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The old man sitting across
from me is picking his nose. His finger is clear up there, past the
knuckle, and he’s going at it like he’s trying to find some kind of
fucking treasure. It’s completely disgusting, and I have to
suppress myself from popping up off my seat and violently smacking
his hand away. I so wanna do it. I so wanna just make a huge
fucking scene of the ordeal. But instead I just glare at him with a
disgusted smirk across my face. He glances at me but just grins and
keeps right on after it, digging and digging.

I guess that’s the thing
about a bus station. You get all kinds of people. A few rows behind
the booger-man sits a dude pretending to be a woman. It’s so
fucking obvious he’s a man. He’s wearing really short shorts, and
his hips are just too square. He’s skinnier than a meth-head and
he’s wearing bright purple eyeshadow and hot pink lipstick . . .
and a rainbow-colored tube top.

“Look, this is probably for
the best,” I hear Rick’s voice floats in from behind me. He’s
holding a bottle of soda. “You wanna drink?” he says, pushes the
bottle in my direction. I take the bottle, twist the cap open and
take a long slug. Fuck, I wish it had
some liquor in it, I think to myself as
I swallow hard—it would certainly make this bus ride I’m about to
embark on a lot more tolerable.

“Thanks,” I say.

“We just need some time . .
. we’ll get through this thing.”

I know he’s right. When my
parents found out that he’d been banging me, they had a fucking
fit. And although I’m nineteen, they gave me an ultimatum . . .
either I go live with my grandparents, or they would kick me out on
the streets. They didn’t like the fact that I was fucking the older
guy next door. So, to the grandparents’ house I go. The unfortunate
thing is they live three-hundred miles away. I’m gonna be on this
fucking bus all day.

I glance up at the wall
clock. I still got forty-five minutes before departure.

“I gotta hit the can,” I
say.

I get up from my seat and
make the trek across the station to the restrooms. I push through
the door and find myself alone in the room. I walk over to the
mirrors and gaze at myself for a long time.

Jesus,
I think to myself. Maybe I could just bail out on
this whole damn arrangement. Maybe I could just go stay with my
friend Maxine. But then I know that would never work. She lives
with her boyfriend, and the same thing would happen there. He’s a
real fucking horn-ball, and I know he’d be trying to get into my
panties the first night. The thing is, I’d probably let
him.

God, I’m fucking
horny, I think to myself as I gaze back
into the mirror to see myself standing in my short skirt and tight
white blouse. My black hair is styled in a bob, and my titties are
pressing hard against the buttons of my shirt. I run a finger over
my full lips, smile at myself, and then pop into one of the stalls.
I pull down my skirt and stoop over the can, listen as my piss
forcefully sprays into the water. When I’m finished, I tidy myself
up and head back out to where Rick is sitting.

“How’d it go?” he asks with
a grin.

“Just fine,” I
say.

“Look,” he says, places his
warm hand on my thigh as I sit down. His touch sends a bolt of
electricity through my body. I gaze at him with warm, soft
eyes. I wonder if he knows how fucking
horny I am right now?

“I’m gonna miss you,” he
says.

I reach up to caress his
cheek. His words make me feel lightheaded.

“This will only be for a
while . . . once I get things worked out with your mom and dad,
then maybe you can come back.”

“Maybe,” I say. I rub his
cheek. He rubs my thigh.

It would be nice to come
back. But deep inside I know that aint ever gonna happen. What’s
done is done.

“God . . . you’re just so
fucking sexy,” he says.

For a moment I think about
the two of us running away. I think about us going up to the
counter and cashing in my ticket to grandma’s for two tickets to
somewhere like LA. I imagine us getting a place together. Imagine
us being free to do whatever we want.

I reach down and force him
to rub my thigh harder, gaze at him with bedroom eyes. I glance
around the room, then grab my jacket and use it to cover my lap. I
shift his hand towards my muff, watch as his eyes get big when his
fingers find my panties.

“Maybe one more time before
I leave,” I say.

“Jesus,” he gasps. “Right
here?”

“Where else?” I
say.

I look around the room. No
one’s watching. He scoots a little closer, starts working his
fingers up and down the outside of my underwear. I almost moan out
loud when he touches my clit, but I stop myself just in
time.

He works his fingers up and
down, slowly feeling the outline of my lips, each stroke sending a
bolt through my thighs. I have to bite my lip to keep from
squealing. I hunker closer to him, wrap my hands around his
shoulders. He’s moving just his fingers. No one can tell what he’s
doing beneath the jacket. I feel myself getting wetter with each
stroke. Then I feel him trying to push the underwear to the side.
He wants my flesh. Fingering me through the material’s not enough.
I knew it wouldn’t be.

After a few moments of
fumbling with the band, he slips a finger into my opening. I nearly
scream as he penetrates me with his big finger.

“Jesus, Rick . . . you got
me so fucking hot,” I moan into his ear. He leans over and starts
kissing my neck.

“We gotta find somewhere
quick,” I say. “You gotta give me more than this . . . I need it
all,” I say as he works his fingers in and out.

We don’t really need to go
anywhere else, I think to myself. He could make me cum with his
fingers just sitting here. But I don’t want just his fingers. I
need to feel him inside me. At least one last time, I need to feel
his cock inside me.

“The bathroom,” I say. “Is
there a lock on the door?”

“I don’t know . . . I think
so,” he says, rubbing one finger into my opening and then up onto
my swollen clit.

“God!” I spurt. “I really
need you right now,” I say. “Can we try the bathroom?”

“Okay . . . okay,” he says,
panting as he pulls his hand out and leans back in the chair. I
glance over to see a huge bulge in his pants. “Let’s try the
bathroom.”

I leave my jacket in the
chair as I rise to follow him. I glare at the booger-man one last
time as I walk towards the bathroom.

I follow a few steps behind
Rick as he shuffles along the tile floor, peek up to see the woman
behind the ticket counter talking loudly on her cell.

When we get to the
restrooms, I wait outside while he goes in to check. After a few
moments the tranny pops out. He smiles, his pink lipstick smeared
up the edge of his mouth, and then walks back towards the lobby.
When he’s gone, Rick cracks the bathroom door and motions for me to
come inside. I glance around to make sure no one’s watching and
then quickly slide through the door.

Once inside, Rick slides the
lock and quickly turns back to me. “We gotta make this fast,” he
says. “We don’t need someone calling the cops.”

“Fuck the cops,” I
say.

“They’ll think someone’s
overdosing in here,” he says.

“Jesus” I say. “Fucking
addicts love the bus station,” I say.

He moves over and locks me
in an embrace, starts kissing me all over my face and neck, the
same time finding my titties through the tight blouse.

“Why do you have to dress so
fucking sexy,” he moans.

“I don’t know . . . it was
just for you,” I hear myself say.

“Fuck . . . I want you so
bad,” he says.

He rubs me all over, across
my shoulders, across my big titties, down across the waistband of
my skirt. He brings his hand up and rubs my face. I smell my pussy
on his fingers.
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