

Janessa Quinn

Trapped with my Lesbian Crush


Copyright © 2025 by Janessa Quinn

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Stick around until the end to get a link to a FREE full-length lesbian erotica story.

Sign up for my newsletter to get free stories, extras, bonuses and more!


Contents

Trapped with my Lesbian Crush
About the Author
Also by Janessa Quinn



Trapped with my Lesbian Crush

I’ve never been so aware of the sound of my own breathing until I was standing next to her.

My arms ached from carrying shopping bags, my feet throbbed in my new shoes, and my brain was foggy from navigating the city’s maze of streets. Small town girl, big city problems. After six hours of errands, all I wanted was to collapse on my couch and not move until Monday.

Then I saw her waiting at the elevator.

Gwen. The girl from 14B with the sleeve of tattoos climbing up her left arm like beautiful vines. The girl whose smile I’d caught glimpses of in the mailroom. The girl who somehow made worn leather jackets look like they belonged on a runway.

My heart did that stupid flutter thing it always did around her. I silently cursed it as I approached, trying to look casual despite my armload of bags.

She glanced up, those dark eyes briefly meeting mine before returning to her phone. The faint thump of bass leaked from her headphones. I could just make out what sounded like some indie rock band I probably should know but didn’t.

“Hi,” I managed, my voice coming out softer than intended.

Gwen nodded and gave me a small smile that made my stomach flip. The elevator dinged, doors sliding open to reveal an empty car.

I stepped in after her, suddenly hyperaware of how small the space was. The doors closed, and I was alone with the most intriguing person in the building, breathing in the faint scent of her perfume, something woody and unexpected.

“Which floor?” she asked, pulling one earbud out.

“Twelve,” I replied, trying not to stare at the intricate pattern of stars tattooed along her wrist. “Thanks.”

She pressed the button, and the elevator lurched upward. I clutched my shopping bags tighter, suddenly fascinated by the numbered floor indicators above the door. Anything to avoid making awkward eye contact.

What would I even say to her? “Hey, I like your tattoos” seemed so basic. “Nice weather” was worse. My palms were actually sweating. I’d never been this nervous around guys, but women, Gwen especially, left me completely tongue-tied.

I’d only admitted to myself three months ago that my “admiration” for certain women was actually attraction. Figuring that out at twenty-four felt embarrassingly late to the game.

The elevator hummed between floors. I snuck a glance at her profile, the sharp line of her jaw, the small silver hoop in her nostril that somehow looked elegant rather than rebellious.

The elevator crawled past floor seven. Eight. Nine.

I shifted my weight, adjusting my bags. One of them slipped, and I fumbled to catch it before my new ceramic mug hit the floor. Gwen glanced over, and I gave her an embarrassed smile. She returned it briefly before looking back down at her phone, scrolling through what looked like a playlist.

God, she probably thought I was such a mess. Women like her, confident, stylish, with that easy coolness that seemed to radiate from her every move, they weren’t interested in women like me who could barely work up the courage to say hello in an elevator.

Did she even like women? The thought hit me as I tried not to stare at her. Maybe she was completely straight and I was making a fool of myself with these daydreams. Maybe she had a boyfriend. Or girlfriend. I had absolutely no clue, and no way to casually bring it up in elevator small talk.

The floor indicator dinged as we passed ten, then a violent jolt threw me against the wall. My shopping bags scattered across the floor as the elevator shuddered and groaned to a complete stop.

“What the—” I gasped, heart racing.

Gwen didn’t even look up, still bobbing her head slightly to whatever was playing through her headphones. She hadn’t noticed we weren’t moving anymore.

I stared at the control panel where the floor indicator now flashed between 10 and 11. The elevator was completely still.

“I think we’re stuck,” I said, my voice rising. Gwen didn’t hear me.

My chest tightened as I lunged for the control panel, jabbing the “12” button repeatedly. Nothing happened. I tried “Door Open.” Nothing. I hit every floor button, one after another.

“Hey,” I said louder, panic edging into my voice. “The elevator’s stuck!”

Gwen finally looked up, pulling out both earbuds. “What?”

“We’re stuck between floors.” My breathing quickened as I pointed at the flashing display. “It stopped moving.”

“Oh.” She seemed remarkably calm as she tucked her phone into her back pocket. “That happens sometimes in old buildings.”

“Sometimes? This has happened before?” My voice came out higher than I intended.

“Not to me personally.” She stepped closer to the panel, examining it. “But I’ve heard it does.”

I pressed the emergency call button, holding it down with my thumb. “Hello? Is anyone there? We’re stuck in the elevator!”

No response came through the speaker.

“Great,” I muttered, pressing it again. “Hello? Hello?”

“Hey,” Gwen said softly. “It’s going to be okay.”

I turned to find her much closer than before, those dark eyes looking directly into mine. My panic momentarily paused, replaced by a different kind of racing heart.

“I—” I swallowed hard, trying to calm my racing thoughts. “I don’t do well in small spaces.”

Gwen’s expression softened. “Let’s try something else.” She pulled out her phone again, this time opening the browser. “There should be a maintenance number somewhere…”

I watched as she squinted at the tiny emergency information plaque near the control panel. “There it is. Building management and…” she pointed to a smaller line of text, “elevator service number.”

With shaking fingers, I pulled out my own phone and dialed the number she read aloud. After four rings, a bored-sounding man answered.

“Apex Elevator Maintenance.”

“Hi, we’re stuck between floors ten and eleven at Parkview Apartments on 8th Street,” I explained, my voice wavering slightly.

I gave him the details while Gwen watched, her calm presence somehow reassuring.

“Yeah, we’ve got a few outages across the city today. Power surge or something,” the man explained. “I can get someone out there, but honestly, with the backlog we’re looking at four to six hours, minimum.”

“Four to six hours?” I repeated, my voice rising an octave. “We can’t be stuck here that long!”

“Sorry, ma’am. That’s the best we can do today.”

After he hung up, I slumped against the wall. “Four to six hours,” I repeated, feeling the panic bubble up again. “I can’t—I don’t think I can—”

“Hey,” Gwen said, gently touching my arm. “Look at me.”

I raised my eyes to meet hers.

“We’re going to be fine. The elevator isn’t going to fall. We have phones, so we’re not cut off from the world. And,” she added with a small smile, “I’ve got plenty of music we can listen to.”

Despite my anxiety, I found myself smiling back. “I’m sorry. I must seem completely ridiculous to you.”

“Not at all.” She slid down the wall until she was sitting on the floor, patting the spot beside her. “Come on. If we’re going to be here a while, might as well get comfortable.”

After a moment’s hesitation, I joined her, carefully arranging my scattered shopping bags.

“I’m Gwen, by the way,” she said. “Though you probably know that already since we’re neighbors.”

“Amy,” I replied. “From 12C.”

“I know,” she said with a smile that made my cheeks warm. “I’ve seen you around.”

“You’ve seen me around?” I asked, suddenly feeling like I’d been caught doing something I shouldn’t.

“Sure. You always hurry down the hall like you’re late for something important.” She tilted her head, studying me with those dark eyes. “And you take your mail out really carefully, like each envelope might explode.”

I laughed nervously. “I didn’t realize I was so… noticeable.”

“You are.” The way she said it made my skin tingle.

We sat in silence for a moment, the hum of the stalled elevator filling the space between us.

“So, Amy from 12C,” Gwen said finally. “What’s in all these bags? Looks like you’ve been busy.”

I started showing her my purchases – kitchen gadgets, a new throw blanket, the ceramic mug I’d nearly dropped. It was easier talking about things than myself.

“I like your taste,” she said, fingering the soft edge of the blanket. “Very… cozy.”

“Thanks,” I replied, suddenly aware of how close our hands were. “I’ve noticed your style too. Your tattoos are amazing. A little intimidating even.”

My cheeks burned instantly. “God, that sounded weird. I just meant—”

“I make you nervous?” There was a hint of amusement in her voice, but no mockery.

“No! I mean, yes, but not in a bad way.” I scrambled to change the subject. “So, what kind of music were you listening to?”

Gwen’s lips curved into a slow smile. “You’re deflecting.”

“What? No, I’m just making conversation.”

“Amy.” The way she said my name made me look up. “We’re going to be stuck here for hours. We might as well be honest with each other.”

I swallowed hard.

“Tell you what,” she continued, shifting to face me more directly. “Elevator confidentiality. Whatever we say in here stays between us and these four walls. No judgment, no awkwardness when we pass in the hallway later.”

“Is that a real thing?” I asked, unable to suppress a smile.

“It is now.” She held out her pinky finger. “I promise if you do.”

I linked my pinky with hers, feeling a little jolt at the contact. Her skin was warm against mine.

“So,” she said, not letting go of my finger right away. “Why do I make you nervous?”

I took a deep breath. “Because you’re… intimidating. In a good way. You seem so confident and put-together, and I’m just figuring things out.”

“Figuring what out?”

The question hung between us. I could feel my pulse in my throat.

“That I like women,” I said quietly. “That I might like you…or at least women like you.”

Gwen burst into warm laughter, the sound filling our small elevator prison. My face burned hot with embarrassment, and I immediately wished I could take the words back.

“I’m sorry,” I stammered, sliding a few inches away from her. “That was totally inappropriate. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“No, don’t apologize,” Gwen said, her laughter softening to a genuine smile. “I’m not laughing at you, I promise.”

I busied myself rearranging my shopping bags, unable to meet her eyes. “You probably think I’m some weird stalker now. ‘The awkward girl from 12C who watches you in the mailroom.’ God, that sounds even creepier out loud.”

“Amy,” Gwen said softly, touching my arm. The contact made me freeze. “Look at me.”

I reluctantly raised my eyes to meet hers.

“I don’t think you’re a stalker. Not even close.” Her expression was gentle, understanding. “Actually, I think it’s sweet. And brave. Do you know how long it took me to admit my first crush on a girl? I was a complete disaster about it.”

“Really?” I asked, relief washing over me. “You don’t seem like you’d be a disaster about anything.”

She laughed again. “Oh, trust me. I was nineteen, working at this coffee shop, and there was this customer who came in every day. Blonde, always ordered the same thing—vanilla latte with an extra shot. I would literally hide in the back room whenever she walked in because I got so nervous.”

“What happened?” I found myself genuinely curious, momentarily forgetting my own embarrassment.

“I spilled her entire latte down the front of her white blouse.” Gwen grimaced at the memory. “Scalding hot coffee, everywhere. She had to go home and change before a job interview.”

“Oh no,” I gasped, covering my mouth.

“Oh yes. And then I offered her my shirt. My work shirt, that I was wearing, with the coffee shop logo and everything.” She shook her head. “I started unbuttoning it right there before my manager stopped me.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at the mental image. “What did she do?”

“She just stood there, coffee dripping down her shirt, staring at me like I was insane.” Gwen smiled at the memory. “But then she asked for my number so I could ‘make it up to her.’ We dated for eight months.”

“So there’s hope for the rest of us disaster gays,” I said, the term slipping out naturally.

“Absolutely.” Gwen’s smile turned a bit mischievous. “Though I should tell you, I’ve actually watched you too.”

My heart skipped. “You have?”

“Mmmhmm. The way you always tuck your hair behind your ear when you’re concentrating on sorting your mail.” She demonstrated the gesture.

I felt my cheeks flush hot. “You noticed that?”

“I think it’s cute,” she said, her voice dropping lower.

My mind went completely blank. The word “cute” echoed in my head, but I couldn’t form a coherent thought, let alone a response. My mouth opened and closed uselessly as I stared at her, trapped between panic and elation.

Gwen tilted her head, studying my face with those dark, perceptive eyes. “So, Amy from 12C,” she said after a moment, “what’s the furthest you’ve ever gone with a girl?”

I swallowed hard, embarrassment washing over me. “Nothing,” I admitted, my voice barely audible over the humming elevator. “I’ve had a few conversations on dating apps, but I always chicken out before meeting anyone. Pathetic, right?”

“Not pathetic,” Gwen said softly. “Just new.”

She shifted closer, her knee now touching mine. The contact sent electricity up my leg.

“What do you really want right now?” she asked, her eyes never leaving mine. The air between us seemed to thicken, making it hard to breathe.

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was my moment to be brave or retreat back into safety. I took a deep breath.

“To kiss you,” I whispered, surprising myself with my honesty.

Without hesitation, Gwen leaned forward, one hand coming up to cup my cheek. Her touch was gentle but confident as she pressed her lips to mine. Soft. So much softer than I had imagined. My eyes fluttered closed as I melted into the sensation.

It was nothing like kissing men. There was no scratchy stubble, no forceful pressure. Just the delicate press of her lips, the faint taste of cherry lip balm, and the subtle scent of her perfume enveloping me.

When she pulled back, I kept my eyes closed for a moment longer, trying to commit every sensation to memory.

“Wow,” I breathed, finally opening my eyes to find her watching me with a small smile.

“Good?” she asked, her thumb gently stroking my cheekbone.

“Better than good,” I replied, feeling suddenly shy but also more certain than I’d felt about anything in a long time. “That was my first.”

“First kiss with a woman?”

I nodded, hyper-aware of her hand still resting against my face.

“I’m honored,” she said, and there was no mockery in her voice, only sincerity. “Was it what you expected?”

“I don’t know what I expected,” I admitted. “But I definitely want to do it again.”

Gwen’s smile widened. “That can be arranged.”

This time when she leaned in, I met her halfway. My hand tentatively moved to her shoulder, feeling the soft leather of her jacket beneath my fingers. The second kiss was deeper, more confident.

My hesitation dissolved like sugar in hot coffee. I surrendered completely to the moment, wrapping my arms around Gwen’s shoulders and pulling her closer. Her leather jacket creaked softly beneath my fingertips as our bodies pressed together against the elevator wall.

When her tongue gently traced my lower lip, I opened to her without thinking. The sensation sent a jolt straight through me, awakening parts I’d kept dormant for too long. I matched her movements tentatively at first, then with growing confidence as she made a small sound of approval in the back of her throat.

My fingers found their way into her hair, soft and thick between my knuckles. Everything narrowed to the points where our bodies connected—lips, tongues, hands, knees. The rest of the world fell away until there was nothing but us and the humming elevator.

When we finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, Gwen’s eyes held a mischievous glint I hadn’t seen before. Her lipstick was slightly smudged, and I felt an absurd pride knowing I was responsible.

“You know,” she said, running her thumb across my lower lip, “we could do anything we want in here.” Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “We’ve got four to six hours, after all.”

Reality crashed back into me like a bucket of ice water. My eyes widened as I processed her words and what they implied.

“I—” I stammered, instinctively pulling back a few inches. “I don’t know if I’m ready for… I mean, this is all happening so fast, and I’ve never…”

My confidence evaporated, replaced by the familiar anxiety that had been my constant companion. What was I doing? Making out with a virtual stranger in a stuck elevator? This wasn’t me. I didn’t do impulsive things.

Gwen watched the panic wash over my face, her expression softening. She didn’t chase me as I retreated, instead giving me the space to breathe.

“Hey,” she said gently. “No pressure. We can just talk if you want. Or listen to music.” She tilted her head, studying me. “But can I say something first?”

I nodded, grateful for her understanding but still feeling like I’d somehow failed a test.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me when you think I’m not paying attention,” she said. “The same way you were looking at my mouth just now. Like you’re hungry but afraid to eat.”

Heat flooded my cheeks. “Was I that obvious?”

“To me, yes.” Her smile was kind, not mocking. “Amy, when was the last time you let yourself have something you really wanted? Not what was practical or expected, but what made your heart race?”

The question hit me like a revelation. I couldn’t remember. Maybe never.

“It’s okay to be nervous,” Gwen continued, her fingers lightly tracing patterns on my arm. “But don’t let fear make decisions for you.”

I stared into Gwen’s eyes then, really looked at them for the first time without glancing away in embarrassment. What I saw there made my breath stop. Her pupils were dilated, her gaze intense and unmistakable. No one had ever looked at me that way before, like I was something desirable, something worth pursuing. Certainly not a woman like her, with her effortless confidence and edge.

“You’re right,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the hum of the elevator. “I’m always playing it safe. Always worrying about what might go wrong instead of what could go right.”

Without giving myself time to reconsider, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers again. This time I didn’t hold back. I kissed her with all the pent-up desire I’d been suppressing, not just for her, but for the person I wanted to be, someone brave enough to take chances.

Gwen responded immediately, making a small sound of approval against my mouth. In one fluid movement, she shifted her weight and swung one leg over mine, settling onto my lap. The sudden weight of her, warm and real, made me gasp into her mouth.

“Is this okay?” she murmured against my lips.

“More than okay,” I breathed.

Her hands framed my face as she deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against mine in a way that made heat pool low in my belly. I ran my hands up her leather-clad arms, marveling at how different this felt from anything I’d experienced before.

With deliberate slowness, Gwen sat back, her eyes never leaving mine as she unzipped her jacket. The sound of the zipper seemed impossibly loud in our small space. She shrugged it off her shoulders, revealing a worn band t-shirt underneath.

“Still with me?” she asked, her fingers playing with the hem of her shirt.

I nodded, unable to form words as she pulled the shirt over her head in one smooth motion. She tossed it aside, sitting before me in just a black lace bra that contrasted beautifully with her tattooed skin.

I couldn’t help but stare. The tattoos I’d glimpsed on her arms continued across her shoulder and down her side in an intricate pattern of stars and geometric shapes that disappeared beneath the edge of her bra. Her collarbones were delicate beneath smooth skin, and a small silver pendant hung between her breasts.

“You can touch me,” she said softly.

My hands trembled as I raised them to her shoulders, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath my fingertips. I traced the outline of a star tattooed on her collarbone, following it down to where it disappeared under black lace.

“I’ve never done this before,” I admitted, my voice shaky.

“There’s a first time for everything,” Gwen smiled, taking one of my hands and guiding it to her breast. “But to tell you the truth, I’ve never fucked a stranger in an elevator either.”

We both burst into nervous laughter, the tension breaking for a moment as our foreheads touched.

I felt suddenly bold, running my hands across her smooth skin, tracing the contours of her back, her shoulders, her sides. The warmth of her beneath my fingers was intoxicating. My hands found the clasp of her bra, and I fumbled with it awkwardly, my fingers suddenly clumsy with anticipation.

“Sorry,” I murmured against her mouth.

“You’re doing fine,” she encouraged, reaching behind to help me.

The clasp finally gave way, and the straps slid down her arms. As she pulled away from our kiss, the bra fell completely free, and I couldn’t help the low groan that escaped my throat at the sight of her breasts, perfect and bare before me.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, taking her in.

Gwen smiled, a mix of confidence and vulnerability in her expression as she cupped her own breasts, squeezing them gently. “You like what you see?”

“Very much,” I whispered, transfixed as she continued to touch herself, thumbs brushing over her nipples in slow circles.

“Want to touch?” she asked, leaning forward until her breasts were inches from my face.

I nodded, my mouth suddenly dry. As my hands replaced hers, I marveled at how soft she felt, how different from my own body. Her skin was warm silk beneath my palms.

“I’ve thought about this,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “About you. About what you might look like… feel like.”

“And?” Gwen asked, arching slightly into my touch. “Am I living up to your imagination?”

“Surpassing it,” I said honestly.

She smiled and guided my face closer. “Don’t be shy.”

Taking a deep breath, I pressed my lips to the curve of her breast, feeling her sharp intake of breath. Encouraged, I continued, trailing kisses across her skin until I reached her nipple. The small sound she made when my tongue flicked experimentally against it sent a shock of desire through my entire body.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her fingers threading through my hair. “Just like that.”

I lost myself in the taste of her skin, the gentle guidance of her hands, the soft sounds she made. All my anxiety dissolved in the heat between us, replaced by a hunger I’d never fully acknowledged before.

“Amy,” she breathed after several minutes. “Let me see you too.”

I froze for a moment, suddenly self-conscious. The confidence I’d felt seconds ago wavered as I looked down at my plain cotton t-shirt. Beneath it was possibly the most boring beige bra ever manufactured.

“I’m not…” I started, then swallowed hard. “I’m not as sexy as you.”

Gwen’s eyes darkened. “Let me be the judge of that.”

Her certainty gave me courage. With trembling fingers, I grabbed the hem of my shirt and yanked it upward, getting it tangled around my head for a mortifying moment before finally freeing myself. Before I could overthink it, I reached behind and unhooked my bra, the clasps slipping through my nervous fingers twice before finally coming undone. I shrugged it off awkwardly, resisting the urge to cover myself with my arms.

“God, Amy,” Gwen whispered, her eyes traveling slowly over my exposed skin. She leaned forward, pressing her lips to the curve where my neck met my shoulder. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

The words sent a shiver down my spine. No one had ever called me sexy before. Hot, cute, pretty—those were words I’d heard from guys who wanted something. But sexy? Never. And certainly not in that reverent tone that made it sound like a sacred truth rather than a line.

Her lips traced a path across my collarbone while her hands found my breasts, fingers circling my nipples with just enough pressure to make me gasp.

“I love how your body reacts to my touch.” Her mouth moved to my other shoulder, leaving a trail of kisses that made me shudder. “The way you blush… all the way down to here.” Her fingers traced the pink flush spreading across my chest.

I arched into her touch, suddenly desperate for more. The way she spoke to me, touched me, it was like she was unveiling something I’d never known about myself. Something beautiful and desirable that had been there all along.

“You’ve been hiding all this from everyone,” she whispered, her thumb brushing across my hardened nipple. “What a crime.” Her mouth replaced her fingers, tongue circling before she took me between her lips.

A moan escaped me, louder than I’d intended, echoing in the small elevator. My hands flew to her hair, holding her against me as pleasure radiated through my body.

“That’s it,” Gwen encouraged, looking up at me with dark eyes. “Don’t hold back. I want to hear what makes you feel good.”

Her words unleashed something in me. For the first time, I stopped thinking about how I looked, how I sounded, what I should do next. I just felt—her mouth on my skin, her hands exploring my body, the press of her hips against mine.

“God,” I whispered, my inhibitions dissolving with each touch of her lips against my skin. “I want… I need to taste you too.”

The words tumbled out before I could overthink them, my desire overriding my inexperience. “Please, Gwen. Let me try.”

She pulled back, her eyes dark with desire as she studied my face. A slow, sensual smile spread across her lips.

“You sure about that?” she asked, her voice husky.

I nodded eagerly. “I’ve never done it before, but I’ve thought about it. So many times.”

Gwen eased herself off my lap and stood up, her movements graceful despite the confined space. My eyes traveled up her body as she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips with deliberate slowness. Her black lace panties matched the bra she’d discarded earlier.

“You’re staring,” she teased, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her underwear.

“I can’t help it,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

She slid her panties down her legs, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her thighs. I’d never seen another woman like this before, not in person, not this close. My mouth went dry as she stepped out of her clothes, now completely naked in front of me.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” she asked, running her hands down her body.

I couldn’t form words, could only nod as she moved closer, standing directly in front of me. From my seated position on the floor, her most intimate parts were at eye level. I watched, mesmerized, as she slid her hand between her thighs.

“Watch,” she instructed, her fingers moving in slow circles.

Her other hand moved lower, parting her lips to reveal glistening pink flesh. My breath stopped in my throat as she spread herself open for me, showing me exactly what I’d been so curious about.

“This is how I like to be touched,” she said, demonstrating with her fingers. “Slow at first, then harder.”

I was transfixed, watching her fingers dance across her flesh, learning the geography of her pleasure. She was beautiful everywhere, even here—especially here.

“See how wet I am?” she murmured, her fingers sliding through her pussy lips with a slick sound that made my core throb in response. “This is what you do to me, Amy. Just watching you watch me.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as her fingers circled her clit, her breathing becoming more ragged. She leaned against the elevator wall, legs slightly parted, giving me the perfect view as she pleasured herself.

Her hips began to move in rhythm with her fingers, small thrusts that made her stomach muscles tighten. The sight was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed – this confident, beautiful woman showing me exactly how she liked to be touched, her eyes half-closed but still focused on my face.

“You like watching me?” she asked, her voice breathy.

“God, yes,” I managed, transfixed by the glistening evidence of her arousal.

She slowed her movements, then pulled her hand away. Her fingers shone with moisture as she extended them toward my face.

“Taste,” she commanded softly.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I leaned forward, tentatively opening my mouth. Her fingers slipped between my lips, and the taste hit me. Tangy, slightly sweet, unlike anything I’d experienced before. I closed my eyes, sucking gently, my tongue swirling around her digits to capture every drop.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice dropping lower. “How do I taste?”

I released her fingers with a soft pop. “Amazing,” I breathed, suddenly overwhelmed with need. “Please, Gwen. I want to taste you properly. Let me… I need to…”

She smiled, that confident curve of her lips that had first captured my attention in the mailroom. Without a word, she turned and braced herself against the elevator wall, looking back at me over her shoulder.

“Come here,” she said, reaching back to spread herself open. “Show me what you’ve been thinking about.”

I scrambled to my knees, positioning myself in front of her, my hands trembling as they found her hips. Up close, the scent of her arousal was intoxicating. I leaned forward without hesitation, my tongue making a long, experimental stroke through her lips.

“Yes,” she hissed, pushing against my face. “Just like that.”

The taste was even more intense directly from the source, and I moaned against her flesh, suddenly ravenous. I explored her with my tongue, finding the spots that made her gasp and tremble. Her hand reached down to tangle in my hair, guiding me where she wanted me most.

“Right there,” she gasped as my tongue circled her clit. “Fuck, Amy, you’re a natural.”

Her wetness covered my chin, my lips, my cheeks as I pressed my face deeper between her legs, letting her essence mark me. I’d never felt so consumed by desire before, so utterly lost in another person’s pleasure. The taste of her was addictive, making me hungry for more with each stroke of my tongue.

“God, yes,” Gwen moaned above me, her fingers tightening in my hair.

I glanced up from between her legs, my eyes traveling up the beautiful landscape of her body. The intricate tattoos adorning her skin seemed to dance in the dim elevator light as her muscles tensed and relaxed with each wave of pleasure. Her breasts swayed slightly with her movement, nipples hard and inviting. Her face, that gorgeous face that had haunted my daydreams for weeks, was transformed by ecstasy. Her head tilted back, lips parted.

The sight of her enjoying what I was doing sent a fresh surge of wetness between my own legs. I moaned against her flesh, the vibration making her thighs quiver around my face.

“You’re so good at this,” she gasped, looking down to meet my eyes. “Are you sure you’ve never done this before?”

I couldn’t answer with words, so I simply shook my head slightly and doubled my efforts, circling her clit with my tongue before sucking it gently between my lips. Her reaction was immediate, a sharp cry that echoed off the elevator walls as her legs began to tremble.

I felt powerful in that moment, kneeling before her, giving her pleasure. This woman who had seemed so unattainable was unraveling because of me, her confident facade cracking to reveal raw, unfiltered need. I’d never felt so connected to another person before, so in tune with their desires.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Right there, just like that…”

Her hips began to move more erratically, grinding against my face as I held her steady with my hands on her thighs. I could feel her approaching the edge, and I was determined to take her over it.

“Fuck, that’s it, Amy. Use that perfect little tongue,” Gwen moaned, her voice dropping to a husky growl that sent shivers down my spine. “God, you’re such a good girl, aren’t you? So eager to please me.”

Her words flooded me with a strange new confidence. I’d never been spoken to like this, raw and demanding yet appreciative. I moaned against her, the vibration making her gasp.

“That’s right, keep moaning for me,” she commanded, grinding herself harder against my face. “Show me how much you love tasting my pussy.”

I did love it. The tangy sweetness of her, the way her thighs trembled against my cheeks, how her fingers tightened in my hair to the point of delicious pain. Each thrust of her hips pressed her further against my mouth, and I surrendered completely to her rhythm.

“Look at me,” she demanded, and I glanced up to see her staring down, her eyes dark with desire. “I want to see your face while you make me cum.”

I’d never witnessed anyone so uninhibited, so completely abandoned to pleasure. The women I’d seen in porn always seemed to be performing, but Gwen was pure authenticity. Raw and demanding and gloriously selfish in her pursuit of release. And I loved being the vessel for her pleasure, loved feeling her use my mouth exactly how she needed.

“Such a perfect little slut for me,” she panted, her movements becoming more erratic. “Fuck, I’m going to cum all over that pretty face.”

Her words sent a rush of wetness between my own legs. I doubled my efforts, circling her clit with my tongue before sucking it between my lips.

“Yes, right there, don’t you fucking stop,” she cried out, her body tensing. “Oh god, Amy, I’m cumming—”

Her hips bucked wildly against my face, her thighs clamping around my head as she shuddered through her orgasm. I held on tight, my tongue still working as she rode out wave after wave of pleasure. Her wetness flooded my mouth, marking me, claiming me.

When her tremors finally subsided, she loosened her grip on my hair and slumped back against the elevator wall, chest heaving. I remained on my knees, looking up at her with what must have been a mixture of awe and desire.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, a lazy smile spreading across her face. “Are you sure that was your first time?”

I nodded, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “Was it… was it okay?”

Gwen laughed, the sound warm and genuine. “Okay? Amy, that was fucking incredible.” She reached down to help me to my feet. “Come here.”

I stood on shaky legs as she pulled me into her arms. The feeling of her naked body against mine, her skin still flushed and hot, her nipples brushing against mine sent another surge of need through me. She cupped my face in her hands, her eyes darkening as she looked at the wetness still glistening on my lips and chin.

“I love seeing my juices on your face,” she whispered before leaning in to kiss me deeply.

I melted against her, moaning as her tongue explored my mouth. There was something incredibly intimate about her tasting herself on my lips. She smiled against my mouth, her hands sliding down to grip my hips.

“It’s your turn now,” she murmured, pulling back to look at me. “Strip down and lay down for me. I want to see all of you.”

My heart hammered in my chest, but the hunger in her eyes gave me courage. I fumbled with the button of my jeans, suddenly clumsy with anticipation. Gwen watched, her eyes never leaving me as I pushed my jeans and underwear down my legs in one awkward motion.

“Beautiful,” she breathed as I stood naked before her.

I felt exposed, vulnerable. But the way she looked at me made me feel powerful rather than self-conscious.

“Lay down,” she commanded softly.

I glanced at the elevator floor, noticing for the first time the dust and scuff marks. It wasn’t exactly the romantic setting I’d imagined for my first time with a woman.

“It’s dirty,” I said hesitantly.

Gwen’s smile turned wicked. “So am I.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I lowered myself to the floor, the cool surface a shock against my heated skin. Instinctively, I tried to keep my legs together, that last bit of modesty making me hesitate.

“Open for me,” Gwen said, her voice gentle but firm.

Slowly, I spread my legs, feeling the air against my wet pussy. Gwen settled between my thighs, her warm hands resting on my knees.

“Look at you,” she whispered reverently. “So pretty and wet for me.”

Her fingers trailed up my inner thighs, leaving goosebumps in their wake. I shivered, my body tense with anticipation as she moved closer to where I needed her most. When her fingertips finally brushed against my center, I gasped at the electric sensation.

“Sensitive,” she observed with a smile, tracing light circles around my entrance. “I’m going to take my time with you, Amy. Make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

Her touch was feather-light, teasing and exploring rather than giving the pressure I craved. She traced my sli with delicate precision, learning the contours of my body with the patience of an artist studying a masterpiece.

I squirmed beneath her touch, desperate for more pressure where I needed it most. Her fingers danced everywhere except there, teasing my entrance, tracing my lips, but never giving me the satisfaction I craved.

“Gwen,” I whispered, my hips lifting involuntarily, seeking contact.

“Yes, Amy?” she asked innocently, though her eyes held wicked amusement. Her fingers continued their maddening exploration, coming close to my clit before sliding away again.

“Please,” I managed, my voice breaking with need.

She tilted her head, a playful smile on her lips. “Please what? You need to tell me exactly what you want.”

My cheeks burned hot. I’d never said these things out loud before, had barely even thought them in such explicit terms. “I… I want you to touch me.”

“I am touching you,” she pointed out, her fingers continuing their teasing journey. “You’ll have to be more specific.”

I bit my lip, embarrassment warring with the desperate ache between my legs. “I want… more.”

“More what?” she pressed, one finger circling my entrance without pushing inside. “Use your words, Amy. Tell me exactly what you need.”

I closed my eyes, unable to look at her as I whispered, “Your fingers. Inside me.”

“Look at me,” she commanded softly.

I forced my eyes open to find her watching me with such intense desire it took my breath away.

“Say it again,” she said. “But this time, be explicit. I want to hear you say exactly what you want.”

My chest tightened with embarrassment, but the throbbing between my legs was becoming unbearable. “I want your fingers inside me,” I said, my voice barely audible.

“Louder,” she urged, her finger still circling my entrance. “And tell me whose fingers you want inside you.”

I swallowed hard. “Your fingers, Gwen. I want your fingers inside me.”

“What do you want me to do with them?” she asked, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

The words stuck in my throat. I’d never spoken like this before, never had to articulate my desires so explicitly. But the way she was looking at me, the gentle encouragement in her eyes beneath the dominance, gave me courage.

“I want you to fuck me,” I whispered, the words feeling foreign on my tongue.

She smiled, but her finger remained poised at my entrance without pushing in. “Do you want a woman to fuck you, Amy? Is that what you’ve been fantasizing about all this time? A woman’s fingers inside you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, beyond embarrassment now, consumed by need.

“Say it,” she insisted. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I want a woman to fuck me,” I said, my voice stronger now. “I want you, Gwen. I want your fingers inside me. Please.”

“Such a good girl,” Gwen purred as she plunged two fingers inside me in one swift motion.

My back arched off the elevator floor, a loud moan escaping my throat as I felt her fingers fill me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, her touch both familiar and utterly foreign at the same time. Nothing had prepared me for how it would feel to have another woman inside me.

“Oh god,” I gasped, instinctively spreading my legs wider for her, offering myself completely.

“That’s it,” Gwen encouraged, beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Open up for me. Let me in deeper.”

Her fingers curled inside me, finding a spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids. I clutched at her shoulders, my nails digging into her skin as pleasure radiated through my body.

“Do you like how I fuck you, Amy?” she asked, her voice low and commanding as she thrust into me. “Tell me how it feels.”

“Yes,” I cried out, beyond shame now. “I love it. I love how you fuck me.”

Her pace quickened. I’d never felt anything like this before—this perfect pressure, this knowing touch. She understood my body better than I did, finding places inside me I didn’t know existed.

“Look at you,” Gwen murmured, her eyes dark with desire as she watched me writhe beneath her. “Is this what you’ve been dreaming about? Being fucked by a woman?”

“Yes,” I confessed, my voice breaking as she added a third finger, stretching me deliciously.

Her free hand moved to my breast, pinching my nipple just hard enough to send a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my core. I arched into her touch, my hips rising to meet each thrust of her fingers.

“I knew you’d be like this,” she said, leaning down to capture my mouth in a bruising kiss. “So fucking hungry for it.”

“More, please, I need more,” I begged, my voice high and desperate as her fingers worked inside me. My hips bucked wildly against her hand, seeking deeper penetration. “Please, Gwen, I need more of you.”

She withdrew her fingers suddenly, leaving me empty and whimpering with loss. Her eyes darkened as she stared down at me, a wicked smile playing across her lips.

“I want to fuck you properly,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Get on your hands and knees for me.”

I blinked up at her, momentarily confused by the abrupt change, but the authority in her tone sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. Without hesitation, I rolled over onto my stomach and pushed myself up, positioning myself on all fours in the middle of the elevator floor.

I felt exposed, vulnerable with my ass in the air, my pussy and ass completely on display. The cool elevator air kissed my wet flesh, making me shiver with anticipation.

Gwen moved behind me, her hands sliding appreciatively over the curve of my ass. I felt her lean forward, her breasts brushing against my back as she whispered in my ear.

“Look at you, finally getting what you’ve wanted all this time,” she murmured, her breath hot against my neck. “All those days watching me in the hallway, fantasizing about this, and you never once had the courage to say hello.”

Her fingers slid between my legs from behind, finding me embarrassingly wet and ready. I gasped as she entered me again, this time from this new angle that felt impossibly deeper.

“You could have had this months ago,” she continued, her free hand squeezing my ass roughly as her fingers pumped into me. “All you had to do was ask.”

A sharp smack landed on my right cheek. I cried out, more in surprise than pain, my inner walls clenching around her fingers.

“Oh, you liked that,” Gwen observed, sounding pleased. She delivered another smack to my other cheek, harder this time. “All this time wasted because you were too scared to go after what you wanted.”

“I’m sorry,” I gasped, pushing back against her hand, silently begging for more. “I didn’t know—didn’t think you’d want me.”

She laughed, the sound both warm and slightly mocking. “Silly girl. I’ve been watching you watch me.” Her fingers curled inside me, finding that perfect spot that made my arms tremble, threatening to give out beneath me.

Another smack landed on my ass, harder than before. The pain blossomed into pleasure as it radiated through me, making me moan shamelessly.

“Next time you want something,” Gwen said, leaning over me again, her voice stern but playful, “don’t wait for it to get stuck in an elevator with you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered instinctively, the words slipping out before I could think.

Gwen’s movements stilled for just a moment. I glanced back over my shoulder to see a wide grin spreading across her face, her eyes dancing with wicked delight.

“Ma’am?” she repeated, her voice dripping with amusement. “Listen to you… always wanting to be such a good girl, aren’t you? Even now, bent over and taking my fingers, you’re still trying to be polite and proper.”

Her fingers curled inside me, making me gasp.

“I like it,” she continued, her free hand delivering another sharp smack to my ass. “I like how submissive you are. It’s like you’ve been waiting your whole life for someone to take control.”

“I have,” I admitted, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears—breathy, desperate. “I’ve wanted this. Wanted you.”

“Such a good, obedient little thing,” Gwen purred, adding a third finger that stretched me deliciously. “But I don’t just want a good girl. I want to turn you into my crazy lesbian slut.”

She punctuated her words by fucking me harder, her fingers driving into me with an intensity that made my whole body shake. The lewd, wet sounds of her hand moving in and out of me filled the elevator, mixing with my increasingly loud moans.

“Oh god,” I cried out as she hit that perfect spot inside me. “Please don’t stop!”

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her pace relentless now. “Let me hear you. I bet everyone in the building can hear what a slut you’re being for me.”

The thought of our neighbors hearing my desperate cries should have mortified me, but instead, it only heightened my arousal. I imagined them pressing their ears to their doors, wondering who was making such shameless sounds in the usually quiet building.

“Do you think they can hear us?” Gwen asked, as if reading my thoughts. Her thumb found my clit, circling it in time with her thrusts. “Do you think they know it’s shy little Amy from 12C screaming while getting fucked by a woman?”

“I don’t care,” I moaned truthfully, beyond shame now. “I don’t care who hears.”

My arms finally gave out, my face pressing against the cool elevator floor as Gwen continued her relentless assault on my senses. My hips remained raised, eagerly meeting each thrust of her fingers.

“That’s my girl,” she praised, her free hand tangling in my hair, pulling my head back slightly. “Let everyone hear how good I make you feel.”

The dual sensation of her fingers inside me and the slight pain of my hair being pulled sent me spiraling toward the edge. My thighs began to tremble as pressure built low in my belly, more intense than anything I’d ever felt before.

“Look at me,” Gwen commanded, her voice husky with desire. “I want to see your face when you cum.”

With tremendous effort, I lifted my head to meet her gaze. Her eyes were dark and intense, her face flushed with exertion and arousal. The sight of her, this beautiful, confident woman focused entirely on my pleasure, was almost too much to bear.

Her fingers moved with perfect precision inside me while her thumb found my clit, circling it with firm, deliberate pressure. The combination was devastating. Every nerve ending in my body seemed to ignite at once, pleasure building to an almost unbearable intensity.

“That’s it,” she urged, watching my expression change as she quickened her pace. “Let go for me.”

The pressure inside me built to a crescendo, and I felt myself teetering on the edge of something monumental. My thighs began to shake uncontrollably, my inner walls clenching around her fingers.

“Gwen!” I cried out as the dam finally broke. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My vision blurred, my body convulsing as I came harder than I ever had in my life.

She didn’t stop, didn’t even slow down. Instead, she curved her fingers to hit that perfect spot inside me while her thumb continued its relentless circles on my clit, drawing out my orgasm until I was sobbing with pleasure.

“That’s my girl,” she praised, her voice warm with approval as she milked every last tremor from my body.

I collapsed completely, my limbs turning to jelly as aftershocks rippled through me. Gwen gently withdrew her fingers, leaving me feeling empty but utterly satisfied. She rolled me onto my back, her expression soft as she gazed down at me.

“You okay?” she asked, brushing sweat-dampened hair from my forehead.

I nodded, unable to form coherent words yet. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, my heart still racing from the intensity of what I’d just experienced.

Gwen brought her fingers to her mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact. The sight sent another weak tremor through my oversensitized body.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” she said with a wicked smile.

I reached for her, pulling her down beside me on the elevator floor. Our naked bodies pressed together, skin to skin, as I buried my face in the crook of her neck.

“Thank you,” I whispered against her skin, inhaling her scent; a mixture of perfume, sweat, and sex.

She laughed softly, her arms wrapping around me. “For what? The orgasm or the elevator breakdown?”

“Both,” I admitted, smiling against her shoulder. “I never would have had the courage to approach you otherwise.”

“You underestimate yourself,” Gwen said, her fingers gently tracing patterns on my bare back. “I’ve seen the way you look at me in the hallway. The way you blush when I smile at you. I’ve been waiting for you to make a move for weeks.”

“You have?” I lifted my head to look at her, searching her face for signs she was teasing me.

“Why do you think I always happened to be checking my mail whenever you came down?” She smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “I was starting to think I’d have to knock on your door with some lame excuse about borrowing sugar.”

“I would have given you sugar,” I said, then blushed at the unintentional innuendo.

Gwen laughed, her whole face lighting up. “I can see that now.”

We lay together in comfortable silence for a few minutes, our breathing synchronizing as my racing heart gradually slowed. The reality of what we’d just done—having sex on the floor of a public elevator—began to settle in, but strangely, I felt no regret. Only a peculiar sense of freedom, as if I’d finally stepped into myself.

“So,” Gwen said eventually, her fingers still drawing lazy circles on my skin. “Is this what you imagined your sexual awakening would be like? Getting stuck in an elevator with your hot neighbor?”

I laughed, the sound echoing in our small space. “Not exactly. I thought it would involve more nervous dating, maybe some awkward hand-holding first.”

“We did things a bit out of order,” she agreed with a grin. “But I’m not complaining.”

“Me neither,” I admitted, tracing the outline of a star tattooed on her shoulder. “Though I do have one question.”

“Shoot.”

“What happens when they fix the elevator?” I asked, suddenly aware of our vulnerable position. “Do we just… get dressed and pretend this never happened when the doors open?”

Gwen propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. “Is that what you want? To pretend this never happened?”

“No,” I said quickly, surprising myself with my certainty. “Not at all.”

Relief softened her features. “Good. Because I was thinking maybe we could continue this somewhere more comfortable. My place has an actual bed, you know. With clean sheets and everything.”

“That sounds nice,” I said, warmth spreading through my chest at the thought. “Though I might need a shower first.”

“We could share one,” she suggested, her eyes darkening again. “I still haven’t shown you everything I can do with my tongue.”

Fresh heat pooled between my legs at her words. “I’m a quick learner,” I said, boldly meeting her gaze.

“I’ve noticed.” She leaned down to kiss me, soft and sweet.

A few hours after we got dressed the elevator jolted back to life, but the world outside those doors already felt different.

I wasn’t the shy small-town girl anymore, not exactly. Gwen had cracked something open in me, something hungry and alive, and as we straightened our clothes and exchanged a breathless smile, I knew this wasn’t an ending, it was a beginning. When the doors slid open, I followed her out without hesitation, ready to see where she would lead me next.
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First Time with the Lesbian Influencer

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FS2C2R2D

Penny is quiet, shy, and barely two weeks into working for the glamorous influencer who everyone online worships. Brooke is bold, magnetic, and used to getting exactly what she wants—and tonight, what she wants is Penny.

One confession changes everything. The boyfriend? Fake. The brand? A façade. Behind closed doors, Brooke is hungry, restless, and ready to break all her own rules. And when she finally pulls her nervous assistant into her lap, Penny learns just how dangerous it feels to be seduced by her famous, untouchable boss.
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First Time Lesbian Sleepover: Friends to Lovers Erotica

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F1TYPMVP

Abby and Kate have been inseparable since as far back as they can remember —late-night talks, shared secrets, and sleepovers that never lost their magic, even in their twenties. But when Kate confesses there’s something she’s never done, Abby makes a shocking offer: Let me be your first.

It’s a reckless, thrilling proposition that sends a spark straight through Kate. Is this just best friends playing a dangerous game, or has something been simmering between them all along? As touches turn heated and boundaries disappear, one night of indulgence ignites a fire neither of them can put out… and once they cross that line, there’s no turning back.
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Broken by the Lesbian Dominatrix

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F85RCWSQ

Lily’s been the quiet girl her whole life; shy, closeted, and terrified of what she really wants. Her nights are filled with locked doors, drawn blinds, and late-night searches for videos that make her ache in all the wrong places.

Until one click leads her to Mistress Dita, a woman who promises no judgment, no labels… just raw, unapologetic pleasure.

Nervous, flushed, and wildly unprepared, Lily books a session. She shows up shaking, ready to back out. But Dita doesn’t do soft goodbyes. With a look that melts shame and a voice that knows exactly what Lily’s been starving for, she takes control and Lily finds herself quickly surrendering to Dita’s command.
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