
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        JULIA YOUNG

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Mailing List

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Elevator Confessions

      

      
        Want to know about new releases?

      

      
        Want More Lesbian Stories?

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      Copyright 2025 Julia Young. All rights reserved.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Mailing List

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

        

      
        But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

      
        Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      Dedicated to all my loyal and amazing readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

      

      Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Elevator Confessions

          

        

      

    

    
      The office at night was a different creature than the buzzing hive it was during the day. Most of the overhead lights were off, leaving only the rows above their table glowing fluorescent white, casting long shadows over empty cubicles and the hum of the copy machine in sleep mode. The silence pressed in from all sides, punctuated by the faint tapping of Melanie’s keyboard and the scratch of Cora’s pen as she made another note in the margin of the draft presentation.

      Melanie didn’t bother hiding her sigh. “Do you always have to mark up every single slide like you’re grading a term paper?”

      Across from her, Cora glanced up, her dark brows arched in the kind of practiced disdain she wore like an accessory. “If the slides didn’t look like they were thrown together on the way to a high school pep rally, I wouldn’t need to.” She tapped her pen against one of the pages. “For instance, this font? It screams amateur hour.”

      Melanie’s jaw tightened as she clicked through another section of the deck. “It’s readable. That’s what matters.”

      “Readable doesn’t mean professional,” Cora countered smoothly, leaning back in her chair. The overhead light caught the shine of her black hair, perfectly straight, falling over one shoulder like she’d styled it for a photo shoot even though it was nearly eleven at night.

      Melanie hated that. Hated that Cora could look so composed while Melanie herself had tugged her long blond hair into a sloppy ponytail hours ago and had lost the top button of her blouse to pure exasperation. She was tired, she was cranky, and she wanted to go home—not spar with Cora for the fifth hour in a row.

      “You know,” Melanie said, clicking faster than she needed to just to make the point, “you’d have a lot more friends if you weren’t constantly criticizing everyone around you.”

      “I have plenty of friends,” Cora replied, unconcerned. “I just don’t waste my time pretending I like mediocrity.”

      Melanie let out a dry laugh. “Right. That must be why every time we’ve had an office party, you’ve managed to sit in the corner and scare off anyone who tries to make small talk.”

      Cora smirked, unbothered, her pen now twirling between her fingers. “Better than showing up with a new boyfriend every year like it’s some kind of talent show audition.”

      The sting of that remark went straight to Melanie’s chest. She looked up sharply, finding Cora’s dark eyes fixed on her with an infuriating calm. “You really never get tired of that one, do you?”

      “You make it too easy.” Cora shrugged one shoulder, her blouse shifting just enough to draw Melanie’s unwilling attention to the line of collarbone exposed beneath. “What was it last Christmas? The guy who tried to start a pyramid scheme with your uncle? Or the year before—the one who cried when someone made a joke about his haircut?”

      Melanie’s cheeks burned, not entirely from anger. She turned back to her laptop, fingers poised above the keyboard but unmoving. “You’re unbelievable.”

      “Unbelievably accurate.”

      Melanie inhaled slowly through her nose, refusing to give Cora the satisfaction of seeing her ruffled. The worst part was that the memories Cora jabbed at were crystal clear. Every holiday party, every smug remark whispered under Cora’s breath when Melanie introduced whatever boyfriend she’d dragged along. Was this one another walking red flag? Cora’s voice replayed in her mind like a chorus.

      “You know what?” Melanie said, forcing her voice steady. “At least I try. At least I put myself out there instead of acting like everyone’s beneath me.”

      Cora didn’t answer right away. She set her pen down, steepled her fingers beneath her chin, and regarded Melanie with the kind of measured stare that made Melanie feel like she was under a microscope. “Trying is admirable,” she said at last. “But lowering your standards isn’t. Maybe you’d be happier if you stopped chasing after men who don’t even deserve to breathe the same air as you.”

      The bluntness of the words threw Melanie off guard. They carried no obvious edge of mockery, no obvious intent to wound. Just… conviction. It was almost worse than the teasing. She swallowed and ducked her gaze back to the screen. “This isn’t a therapy session. We’re finishing the pitch deck.”

      “Fine by me,” Cora said lightly, though her eyes lingered a moment longer than necessary.

      Silence fell again, broken only by the clicks and scribbles of their work. But the air between them had shifted. Melanie found herself hyper-aware of every small movement: the way Cora leaned forward, the faint scent of her perfume—something clean and sharp, like bergamot and cedar—the curve of her wrist as she crossed out another of Melanie’s bullet points. It was infuriating, and distracting, and for reasons Melanie didn’t want to think too hard about, a little intoxicating.

      She tried to focus, tried to bury herself in formatting text boxes and adjusting charts. But every time Cora leaned closer, pointing something out on the screen, Melanie’s breath caught. Their shoulders brushed once, fleeting, but enough to send a prickling heat across her skin. She shifted in her seat, irritated at herself for noticing.

      “You missed a data point on slide eighteen,” Cora said, voice low but certain.

      Melanie groaned. “Of course I did. Why don’t you just take over and do the whole thing yourself, since clearly nothing I do lives up to your impossible standards?”

      Cora tilted her head, studying her. “That’s not what I said.”

      “It’s what you meant.”

      “No,” Cora corrected softly, “what I meant is that you’re better than this. You could make this flawless if you stopped cutting corners.”

      Melanie’s pulse jumped in her throat. It wasn’t the words themselves—it was the way Cora said them, as if she believed in her more than anyone else ever had. She looked away quickly, biting her lip. “You’re exhausting, you know that?”

      Cora’s laugh was quiet, almost genuine. “You bring it out in me.”

      Melanie risked a glance at her and instantly regretted it. Cora’s expression wasn’t mocking this time. Her dark eyes held hers for a moment too long, something unspoken humming beneath the surface. The back of Melanie’s neck warmed, and she forced herself to break eye contact, typing furiously even though she had no idea what she was writing.

      The minutes stretched, the silence heavier now, more charged. When Melanie shifted in her chair again, she could feel Cora’s gaze flick toward her, then away. It was infuriating—yet she didn’t tell her to stop.

      Finally, Melanie snapped her laptop shut with a decisive thunk. “That’s it. I’m done. The slides are good enough for tonight.”

      “Good enough?” Cora echoed, arching a brow.

      “Yes. Good enough. Because unless you plan to keep us here until sunrise nitpicking font sizes, I need sleep.”

      Cora smirked, gathering her marked-up pages into a neat stack. “Sleep won’t fix sloppy kerning.”

      Melanie rolled her eyes so hard it almost hurt. She shoved her chair back, stood, and slung her bag over her shoulder. “I don’t know how anyone puts up with you.”

      Cora rose too, slower, deliberate. “Maybe no one does. Maybe I don’t make it easy.”

      Melanie froze for half a second, surprised by the honesty. But she shook it off, heading toward the elevator. “You don’t say.”

      Behind her, Cora chuckled under her breath and followed. Their footsteps echoed across the empty office, two sharp rhythms locked together in the hush of the night.

      Melanie stuffed her laptop into her bag, snapping the zipper with more force than necessary. She didn’t bother looking at Cora. If she did, she’d probably say something she regretted, and the night had already stretched long enough. She wanted her bed, her pillow, and a world without Cora’s sharp tongue.

      She slung the strap across her shoulder and strode down the hall, heels clicking against the polished floor. Behind her, she could hear Cora moving at her own maddeningly slow pace, gathering her papers with meticulous neatness, as if even gravity obeyed her sense of order.

      Melanie reached the elevator, pressed the call button, and exhaled a tired sigh. The doors slid open with a soft ding. She stepped inside, already pressing the “Lobby” button when she caught sight of Cora gliding into view, her sleek hair catching the dim light.

      “Don’t even think about it,” Melanie muttered, narrowing her eyes as the doors began to close.

      Cora’s smirk flashed, quick and infuriating, just before she slipped a hand between the doors and slid inside with feline finesse. She took her place at Melanie’s side as if it had been her plan all along.

      Melanie groaned, dropping her head back against the mirrored wall. “Of course.”

      The elevator began its descent, the hum of machinery filling the silence. Melanie closed her eyes, willing herself to ignore the faint trace of Cora’s perfume—clean citrus and something darker, warm, almost musky. It was ridiculous that she could notice it in the first place.

      Then, without warning, the car shuddered violently. The floor jolted beneath their feet, making Melanie grab the rail to steady herself. A grinding sound echoed through the shaft, metallic and teeth-clenching, before the elevator lurched to a dead stop. The overhead lights blinked once, then cut to a dim emergency glow.

      Melanie’s heart jumped into her throat. “What the—”

      Cora’s hand was already on the panel, pressing the “Lobby” button again, then harder, then repeatedly. Nothing. She tried the “Open Door” button. Nothing. Finally, she slammed her palm against the “Alarm.” A shrill bell rang, echoing in the small space.

      Melanie pressed her back against the wall, clutching her bag like it might help. “Perfect. Trapped. With you.”

      Cora gave her a sidelong glance, unimpressed. “Trust me, I’m not thrilled about it either.”

      The intercom crackled after a moment. A tired voice came through: “Building security. Elevator malfunction. Maintenance won’t be able to reset until morning. Sorry for the inconvenience.”

      And then silence.

      Melanie’s jaw dropped. “Until morning? You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      Cora exhaled, the sound calm but tight. She stepped back, adjusting her blouse as though she were preparing for a boardroom presentation instead of being locked in a steel box. “Looks like we’ll be here for a while. At least morning isn’t that far away since we worked so late.”

      Melanie let out a bitter laugh. “Of all the people in this office I could have gotten stuck with, it had to be you.”

      Cora tilted her head, lips quirking. “Maybe the universe has a sense of humor.”

      “Or a cruel streak.”

      For a few minutes they tried everything—pushing buttons in different combinations, jiggling the emergency phone, even knocking on the door as though someone might magically pry it open. But the outcome was the same: silence, stillness, nothing. Finally, Melanie dropped onto the floor with a dramatic sigh, leaning her head against the cool mirrored wall.

      “This is actually my nightmare,” she muttered.

      Cora lowered herself down more gracefully, crossing her long legs in front of her. She rested her back against the opposite wall, facing Melanie directly. “You have very specific nightmares.”

      “Being trapped in a box with you feels pretty specific.”

      Cora’s smile widened, slow and infuriating. “You wound me.”

      Melanie hugged her knees, refusing to look at her. The elevator felt smaller by the second, the glow of the emergency light painting everything in warm gold. Her skin prickled, not from fear, but from the unavoidable awareness of Cora’s presence—every shift of fabric, every brush of her hair over her shoulder, every movement.

      The silence stretched too long, and Melanie’s nerves itched for something to fill it. “You’re worse company than I imagined.”

      “I haven’t said a word in five minutes.”

      “Exactly.”

      Cora laughed softly, the sound low and smooth. “And here I thought you’d be relieved I wasn’t criticizing your font choices anymore.”

      Melanie’s lips twitched despite herself. She pulled them into a frown quickly, but Cora caught it anyway.

      “You almost smiled,” Cora said.

      “No, I didn’t.”

      “Yes, you did.”

      Melanie shook her head, cheeks warming, though she blamed the stuffy air. “Don’t flatter yourself. You’re not funny.”

      “Not trying to be.”

      They fell quiet again. This time, the silence wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Melanie shifted, stretching her legs out in front of her. Her knee brushed against Cora’s. Neither of them moved.

      The air between them changed. It wasn’t the stale elevator air, though Melanie could feel that too, thick and heavy. It was the weight of Cora’s gaze, lingering, assessing. Melanie told herself not to notice, not to care. But she did. Every inch of her skin felt more alert, every shift of fabric over her thighs more noticeable.

      Finally, she huffed a sigh, needing to break the tension. “So… what’s worse? Being stuck in here with me, or being stuck in here without your perfectly sharpened pen and color-coded notes?”

      Cora chuckled under her breath. “I could survive without my notes.” Her gaze lingered on Melanie’s mouth before she looked away, smooth as if she hadn’t been caught. “You, on the other hand…”

      “What about me?”

      “You’re restless. Fidgety. You’d probably climb the walls if you could.”

      Melanie gave a half-smile despite herself. “You say that like you know me.”

      “Believe it or not, I do.”

      The admission landed between them like a pebble in water, rippling outward. Melanie looked at her properly for the first time since the doors had shut. In the low light, Cora’s face looked softer, less carved in disdain, more human. There was a faint shine to her lips, a gleam in her eyes that made Melanie’s pulse stumble.

      She tore her gaze away, fiddling with the strap of her bag. “Well, at least you’re calm. One of us has to be.”

      Cora leaned her head back against the wall, her expression unreadable. “I don’t panic easily.”

      “That tracks.”

      The minutes ticked by. They traded occasional barbs, little jokes about who was the worse company, but the edges weren’t sharp anymore. It was strange—being trapped like this, stripped of escape routes, forced to sit with the person who had spent years needling her. The banter dulled into something almost… intimate.

      Melanie sighed and stretched her legs again. This time when her shin brushed against Cora’s, she didn’t bother to move it. “Guess we’re stuck with each other.”

      Cora’s mouth curved, slow and knowing. “Guess so.”
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        * * *

      

      Time stretched thin inside the stalled elevator.

      Melanie shifted on the floor, her back pressed to the mirrored wall. She had kicked off her heels hours ago, toes curling against the cold metal. Across from her, Cora sat with the kind of poise that seemed impossible to maintain for so long. Her blouse still looked crisp, her posture straight, her long legs crossed at the ankle.

      Melanie blew out a breath, annoyed at how effortless she made it look. “Do you ever get messy? Or is this just how you come out of the box—perfect, like some kind of high-end action figure?”

      Cora tilted her head, amused. “Messy isn’t really my style.”

      “I noticed.” Melanie dragged her fingers through her ponytail, tugging at the loose strands. “Meanwhile, I look like I crawled out of a recycling bin.”

      “That’s dramatic,” Cora said, but her eyes flicked over Melanie in a way that made her skin prickle—like she was cataloguing, not criticizing.

      Melanie rolled her eyes. “At least I don’t bring my highlighters on business trips.”

      “They’re useful,” Cora countered, as calm as ever. “Unlike your boyfriends.”

      Melanie’s head jerked up. “Wow. You’re really going there? Again, might I add.”

      Cora’s smirk curved slow, deliberate. “Should I not?”

      “You’ve already humiliated me at two Christmas parties. Why stop now?” Melanie hugged her knees tighter, cheeks heating.

      Cora leaned her head back against the wall, her gaze steady. “It’s not about humiliating you.”

      Melanie snorted. “Right. Because it always feels so supportive when you whisper to me, ‘Is this one another red flag?’ in front of the HR director.”

      For once, Cora didn’t laugh. Her expression softened, almost imperceptibly, but enough to disarm Melanie. “It’s not that I care who you date,” she said, voice lower now, slower, like she was choosing the words carefully. “It’s that you’re too good for all of them.”

      The silence that followed wasn’t like the others. It was heavier. Melanie blinked, her breath stalling in her chest. “Excuse me?”

      Cora’s gaze didn’t waver. “Every guy you’ve brought around was beneath you. They wanted to sleep with you, but they didn’t see you.”

      Melanie opened her mouth, ready to argue, but the words stuck. Something about the way Cora said it—firm, matter-of-fact, without her usual bite—made her pulse thrum. “You’re unbelievable,” she muttered, though her voice lacked conviction.

      Cora shifted, leaning forward a little, her arms draped casually over her knees. “You’re smarter than half the people in that office put together. You work harder than you should have to, because you refuse to quit even when something’s unfair. You’re funny—though you don’t give yourself credit for it. And you…” Her eyes flicked over Melanie’s face, slow and deliberate. “You light up a room when you’re not doubting yourself.”

      Melanie’s throat went dry. No one had ever said anything like that to her—not in that order, not with that intensity. She felt the words slide under her skin, heating her from the inside out.

      “Stop.” She raised a hand, though the gesture was weak.

      “I’m serious,” Cora said.

      “That sounds like…” Melanie swallowed hard, her pulse racing. “That sounds like the kind of line a guy would use to get me into bed.”

      Cora’s lips quirked, but there was no mockery in it this time. Only something quiet. “If I were trying to seduce you, you’d know.”

      Melanie’s breath hitched. The air felt thicker, like the walls of the elevator had pressed closer. She shifted, tugging at the hem of her skirt just to give her hands something to do. Her skin was flushed, every nerve awake and restless.

      She tried for sarcasm, though her voice wobbled. “You’ve been cataloguing me all this time? Not creepy at all.”

      But Cora didn’t rise to the bait. She only tilted her head, watching her with eyes that seemed darker in the emergency light. “I notice things. Even when I shouldn’t. It’s a curse as much as it is a gift.”

      Melanie’s heart thudded, a heavy beat against her ribs. She wanted to scoff, to push the words away before they sank deeper, but she couldn’t. Because part of her had always suspected that Cora’s sharpness hid something else. And hearing it out loud—hearing that Cora had not only noticed her but valued her in ways she’d never valued herself—was dizzying.

      Her mouth was dry, her thoughts scrambled. She tucked her hair behind her ear and tried not to squirm under the weight of that gaze. “I didn’t know you thought about me like that.”

      Cora’s voice was softer now, almost hesitant. “I don’t usually say it out loud.”

      The atmosphere shifted again, heavier than before. Melanie looked away, staring at the seam of the elevator floor, but all she could feel was the warmth climbing her chest, the ache of being seen. Her fingers tapped nervously against her shin.

      The banter was gone. The teasing, the mocking—they had been stripped away, leaving only the quiet hum of truth between them. Melanie didn’t know what to do with it, didn’t know why her skin tingled as if she’d been touched.

      When she finally glanced back up, Cora was still watching her, steady and unflinching. And for the first time, Melanie didn’t want to look away.

      “Since you have so many opinions about my dating life,” Melanie said, “what about yours?”

      Across from her, Cora went still. The emergency light painted her in amber, softening the edges that usually felt sharp enough to cut. She had taken off her heels and tucked her bare feet beneath her, the posture surprisingly unguarded for someone who seemed to run on control. For a long beat, she said nothing. The elevator hummed, a quiet, steady sound that made the rest of the world feel far away.

      “I haven’t dated in a while,” Cora said finally.

      “How long is a while?”

      Cora’s mouth tipped into a smile that was not really a smile. “Long enough that my streaming service keeps asking if I am still there.”

      Melanie let out a small laugh that died quickly. “So not just a dry spell.”

      “Not just a dry spell.” Cora rested her head against the mirrored wall and exhaled. “It was a bad breakup. The kind that turns your bones to glass. For a while I pretended to be fine. Then I just stopped pretending and worked later. It felt easier to work than to face what the problem really was.”

      The admission cracked something open in the tight air. Melanie shifted, tucking a leg under herself. Her knee knocked gently into Cora’s ankle. Neither of them moved.

      “I didn’t know you were dealing with that,” Melanie said.

      “I did not make it public.” Cora glanced down, then up. Her eyes, usually so fierce, looked almost tender in the low light. “It was easier to be the person who critiques. No one asks how that person is sleeping.”

      Melanie swallowed. “Did they break your heart, or did you break your own trying to make it work?”

      “Both,” Cora said. “I chose someone who liked the idea of me more than the reality. I liked the idea of them too. When the theater lights came up, neither of us wanted to look at the faces we were actually wearing.”

      The words landed heavy and true. Melanie felt them resonate in the sore places she tried to ignore. She folded her hands over her shin, fingers restless. “I get that. I kept choosing men that made everyone else nod. Safe on paper. Disaster in practice.”

      “Not safe,” Cora said softly. “Predictable.”

      Melanie met her gaze and saw a mirror she had not asked for. She could have made a joke, but it would have sounded brittle. The elevator’s hum drew itself into the background, like the ocean from a distant window.

      “So,” Melanie said, voice low, “was the bad breakup what made you stop dating?”

      “It made me stop pretending I knew what I wanted.” Cora’s throat moved as she swallowed. She looked at the panel of buttons, then at the floor, then back to Melanie, as if searching for a better place to put the next sentence and finding none. “This will sound ridiculous.”

      “Try me.”

      Cora smoothed a palm over her knee. It was a nervous gesture, and Melanie realized she had never seen Cora do anything that looked nervous. “I am not sure I am straight. Maybe I never was. There were signs I refused to collect. I called them admiration, or ambition, or the way a woman can be beautiful like art without that beauty being an invitation. I kept filing the evidence in the wrong drawer because the right drawer scared me.”

      Melanie’s breath held. Cora’s voice had gone quiet and sure, the way it did when she delivered the only point that mattered.

      “I might be bisexual,” Cora said. “Or I might be a lesbian. I don’t know yet.” She sighed. “I haven’t said that to anyone. No one knows.”

      The three words settled like a secret placed gently in Melanie’s hands. No. one. Knows. She felt the weight of them, the trust in them. Heat climbed her chest, not embarrassment, not even surprise, but something like permission.

      “Thank you for telling me,” Melanie said. Her voice came out huskier than she expected.

      Cora watched her for signs of recoil and found none. Some of the tension in her shoulders eased. “I wasn’t planning to say it here. And yet here we are.”

      “Trapped in a box with nowhere to run,” Melanie said, trying to smile and mostly succeeding. “Elevator as confessional.”

      “Something like that.” Cora’s eyes traced Melanie’s face in a slow, deliberate path, as if she were committing it to memory. “You don’t have to say anything back.”

      Melanie thought of the Christmas parties, the men she had defended because defending them felt easier than asking herself why she didn’t glow around them. She thought of high school locker rooms and the way her stomach had fluttered when a girl laughed and tossed her hair without any interest in whether boys noticed. She thought of the way she catalogued women at bars with the same quiet reverence she reserved for art she pretended not to understand. She had been noticing for years, then scolding herself for noticing at all.

      “I’ve also wondered about women,” Melanie said. The words felt new in her mouth and right on her tongue. “Since high school, if I am honest. I told myself it was just envy. Or appreciation. Or that I liked pretty things and women are pretty and that was the end of it.”

      Cora’s mouth softened. “And it wasn’t the end of it.”

      “No.” Melanie tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear and caught Cora’s eyes tracking the movement. The attention warmed her skin. “I keep chasing men because it feels expected. Because it is what my friends talk about and what my mother assumes and what every movie sold me. I always thought if I found the right guy it would click into place. That never happened. I kept gluing mismatched pieces together and wondering why the picture looked wrong.”

      Cora leaned forward just a little, enough to shorten the small square of air between them. “You’re not wrong.”

      Melanie let out a breath she didn’t know she had been holding. The room tilted. Not from fear. From relief. “Sometimes I catch myself staring at a woman on the train and I feel this small, sharp panic. As if someone can see it. As if there is a sign above my head announcing the thought I just had.”

      “What thought?”

      “That I want to know the taste of her laugh,” Melanie said, then flushed. “That I want something I’ve never allowed myself to want before.”

      Cora’s eyes darkened in the low light, all pupils and heat. She did not move closer, but the space felt charged all the same. “There is nothing wrong with wanting.”

      “It feels like it’s wrong,” Melanie said. She laughed the uncertainty away. “I’ve never told anyone else that either.”

      They fell quiet. It wasn’t awkward. It was the silence of a room that had changed shape while no one was looking.

      

      Cora uncrossed her legs, then crossed them the other way, a small shift that drew Melanie’s eye to the long line of her thigh beneath the fabric. The blouse that had seemed severe earlier now looked like an invitation to imagine what it hid. Melanie’s gaze flicked up, embarrassed to be caught staring, but Cora’s expression wasn’t triumph. It was understanding.

      “What did your bad breakup teach you,” Melanie asked, “besides the part about theater lights?”

      “That I used certainty like armor,” Cora said. “And that it kept too many people from touching me, even the ones I wanted to touch me most. So I’m not pretending anymore. I’m letting the question be a question.”

      Melanie let the words sit for a long beat. “Part of me wants to make a joke. The other part feels like if I make a joke, I will ruin the moment.”

      “Then don’t make a joke,” Cora said gently.

      The elevator felt warmer now. Melanie shoved her bag aside and stretched out her legs. Her toes brushed Cora’s calf and stayed there, not an accident at all. Cora’s breath changed, the smallest shift, a soft intake that drew Melanie’s gaze to her mouth.

      “Sometimes I think about how I look at you,” Melanie said, and then wished she had rehearsed it first. “Not just annoyed. Not just competitive. I look at you and I feel something pull tight in my chest. It makes me meaner than I want to be. I am sorry for that.”

      Cora’s face opened like a door. “I’ve been mean too. It was easier to poke at you than to admit I wanted your attention. I kept telling myself I only cared because you are talented and sloppy at the same time and it offends me. That was not the whole story.”

      “What is the rest of it?”

      Cora’s gaze dropped to Melanie’s mouth and back up again. Her voice came out low. “You are beautiful when you concentrate. You bite your lip without noticing. You laugh with your whole body. You defend people who do not deserve it and I want to shake you for it, then kiss you for being the kind of person who tries anyway.”

      Heat licked up Melanie’s neck. The words washed over her with the same dizzying effect as before, except now there was no mask of sarcasm to deflect them. She felt seen in places that had never been named. She felt wanted in a way that made her skin feel too tight.

      “We are really saying these things,” she whispered.

      “We are,” Cora said.

      Melanie leaned in a fraction. Cora mirrored the movement. The breath between them mingled. Their voices had gone soft without either of them telling them to. The glow from the light traced a gold line across Cora’s cheekbone and turned her eyes to smoke. Melanie could smell her again, that clean citrus layered over something warm and private.

      “I don’t know what I am,” Melanie said. “I just know that I like the way this feels.”

      “Me too,” Cora said.

      They sat like that for a long moment, not touching. Melanie felt every inch of the small space between their bodies. She felt the itch to close it and the sweetness of waiting one more heartbeat. She could hear the faint hitch in Cora’s breath when Melanie tipped her chin, the tiny sound that said not yet and please at the same time.

      “I am glad it is you,” Melanie said. The confession came out soft, almost a secret. “If I am going to say any of this out loud for the first time, I am glad it is you.”

      Cora’s smile reached her eyes. “Me too.”
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        * * *

      

      The hours had worn down their edges. The silence between them wasn’t sharp anymore—it had softened, curled at the corners like paper held too close to flame. Melanie sat cross-legged on the floor, her bag shoved into the corner, her blouse slightly wrinkled. Beside her, Cora had stretched her long legs out, ankles crossed, back pressed against the mirrored wall.

      Their thighs brushed when they shifted. Just a faint touch of fabric against fabric. Melanie felt the sensation like a spark along her skin. Goosebumps lifted across her arms. She tucked her hands between her knees, hiding the shiver that had nothing to do with the air.

      She glanced at Cora. Even after hours in the same clothes, the woman looked put-together. Her blouse still carried its crisp line, her hair sleek as though it couldn’t remember how to frizz. Melanie should have been annoyed by it, the same way she always was at the office. But here, in the warm hush of the elevator, she found herself studying the curve of Cora’s cheek, the line of her jaw, the way her lips caught the faint emergency light.

      She cleared her throat, aiming for casual. She was desperate for something light. Something familiar. Something them. “You know, you’d make a terrible girlfriend. With a woman, I mean. Who knows, you were probably terrible with men, too.”

      Cora blinked, then turned her head with a slow smile, as if she’d missed the banter too. “Excuse me?”

      Melanie shrugged, feigning nonchalance even as heat crawled up her neck. “You’re too judgmental. You’d be the type to critique the way someone makes their morning coffee, or how they fold their laundry. No one would survive you.”

      Cora let out a soft laugh, husky from hours of talking and silence. “That’s your assessment?”

      “I’m just saying.” Melanie lifted a shoulder, trying to mask the strange flutter in her chest. “You’d probably give performance reviews after every date.”

      The corner of Cora’s mouth quirked higher. “What about you? Do you think you’d survive me?”

      Melanie’s breath caught. She hadn’t realized how easily the joke had edged into something else, something that sounded less like banter and more like suggestion. Her pulse stumbled. She bit her lip, regretting the words but also not wanting to take them back.

      Cora seemed to sense it. Her grin widened, but it didn’t cut the way it usually did. It curled, intimate, as if she’d caught a secret. “Maybe some people like a challenge.”

      Melanie laughed under her breath, shaking her head. She meant to look away, but when her eyes lifted, they met Cora’s. The air thickened, charged.

      Neither of them moved for a long beat. Cora’s gaze dipped to Melanie’s mouth, then rose again. Slowly, deliberately, she lifted her hand. Her fingertips brushed against Melanie’s cheek, feather-light, stroking just below the line of her jaw.

      Melanie froze, heat flooding her chest. Her skin tingled where Cora touched her, delicate and deliberate, like she was testing the texture of silk.

      “You really are pretty, you know,” Cora said softly.

      The words landed with weight, sinking into Melanie’s skin deeper than any compliment she’d ever taken from a man. Something inside her uncoiled, startled, trembling.

      Her breath hitched. She leaned in without thinking, without deciding. Cora leaned in too, closing the space inch by inch until their lips brushed.

      The first kiss was tentative, hesitant, the taste of curiosity and restraint. Melanie’s eyes fluttered shut, her pulse racing. The contact was soft, almost fragile, as though either of them could still pull away and pretend it hadn’t happened.

      But then Cora angled closer, her mouth pressing more firmly against Melanie’s. The hesitation melted. The kiss deepened. Melanie felt herself sigh into it, parting her lips just enough to invite more.

      Cora responded with a low hum that vibrated against Melanie’s mouth, sending a shiver straight through her. The kiss turned hungry, warm, lush. Their tongues met and danced, tasting, testing, the rhythm of exploration pulling them tighter together.

      Melanie’s hand found the floor, fingers curling against the cool tile to ground herself. She hadn’t expected it to feel like this—not with Cora, not with anyone. The sweetness and heat collided, dizzying. She wanted to lean in further, wanted to climb closer, wanted to feel the rest of her the way she felt her lips.

      Cora pulled back just enough to breathe, her forehead brushing against Melanie’s. Her lips were parted, damp, her breath unsteady. “Melanie…” she whispered, the name catching like a spark.

      Melanie swallowed, her body buzzing, her own lips tingling with need. She didn’t answer, just leaned in again, catching Cora’s mouth with hers. The kiss stole thought, stole time, left nothing but the slide of lips and the quickening pace of their breaths.

      When Melanie finally broke away, it wasn’t because she wanted to. It was because she had to. She rested her forehead against Cora’s, eyes shut, chest rising and falling with sharp, shallow breaths. The air between them smelled like warmth and citrus and something new, something dangerous.

      The elevator was still. The hum was still there, faint, but neither of them heard it anymore.

      The pause didn’t last long. One heartbeat, maybe two, before their lips found each other again—no caution this time, no hesitation. Cora kissed her like she’d already decided she couldn’t stop, her mouth warm and demanding against Melanie’s.

      Melanie gasped softly, and Cora took advantage, deepening the kiss. Their mouths moved together with a rhythm that grew greedy fast, tongues brushing, exploring. Melanie threaded her fingers into Cora’s sleek hair, tugging, pulling her closer, needing more.

      The press of their bodies was sudden, insistent. Melanie shifted, and Cora followed, pushing until Melanie’s back met the cool elevator wall. The contrast made her shiver. Cora’s hand slid to her hip, firm and grounding, the pressure enough to make Melanie arch forward into her.

      “I shouldn’t want this,” Melanie whispered between kisses, the words ragged. Her lips brushed Cora’s as she spoke. “But I do. God, I do.”

      Cora’s laugh was breathless, hot against her mouth. “Then don’t stop.”

      The words undid her. Melanie surged up, kissing harder, mouths colliding, teeth grazing in their hunger. Cora tilted her head, kissing back with equal fire, one hand gripping the back of Melanie’s neck, holding her there like she couldn’t risk letting go.

      The world narrowed to lips, breath, heat. The scent of perfume and the faint taste of mint on Cora’s tongue lingered, intoxicating. Melanie’s hands roamed, skimming over the line of Cora’s shoulders, down her back, feeling the firmness beneath the blouse. Every place she touched sent sparks racing through her skin.

      Cora pressed closer, the length of her body molding against Melanie’s. The friction of thigh against thigh made Melanie whimper into her mouth. She had never kissed like this before, never let it consume her this completely.

      They broke apart only long enough to breathe, foreheads pressed together, panting, staring at each other like the air itself had gone molten.

      “This is insane,” Melanie whispered, but her hands still clutched at Cora’s blouse.

      “Then let’s be insane,” Cora murmured back, stealing another kiss before the words cooled.

      They shifted together, sliding down from their sitting position. Cora guided her, lowering them both until they were tangled on the elevator floor, lips never parting for long. Melanie ended up half beneath her, their legs intertwined, Cora’s hair spilling across her cheek like silk.

      The cold tile pressed against Melanie’s back, but Cora’s weight against her was a fire that burned away everything else. Their mouths moved with urgency, exploring, taking. Melanie kissed her like she’d never get another chance, her hands roaming freely now, clutching, pulling Cora closer still.

      Every inch of them seemed to touch—hips grinding, chests pressing, thighs sliding against each other in restless friction. The heat built until Melanie could feel nothing but the dizzying thrum of her own heartbeat, pounding in sync with the rhythm of Cora’s kisses.

      Cora’s mouth trailed down Melanie’s jaw, nipping lightly at the tender skin of her throat. The sound that escaped Melanie was raw, unfiltered, her head tipping back against the wall in surrender.

      Their bodies tangled tighter as they sank fully to the floor, the small space shrinking around them.

      The air in the elevator had grown hot, humid with the force of their breath and the urgency of their mouths. Every kiss felt more desperate than the one before, a collision of lips and tongues that stole thought and left only need. Cora pressed against Melanie, her body an anchor and a fire all at once. Melanie clutched at her blouse, pulling her closer, arching into her, dizzy with the sheer force of wanting.

      Cora broke the kiss just long enough to trail her lips along Melanie’s throat, each brush of her mouth soft but charged, a line of sparks tracing down to her collarbone. Melanie gasped, fingers tangling in Cora’s hair, holding her there. She had never let herself imagine this—Cora’s lips against her skin, the warmth of her breath—but now that it was happening she couldn’t imagine anything more right.

      “I want to see you,” Cora murmured, her voice husky against her skin.

      The words sent a shiver through Melanie’s chest, a mix of nerves and anticipation. She nodded, unable to form anything more coherent.

      Cora lifted herself just enough to slip her fingers to the hem of Melanie’s blouse. She moved slowly, deliberately, her eyes never leaving Melanie’s as she began to unbutton, one by one. Each click of fabric parting sounded loud in the enclosed space. Melanie’s breath caught with every inch of skin revealed, heat pooling low in her belly.

      By the time the last button gave way, Cora spread the blouse open, her hands gliding over Melanie’s bare stomach. Her touch was reverent, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her ribcage. Melanie trembled under the attention, her heart pounding so hard she thought Cora must be able to feel it through her palm.

      “You’re so beautiful,” Cora whispered, as though it were a fact too obvious to be argued.

      Melanie flushed, her cheeks hot, but she couldn’t look away. When Cora leaned down to press her lips just above the edge of her bra, Melanie’s whole body arched upward, desperate for more.

      Cora smiled against her skin, then tugged gently at the clasp until the bra came free. She peeled it away slowly, savoring the moment as if unwrapping something precious. Melanie bit her lip, suddenly shy, but Cora’s gaze erased the hesitation. She looked at her with a hunger that was more than lust—it was appreciation, awe.

      Then Cora lowered her head and took Melanie’s breast into her mouth, her tongue circling the tight peak. Melanie gasped, a sharp cry spilling from her lips. The sensation jolted through her, electric and consuming. Cora sucked gently, then harder, her hand cupping the other breast, thumb teasing the nipple until Melanie writhed beneath her.

      “Oh, God,” Melanie moaned, clutching at Cora’s shoulders. She had never felt anything like this—so sharp, so sweet, the kind of pleasure that left her gasping.

      Cora lifted her head only long enough to kiss across to the other breast, giving it equal attention, lavishing it with her mouth until Melanie’s moans filled the air. The sound of them echoed off the mirrored walls, shameless and raw.

      Cora shifted, sliding her thigh between Melanie’s, pressing up against the heat at her core. The friction made Melanie cry out, her hips grinding instinctively against the firm muscle of Cora’s leg. Cora caught her lips again, swallowing the sound, kissing her deeply as they rocked together.

      “You feel so good,” Cora whispered between kisses, her voice ragged.

      Melanie could only nod, overwhelmed by sensation. Her body moved without thought, seeking more, grinding harder, chasing the growing ache inside her.

      Cora pulled back slightly, her hand trailing lower, sliding beneath Melanie’s skirt. Her fingers grazed along the outside of her panties, teasing, pressing lightly against the damp fabric. Melanie shuddered, her breath coming fast.

      “Please,” she whispered before she could stop herself.

      Cora’s smile was wicked and tender all at once. She hooked her fingers into the waistband, tugging the panties down slowly, inch by inch, until Melanie lifted her hips to help. The cool air hit her, but then Cora’s hand replaced it, warm and certain.

      Cora kissed her as her fingers slipped lower, parting her folds, stroking gently at first, then firmer as Melanie’s hips rose to meet her. Melanie moaned into her mouth, clinging desperately, her body arching with every stroke.

      Then Cora broke away, sliding down between her thighs. Melanie froze, realization crashing over her, but before she could speak, Cora’s mouth found her. The first flick of her tongue over her clit made Melanie cry out, head falling back against the floor.

      “Oh my God,” she gasped, hips jerking involuntarily.

      Cora groaned against her, the sound vibrating through her, sending shockwaves of pleasure rolling through Melanie’s body. She had never imagined this, never dared, and yet it felt so right, so devastatingly good.

      Cora licked and sucked with hungry precision, her hands gripping Melanie’s thighs to hold her in place as she writhed. Melanie couldn’t stop the sounds pouring out of her, gasps and moans echoing, building with every stroke of Cora’s tongue. Her whole body trembled, her core tightening, building toward something blinding.

      “Cora,” she gasped, clutching at her hair, tugging gently, unable to stop herself. “I can’t—God, I’m going to—”

      “Let go,” Cora murmured against her, then sealed her mouth over her clit again, sucking hard. That was all it took.

      Melanie came undone, pleasure crashing through her in waves, her body arching off the floor, a cry spilling from her lips. It rolled through her, intense and shattering, leaving her trembling and gasping for breath.

      Cora kissed her inner thigh softly before sliding back up, gathering Melanie into her arms, kissing her mouth again, letting her taste herself on her lips. Melanie moaned into the kiss, dazed, overwhelmed, but desperate for more.

      Her hands moved almost without thought, tugging at Cora’s blouse, fumbling with the buttons. “I want to… I need to touch you,” she whispered, voice raw with need.

      Cora stilled, eyes dark, then nodded. “Yes.”

      Melanie pushed the blouse open, sliding it off her shoulders, then unfastened her bra with shaking hands. The sight of Cora bare before her stole her breath. She was beautiful, strong, curves and soft skin that made Melanie ache to explore.

      She bent forward hesitantly, pressing her lips to Cora’s breast. Cora gasped, threading her fingers through Melanie’s hair, encouraging her. Melanie grew bolder, circling the nipple with her tongue before sucking gently. The sound that tore from Cora’s throat made Melanie shiver with pride.

      “You’re incredible,” Cora groaned, pulling her closer.

      Melanie trailed kisses lower, across her stomach, until she reached the waistband of her skirt. She hesitated, looking up.

      Cora’s gaze was steady, her lips parted. “Yes,” she whispered.

      Melanie tugged the skirt down, then her panties, baring her completely. She had never done this for a woman before, but instinct and desire guided her. She lowered her mouth tentatively, kissing along the inside of Cora’s thighs, breathing in her scent, head spinning with arousal.

      When her tongue finally touched her, Cora let out a deep, shuddering moan, her hips rising. Melanie licked slowly at first, tasting, learning, her nerves easing as Cora’s sounds filled the air, guiding her.

      “Just like that,” Cora gasped, gripping her hair tighter.

      Melanie grew bolder, sucking lightly, swirling her tongue, experimenting until she found the rhythm that made Cora cry out. She felt a surge of confidence, of joy, realizing she could make her come undone. She pressed harder, licking, sucking, her own body trembling with the intensity of it.

      Cora writhed beneath her, moaning shamelessly, hips bucking against her mouth. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, voice breaking.

      Melanie didn’t. She kept going, her tongue working relentlessly, until Cora’s whole body tensed, then shattered. She cried out, clutching at Melanie’s hair, thighs trembling as waves of pleasure tore through her.

      Melanie eased her down gently, kissing her thighs, then her lips again, their bodies collapsing together in a tangled heap of heat and sweat.

      They lay there, chests heaving, skin slick, hearts pounding. Melanie curled into Cora’s arms, dazed and sated, overwhelmed by the intimacy they had just shared.

      Cora kissed her temple, whispering, “I’ve never wanted anyone like this.”

      Melanie closed her eyes, a soft smile curving her lips. “Me neither.”

      The elevator was quiet again, but not the same kind of quiet as before. The silence now felt heavy and sweet, their ragged breathing slowly evening out, the heat of their bodies softening into something languid.

      Melanie lay half draped across Cora, cheek pressed against the smooth skin of her shoulder. She could still taste her on her lips, still feel the echo of pleasure humming through her limbs. Her body felt loose, boneless, as though she had poured herself out entirely and been remade.

      Cora’s fingers traced lazy patterns along her back, slow circles that made Melanie shiver even in the warmth. Every so often she pressed a kiss to Melanie’s temple, soft and absentminded, like she couldn’t stop herself.

      Melanie smiled into her skin. “That… was not on my agenda for tonight.”

      Cora gave a low laugh, the vibration running through her chest. “No? You don’t usually schedule elevator sex?”

      Melanie tipped her head up, meeting her gaze. Cora’s dark hair had fallen loose, strands clinging to her flushed cheeks. She looked softer now, less untouchable, but no less breathtaking. “Not usually, no,” Melanie whispered. “I didn’t think I wanted this.”

      “And now?” Cora asked, her voice quiet but steady.

      Melanie searched her face, the sincerity there, the vulnerability she’d never noticed before tonight. “Now I don’t want it to stop.”

      Something flickered in Cora’s eyes—relief, maybe, or the sharp edge of desire tempered into tenderness. She kissed her, slow this time, unhurried, a gentle press of lips that tasted more like promise than hunger.

      Eventually, reality tugged at them. Their discarded clothes lay in a tangled heap, their hair mussed, lipstick smudged. They laughed softly as they fumbled to straighten themselves, buttoning blouses, smoothing skirts, trying to restore some semblance of composure. But even as Melanie adjusted her bra strap, Cora’s hands lingered, fingers brushing over her wrist as though she couldn’t quite let go.

      They settled back down together, side by side now, Melanie’s head finding its way to Cora’s shoulder like it belonged there. The mirrored walls reflected them in fractured pieces—wrinkled clothes, tousled hair, entwined hands—but it felt real in a way nothing had before.

      “I don’t know what happens when those doors open,” Melanie admitted, her voice a murmur in the dim light.

      “Neither do I,” Cora said, pressing her lips to her hair. “But for now… this is enough.”

      Melanie closed her eyes, the steady rhythm of Cora’s breathing lulling her. She felt the warmth of her arm, the comfort of being held, and the deep, undeniable sense that something had shifted inside her tonight. Something she couldn’t take back, and didn’t want to.

      Their hands remained twined as their breaths slowed, bodies sinking into the small pocket of heat they’d created on the cold floor. The elevator hummed softly around them, a forgotten machine carrying their secret.

      Within minutes, Melanie drifted into sleep, curled against Cora’s side, both of them surrendered to the quiet in each other’s arms.
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        * * *

      

      The first thing Melanie felt was warmth. Her cheek was pressed against soft fabric, her body tucked into Cora’s side, their fingers still laced together. For a moment, in the fog of waking, she thought she was in her bed, tangled in some dream she didn’t want to leave.

      Then the low hum sharpened, the floor beneath them shivered, and she realized where they were.

      The elevator groaned to life with a jolt. Lights flickered brighter overhead, a mechanical sigh rattling through the shaft. Cora stirred beside her, blinking awake, her dark hair mussed in a way Melanie had never seen before.

      “Morning already?” Cora’s voice was low, rough with sleep, and it slid straight through Melanie’s chest.

      Melanie sat up quickly, smoothing her blouse, heat rushing to her face. “I guess maintenance finally got their act together.” She tried to sound casual, but the words came out too fast, too nervous.

      Cora stretched, unhurried, as though she had no interest in pretending nothing had happened. She adjusted her skirt, buttoned her blouse again, then looked over with a smile that made Melanie’s stomach flip. “We survived the night.”

      Melanie laughed softly, brushing her hair back, self-conscious under the fluorescent lights. “Barely.”

      The elevator descended with a steady hum until the ding signaled the lobby. The doors slid open, spilling bright morning light across the floor. A maintenance worker stood waiting, clipboard in hand, looking apologetic.

      “Sorry about that,” he said. “System glitch. You ladies all right?”

      Melanie opened her mouth, but Cora answered first, calm and professional as ever. “We’re fine. Thank you.”

      The man nodded, already scribbling on his form, clearly uninterested in details. Melanie’s pulse pounded anyway, terrified their secret was written all over her flushed skin.

      They stepped out together, side by side, but the weight of the night lingered between them. Melanie clutched her bag tighter, suddenly aware of the normal world rushing back—the buzz of phones, the smell of coffee from the corner café, the cars pulling up outside.

      She started to turn toward the doors, panic fluttering beneath her ribs, but Cora caught her hand before she could. The grip was firm, deliberate, enough to make Melanie stop and look at her.

      Cora’s dark eyes softened. “Coffee?” she asked, her voice gentler than Melanie had ever heard it.

      The question was simple, but it carried everything—the uncertainty of what came next, the invitation not to pretend, the hope that the night had been more than just circumstance.

      Melanie’s throat tightened. She ducked her head, a smile tugging at her lips despite the nerves. “Yeah,” she said quietly. “Coffee.”

      Cora’s fingers squeezed hers once before letting go, and together they walked out into the morning, the doors closing silently behind them, sealing away the secret of the night they would never forget.
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