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CONTENT WARNINGS:




Trigger Warnings & Content Notes
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Major Warnings




&  Explicit Content

ontains extensive, graphic descriptions of sexual activity, nudity, and sex acts.




&  Adult Content

This work is intended for adult readers (18+).




&  Romance

Features romantic and emotional elements alongside the explicit scenes.




&  Steamy/Spicy

Includes frequent, intense, and repetitive explicit sexual content.




&  Taboo

Involves infidelity and secret sexual encounters with a partner's family member.




Please note: This is a work of fiction for adult readers only (18+). If any of the above triggers you, do not continue.
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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​​Chapter 1
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The rain came down in sheets that felt like the sky itself was angry.

Neon signs blurred into streaks of gold and red, and the city streets below the overpass were just dark rivers of reflected light.

Lila sat in the passenger seat of Ronan’s sleek black Audi, the kind of car that cost more than most people’s rent.

She was twenty-four, an ethereal redhead with freckles scattered across her nose and cheeks like someone had flicked a paintbrush at her, full lips that always looked freshly kissed,

and curves that made every dress she owned feel like sin wrapped in silk.

Her emerald-green dress clung to her body from the humidity and the short drive from the charity gala—

full breasts pressing against the fabric, the narrow waist flaring into wide hips,

and an ass that made the skirt ride up every time she shifted. Her dark-red hair was messy from the wind,

strands sticking to her freckled shoulders.

She kept glancing at Ronan,

green eyes flicking to his strong profile,

the way his jaw tightened when the traffic slowed.

“Traffic’s a bitch tonight,” Ronan muttered,

voice low and rough like gravel wrapped in velvet.

He was tall—

six-three at least—broad-shouldered,

with sun-kissed skin from weekend sailing trips,

and storm-grey eyes that seemed to see straight through clothes.

Black shirt,

sleeves rolled up to show corded forearms, and the faint scent of his cologne—

cedar and something darker—filled the car.

Lila’s breath hitched. She didn’t look away.

“We should’ve stayed and danced instead of pretending to be models for a gala,” she said, trying to sound light but failing.

[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Her voice came out breathy, already thick with want.
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He laughed softly,

the sound vibrating through the quiet car.

His hand landed on her thigh without warning—

warm, heavy, fingers splaying wide over the thin material of her dress.

Thumb stroked slow circles, inching higher, brushing the edge of her black lace panties.
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“You looked too good in that dress to pretend anything,” he murmured,

eyes on the road but his hand... not.

“Pull over? We’re stuck anyway. Might as well wait it out here.” Lila glanced at the empty road ahead.

The overpass loomed,

a dark concrete bridge that would block most of the rain. “There’s that overpass up ahead. It’ll block the worst of it.” Ronan didn’t hesitate.

He eased the car onto the shoulder, tires splashing through deep puddles, and killed the engine with a soft click.

The sudden quiet was deafening—

only the rain hammering the roof like a thousand tiny fists and the wipers still swishing in slow, lazy arcs.

The car felt smaller.

The world outside nothing but sound and wet glass. Lila turned to him,

green eyes darkening to emerald pools of lust.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​She could feel the heat radiating off his body,

the way his thigh pressed against hers under the dash.

“We could wait for the tow truck here,” she whispered,

voice already trembling. “No one would see.”

His smile was pure sin—slow, dangerous, devastating.

“Good. Because I’ve been waiting to see you like this all night.” The words hung between them,

thick with everything they hadn’t said yet.

Lila’s pulse hammered in her ears. She reached over,

hand sliding up his thigh,

feeling the hard muscle under his jeans.

His cock was already thickening, pressing against the fabric. Outside, the rain poured down in sheets,

turning the asphalt into black glass.

Inside, the only thing that mattered was the two of them—

two beautiful, powerful people who’d been flirting for months in secret—and the storm giving them the perfect excuse to finally stop pretending.

Lila swallowed,

tongue darting out to wet her full lips. “Then let’s make it count.”

Ronan’s grey eyes burned into hers.

He leaned in slowly,

giving her every chance to pull away, and kissed her.

The kiss started soft—

his lips brushing hers, tasting like the champagne they’d sipped at the gala and something darker, sweeter.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Lila made a small sound in the back of her throat and kissed him back, hands sliding up his chest to grip his shirt.

His tongue stroked hers in long, lazy sweeps,

like he had all the time in the world and wanted to savor every second.

The rain drummed louder on the roof, but neither of them cared.

When they broke apart, both were breathing hard.

Raina’s lips were swollen,

her skin flushed from throat to cheeks.

Ronan rested his forehead against hers, grey eyes half-lidded and glassy.

“Fuck,” he rasped.

“You’re going to be the death of me tonight.” Lila let out a shaky laugh,

the sound soft and breathless.

“Good. Because I don’t want you to stop.” His hand slid lower,

cupping her ass through the wet dress,

squeezing once in a way that made her breath hitch. He didn’t push further.

Not yet.

He just held her there—

close enough that she felt the hard line of his body,

the steady throb of his cock through his jeans pressing against her stomach.
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​​Chapter 2
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The second the engine died,

Ronan pulled Lila into his lap like she weighed nothing.

Rain hammered the roof of the Audi in a relentless roar,

turning the world outside into a blurred, metallic haze of neon and black.

The car felt smaller, intimate,

the windows fogging slightly from their breath.

Rain streaked the glass in long, glistening trails,

and the wipers kept swishing in lazy arcs, oblivious to everything inside.

He kissed her deep, hungry,

tongue stroking hers like he’d been holding back for months.

Lila melted against him,

a soft moan escaping into his mouth as her hands slid up his chest, nails lightly scratching through his black shirt.

His fingers were already working—

one cupping her full left breast through the wet emerald dress, thumb circling her nipple until it tightened into a hard, aching peak.

The other hand slid down her thigh,

bunching the fabric higher, then under it to palm her bare ass.

“Fuck, you’re soaked already,”

he rasped against her swollen lips, voice wrecked. “I could feel it the whole drive.”

Lila’s breath hitched,

her green eyes glassy and dark.

She reached down between them, fumbling with his belt,

the metal cool against her overheated skin.

She popped it open,

then the button, then the zipper.

When his thick cock sprang free, slapping heavily against his abs,

she wrapped her fingers around the hot, pulsing length.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​It was thick—easily eight inches—veins standing out along the shaft,

the head already glistening with pre-cum and the slick evidence of her own arousal.

She stroked him once, twice, thumb swirling over the leaking tip, feeling it throb in her palm.

Ronan groaned low in his throat, hips jerking up into her touch.

“Jesus, Lila... that feels so good.”

His free hand yanked the dress higher, exposing her breasts in the lacy emerald bra.

He pulled the cup down, exposing one full, freckled breast,

then leaned down and closed his mouth over her nipple. Hot, wet suction.

His tongue flicked and swirled in slow, deliberate circles while his fingers pinched the other nipple just hard enough to make her gasp.

Lila arched back,

moaning loudly as rain pounded the roof.

She could feel herself growing wetter, her pussy dripping down his fingers.

He slid two thick fingers through her soaked folds, gathering her slick,

then pushed them inside without warning.

She was tight, hot, and dripping—

her walls clenching greedily around his fingers as he curled them slowly, finding that spot inside that made her vision spark white.

His thumb rubbed her swollen clit in tight, slick circles, the wet sounds obscene in the small car.

She rode his hand, hips rolling,

breasts bouncing with every movement.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Rain lashed the windshield,

turning the world into streaks of gold and red.

Ronan’s mouth left her nipple, kissing his way up her throat, sucking gently at the sensitive skin.

“You taste like heaven,”

he growled against her pulse.

“And you’re so fucking greedy for me already.” Lila’s hand never stopped stroking his cock.

She pulled back just enough to look at  him—lips parted, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with lust.

“I’ve wanted this all night,” she whispered.

“Since the moment you pulled me into the car.”
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He smiled, wicked and dark,

and kissed her again, deep and slow,

while his fingers fucked her in steady strokes.

Lila’s free hand slipped between her legs, stroking him faster,

thumb swirling over the head until he was leaking more pre-cum down her wrist.

When she was ready,

Lila guided him to her entrance.

She sank down inch by inch,

gasping as the thick head popped past her tight ring of muscle.

She took him slow, savoring every vein, every ridge, the way he stretched her open.

When he was buried to the hilt, balls pressed against her ass, both of them groaned—

loud, raw, echoing off the rain-soaked glass.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The car rocked gently.

Rain poured down harder outside, but inside, everything was just them—

bodies moving, skin slick with sweat and rain,

the wet slap of their joining filling the small space.
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Lila started riding him in tight circles,

grinding down until he was buried so deep she felt him in her throat.

Every roll of her hips dragged his cockhead against that perfect spot inside her. Her full breasts bounced with each movement,

nipples still hard and glistening.

She leaned forward,

bracing her hands on his shoulders, and started grinding in deeper,
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