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Chapter 1


The bus seat was still warm from the last body. Jaci settled beside the older woman, letting her thigh press close. She could smell the woman’s perfume—something floral and anxious—over the bus’s diesel groan. Without looking, Jaci dragged her palm over her own breast, feeling the nipple peak instantly. A sharp inhale beside her. Good. The woman was watching. Jaci’s cock stirred, thick and heavy under her skirt, already enjoying the game.

The bus lurched forward. Jaci let her head fall back against the window, a picture of casual exhaustion. Her hand drifted down to her stomach, fingers splaying over the flat plane of her abdomen. She traced idle circles through the thin fabric of her top. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the woman’s knuckles whiten where they gripped her sensible handbag. The woman’s gaze was a physical weight, hot and unblinking, fixed on Jaci’s moving hand.

Jaci shifted, just enough to make the short skirt ride higher on her thighs. The vinyl sighed under her. She brought her other hand up, cupping her breast fully now, her thumb brushing back and forth over the hardened nipple. She let out a soft, contented sigh, purely for show. The sound was swallowed by the rumble of the engine.

The woman beside her—Eleanor, Jaci would learn in a moment—didn’t move. She just watched. Her breathing had changed. It was shallow, quick, and audible even over the bus’s noise. A pant. Each exhale trembled.

Jaci turned her head slowly. Their eyes met. Eleanor’s eyes were wide, a pale blue gone dark with pupils blown wide. Her lips were parted. A flush painted her neck, creeping up toward her carefully styled silver-streaked hair. She looked terrified. She looked ravenous.

Jaci held the gaze. A slow, knowing smirk touched her lips. She didn’t speak. She let her hand slide from her breast, down her ribcage, over the curve of her hip. Her fingers dipped beneath the waistband of her skirt. Just a hint. A promise.

Eleanor’s breath hitched. A small, desperate sound escaped her.

“Hot today,” Jaci murmured, her voice a low purr meant only for the space between them.

Eleanor nodded, a jerky, helpless motion. She couldn’t seem to form words. Her eyes dropped to where Jaci’s hand had disappeared under the fabric.

Jaci leaned back again, feigning a stretch. Her arm brushed against Eleanor’s shoulder. The older woman flinched, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned into the contact. Jaci’s smirk deepened. With deliberate slowness, she gathered the hem of her skirt in her fingers. She didn’t look down. She kept her dark eyes locked on Eleanor’s face, watching every micro-expression—the shock, the hunger, the dawning, disbelieving comprehension.

She drew the fabric up, inch by inch. First, her thighs were revealed, toned and smooth. Then the lace edge of her panties, black against her skin. She didn’t stop. She pulled the skirt up to her waist and let it rest there, bunched around her hips.

Eleanor made a choked noise. Her hand flew to her own mouth, stifling it. Her eyes were glued to Jaci’s lap.

There, nestled in the cradle of her hips, was her cock. It lay thick and full against her thigh, not fully hard but impressively heavy, the head peeking out from its foreskin. A faint trail of dark hair led down from her navel to it. The black lace panties were pushed down, just a frame for the reality of her.

The bus swayed around a corner. Sunlight flashed through the window, illuminating the scene in stark detail for a second before plunging them back into the grimy half-light. Jaci didn’t move. She let Eleanor look. Let her see the weight of it, the reality. Let the forbidden image sear itself into her proper, careful mind.

Eleanor’s chest rose and fell rapidly. The floral perfume was now undercut with the sharp, clean scent of her sweat. Her gaze traveled from the cock up to Jaci’s face, then back down, as if reconciling the two.

“You…” Eleanor whispered, the word barely audible. “You’re…”

Jaci just watched her, her expression one of lazy invitation. She shifted her hips slightly, making her cock twitch and settle more heavily against her thigh.

Eleanor’s trembling hand lifted from her lap. It hovered in the air between them, fingers curled slightly, shaking. She stared at it as if it belonged to someone else. Her eyes flicked to Jaci’s, seeking permission, or perhaps a denial that would save her from herself.

Jaci gave a single, almost imperceptible nod. Her heart beat a steady, thrilling rhythm against her ribs. This was the moment. The crack in the wall.

“Can I…” Eleanor’s voice was a dry rasp. She swallowed. “Can I touch?”

The question hung in the sticky air. It was so earnest, so hushed and reverent, it sent a jolt of pure heat straight to Jaci’s core. Her cock thickened visibly, beginning to swell and lift from her thigh.

“Yes,” Jaci said, the word a soft exhale.

Eleanor’s hand descended. Her fingers, cool and slightly rough, brushed the length of Jaci’s shaft. The touch was feather-light, exploratory. A full-body shudder went through the older woman. Her breath left her in a rush.

“Oh,” she breathed, her fingers curling, gaining confidence. She wrapped her hand around Jaci, her grip tentative at first, then firmer as she felt the heat, the solid weight. Her thumb stroked the velvety skin of the head, smearing a bead of moisture that had gathered there.

Jaci let her head fall back against the window again, a genuine groan building in her throat. She bit it back, letting it out as a low hum. The sensation was electric—the cool, uncertain touch of a stranger in this public, moving box. The risk of it. The anonymity. It made her skin feel too tight, her blood too hot.

Eleanor began to stroke, her movements growing surer. Up and down the hardening length. Her eyes were fixed on her own hand, watching herself do this impossible thing. Her other hand came up, not to touch Jaci, but to clutch at the collar of her own blouse, as if she needed an anchor.

“It’s so…” Eleanor whispered, more to herself than to Jaci. “So warm.”

Jaci reached down and covered Eleanor’s hand with her own, guiding her, showing her the pressure she liked. Her own hand was hot, her grip firm. “Like that,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

Eleanor obeyed, her strokes becoming longer, smoother. The slick sound of her hand moving over Jaci’s now fully hard cock was masked by the bus’s engine, but to them, it was all they could hear. Jaci’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust up into the circle of Eleanor’s fist.

The older woman gasped, but her hand never stopped. If anything, she moved faster, her own arousal evident in the flush on her neck, the parted lips, the desperate focus in her eyes. She was touching a woman’s cock on a city bus. The reality of it seemed to crash over her in waves, each one making her bolder, her strokes more possessive.

Jaci let the pleasure build, a slow, delicious coil tightening in her gut. She watched the city blur past the window—office buildings, pedestrians, oblivious lives. And here, in this last seat, was this secret, sweating world. Eleanor’s thumb found the sensitive spot just under the head on each upstroke, and Jaci’s thighs tensed. A low, ragged sound escaped her this time, unchecked.

Eleanor looked up at the sound, her eyes meeting Jaci’s. In them, Jaci saw a wild, triumphant hunger. This proper woman was making this stunning creature come undone with just her hand. The power of it, the transgression, was written all over her face.

“Don’t stop,” Jaci breathed, the command barely audible.

Eleanor didn’t. Her pace became relentless, her grip perfect. The coil in Jaci pulled taut. Her back arched slightly, pressing her breasts against her thin top. Her free hand gripped the edge of the vinyl seat, her knuckles white. Pleasure gathered, concentrated, a storm about to break. She was right there, balanced on the trembling edge.

The bus’s intercom crackled to life. “Maple Avenue,” a robotic voice announced. “Next stop, Maple Avenue.”

Eleanor’s hand froze. Her eyes flew to the front of the bus, then back to Jaci’s face, wide with panic. That was her stop. The spell shattered into a thousand practical pieces.

Jaci’s climax receded, a wave pulling back from the shore, leaving her aching and throbbing. She took a deep, shuddering breath. She covered Eleanor’s stilled hand with her own, giving it a slow, final squeeze before gently prying the woman’s fingers loose.

Eleanor’s hand fell back to her own lap, trembling violently. She stared at it, at the fingers that were now slick with Jaci’s moisture. The bus was slowing, the brakes hissing.

“That’s me,” Eleanor whispered, the words hollow.

Jaci smoothed her skirt back down over her lap, covering her still-hard, unsatisfied cock. The damp fabric clung to her. She gave Eleanor a small, private smile. “Thank you,” she said, her voice still thick with unused pleasure.

Eleanor stood up on unsteady legs. She clutched her handbag to her chest like a shield. She looked down at Jaci, her expression a chaotic mix of awe, shame, and longing. She opened her mouth, but no sound came out.

The bus doors wheezed open. A blast of humid afternoon air washed over them.

Eleanor turned and hurried down the aisle, disappearing through the doors without a backward glance. The doors hissed shut. The bus pulled away from the curb, leaving her standing on the sidewalk, a woman forever changed.

Jaci let out a long, slow breath. The seat beside her was empty, but the warmth of the woman’s body, the scent of her perfume and sweat, still lingered. Jaci’s cock ached, a heavy, persistent throb between her legs. She adjusted herself subtly under her skirt, a smile playing on her lips. The game wasn't over. It had just begun. She settled back, crossing her legs, and watched the city roll by, waiting for the next stop. Waiting for the next hungry glance. The ride was far from over.


Chapter 2


The bus rumbled on, the city a smear of afternoon light outside the tinted windows. Jaci sat in the back, her skirt askew but hiding her cock, the cool vinyl of the seat a stark contrast to the heat between her thighs. Her cock lay heavy and slick against her stomach, a persistent, aching reminder of the encounter that had ended too soon. She let her head fall back against the glass, a slow smile touching her lips as she replayed the look on Eleanor’s face—the shock, the hunger, the surrender. The older woman’s trembling hand was a ghost on her skin. It wasn’t enough. It never was. The need was a low hum in her blood, demanding a new audience, a fresh set of eyes to unravel.

She rode for fifteen minutes, her hand idly stroking her own thigh, watching the few remaining passengers. An elderly man dozed near the front. A student with headphones tapped at a laptop. Then the doors hissed open at a downtown transfer point, and a new energy boarded.

A couple. Young. Maybe early twenties. The girl was pretty in a soft, undone way—blonde hair in a messy bun, wearing a thin sundress that clung to her small frame. The guy had his arm slung around her shoulders, his hand possessive on her upper arm. He wore a confident, lazy grin, his eyes scanning the bus before landing on Jaci. His gaze lingered, dropped to her exposed legs, then snapped back up to her face. A challenge, or an invitation. Jaci didn’t blink.

They moved toward the back, the girl giggling at something he whispered into her ear. They took the long bench seat directly across the aisle from Jaci. The girl sat by the window, the boy beside her, effectively trapping her between him and the wall. Jaci watched, her dark eyes missing nothing. The boy’s hand, which had been on the girl’s arm, slid down to her waist. His fingers drummed against her hip through the cotton dress.

Jaci slowly, deliberately, crossed her legs. The movement made her short skirt ride even higher. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the boy’s attention fix on the strip of black lace at her thigh. The girl was looking out the window, biting her lip. The bus engine growled as it pulled back into traffic.

The boy leaned in, nuzzling the girl’s neck. She squirmed, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “Stop,” she whispered, but it was breathless, unconvincing. He murmured something back, his hand moving from her hip to her knee. He pushed the hem of her sundress up, just an inch. Then another. The girl’s breath hitched. She glanced furtively toward the front of the bus, then her eyes flicked across the aisle—and locked with Jaci’s.

Jaci held her gaze. She didn’t smile. Didn’t look away. She simply watched, her own arousal a thick, palpable presence in the space between them. The girl’s blush deepened. She didn’t tell her boyfriend to stop.

His hand crept higher, under the dress. The girl’s eyes fluttered closed for a second, then opened, still fixed on Jaci. A silent confession. Jaci saw the exact moment the boy’s fingers found their mark. The girl’s body jolted, a tiny, sharp movement. A soft gasp escaped her, swallowed by the rumble of the bus.

Jaci uncrossed her legs. She let her knees fall open, just a little. The boy’s head turned. He was watching his girlfriend’s face, but his peripheral vision caught the movement. His fingers kept moving under the dress, a slow, rhythmic curl. The girl was panting now, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her knuckles white where she gripped the seat edge.

With a languid grace, Jaci reached down. Her fingers traced the length of her own cock, from base to tip. It was fully hard now, flushed and leaking a clear bead of moisture onto her stomach. She gathered it on her fingertip, then brought her finger to her lips, tasting herself—salt and musk. She saw the boy’s jaw tighten. He was no longer pretending to hide what he was doing; his arm moved openly now, working between his girlfriend’s thighs. The girl’s head lolled back against the window, her mouth open, her eyes glazed and trained on Jaci’s hand.

Jaci wrapped her fingers around herself. She gave a slow, firm stroke. A low sound built in her throat, not quite a moan, more a hum of pure satisfaction. The wet sound of her own hand moving on her skin was obscenely loud in her ears. She knew they could hear it.

“Fuck,” the boy breathed, the word ripped from him. He was staring openly now, his hand still moving on his girlfriend, his own arousal evident in the tight strain of his jeans. “Do you see that, baby?”

The girl could only nod, her eyes wide and dark with want.

Jaci increased her pace, her fist pumping her cock with a steady, slick rhythm. She kept her eyes on the girl, watching the play of pleasure and shock on her pretty face. She was close again, the orgasm that Eleanor had denied her coiling tight and urgent in her gut. But she held it back. This wasn’t for her alone.

The boy withdrew his hand from under his girlfriend’s dress. His fingers were glistening. He brought them to his mouth, sucked them clean, his eyes never leaving Jaci. “You want to play?” he asked, his voice rough.

Jaci slowed her strokes to a maddening tease. “Depends,” she purred, her voice thick and low. “On what you’re offering.”

He nudged his girlfriend. “Show her.”

The girl, trembling, hooked her thumbs under the straps of her sundress. She pushed it down over her shoulders, baring her small breasts to the cool, dusty air of the bus. Her nipples were tight and pink. She looked utterly exposed, utterly debauched.

“I want you to fuck her,” the boy said, the command leaving no room for argument. “Right here. I want to watch.”

Jaci’s smile was a slow, predatory thing. She released her cock, letting it stand proud and aching against her stomach. She stood up, her movements fluid and unconcerned with the bus’s sway. She stepped across the aisle and sat down next to the girl, their thighs pressing together. The girl’s skin was fever-hot.

Jaci cupped the girl’s cheek, turned her face. “Look at me,” she murmured. The girl obeyed, her breath coming in shallow pants. Jaci leaned in and kissed her. It was deep and claiming, her tongue sweeping into the girl’s mouth, tasting the echo of the boy’s kiss and her own sharp arousal. The girl melted into it, a whimper vibrating in her throat.

Breaking the kiss, Jaci guided the girl to lie back along the bench seat. The girl went willingly, her dress bunched around her waist. Jaci positioned herself between the girl’s spread knees. The boy shifted to the edge of his seat, his face a mask of rapt, hungry intensity.

Jaci ran her hands up the girl’s trembling thighs. She was soaked, her folds slick and swollen. Jaci pressed two fingers inside, just to feel the hot, clenching grip. The girl cried out, arching her back off the seat.

“You like that?” Jaci asked, her voice a dark caress.

“Yes,” the girl gasped. “Please.”

Jaci withdrew her fingers. She positioned herself, the broad, leaking head of her cock nudging against the girl’s entrance. She held there, applying the slightest pressure, letting the girl feel the stretch to come. The girl’s eyes were wild, pleading.

“Now,” the boy growled, his hand gripping his own cock through his jeans.

Jaci pushed forward. Slowly. An inexorable, burning inch. The girl’s mouth fell open in a silent scream, her body accepting the invasion, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around the intrusion. Jaci sank deeper, feeling the incredible, tight heat envelop her. She buried herself to the hilt, their bodies joining completely on the cracked vinyl of a public bus. She stayed there, embedded, letting them both feel the profound, shocking fullness.

Then she began to move.

The boy’s hand moved from his own cock, snaking over to where Jaci and his girlfriend were joined. His fingers found the girl’s swollen clit, slick with her own wetness and the moisture from Jaci’s thrusts. He began rubbing tight, frantic circles, his eyes fixed on the place where Jaci’s cock disappeared inside her.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Take it. Fucking take it.”

The girl’s reaction was immediate and violent. Her body bowed off the seat, a choked scream tearing from her throat as the dual sensations overwhelmed her—the deep, stretching fullness of Jaci and the sharp, electric friction of her boyfriend’s touch. Her inner muscles clenched around Jaci in a frantic, rhythmic pulse.

Jaci groaned, the sensation almost too much. She drove into the clenching heat, her own rhythm faltering for a second as she fought the urge to come. She locked her eyes on the boy’s face, on the raw, possessive hunger there. He was using his girlfriend’s body like a toy, and the girl was coming apart beneath them both, her pleasure a public spectacle.

“Look at her,” Jaci commanded, her voice a dark rasp. She pistoned her hips, each thrust a deliberate, powerful surge. The wet slap of skin filled the space, louder than the bus’s engine. “Look at what you’re making her do.”

The boy’s fingers worked faster, his knuckles white. The girl was sobbing now, tears streaking her temples, her hands scrabbling at the vinyl seat for an anchor. “She’s gonna come again,” he panted, a feverish pride in his tone. “Make her. Fucking make her.”

Jaci shifted her angle, leaning forward to brace her hands on the seatback behind the girl’s head. The new position drove her deeper. The girl’s eyes rolled back, her mouth a silent ‘O’ of shock. Jaci could feel the orgasm building in the girl like a storm—the trembling in her thighs, the desperate, fluttering grip around her cock, the way her breath hitched and stopped.

“Now,” Jaci growled, and she fucked into her with a final, brutal intensity.

The girl shattered. A raw, guttural cry ripped from her, her body seizing in a series of violent convulsions. Her back arched impossibly high, her heels digging into Jaci’s lower back. The wet heat flooding around Jaci’s cock was unmistakable. The boy laughed, a sharp, triumphant sound, and kept rubbing her through it, prolonging the waves until the girl went limp, boneless and spent, her chest heaving.

Jaci stilled, buried to the hilt, savoring the aftershocks that milked her. Her own need was a screaming point of light in her gut, but she held it back, drawing out the moment. She looked down at the ruined girl beneath her, then over at the boy. His hand was still between his girlfriend’s legs, his fingers glistening. He was staring at Jaci’s cock, still sheathed inside her, with a kind of reverent avarice.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice hoarse. He finally withdrew his hand, wiping it on his jeans. He unzipped his fly, freeing his own erection. He began stroking himself, his gaze locked on the junction of their bodies. “Don’t stop. I want to see you finish in her.”

The command sent a fresh jolt of heat through Jaci. She began moving again, a slower, more grinding rhythm now. The girl was pliant beneath her, oversensitive, whimpering with each thrust. Jaci focused on the boy’s face, on the way he watched her possess what was his. The voyeurism was a drug, sharper than the physical sensation. She was fucking them both.

She reached down, her fingers tangling in the girl’s damp pubic hair, feeling the slick evidence of their joining with each withdrawal. The smell of sex—musky, salty, intimate—hung thick in the air. The bus hit a pothole, jolting them, and Jaci used the momentum to sink deeper, pulling a broken moan from the girl.

“You like watching your girlfriend get fucked by a stranger?” Jaci asked, her breath coming in short gasps now. She was close. The coil in her belly was wound tight, ready to snap.

“Yes,” he hissed, his hand moving faster on himself. “God, yes. Look at her. She’s never taken anything that big.”

It was the final permission she needed. Jaci’s control shattered. Her thrusts lost their measured pace, becoming frantic, driving, desperate. The world narrowed to the heat, the friction, the slap of skin, the boy’s hungry eyes. She was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming.

She came with a choked, guttural sound, her body bowing forward. Her release was a hot, pulsing flood inside the girl, wave after wave of it, her hips jerking through the convulsions. She rode it out, grinding deep, milking every last drop of sensation until she was spent, trembling, her forehead dropping to the seatback.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the rumble of the bus. Jaci slowly, carefully, pulled out. The sight was obscene—the girl, open and glistening, dripping with Jaci’s release onto the cracked vinyl. The boy groaned, his own strokes becoming frantic, and he came a moment later, stripes of white painting his girlfriend’s thigh and the edge of the seat.

Silence descended, heavy and saturated. Jaci straightened up, her skirt falling back into place, though it did little to hide the wet patch now soaking through the front. She felt raw, powerful, utterly sated. The girl lay motionless, eyes closed, her dress still bunched at her waist, her breasts exposed to the cool air. The boy zipped himself up, his expression dazed, satiated.

The bus’s intercom crackled, announcing an upcoming stop. The boy blinked, as if waking from a dream. He shook his girlfriend’s shoulder gently. “Hey. Our stop.”

The girl’s eyes fluttered open. They were hazy, unfocused. She looked at Jaci, then at her boyfriend, a slow blush creeping over her chest. She pulled her dress up, covering herself, moving stiffly. She didn’t speak.

They gathered themselves as the bus slowed. The boy stood, offering his girlfriend a hand. She took it, her legs unsteady. She avoided looking at Jaci as she shuffled past her into the aisle. The boy paused, turning back. He looked at Jaci, a strange mix of gratitude and rivalry in his eyes. He gave a single, sharp nod.

Then they were gone, stumbling out into the afternoon light as the doors hissed shut behind them.

Jaci was alone again in the back of the bus. The vinyl seat was warm, sticky. The smell of sex clung to her skin, to the air. She leaned back, stretching her legs out, a profound, lazy satisfaction settling in her bones. She watched the city blur past, a slow smile touching her lips. The low hum in her blood was quiet, for now. She rode on, waiting for the next stop, the next set of eyes, the next hunger to feed.


Chapter 3


The bus was nearly empty now, just the low rumble of the engine and the occasional hiss of the doors opening for no one. Jaci sat in the back, the vinyl seat still warm from the couple’s bodies, the air thick with the smell of sex and rain. She stretched her legs out, a lazy, satisfied cat, her skirt riding high on her thighs. The city lights blurred past the windows, streaks of neon and sodium vapor. She watched her reflection in the dark glass—the smirk, the heavy-lidded eyes, the swell of her chest rising and falling with a slow, contented rhythm. This was the best part. The quiet after. The hum in her veins. The knowledge that somewhere in this city, two people were trembling, remembering her.

The bus slowed, then pulled to the curb with a sigh of brakes. Not a scheduled stop. The engine idled, a deep, rattling cough. The interior lights flickered on, harsh and fluorescent.

Jaci didn’t move. She watched the rearview mirror. The driver’s eyes met hers in the glass. He was older, maybe late fifties, with a worn cap pulled low and a face lined from years of this same route. He held her gaze. Then he stood.

He walked down the aisle slowly, his shoes scuffing on the rubber matting. His uniform was a faded blue, strained at the belly. He stopped a few feet from her seat, his hands shoved in his pockets. The bus was a sealed capsule, just the two of them under the buzzing lights.

“Been watching you,” he said. His voice was gravelly, worn smooth by cigarettes and traffic.

Jaci leaned back. She let her knees fall open, just a fraction. A silent invitation. A test.

“That right?” Her voice was a low purr, barely audible over the idle.

“The old lady. Then the kids.” He nodded toward the empty seat where the couple had been. “You put on a hell of a show.”

She didn’t smile. She just watched him, her dark eyes taking in the nervous twitch of his jaw, the way his throat worked as he swallowed. He was hard already. She could see the thick outline straining against his uniform trousers.

“I want some too,” he said. It wasn’t a request. It was a shaky declaration, stripped of any authority his seat might have given him. Here, in the back of the bus, he was just a man. A hungry one.

Jaci let the silence stretch. Let him sweat. Then she gave a single, slow nod.

He was on her in two steps, his hands rough on her shoulders, his mouth crashing down on hers. He tasted of coffee and stale breath. Jaci didn’t kiss him back. She let him take. Let him fumble. His calloused hands groped her breasts, squeezing through the thin fabric of her top. He was panting, desperate.

She broke the kiss, turning her head. “Slow down.”

He froze, his breath hot on her neck. “Sorry. I just… I saw what you did for them.”

“I know what you saw.” Jaci put a hand on his chest, pushed him back just enough to create space. Her other hand went to his belt. The buckle was cheap metal, cold under her fingers. She popped it open. The button of his trousers. The zipper rasped down.

His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the head already flushed dark and leaking. It was an old man’s cock, veined and slightly curved, the skin loose at the base. It smelled musky, of sweat and confinement. Jaci looked at it, then up at his face. His eyes were wide, pleading.

She wrapped her hand around the base. The skin was hot, the pulse strong against her palm. She gave one slow, firm stroke, from root to tip, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture across the slit.

He groaned, a deep, ragged sound. “Christ.”

Jaci leaned forward. She didn’t kiss it. She breathed on it first, a warm wash of air that made him shudder. Then her tongue touched the underside, a flat, slow lick from base to tip. She tasted salt. Musk. The pure, unvarnished truth of his want.

“Yeah,” he whispered. “Just like that.”

She took him into her mouth, not all at once, but slowly, letting her lips stretch around his girth. He was big, but she was practiced. She relaxed her throat, took him deeper, until her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base. He was fully inside her mouth, hot and throbbing.

She held him there. Let him feel the wet, tight heat. Let him feel her swallow around him.

His hands came to her head, fingers tangling in her long hair. He didn’t push. He just held on, as if he were drowning. “God. Your mouth.”

Jaci began to move. A slow, deliberate rhythm. Up, her tongue pressing hard along the vein on the underside. Down, taking him deep, her throat opening for him. The sounds were obscenely loud in the empty bus: the wet suck of her lips, his ragged breathing, the soft groan of the seat as he shifted his weight.

She set a punishing, deep pace. No teasing. No light flicks. This was work. This was taking a man apart with her mouth. She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his. Tears were gathering in the corners of his eyes. His mouth hung open.

“I’m not gonna last,” he choked out. “It’s been… so long.”

She hummed around him, a vibration that made his hips jerk. Her hand worked the base of his cock in time with her mouth, twisting on the upstroke. She could feel his balls drawing up tight against her knuckles.

“Wait,” he gasped. “Stop. I wanna… I wanna see you.”

Jaci pulled off with a soft, wet pop. His cock glistened in the fluorescent light, slick with her saliva. She kept her hand moving, a slow, steady pump.

“Show me,” he begged, his eyes dropping to her skirt. “What you showed them. Please.”

With her free hand, Jaci gathered the hem of her short skirt. She lifted it slowly, revealing the smooth, toned planes of her stomach, the lace edge of her panties. Then higher. The fabric of her panties was dark, soaked through at the front, stretched taut over the thick outline of her own erection.

He made a sound like he’d been punched. “Fuck.”

She hooked her thumbs in the lace and pushed them down, just enough to free her cock. It sprang out, full and heavy, the head a deep, flushed pink against her tan skin. A drop of clear fluid welled at the tip.

“Touch it,” she said, her voice husky.

His hand trembled as he reached out. His fingers, rough and thick, wrapped around her. He stroked her once, a clumsy, reverent motion. The contrast was electric—his work-worn hand on her smooth, hard heat.

“Now finish,” Jaci commanded, and she took him back into her mouth.

It was too much for him. The sight of her, the feel of her in his hand, the relentless suction of her mouth. His hips stuttered. A broken cry tore from his throat.

He came in deep, pulsing waves. The taste flooded her mouth—bitter, salty, intense. She swallowed, taking every drop, her throat working around him. She didn’t pull away until he was spent, soft and twitching, until his knees buckled and he half-fell into the seat beside her.

He slumped, breathing like he’d run a mile, his uniform trousers still open, his cock lying wet and spent on his thigh. He stared at her, dazed.

Jaci leaned back. She wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. Her own cock ached, thick and neglected against her stomach. She gave it a few slow, idle strokes, her eyes never leaving his.

The bus’s engine revved. The driver flinched, as if remembering where he was. He fumbled with his trousers, zipping up with clumsy hands.

“I got an idea,” he said, leaning toward the partition. “For the next run. There’s… a couple of regulars. Night shift guys. They get on at the depot stop in about twenty minutes. Always sit in the back.”

Jaci tilted her head, a slow smile spreading across her lips. The night air was cool on her skin, but a familiar heat began to coil low in her belly again.

“They watch,” the driver continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “They’re always lookin’. I see ‘em in the mirror. One of ‘em, the big one… he’s always talkin’ about what he’d do if he ever got a woman like you alone on his bus.”

She took a step back toward the door, her shadow stretching long across the sidewalk. “Is that so?”

“Yeah.” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I could… I could keep the interior lights off. Just the running lights. It’s dark back there. And I could take the long route. Give you… time.”

Jaci’s smile deepened. She leaned against the pole, crossing her arms under her breasts. The movement made her top strain. “You want to watch again.”

It wasn’t a question. A flush crept up his neck. “I wanna see what you do to ‘em. I wanna see you… break ‘em.”

“Of course I’m game,” she purred, the words a soft promise in the night. “But it’s my bus, too. My show. You drive. You watch. You don’t interfere.”

He nodded, a quick, jerky motion. “Yes. Okay.”

“Twenty minutes, you said?”

“At the depot. End of the line. I gotta turn around.”

Jaci pushed off the pole and stepped back onto the bus. The door hissed shut behind her. The air inside was thick with the smell of him, of sex and sweat and stale coffee. She walked down the aisle, her heels clicking on the linoleum, and chose a seat halfway back, on the driver’s side. She could feel his eyes on her in the wide rearview mirror.

She settled in, smoothing her skirt over her thighs. The vinyl was still warm from her body. Outside, the city slid by—dark warehouses, the occasional glow of an all-night diner, pools of orange under sodium-vapor streetlights. She let her head rest against the window, the glass cool against her temple. Her cock, which had softened to a heavy ache, began to stir again against the lace of her panties. The anticipation was a sweet, sharp thrum in her blood.

The bus looped through quiet streets, the engine a low rumble. The driver didn’t speak. He drove, his knuckles white on the wheel, his gaze flicking constantly to the mirror. Jaci didn’t look at him. She watched the city. She felt the familiar, hungry stillness settle over her—the calm before the storm she would create.


Chapter 4


They reached the depot, a vast, poorly lit yard of parked buses. The driver pulled into a bay and killed the engine. The silence was sudden and profound.

“They’ll be at the shelter,” he whispered, pointing to a lit plexiglass enclosure about fifty yards away. Two figures stood inside, silhouettes against the light. Both men. One was tall and broad-shouldered. The other shorter, leaner.

“Lights,” Jaci reminded him, her voice soft.

He fumbled with a switch. The interior lights died, plunging the bus into near darkness. Only the dim, greenish glow from the instrument panel and the distant depot lights provided any illumination. The back of the bus was a pool of shadow.

Jaci stood. She moved to the very last row, the long bench seat that spanned the width of the bus. She sat in the center, her back to the window. From here, the driver’s mirror showed only a vague shape. Perfect.

The exterior door hissed open at the front. Boots clomped on the steps. Low, rumbling voices.

“Fuck, it’s dark. Hey, Tony, you forget how to work the lights?”

The driver—Tony—cleared his throat. “Circuit’s out. Just sit down, will ya?”

Two shapes moved down the aisle. Jaci could make them out now as her eyes adjusted. The big one first, just as described. He wore a dark jacket, his shoulders filling the aisle. The smaller one followed, carrying a lunch pail.

“Back here’s fine,” the big one grunted, and they shuffled into the row directly in front of Jaci.

The bus pulled away from the depot, the engine vibrating through the frame. The men settled in, their bulk blocking most of the faint light from the front. Jaci waited. She let them get comfortable. Let them think they were alone.

Then, slowly, she let her legs fall open. She leaned back, one arm draped along the seatback. Her other hand came to rest on her own thigh, her fingers tracing idle circles on her skin, just above the hem of her skirt.

The big man shifted. He glanced over his shoulder, a quick, casual look. He froze.

Jaci’s voice was a low whisper in the dark, barely audible over the engine’s rumble. “See something you like?”

The big man didn’t move. His broad back was a wall of tension. He was still looking over his shoulder, his face half-turned, caught in a stripe of passing streetlight. His eyes were wide, fixed on the shadowed V of her open legs, on the pale skin of her thigh where her fingers still traced slow circles.

He didn’t answer. He just stared. His breathing changed—a sharp, audible intake through his nose.

Jaci let her hand drift higher. Her fingertips brushed the hem of her skirt, then slipped beneath it. The lace of her panties was damp. She pressed her palm flat against the heat there, letting out a soft, deliberate sigh. Her other hand came up to her breast, cupping it through her thin top, her thumb finding her nipple and rubbing it into a hard peak.

The smaller man shifted in his seat. “What’s the holdup, Mike?” he grumbled, not turning around.

Mike—the big man—jerked as if shocked. He finally tore his gaze away from her, facing forward again. “Nothin’,” he muttered, his voice rough. “Thought I saw somethin’.”

Jaci smiled in the dark. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly, with a rustle of fabric, pulled them down her thighs, over her knees, off her ankles. She let them drop to the floor of the bus. The air was cool on her bare skin. Her cock, which had been half-hard against her stomach, began to swell, thickening with the pulse of her own arousal.

She spread her legs wider. She took herself in hand, her grip firm and familiar. She gave one long, slow stroke from root to tip, her thumb smearing the bead of wetness already gathered there. A quiet, hungry sound escaped her lips.

Mike’s head turned again. This time, he didn’t freeze. He watched. His eyes were dark pits in the gloom, but she could see the hunger in them. The raw, stunned want.

“The hell are you lookin’ at?” the smaller man said, irritation edging his voice. He started to turn.

“Don’t,” Mike growled, the command so low and guttural it vibrated in the space between the seats.

The smaller man went still. “Mike?”

“Just sit there. And shut up.”

Jaci stroked herself again, a little faster. The wet, slick sound was unmistakable in the quiet bus. She let her head fall back against the window, her eyes closing for a moment as the pleasure built—a sweet, aching pressure at the base of her spine. She knew he could see the movement of her arm, the shift of her shoulders. She knew he could hear every soft, wet slide.

When she opened her eyes, Mike was fully turned in his seat now, one massive arm draped over the seatback. He was staring openly, his mouth slightly agape. The streetlights flashed across his face every few seconds, revealing the stark need carved there.

“You wanna touch it?” Jaci whispered, her voice a thread of sound.

He nodded, a quick, desperate jerk of his chin.

“Then come here.”

He moved like a man in a trance. He stood, his bulk making the bus sway slightly. He loomed over her for a second, blocking out all the light, before he sank to his knees in the narrow aisle. The vinyl floor creaked under his weight. He was close enough now that she could smell him—sweat and cheap soap and the metallic scent of the warehouse he’d just left.

His hands came up, hovering over her thighs, trembling. They were huge, rough-looking hands, scarred across the knuckles.

“Go on,” she breathed.

He touched her. One calloused palm settled on her inner thigh, the heat of it searing her skin. The other hand reached, tentatively, for her cock. His fingers brushed the length of it, a feather-light touch that made her hips jerk involuntarily.

“Fuck,” he whispered, awed.

He wrapped his hand around her. His grip was hesitant at first, then firmer, as he felt the solid, velvety heat of her. He gave an experimental stroke, his thumb passing over the slick head. A full-body shudder went through him.

Jaci let out a long, slow breath. “Yeah. Like that.”

He began to stroke her in earnest, his movements growing more confident, more greedy. His eyes were locked on where his hand moved on her, on the way her flesh glistened in the faint light. His own breathing was ragged, loud in the confined space.

“Mike, what the actual fuck?” the smaller man hissed from the seat in front. He’d turned now, peering over the seatback. His eyes widened, his mouth dropping open as he took in the scene: his friend on his knees in the aisle, his huge hand working between the legs of a stunning woman who was arching her back in silent pleasure.

“Sit down, Carl,” Mike grunted, not looking away from Jaci. “Or get a better view.”

Carl didn’t sit down. He stared, transfixed. Jaci met his gaze over Mike’s shoulder. She gave him a slow, wicked smile, then let her eyes flutter closed as Mike’s thumb found a particular spot under the head, rubbing tight, perfect circles.

Her pleasure was a coil winding tighter and tighter. The bus swayed, the engine droned, and in the dark, anonymous back, a stranger’s hand was bringing her closer to the edge. She could feel the driver’s eyes on them in the mirror—a distant, watching presence. It fueled her. The exhibitionism, the risk, the sheer wrongness of it all made the heat in her belly burn white-hot.

“You gonna come for me?” Mike rasped, his voice thick with his own arousal. He was leaning closer now, his face inches from her cock, watching his own hand work. “You gonna come in my hand?”

Jaci opened her eyes. She reached down and covered his hand with hers, guiding his rhythm, making it harder, faster. “Yeah,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”

His strokes became frantic. The wet, rhythmic sound filled the bus. Carl was still staring, one hand gripping the seatback, the other fumbling at the front of his own jeans.

The orgasm built, a wave gathering force at the base of her spine, tightening everything. She was right there, balanced on the trembling edge. Her thighs tensed. Her back arched off the seat. Mike’s hand was a blur of motion, his breath hot on her skin.

She was about to fall.

The orgasm crashed over her, a white-hot detonation that ripped a ragged cry from her throat. Her hips bucked off the seat, driving her cock deeper into the tight tunnel of Mike’s fist. Her release pulsed out in thick, hot stripes across his knuckles and her own stomach, the wet sound lost under the groan of the bus’s engine. She rode the convulsions, her body bowing, every muscle locked tight before going slack against the vinyl. Her breath came in sharp, shattered gasps.

Mike watched, mesmerized, as the last few drops spilled over his fingers. He brought his hand to his face, staring at the mess glistening in the dim light. His chest heaved. “Fuck,” he breathed again, the word full of reverence. He looked up at her, his eyes black with want. “Can I taste it?”

Jaci, still trembling in the aftershocks, gave a slow, languid nod. Her smirk was back, lazy and satisfied. “Go ahead.”

He didn’t hesitate. He leaned in, his tongue—broad and warm—lapping a thick stripe from her stomach up to the sensitive head of her cock. He cleaned her, his movements hungry, groaning low in his throat at the taste. He took her into his mouth, not deeply, but enough to suck the last of the spend from her, his eyes closed in concentration.

From the aisle, Carl made a choked sound. He’d unzipped his jeans, his own cock in his hand, stroking himself slowly as he watched his friend eat come from a woman’s body. The contradiction seemed to short-circuit him. He just stared, his hand moving in a frantic, clumsy rhythm.

Jaci’s gaze slid from Mike’s bowed head to Carl’s stunned face. The heat in her belly, banked by her climax, began to stir again, fanned by their raw hunger. She crooked a finger at Carl. “You. Come here.”

Carl stumbled forward, his jeans around his thighs. He was average, hard, and leaking. Jaci reached out and took him in her hand, her grip firm. She guided him to her mouth. “Watch him,” she murmured to Mike, nodding down at his own work. Mike’s eyes flew open, fixed on where her lips parted for Carl.

She took Carl in, swallowing him to the root in one smooth motion. He cried out, a high, broken sound, and his hands flew to her hair. She worked him with her mouth, deep and wet, her tongue swirling. She could feel Mike’s stare like a physical weight. She pulled off Carl with a lewd pop, looking up at Mike. “You want more than a taste?”

Mike’s answer was to fumble with his own belt. He shoved his jeans down, freeing a thick, heavy cock that curved upward, already dripping. He was bigger than Carl, substantial. Jaci felt a fresh pulse of arousal between her legs. “Turn around,” Mike grunted, his voice gravelly. “Bend over the seat.”

She obeyed, the command sparking through her. She rose on shaky legs, turned her back to them, and bent forward, placing her hands on the cracked vinyl of the bench seat. Her short skirt rode up, baring her ass and the tight, hidden pucker between her cheeks. The cool air kissed her there. She heard Mike spit into his palm, the wet sound loud, then felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against her.

“Fuck her,” Carl whispered, his voice ragged. He was still standing beside her, his cock hovering near her face. She opened her mouth for him again, taking him deep as Mike began to push.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning, full ache that made her gasp around Carl’s length. Mike went slow, an inch at a time, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. He filled her completely, a thick, relentless invasion that stole her breath. When he was fully seated, he held still, both of them panting. Jaci felt impossibly full, split open.

Then he moved. He pulled back and thrust in, a deep, grinding stroke that made her see stars. He set a brutal, steady pace, each drive punching a muffled sound from her throat as she sucked Carl. The bus swayed, matching the rhythm, the world reduced to the slap of skin, the wet sounds of her mouth and her ass taking them, the groans of two men unraveling in a public bus.

Mike’s thrusts grew harder, faster. “Tight,” he grunted, his voice strained. “So fucking tight.” He leaned over her, his chest against her back, his breath hot on her neck. The new angle was deeper, more punishing. Jaci felt her own cock, soft against her stomach, begin to stir again, thickening with each rough plunge.

Carl’s fingers tightened in her hair. “I’m gonna—” he warned, his hips stuttering.

She sucked him harder, urging him on, and he came with a shout, spilling into her mouth. She swallowed, taking every pulse, her own arousal now a sharp, demanding throb. As Carl slumped back, spent, she pushed herself up on her hands, forcing Mike to stand straight. “Stop,” she breathed.

He stilled, buried inside her, trembling with the effort. “What?”

“I want to fuck you now.” Her voice was low, husky, and absolute.

He pulled out of her with a slick, wet sound. She turned, her cock fully hard again, jutting out from between her thighs, glistening with her own wetness and his spit. She pushed him toward the bench seat. “On your knees. Face the window.”

For a second, he looked like he might refuse. Then the raw need in her eyes overrode everything. He got on his knees on the seat, his broad back to her, his ass in the air. Jaci spat into her palm, slicking herself. She positioned the head of her cock at his entrance, pressing against the tight ring of muscle. Mike tensed, a low groan escaping him.

“Relax,” she murmured, leaning over him, her breasts against his sweaty back. She pushed. He was tighter than she was, the resistance fierce, but she was relentless. She worked the head inside, feeling him give way inch by torturous inch. His whole body shuddered. She sank deeper, until she was fully sheathed in his heat, her balls pressed against him. She stayed there, letting him adjust, feeling his internal clench around her. “Okay?”

He nodded, his face pressed against the grimy window. “Fuck. Yeah.”

She began to move. Slow, at first, long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in. His choked gasps were music. She picked up the pace, her hips snapping forward, driving into him with a force that rocked the entire seat. The bus was a dark, rolling cave, their bodies the only truth in it. She fucked him with a single-minded intensity, her hands on his hips, her own pleasure coiling tight and bright once more.

“Harder,” Mike gritted out, pushing back against her.

She obliged, her thrusts becoming punishing, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the empty bus. She could feel his tension building, his hole clutching at her rhythmically. She reached around, finding his cock, and began to stroke him in time with her thrusts. He cried out, a raw, broken sound, and came suddenly, his release painting the window and seat in front of him. The violent clenching of his orgasm pushed her over the edge.

Her own climax tore through her, a deep, rolling wave that had her slamming into him one final, shuddering time as she spilled inside him, her vision whiting out at the edges. She collapsed over his back, both of them slick with sweat and spend, breathing in ragged unison.

The bus’s engine note changed. The vehicle slowed, then pulled to the curb with a hiss of brakes. The interior lights flickered on, harsh and sudden.

Tony the driver stood at the front, having left his seat. He’d been watching the entire time. His face was pale, his own uniform pants unzipped. He looked from Jaci, still buried in Mike, to Carl, slumped in a daze, to the mess on the window. His voice, when it came, was shaky but intent. “My turn’s not over.” He started walking down the aisle toward them. “You’re not done.”

Jaci pushed herself off Mike’s slick back, her cock slipping from him with a wet, soft sound. She stood on legs that felt like water, the cool air of the bus hitting the sweat on her skin. She didn’t look at Mike as he slumped forward against the seat, spent. Her dark eyes were fixed on Tony, who had stopped halfway down the aisle, his own cock out and hard, curving up from his unzipped uniform pants.

“You want to fuck me,” she said, her voice a low, ragged purr. It wasn’t a question.

Tony nodded, his throat working. He was older, his face lined, his hair thinning. But his need was a palpable thing, thick in the air between them. “Yeah. I watched it all. I need it.”

She took a step toward him, her movements slow and deliberate despite the exhaustion humming in her bones. Her skirt was still rucked up around her waist, her own cock, slick and softening, hanging between her thighs. She stopped a foot from him, close enough to smell the stale coffee on his breath, the nervous sweat under his cheap cologne. She looked down at his erection. It was older, veined, the head dark and flushed. “Okay,” she said simply.

She turned, presenting her back to him, and bent forward, placing her hands on the back of a nearby seat. She arched her spine, offering herself. The position pulled her ass cheeks apart, revealing the glistening, used hole Mike had just vacated. “Here.”

Tony moved behind her, his hands clumsy as they gripped her hips. His fingers were cold. He fumbled, the blunt head of his cock nudging against her, slipping on the mixed wetness there. He groaned in frustration.

“Spit,” Jaci commanded, her face turned toward the window, watching the dark city slide past.

He hawked and spat into his palm, slicking himself roughly before pressing again. This time, he found the entrance. He pushed. The stretch was different from Mike—thinner, but insistent. Jaci breathed out, relaxing the clenched muscle, letting him in. He sank into her with a shuddering sigh, filling the aching, empty space.

“Oh, god,” he whispered, his hips flush against her ass. He held there, trembling. “You’re… fuck.”

“Move,” she said, the word barely audible.

He began to thrust, short, jerky strokes at first, then settling into a deeper, more desperate rhythm. His pace was uneven, fueled by a lifetime of pent-up fantasy. He wasn’t fucking her with Mike’s brutal power or Carl’s stunned reverence. This was something else—greedy, hungry, a man claiming a prize he’d watched others play with. His hands tightened on her hips, his breathing a ragged whistle in her ear.

Jaci closed her eyes. The sensation was a dull, full ache, a friction that stoked the embers of her own satisfaction into a low, warm glow. She wasn’t chasing another climax. This was about the performance, about being the object that completed his watch. She rolled her hips back, meeting his thrusts, drawing a choked cry from him.

“That’s it,” Tony panted. “Just like that. I saw you. With the old lady. With the kids. I saw everything.” His words spilled out, a confession punctuated by his hips. “You’re a fucking dream. A dirty, perfect dream.”

She smiled against her arm, a lazy, private curl of her lips. This was the thrill. Not just the sex, but the knowledge. The audience. The bus was her stage, and even the driver had a front-row seat.

His thrusts grew more frantic, losing rhythm. “I’m close,” he gasped, his voice cracking. “I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” she murmured, pushing back against him one final time.

He came with a sharp, guttural sound, his body locking as he pulsed inside her. His grip on her hips was painful. She felt the hot spill, another man’s release joining the mess already within her. He stayed buried for a long moment, panting, before sliding out. The loss of him left her feeling hollow, used, and profoundly satisfied.

Tony stumbled back, zipping his pants with shaking hands. He couldn’t look at her. He looked at the floor, at the sleeping forms of Mike and Carl, anywhere else. “End of the line,” he muttered, his voice rough. “This is my last stop. Garage is up ahead.”

Jaci straightened slowly. She tugged her skirt down, the fabric sticking to her damp skin. She felt the slow trickle of Tony’s spend down her inner thigh. She didn’t wipe it away.

She gathered her small purse from the floor. The bus was rolling again, turning off the main route into a dimly lit industrial yard. It came to a final stop inside a large, echoing depot. The engine cut, leaving a sudden, ringing silence.

Tony retreated to his driver’s seat, a silhouette against the windshield. Mike stirred, pulling his jeans up with a groan. Carl was already standing, looking lost. Neither man looked at each other. Without a word, they shuffled down the aisle and out the front door, disappearing into the night.

Jaci was the last one left. She walked down the aisle, her steps steady. She paused at the front, next to Tony, who stared rigidly ahead.

“Good ride,” she said, her voice a soft purr in the quiet.

He flinched, then gave a stiff, single nod.

She stepped down onto the concrete floor of the depot. The night air was cool, cutting through the heat on her skin. She walked away from the bus, not looking back. The depot gate was open to the street. She passed through it, the city sounds welcoming her back—distant sirens, the rumble of a late-night truck, the hiss of a hydrant.

She walked two blocks to a familiar bus shelter, the orange light humming above her. She sat on the bench, the cold plastic a shock through her thin skirt. She crossed her legs, feeling the sticky evidence against her skin. A deep, contented sigh escaped her.

A different bus, its number glowing in the dark, approached from down the avenue. It was nearly empty. Jaci watched it come, a slow smile touching her lips. She stood, smoothing her skirt. The doors hissed open.

She climbed aboard, dropping her fare into the box. The new driver, a young woman with tired eyes, gave her a cursory nod. Jaci walked down the aisle, her hips swaying just so. She chose a seat near the middle, by the window.

She settled in, resting her head against the glass. The bus pulled away, carrying her toward home. Her body was a map of the day—sore, sated, gloriously used. Outside, the city lights blurred into streaks of gold and white.

Inside, she was warm. She was full. She was, for now, perfectly complete. The ride was over. But the night, the city, the endless possibility of another stranger’s hungry eyes… that was a journey without end.

And she was already looking forward to her next ticket.
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