
        
            
                
            
        

    
"Are you serious? It just stopped?" she asked, her voice rising an octave as she jabbed the elevator buttons repeatedly.

I leaned against the wall, trying to stay calm. "Looks like it. Guess we’re stuck."

Her eyes darted to me, wide with panic, and then back to the control panel. "This can’t be happening. I’m already late for my class, and now I’m stuck in an elevator?"

I couldn’t help but notice how her red curls bounced with every frustrated movement, or how her tight jeans hugged her hips in a way that made it hard to look away. "Relax," I said, pulling my phone out of my pocket. "We’ll call for help."

She turned to face me, her arms crossed over her chest. "Relax? How am I supposed to relax when we’re trapped in a metal box?"

I opened my mouth to respond, but the elevator gave a sudden lurch, and she stumbled forward, instinctively grabbing onto my arm. Her breath hitched as she looked up at me, her green eyes locking with mine. "Oh my God, are we going to die?"

"Not today," I said, steadying her. "It’s probably just settling. Happens all the time."

She didn’t seem convinced, but she didn’t let go of my arm either. Her fingers tightened around my bicep, and I could feel the heat of her body pressing against me. "You’re not freaking out at all, are you?"

I shrugged. "Been in worse situations."

She raised an eyebrow. "Worse than being stuck in an elevator with a stranger?"

"Well," I said, smirking, "we’re not exactly strangers anymore, are we?"

She laughed, a soft, nervous sound that made something inside me stir. "I guess not. I’m Lily, by the way."

"Alex," I replied, holding out my hand.

She hesitated for a moment before taking it, her grip firm but her skin soft. "Nice to meet you, Alex. Wish it was under better circumstances."

"Same here," I said, noticing the way her cheeks flushed as our hands lingered a little too long.

We stood there for a moment, the silence stretching between us, tension crackling in the air. I could feel her heartbeat through her hand, rapid and unsteady, and I wondered if it was just the fear of being stuck or something else entirely.

"So," she said, finally breaking the silence, "what do we do now?"

"Now," I said, releasing her hand, "we wait."

She groaned, leaning back against the wall. "Great. Just great."

I watched as she closed her eyes, her chest rising and falling with deep breaths as she tried to calm herself. Her lips were slightly parted, and I couldn’t help but imagine what they’d feel like against mine.

"Hey," I said, my voice softer than I intended, "you’re going to be okay."

She opened her eyes, looking at me with a mix of gratitude and something else I couldn’t quite place. "Thanks. I’m just… not great with small spaces."

"Claustrophobic?" I asked.

"A little," she admitted, running a hand through her hair. "And now I’m stuck here with you."

"Hey," I said, pretending to be offended, "I’m not that bad of a companion, am I?"

She smiled, and it was like the sun breaking through the clouds. "No, you’re not. You’re actually… kind of calming."

"Well," I said, stepping closer, "I’m glad I could help."

Her breath caught as I closed the distance between us, and her eyes flicked down to my lips for the briefest of moments. I knew I should stop, but the way she looked at me, the way her body seemed to lean into mine, made it impossible.

"Alex," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Yeah?" I asked, my voice just as low.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she reached up, her fingers brushing against the side of my face before she pulled me into a kiss.

It started slow, tentative, but it didn’t take long for the passion to ignite. Her lips were soft, her tongue eager as it met mine, and I could feel the heat radiating from her body as I pressed her against the elevator wall.

My hands found their way to her hips, gripping her tightly as I deepened the kiss. She moaned into my mouth, her hands sliding up my chest to grip the back of my neck.

"Fuck," she breathed as I pulled away, her cheeks flushed and her eyes dark with desire.

I didn’t give her a chance to say anything else. My lips found her neck, trailing kisses down to her collarbone as my hands slid under her shirt, feeling the smooth skin of her stomach.

She arched into me, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as my fingers brushed against the edge of her bra. "Alex," she whispered, her voice trembling.

I pulled back just enough to look at her, my hands still resting on her waist. "Tell me to stop," I said, my voice rough with desire.

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching mine, before she shook her head. "Don’t stop."

That was all the encouragement I needed. My hands moved lower, sliding over the curve of her hips to the button of her jeans. I popped it open with ease, my fingers slipping beneath the fabric to find her already wet.

Her breath hitched as I traced her slit, her hips bucking against my hand. "Oh God," she moaned, her head falling back against the wall.

I circled her clit slowly, drawing out the pleasure as I kissed her neck, her collarbone, anywhere my lips could reach. She was so responsive, so eager, and it made me want to push her even further.

"Alex," she whispered, her hands gripping my shoulders. "Please."

I didn’t need to ask what she wanted. My fingers slid inside her, curling just right as I pressed against her G-spot.

"Fuck!" she cried out, her body shuddering as I moved my hand, faster, harder, until she was squirming against me.

"That’s it, Lily," I murmured, my lips brushing against her ear. "Let go."

Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as I continued to fuck her with my fingers. Her walls clenched around me, her body tensing as she teetered on the edge of release.

And then she came, her body convulsing as she squirted, her juices soaking my hand as she cried out my name.

I didn’t stop until her body relaxed, her breathing ragged as she slumped against the wall.

"Alex," she whispered, her voice hoarse.

"Yeah?"

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with something I couldn’t quite place. "What happens now?"

Her question hung in the air, heavy and loaded, like the silence between us. I could feel her pulse still racing under my fingertips, her body warm and pliant against mine. The elevator was stagnant, the faint hum of the machinery above us the only reminder that the world outside still existed. But in that moment, it felt like it was just the two of us—trapped, yes, but somehow free in a way that made my chest tighten.

Lily’s green eyes flickered with a mix of curiosity and hunger, her lips slightly parted as she waited for my response. I smirked, leaning in close enough to feel her breath on my skin. “What happens now,” I said slowly, my voice low and teasing, “is entirely up to you.”

Her cheeks flushed that adorable shade of pink again, but there was no hesitation in her next move. Without breaking eye contact, she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling slightly as they reached for my belt. God, she’s bold. My heartbeat quickened as she fumbled with the buckle, her fingers brushing against me in a way that sent a jolt of electricity through my body.

The sound of my zipper being pulled down was deafening in the quiet space, and when she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “Lily,” I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper, “you don’t have to—”

“I want to,” she interrupted, her voice firm but soft. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and then she was wrapping them around me, her warmth enveloping me in a way that made my head spin. Fuck. My hand instinctively reached for her curls, tangling in the soft strands as she took me deeper, her movements tentative but eager.

“You’re so good at this,” I managed to groan, my hips bucking slightly as she found a rhythm that had me seeing stars. Her eyes flickered up to meet mine, and the way she looked at me—so intense, so wanting—was almost enough to push me over the edge. But I wasn’t ready for this to end. Not yet.

I gently pulled her back, my hand cupping her cheek as she looked up at me, confusion etched across her face. “Alex?” she breathed, her voice shaky.

“I want to taste you,” I said, my voice rough with desire. Her eyes widened, and a small gasp escaped her lips. Without waiting for her response, I guided her to stand, turning her so her back was against the wall of the elevator. My hands slid around her waist, pulling her against me as I kissed her deeply, swallowing the soft moan that escaped her.

I broke the kiss, trailing my lips down her neck, her collarbone, until I was on my knees in front of her. My hands slid up her thighs, pushing her jeans and panties down in one smooth motion. She let out a nervous laugh, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance as she stepped out of them. “Alex, I—”

I didn’t let her finish. My mouth was on her before she could form another word, and the sound she made—a mix of surprise and pleasure—was enough to make my blood boil. Her legs trembled as I explored her with my tongue, her hips instinctively grinding against my face. “Oh my God,” she whispered, her fingers tightening their grip on my shoulders.

I could feel her getting closer, her breaths coming in shallow gasps, her body tensing with every flick of my tongue. “Alex, I’m—I’m going to—” Her words dissolved into a moan as I pressed deeper, my hands gripping her hips to hold her steady. And then it happened. Her legs shook violently, her back arching as she cried out, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

I didn’t stop, even as her juices coated my face, even as her moans turned into desperate whimpers. I wanted to feel every second of her release, to savor the way she fell apart in my hands. When she finally collapsed against the wall, her chest heaving, I looked up at her, a satisfied smirk on my face. “You’re incredible,” I said, my voice thick with desire.

She looked down at me, her green eyes glazed over, a mixture of awe and need etched across her face. “Alex,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “I’ve never… I’ve never felt like that before.”

I stood, pulling her into my arms and kissing her deeply, her taste still lingering on my lips. “Good,” I murmured against her mouth, my hands trailing down her back. “Because we’re not done yet.”

Her eyes widened, and she let out a breathless laugh, her hands tangling in my hair. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” I said, my voice dropping to a low growl, “I’m not done with you. Not even close.” My hand slid between her legs, my fingers teasing her sensitive flesh, and she let out a gasp, her body arching into mine. “You’re mine now, Lily. And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

Her body tensed against mine, her breath hitching as my fingers continued to tease her. “Alex,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of anticipation and nervousness. “What are you going to do?”

I smirked, my lips brushing against her ear. “You’ll see,” I murmured, my voice low and dripping with promise. My hands slid down her back, gripping her hips and turning her around gently. She let out a soft whimper as I pressed her against the elevator wall, her hands flat against the cool metal. “Trust me,” I whispered, my breath warm against her neck.

She nodded, her red curls spilling over her shoulders as she glanced back at me with those wide, nervous eyes. “I trust you,” she breathed, her voice barely audible.

Good, I thought as I leaned in, my lips trailing down her spine. My hands found the button of her jeans, and I undid them slowly, savoring the way her breath hitched with every movement. I tugged them down her hips, leaving her standing there in nothing but her panties, her ass just inches from me. She was trembling now, her body warm and inviting, and I couldn’t resist running my hands over the curve of her hips, down to her thighs.

“Alex,” she moaned, her voice quivering as I slipped a hand between her legs, feeling the heat radiating from her. Her panties were damp, evidence of how much she wanted this, and I smirked, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. She was exposed now, her body completely open to me, and I could feel the tension in her muscles as I leaned in, my lips brushing against her sensitive skin.

“Relax,” I whispered, my hands running up her thighs, gripping her hips firmly as I positioned myself behind her. Her breath was coming in short, shallow gasps now, her hands pressing harder against the wall as she braced herself. I could see the flush spreading across her skin, the way her body trembled with anticipation, and I knew she was ready.

I didn’t waste any more time. My fingers slipped between her legs, finding her warmth, and I teased her entrance, feeling her clench around me. She let out a soft moan, her head falling forward as I pressed a finger inside her, slowly, carefully, savoring the way her body responded to my touch. She was so tight, so warm, and I could feel her pulse around me as I moved my finger in and out, setting a steady rhythm.

“Oh, Alex,” she gasped, her hands gripping the wall for support as I added a second finger, stretching her even more. Her body was trembling now, her ass pressing back against me as she sought more, and I smirked, knowing exactly what she needed.

“You’re so tight,” I murmured, my voice thick with desire as I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear. “So fucking perfect.” My fingers worked her slowly, steadily, building the tension inside her as she moaned and writhed against me. I could feel her getting closer, her body tensing as I curled my fingers just right, hitting that sweet spot that made her gasp and arch her back.

“Oh God, Alex,” she cried out, her voice breaking as I felt her body start to tighten around my fingers. She was close, so close, and I didn’t stop, didn’t slow down, as I pushed her over the edge. Her body convulsed, her back arching as she came, her moans echoing in the small space of the elevator. I held her there, my fingers buried inside her as she rode out her orgasm, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally stilled, I pulled my fingers out slowly, watching as she gasped for breath, her body still pressed against the wall. She was trembling now, her legs barely able to hold her up, and I smirked, leaning in to whisper in her ear. “You’re not done yet,” I murmured, my voice low and filled with promise.

She turned to look at me, her green eyes wide and filled with a mixture of awe and need. “What do you mean?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“I mean,” I said, my voice dropping to a growl, “I’m not done with you.” My hands gripped her hips, turning her around to face me, and I leaned in, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. She moaned into my mouth, her hands tangling in my hair as I pulled her closer, my body pressing against hers. I could feel her heat, her desire, and I knew she was ready for more.

I broke the kiss, my hands sliding down to grip her thighs, and I lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around my waist as I pressed her against the wall. She gasped, her arms wrapping around my shoulders as I positioned myself at her entrance, my hardness pressing against her warmth. I smirked, leaning in to whisper in her ear. “You’re mine, Lily,” I growled, my voice thick with desire. “And I’m going to take you, every inch of you.”

She nodded, her breath hitching as I pushed into her, slowly, carefully, feeling her body stretch around me. She was so tight, so warm, and I groaned, my head falling forward as I buried myself inside her. She gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as I started to move, setting a steady, deep rhythm that had her moaning and writhing against me.

“Oh God, Alex,” she cried out, her voice trembling as I thrust into her, each stroke pushing her closer to the edge. Her body was trembling now, her legs tightening around me as she clung to me, her nails scraping down my back. I could feel her getting closer, her walls clenching around me as she moaned and gasped, her breath coming in short, shallow pants.

“Come for me, Lily,” I growled, my voice thick with desire as I thrust into her harder, deeper, pushing her closer to the edge. She cried out, her body convulsing as she came, her walls tightening around me as she rode out her orgasm. I held her there, my body pressed against hers as she trembled and gasped, her eyes glazed over with pleasure.

When she finally stilled, I pulled out slowly, watching as she gasped for breath, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She looked up at me, her green eyes filled with a mixture of awe and need. “Alex,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “That was… that was amazing.”

I smirked, leaning in to capture her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. “We’re not done yet,” I murmured against her mouth, my hands sliding down to grip her hips. “I’m going to take you again, Lily. Every inch of you.”

She nodded, her breath hitching as I positioned myself at her entrance again, this time aiming for her ass. She tensed, her eyes widening as she realized what I was about to do. “Alex,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of nervousness and anticipation. “Are you sure?”

“Trust me,” I murmured, my voice low and filled with promise. I pressed into her slowly, carefully, feeling her body stretch around me as I buried myself inside her. She gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as I started to move, setting a slow, steady rhythm that had her moaning and writhing against me.

“Oh God, Alex,” she cried out, her voice trembling as I thrust into her, each stroke pushing her closer to the edge. Her body was trembling now, her legs tightening around me as she clung to me, her nails scraping down my back. I could feel her getting closer, her walls clenching around me as she moaned and gasped, her breath coming in short, shallow pants. “I’m going to come again,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

“Do it,” I growled, thrusting into her harder, deeper, pushing her over the edge. She cried out, her body convulsing as she came, her walls tightening around me as she rode out her orgasm. I held her there, my body pressed against hers as she trembled and gasped, her eyes glazed over with pleasure.

As she came down from her high, the elevator suddenly jolted, the lights flickering as the doors finally creaked open. Lily gasped, her body still trembling against mine. “Alex,” she breathed, her voice filled with disbelief. “The elevator…”

I smirked, pulling out of her slowly and setting her gently on her feet. “Looks like we’re unstuck,” I murmured, my voice low and filled with amusement. I reached for her hand, intertwining our fingers as we stepped out of the elevator together. The cool air of the hallway hit us, but the heat between us didn’t waver. Not even close.
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