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Part 2

Her body was still slick from the shower, and as she sat down, a chill swept through her. The bus seat felt uncomfortably cold against her bare legs, and the fabric of her dress shifted slightly as she adjusted herself. But then, something about the seat felt…off. The smooth, cold sensation against her skin wasn’t just the seat, it was the absence of something.

Frowning, she shifted her feet, expecting the familiar weight of her sneakers pressing against the floor. Instead, her toes curled against an unexpected texture. Something rough, grimy, and uncomfortably damp. Her breath hitched. She looked down, only to see her bare feet resting against the stained rubber mat of the bus floor.

Her stomach twisted. How had she run out the door without noticing? How had she not felt the pavement, the gravel, the prickle of stray blades of grass? Now, every bit of filth clinging to the soles of her feet seemed magnified.

A quiet, horrified realization began to creep in as she sat frozen, her pulse hammering in her ears. Something else was wrong.
The seat… it still felt strange.

As she shifted in her seat, her dress rode up, exposing her bare skin to the cold, synthetic material of the bus seat. The chill of the plastic seeped into her flesh, and she felt a jolt of discomfort as her naked bottom made contact with the seat. Her bare sex touched the seat, a fleeting sensation that made her heart skip a beat. The realization that she wasn't wearing any panties hit her like a ton of bricks, and her stomach sank. Her breath caught in her throat as she felt a wave of vulnerability wash over her.

She looked down, her face flushing a deep shade of red as she took in the sight of her exposed vagina. The lack of underwear was a stark reminder of her haste that morning. She had been so frantic to get dressed that she had forgotten the most basic of essentials. The coolness of the bus seat seemed to seep through the thin fabric of her dress, making her even more aware of her exposed state.

As she tried to adjust the dress to cover herself, her hands brushed against her chest, and her heart sank further. She glanced down, her eyes widening in horror. no bra. The discovery froze her in place, her mind reeling with the implications of her situation. Kelsey's face burned with embarrassment as she struggled to process the double blow of her forgetfulness

The dress, though modest in length, clung to her body in a way that highlighted her figure, and without a bra, it felt like the fabric was doing nothing to keep her decency intact. Her breasts, although not visibly exposed, were clearly outlined by the thin fabric. There was no way to hide it, not unless she went to extreme lengths.

But the worst part was the realization that, unless someone looked directly at her or the light hit just right, her body wasn’t exactly visible. It wasn’t the complete, mortifying exposure she’d feared; it was more of a quiet, subtle vulnerability that made her feel like she was wearing a cloak of shame that no one else could see. But she could feel it.

She felt every inch of it. The dampness of the fabric, the coolness of her bare feet, and the awkwardness of her movements as she shifted in her seat, trying to adjust.

Kelsey’s mind was torn from her discomfort by the sound of someone shifting in their seat. Suddenly a head popped out from the back of the seat ahead of her.

Hannah leaned in, her eyes glinting with a teasing edge as she swiped through her phone. “Oh, Kelsey, you really outdid yourself today,” she said, her tone a bit sharper than usual. With a deliberate tilt of the screen, she revealed the offending social media post. A video capturing Kelsey in that disastrously awkward moment, stuck in the window.

The video was unflinching in its detail. It showed Kelsey’s pale, flushed butt cheeks, soft and slightly rounded, caught mid-struggle as she fought to pull herself free. Every desperate shift was immortalized; her cheeks jiggled uncontrollably, a stark display of vulnerability that the camera had betrayed. Even more humiliating was the accidental glimpse of her crotch, where a few stray pubic hairs had peeked through, adding an extra layer of mortification to the image.

Hannah’s smile was mischievous yet laced with a touch of mean-spiritedness as she remarked, “I can’t decide if you’re a walking disaster or a masterpiece of awkwardness. Honestly, that extra detail? It just seals the deal.” Her words stung, not out of cruelty but from a familiarity that came with long-standing friendship, a friendship that sometimes joked a bit too roughly.

Kelsey’s face burned red as she stared at the screen, her mind reeling with the memory of the moment and the unyielding humiliation it now represented. “Hannah… please,” she pleaded, her voice trembling between anger and embarrassment.

“Relax, I reported it the second I saw it,” Hannah said quickly, softening her tone just a fraction. Hannah’s grin widened as she leaned in, still riding the high of teasing Kelsey. “Since you’re already the star of the morning, how about a little encore?” she quipped, eyes glinting with mischief. “Come on, just a quick flash. Might as well embrace it at this point.”

Kelsey hesitated, her stomach twisting. The weight of her earlier humiliation still clung to her, but there was an odd sense of inevitability in Hannah’s teasing. With a reluctant exhale, she glanced around, then lifted her dress just enough to give Hannah a fleeting glimpse.

As the fabric rose, Hannah's eyes locked onto the exposed skin, drinking in the sight of Kelsey's bare crotch. The pale skin of her thighs and pubic area was smooth and unblemished, with a sparse sprinkling of fine, dark hairs that curled slightly at the edges. The lips of her vulva were visible, slightly parted and glistening with a hint of moisture, as if she was already aroused by the situation. A few stray pubic hairs escaped the edges of her lips, sticking out in every direction like tiny, dark antennae.

The moment Hannah saw the bare skin, her playful smirk faltered for a split second before her eyes went wide. “Oh my god,” she gasped, before breaking into laughter. “You’re not wearing any panties? Kelsey!” Her voice was a mix of surprise and delight, as if she had just uncovered the most scandalous secret of the year. She leaned in closer, her eyes fixed on the exposed crotch, taking in every detail. The sight seemed to mesmerize her, and she couldn't look away, her gaze drinking in the intimacy of the moment.

Kelsey’s face burned hotter. “I didn’t exactly have time to double check that if I was wearing them after…” she started, only for Hannah to cut her off with a dramatic shake of her head.

“This just keeps getting better,” Hannah said, clearly enjoying herself. “First, you give the neighborhood a show, and now this? What, did you wake up today and decide modesty was optional?”

Kelsey groaned, tugging her dress back down and burying her face in her hands. “Can we please never speak of this again?”

Hannah chuckled, still grinning. “Oh, we’re absolutely speaking of this again. This is legendary.” But then, seeing Kelsey’s genuine embarrassment, she nudged her lightly with her foot. “Relax, I won’t tell anyone. But damn, Kelsey. You really know how to make an impression.”

Despite herself, Kelsey let out a weak, reluctant laugh, shaking her head. “I hate you.”

“Nah, you love me,” Hannah shot back, still grinning. “Almost as much as you apparently love running around commando.”

As the bus rumbled to a stop, Kelsey exhaled slowly, desperate to escape this morning’s endless humiliation. She just had to get off the bus and pretend none of this ever happened. Maybe, if she moved fast enough, Hannah wouldn’t get the chance to make things worse.

Unfortunately, Hannah always found a way.

As they stood up, waiting for the last few students to shuffle off ahead of them, Hannah nudged Kelsey with a smirk. “You know,” she mused, “with how much you’re enjoying this whole ‘no panties’ thing, I’m starting to think this was on purpose.”

Kelsey shot her a glare. “Oh, shut up.”

Hannah just grinned. “I mean, you’ve been flashing me all morning. Would it kill you to..”

Before Kelsey could react, Hannah’s fingers darted forward, grabbing the hem of her dress and flipping it up in one quick motion.

A startled yelp tore from Kelsey’s throat as cool air hit her bare backside. She twisted, slapping her hands down to yank the fabric back into place, heart pounding in her chest.

“HANNAH!” she shrieked, face flaming.

Hannah burst into laughter, completely unrepentant. “Oh my god,” she gasped between giggles, clutching her stomach. “I barely even lifted it! But wow, Kels, you really are embracing the free-spirited life today!”

Kelsey scowled, gripping her dress tightly as if that alone could protect her from any further humiliation. “I swear to God, if you ever do that again…”

“Well, damn,” a deep voice drawled from the front of the bus.

Kelsey froze.

The bus driver.

She had completely forgotten he was still there.

He peered at them through the rearview mirror, a smirk tugging at his lips. “Didn’t expect a peep show on my morning route.”

Hannah let out a high-pitched wheeze before doubling over in laughter, nearly collapsing against the seat.

“Oh my god,” she howled, barely able to breathe. “Kelsey, he saw! The bus driver saw!”

Kelsey clapped her hands over her face, groaning so loudly it could’ve passed for a death rattle.

“I really hate you,” she muttered, voice muffled by her palms.

The bus driver chuckled, clearly amused but unfazed. “Y’all gotta warn a man before puttin’ on a show like that,” he said, shaking his head. “Damn near drove off the road.”

Kelsey let out a strangled noise of despair before grabbing Hannah’s arm and practically shoving her toward the door, desperate to escape.

As they stepped onto the sidewalk, Hannah was still doubled over, laughing so hard she could barely walk straight.

“This is the best morning ever,” she sighed happily.

Kelsey shot her a glare, tugging the hem of her dress as low as it could go. “For you, maybe.”

“Oh, definitely for me,” Hannah grinned. “But hey, at least the bus driver’s got a hell of a story now.”

Kelsey groaned louder. She was never riding the bus again.

