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Chapter 1
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The rain had been falling for hours, a relentless sheet against the grimy windows of the city bus as Jane stepped aboard. It was late, the seats mostly empty, the air thick with the smell of damp wool and stale exhaust. She shivered, pulling her thin jacket tighter, and made her way to a window seat near the back, hoping for an uneventful ride home. As the bus lurched forward, her gaze drifted across the nearly empty aisle, snagging on the lone passenger occupying the bench opposite her.
He was undeniably... striking. Not in any conventional sense, Jane quickly noted. His face was a landscape of sharp angles and rough features, a broken nose testament to past brawls, a jagged scar bisecting his left eyebrow. His jaw was strong, shadowed by a day's growth of dark stubble that did little to soften his already harsh appearance. He was built like a brute, broad shoulders straining against the fabric of a worn leather jacket, thick arms resting on his knees. This was Alexis. He wasn’t handsome, not by any measure Jane had ever applied. He was, to be blunt, ugly. And yet, there was something in his eyes – dark, intense, and utterly unblinking – that held her. They were fixed on her, not a leer, but an almost unnerving sense of recognition, as if he’d been waiting.
A nervous flutter stirred in Jane’s stomach, a mix of apprehension and an unfamiliar, thrilling jolt. She tore her eyes away, focusing on the distorted streetlights streaking past, but she could still feel his gaze, a tangible weight on her skin. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them, restless. The silence inside the bus was punctuated only by the rhythmic hum of the engine and the hiss of the tires on wet asphalt. Each time the bus stopped, another passenger would disembark, their hurried footsteps fading into the night. With each departure, the space between Jane and Alexis seemed to expand, yet simultaneously shrink, making their private bubble feel more potent, more dangerous.
She risked another glance. He hadn't moved, hadn't flinched. His eyes, the color of rich earth, were still on her, direct and unwavering. A corner of his mouth twitched, not quite a smile, but a subtle acknowledgement, a silent challenge. Jane felt a flush creep up her neck. Her nipples, suddenly, inconveniently, hardened beneath her bra. The bus was almost empty now. Only a woman with a grocery bag remained, two rows ahead of them. The tension between Jane and Alexis was a live wire, humming in the confined space, growing thicker with every passing streetlamp, every slowing stop.
The woman with the grocery bag gathered herself, fumbling for her stop button. The bus hissed to a halt. As she stepped off, casting a quick, oblivious glance behind her, Jane’s breath hitched. Now it was just them. Alexis and Jane. The bus driver, separated by a transparent partition, seemed a world away, lost in the rhythm of his route. The air crackled. The rain intensified, drumming a wild beat against the roof.
Alexis finally moved. Slowly, deliberately, he uncrossed his legs, the leather of his jacket creaking softly. His gaze never left hers. Jane found herself unable to breathe, her body taut with an unfamiliar hunger. He pushed himself up from his seat, not walking, but drifting towards her, his movements fluid, predator-like. His eyes, dark pools of desire, never left her face, a silent invitation, a primal command.
––––––––
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He stopped directly in front of her seat, his shadow engulfing her. The scent of him – musk, rain, and something uniquely masculine – filled her nostrils, intoxicating and raw. Jane’s thighs involuntarily parted, a hot dampness blooming between them.

He reached out a hand, not to touch her, but to brace himself against the window frame above her head, effectively trapping her. His face was mere inches from hers. She could see the faint network of veins on his eyelids, the dark stubble on his jaw, the faint scar on his lip.
"Finally," he rumbled, his voice a low, gravelly whisper that vibrated through her bones, sending shivers down her spine and pooling warmth between her legs. It was a voice that promised carnal depths.
Before she could form a reply, his mouth descended, claiming hers with a bruising intensity that stole her breath. His lips were rough, demanding, tasting of coffee and rain. He kissed her like he’d been wanting to for hours, for days, for a lifetime. Jane responded instantly, fiercely, her hands clawing at his leather jacket, pulling him closer. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pure animal satisfaction, and deepened the kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, mapping every curve, every sensitive spot.
His hand left the window and slid down, settling low on her belly, then dipping lower, his fingers brushing the thin fabric of her jeans, pressing against the throbbing heat of her sex. Jane gasped into his mouth, her hips instinctively arching up to meet his touch. He took it as an invitation, his thumb stroking hard against her mound, even through the denim, making her whimper. The bus lurched around a corner, throwing her against him, a perfect alignment of desperate bodies.
"Here," he breathed against her lips, pulling back just enough for his eyes to lock onto hers, burning with unmasked lust. "Now."
Her only answer was to writhe against his hand, her hips bucking. With a sudden, swift movement, he unzipped her jeans, his fingers surprisingly agile. He tugged them down, along with her underwear, exposing her aching, slick flesh to the cool air, then to the warmth of his palm. His fingers delved into her wetness, one, then two, pushing deep, directly onto her clitoris, then scraping up against her G-spot. Jane cried out, a muffled moan lost in the drumming rain and the hum of the bus. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, desperate for more. He leaned in, his mouth suckling at her neck, leaving a trail of fiery kisses down to her collarbone.
He ripped open his own jeans, his erection, thick and pulsing, springing free. Jane reached for him, her fingers closing around his hardened shaft, marveling at its impressive length and girth. He was so hard, so ready. He lifted her slightly, guiding himself to her entrance. She was slick, desperate, practically begging for him. With a single, powerful thrust, he plunged into her, burying himself to the hilt.
Jane cried out, an explosion of pleasure and shock. He was impossibly big, filling her completely, stretching her in ways she hadn't known possible. Her legs tightened around his waist, anchoring him to her. He pulled back slightly, then slammed back into her again, setting a primal rhythm. Each thrust was deep, forceful, driving her back against the seat, then pulling her forward to meet him. Her hands tangled in his thick, dark hair, pulling his head back, exposing his throat as she rode his every stroke.
The bus rattled on, oblivious. The rain hammered down. And in the back, in the dim, private sanctuary of their shared lust, Alexis fucked Jane, slow and deep, then fast and wild, their bodies slamming together, each groan, each gasp, a testament to the raw, untamed passion that had erupted between them on this lonely bus, under the cover of a rainy night. He was ugly, yes, but in that moment, as his hips ground into hers, filling her completely, he was the most beautiful, most desirable man she had ever known.
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