implications of
that.

“Torch,” he
said. My legs snapped shut in embarrassment. “Relax, you’re in the
window seat, no one can see.”

His hand on my
leg made my resolve melt away. Gently he prised open my thighs and
turned on his torch. My pussy was now lit clearly lit and I
squirmed in arousal as his eyes feasted on my cunt. With his other
hand he lightly stroked his cock.

“Not a natural
blonde I see. Still, I like a bit of hair. You’re a filthy whore,”
he said in a low gentle voice. “Touch yourself.”

His dirty words
made my stomach flick flack and the breath catch in my throat. My
hand slipped between legs. My fingers glided over the hot wetness
of my pussy. I had never been so wet. My cunt felt wound up tight
like a clock. I was so aroused just the smallest of touches sent
lightning bolts of desire shooting outwards from my clit.

I was a
tingling, throbbing, aching, horny mess.

“Suck my cock,”
he ordered.

It suddenly
struck me how easily we had fallen into dominant and submissive
roles. It was something I had fantasised about but never
experienced before. The more he bossed me around, the hornier I
got. I wanted him to sexually humiliate me, I wanted to be in his
power, he couldn’t be dirty enough for me.

But he sure as
hell was trying.

“Do it,” he
hissed, fisting the back of my neat blonde bob and shoving me
awkwardly down onto his lap.

My mouth landed
on his cock and he held me there by the back of my neck. I began to
suck his thick length straightaway, seeing as I didn’t have any
choice in the matter.

He tasted a
little salty and bitter, but the unwashed male aroma only added to
his masculine appeal. I eagerly bobbed up and down on his lap,
enjoying the musky taste of precum slipping down the back of my
throat like an oyster.

He kept a hold
of my neck but he didn’t try to fuck my throat. I was kind of sad
about that, I actually wanted to be forced to perform deep throat
on him. I wanted to feel that power exerted over me and I wanted to
briefly choke on his cock and feel that panic of having my airways
cut off.

Like I say, he
couldn’t be dirty enough for me.

I did this for
a few minutes until he pulled me off him by the hair.

I sat there
panting, patiently waiting on his next instructions.

“Unclasp your
bra and lift up your sweater.”

With trembling
fingers I reached behind my back and unclasped the hook and eye. I
hesitated for a second, casting an eye around the coach. No one was
in my line of sight so it stood to perfect reason no one could see
me. Even so, I was nervous about doing it. Somebody only had to
stand up and I would be spotted flashing my tits.

“Come on, let
me see your tits.”

I looked at the
drop dead gorgeous stranger and I had to obey. So I lifted up my
black pullover and let my big tits spill out of the bottom of the
bra.

“Mmm, lovely,”
he said, his big cock twitching at the sight of them.

I’m proud of my
tits. They’re a firm D cup. I knew I had a good body and I was
really getting off on showing it off to a stranger.

“Let me
photograph you,” he begged huskily.

Eagerly I
nodded my assent. “Just not my face.”

“It ain’t your
face I’m interested in.”

He held the
camera of his phone close to my tits and snapped off a few before
showing me the pictures. My breath hitched in my throat at sight of
my tits in close up. I looked hot, even if I did say so
myself.

He moved the
phone to my pussy and snapped off a few more.

“Play with
yourself. Hold yourself open for the camera.”

I almost cried
out when I touched my slick folds. I was so wet my fingers were
instantly drenched. I help my pussy lips open with my fingers in an
upside down ‘V’ shape.

“That’s great,”
he said, clicking away on the phone. “Now fuck your sweet hole with
the finger of your other hand.”

I did and I bit
my plump lower lip so hard I actually drew blood. I was close to
cumming, and I hadn’t even touched my clit.

 

“Fuck you’re
hot, you’re the hottest fucking whore I’ve ever met. Can I make a
film of this?”

He shuffled
forward a little in his seat and pointed the camera at my torso,
not waiting for me to agree.

I moaned and
squirmed, now finger fucking myself with two fingers. I continued
to hold open my pussy lips with my other hand and pistoned in and
out of myself at speed.

“Yeah baby,
treat yourself rough, I love it. Before you cum slap those titties
around a bit.”

I moved my
hands up to my chest, my fingers slick with my own juices. I held
onto my tits, the flesh spilling out around my fingers. I pushed
them up and together, pinching the nipples hard between thumb and
forefinger. The thought that anyone could accidently see this at
any second just got me hotter. I moaned and lifted up my bum a
little in the seat so the camera could see just how good and wet I
was.

I held onto my
tits and gave them a good jiggle, loving how the firm flesh felt
wobbling in my palms.

“How does that
feel?” he asked me in a low voice that was thick with desire.

I could only
groan in response, the horniness completely washing away all
rational thought as heavy and as dense as the rain outside the
coach window.

Without warning
he reached out and slapped me hard across one tit with his free
hand. I gasped, just managing to swallow down the cry of shock in
time.

“Answer me when
I’m talking to you.”

“It feels
good,” I stammered in a whisper, not believing he had actually
struck me.

Or how it had
made me even hornier.

“Good? Come on,
you can do better than that. Tell me what a dirty slut you
are.”

It suddenly
dawned on me that my face was on the camera too. I was angry for a
moment, but just as quickly it vanished. For the most bizarre
reason, I trusted this man.

“I’m a slut,” I
whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding rain and hum
of the engine. “I’m a dirty whore and I want to cum and I want
cock.”

“Good girl, go
on, knock yourself out. Cum for me baby.”

I kept one hand
on my tits, plucking my nipples in turn while I frantically rubbed
my clit. He filmed me, one hand on his cock as I quickly rubbed
myself into a frenzy.

The most
powerful orgasm of my life overtook me and as I came I gazed
longingly at his cock. The pleasure was so intense I could hardly
breathe and it took every last ounce of willpower not to scream out
in pleasure.

I slumped back
in the seat when I was done, exhausted and spent.

But the
stranger let me rest for all of two seconds. I noticed he was no
longer filming me and I felt a little tug of disappointment.

I instantly
forgot to feel disappointed when he stuck his hand on my pussy.
Just his light touch on my still sensitive clit had me fired up
again and ready to go.

“Climb over
me,” he said, sliding over towards my window seat, forcing me to
hop ungainly over his lap to sit on the aisle seat.

I gasped in
horror. If any of the handful of people sat on the other side of
the aisle had of turned their heads to look backwards… I shuddered
at the thought. Anyone could’ve seen him just now, sat there with
his cock out. I hastily rearranged my clothes, feeling more than a
little bit vulnerable. Luckily there was no one behind us on the
coach, apart from the old woman who was now snoring softly.

The man laughed
at my sudden cold feet. “Bit late for the sudden bout of shame and
fear isn’t it? Relax will you, even if someone did turn round
they’d only see the face of the person on the aisle seat. And not
even that clearly as it’s so dark.”

I can’t say I
was completely with him on that one, but never mind. I was being
silly, especially as I had just let him film me wanking in the
dirtiest manner possible, with my face on camera too.

“Sit on it
whore,” he said, holding his stiff cock by the base.

I climbed onto
his lap, briefly wondering how the hell we were going to manage
this one. He guided me, manipulating my eager body just where he
wanted me. He arranged me so I was facing away from him and peering
over the seat in front of me.

Suddenly I was
nervous. Anyone could turn round and see me. They would wonder what
I was doing.

I felt his
fingers dipping into my wet cunt and I ground my hips backwards,
encouraging him to slide in his cock.

He obliged me.
The feel of his hard shaft slipping up inside me was total sensory
overload. I wanted to howl like an animal and I don’t know how I
managed to hold it in.

He held onto my
hips and bodily moved me up and down on his cock. Now the top part
of my head was bouncing up and down over the seat. Thank God I was
short and the backs of the seats were high.

But fuck it
felt so good, even if there could be no mistaking what was going on
if anyone should see.

He pulled me
off his cock with a wet pop that I felt sure everybody on the coach
would hear, even above the rainstorm.

I got the
surprise of my life when he decided to stick his cock up my virgin
arsehole. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from screaming.
His cock was well oiled with my cunt juices and the head of it
pushed firmly against my anus.

I didn’t stop
him because I’d always secretly wanted to try anal but had never
quite been brave enough and previous boyfriends hadn’t been pushy
enough.

Well, now I was
going to get some.

He gripped my
hips and eased me down onto his fat cock. The worst part was
pushing past the sphincter muscle, that hurt like fuck.

But once he was
all the way in, it wasn’t so bad. He held me still on his dick so I
could get used to the feeling of being utterly fucked full.

Lightning
flashed outside, and I closed my eyes, feeling like I wasn’t me
anymore. He slowly pumped my body up and down on his cock and I
shuddered in a heady mix of pleasure of pain as thunder rumbled
outside the window.

“Touch your
cunt,” he whispered in my ear, “make yourself cum whilst I’m
fucking your arse.”

I groaned and
slipped a hand down to my wet pussy. As I did so he cupped my tits
beneath my sweater and squeezed them hard. He rolled my nipples
beneath his fingertips until I cried out, I couldn’t help myself.
Luckily no one heard, my moan of pleasurable pain was drowned out
by the thunder and rain.

I quickly got
used to having his cock up my arse, which was a good job because
now he was really going for it. He fucked me hard, bouncing me up
and down until I wanted to scream. I rubbed my swollen clit and
pretty soon I was cumming.

Then he was
too. I felt thick ropey jets of cum hitting deep inside my bowels.
He bit my shoulder as he came to prevent himself from crying out,
making me feel like a helpless deer in the grip of a lion’s
mouth.

My orgasm
abated the same time as his. Both our bodies went limp and I could
feel his sperm oozing out of my anus. He helped me off of him and
dumped me onto the aisle seat. I landed in an ungainly heap,
panting heavily.

He zipped
himself up and leaned nonchalantly back in his seat and gazed out
of the window like he hadn’t just fucked a stranger up the arse on
public transport.

It took a bit
more effort and a lot less dignity on my part to get myself
straightened out.

I dressed in
silence. I was zipping up my boots when he spoke.

“My stop.
Excuse me please.”

I shakily got
to my feet to let him out. He nodded politely at me and gathered up
his rucksack on the parallel seat.

So this is it I
thought bitterly. Bye bye stranger. Thanks for the fuck, see you
again sometime never.

Just when I
thought he was going to leave the coach without saying another
word, he turned back to look at me.

“I almost
forgot,” he said, handing me a business card which was impossible
to read in the dim light. “Let’s do this again sometime. Best coach
ride I’ve ever had.”

I accepted the
offered card with a smile and the stranger got off the coach.
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excerpt from STRANGERS ON THE BEACH…

 


Natasha
stretched luxuriously, curling her toes in the golden sand. The sun
beat down on her near naked body and she savoured every last sight,
sound and smell that assaulted her senses. The endless miles of
near empty beach, the cawing of sea gulls on the warm breeze, the
clean salty air mingled with the sweet coconut scent of her sun
cream.

The sound of
approaching male laughter snapped her out of her satisfied, trance
like state. She lifted her head off her beach towel and shielded
her eyes with one hand, looking to see who was coming and
disturbing her peace.

Three guys were
walking in her vague direction.

Really, she
though in agitation. Why do people do that? Miles upon miles of
empty beach, and they home in on the only person in sight.

Still, they
were good looking though. Natasha reached for her sunglasses so she
could sneak a peek at the newcomers without their knowing.

They stopped
around ten metres from her and flopped onto the sand. Not close
enough for her to make out what they were saying, but close enough
that she could hear the constant low drone of voices. Their
laughter however was as clear as the bright blue sky and punctuated
their conversation with regularity.

Her annoyance
at the intrusion on her tranquillity dissipated when she took in
how gorgeous they really were. All three of them fitted every
cliché going of ‘beach hunk.’ Each and every deeply tanned body was
honed to rippling Adonis perfection. They all had slightly wild
hair, bleached blonde from the sun. They wore casual long shorts,
their tanned torsos bare.

She hurriedly
looked away when one of the hunks got to his feet and walked in her
direction.

“G’day,” he
said in a broad Australian accent.

“Hi,” she
replied in clipped English tones.

“A pommy,”
he said, sitting down on the sand next to her. “Me and the guys
thought you were Spanish.”

Natasha tutted.
“Well, I’m very sorry to disappoint you.”

“Don’t be.
You’re beautiful, that’s all. The tan, the luscious long dark hair,
the sexy curves, British Shelias are usually pasty white and funny
shaped.”

“That has to
be the stupidest, most sexist and racist statement I have ever
heard.”

”Thanks, us
Aussies try our best. So what’s a good looking pommy Shelia doing
all alone on a deserted beach in Western Australia?”

The man was
insufferable. She did her best to supress a smirk.

“Enjoying
the peace and quiet and admiring the beauty of nature.”

The man laughed
easily and Natasha admired his perfect white teeth that positively
glowed in the tanned face. “Yeah, it sure it is beautiful, ay.”

Except he
wasn’t referring to the magnificent beach. Even with the sunglasses
obscuring his eyes she could feel his gazed locked on her tits.

It shouldn’t of
turned her on, but it did. She squirmed a little on her beach
towel, pressing her thighs together.

“Beautiful
yes, but quiet, not so much right now.”

She knew she
was being rude but the man made her uneasy. Uneasy in a wet pussy
kind of way.

“Where’s
your boyfriend then?”

“I don’t
have a boyfriend.”

“Where’s
your mates?”

“I fancied
some alone time. You know. Alone.”

Natasha
instantly regretted her rudeness. She didn’t really want him to go,
she was just playing hard to get.

“You
backpacking round Oz?”

“Yes, as it
happens. You ask an awful lot of questions don’t you?”

“I have a
curious nature. My mates do too.”

She glanced
over his tanned bare shoulder at the other two guys. They were sat
back on their haunches, not even bothering to conceal their blatant
curiosity in the progress their friend was making with the
girl.

“Look, is
there something I can help you with?”

He threw her a
wolfish grin that had her stomach in knots. “Yeah. Me and the guys
were wondering if you fancied a fuck.”

Natasha was
speechless. Surely she had misheard? The sunglasses he wore didn’t
help, she couldn’t tell if he was taking the piss or not.

“I’m
sorry?”

“Don’t be.
It’s cool if you don’t want to. But we saw you and couldn’t resist,
so we followed you onto the beach.”

Natasha just
stared at him open mouthed. Unconsciously her hand fluttered to her
chest as if to calm her wildly beating heart.

“Well, you
haven’t told me to fuck off so I’ll take that as a sign,” he
said.

With that he
moved on top of her with the speed and grace of a pouncing panther,
trapping her petite body under his large mass of muscle.

He kissed her
firmly on the mouth, a strangely chaste dry kiss.

Natasha was too
shocked to react. Instinctively her hands gripped his shoulders.
But she didn’t push him off, the chorded muscles beneath the flat
of her hands felt too good. The repressed strength of his powerful
body seemed to flow into her own body, lighting flames of desire
that made her toes curl and her eyelids flutter.

Coming to her
senses, she pushed him off. He sat down again next to her, cool as
ice. Natasha was panting, she couldn’t help it. She felt dizzy and
couldn’t think straight.

She looked over
at the other two guys. They were still placidly watching, their
expressions also concealed by sunglasses.

Half of her
wanted to run screaming from the beach. But the other half of her
wanted to live out her most secret fantasy. To be gangbanged by a
group of guys in a public place.

Natasha was, by
and large, a pretty straight laced kind of girl. At twenty two she
had slept with exactly three guys, one of whom had been her
boyfriend for two and a half years. She wasn’t a slut by any
means.

Until now, that
is. She knew it was wrong. She knew she shouldn’t.

But she wanted
to more than anything in the world. Yet something still niggled at
her. As close as this was to her perfect sexual fantasy, she knew
what had to be done to make it one hundred percent perfect.

“There’s one
thing I want before we fuck,” she said, not believing she was
actually going to say this.

“Name it.
We’re here to please.”

He removed his
sunglasses and her breath hitched in her chest. His eyes were the
palest green, as clear and as bright as the Indian Ocean that
lapped gently at the shore. His expression betrayed nothing.

“I want you
and your friends to force me.”

END OF
SAMPLE.
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