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Introduction

A short story that isn't short on spice! 




A steamy enemies-to-lovers romance where professional rivalry meets primal desire...




Sophie Carter has spent years fighting for her place in London's corporate world, but nothing prepared her for being trapped in a lift with Chris Matthews—her infuriating professional rival and the one man who seems determined to thwart her every move. When a summer heatwave causes a power cut in their office tower, these two passionate enemies find themselves confined together in the stifling dark, forced to confront the electric tension that's always simmered beneath their heated arguments.




As the temperature rises in their glass cage, professional barriers begin to melt away. Sophie's carefully crafted defences crumble in the face of Chris's unexpected gentleness, and the man she thought she hated reveals layers she never imagined existed. With every passing hour, the heat becomes more unbearable, clothes become optional, and the line between rivalry and attraction grows dangerously thin.




Their passionate encounter is everything Sophie's been missing in her loveless marriage—raw, primal, and addictively intense. Chris's commanding presence awakens desires she's long suppressed, while his touch makes her forget every reason why this is wrong. But as inhibitions fall away and hidden fantasies become reality, both must confront the consequences of their actions.




For readers who love their romance scorching hot, "Rising Heat" delivers a deliciously steamy tale of forbidden attraction, featuring two strong-willed professionals who discover that the difference between love and hate is just one trapped lift ride away. This enemies-to-lovers story combines the intensity of forced proximity with the thrill of office rivalry, creating an irresistible cocktail of passion, power, and undeniable chemistry.




Perfect for fans of intense slow-burns that ignite into explosive passion, this contemporary romance features strong, complex characters, sizzling tension, and the kind of emotional depth that will keep you turning pages well into the night. Watch as professional hostility transforms into something far more primal when two rivals are forced to confront their deepest desires.




*Content Warning: This steamy romance contains explicit adult scenes, exploration of dom/sub dynamics, and themes of infidelity. Recommended for mature readers who enjoy their romance raw and unfiltered.*




"Rising Heat" is a complete standalone novel that promises to leave you breathless and craving more. One lift. Two rivals. No escape from desire.


Preface

Content Warning




This book contains mature themes and explicit content intended for open-minded adult readers (18+) only.




This story is written for mature readers who understand that fiction allows for safe exploration of complex adult themes and situations. While passionate and explicit, all intimate encounters are consensual between adults. The story deals frankly with themes of marital dissatisfaction and infidelity, which some readers may find challenging.




If these themes make you uncomfortable, this may not be the story for you. The author encourages readers to make informed choices about their reading material.




Written in a female-friendly style that focuses on both emotional and physical intimacy, but maintains explicit, visceral descriptions of sexual encounters.




Rising Heat features:




Detailed, graphic sexual encounters

Themes of adultery/infidelity

Light dom/sub dynamics

Oral sex (both giving and receiving)

Light choking/throat holding

Hair pulling

Office-based sexual encounters

Power exchange

Explicit language and dirty talk

Orgasm control/denial

Size kink references

Voice/praise kink elements
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Chapter 1

Sophie Carter stands at the floor-to-ceiling windows of the Redline Innovations boardroom, watching storm clouds gather over the London skyline. The late July evening casts long shadows across the city, but the threatening weather matches her mood far better than the dying sunlight. Behind her, the soft rustle of papers and the subtle creek of an expensive leather chair reminds her she's not alone.

She refuses to turn around. Refuses to acknowledge him.

Her reflection in the glass betrays her professional facade – cheeks flushed with anger beneath carefully applied makeup, auburn hair slightly dishevelled from running her fingers through it during the presentation. The fitted Karen Millen dress, usually a source of confidence, feels suffocating despite the aggressive air conditioning. A bead of sweat traces down her spine, and she's not sure if it's from the rising temperature or lingering adrenaline.

Chris Lyle's voice breaks the silence, deep and controlled. Always so bloody controlled. "I trust you'll have the revised figures on my desk by morning?"

Sophie watches his reflection in the glass as he gathers his papers. Even now, his movements are precise, measured. The bastard hasn't even loosened his tie after systematically dismantling her entire digital transformation strategy for the past two hours.

"The figures weren't the problem, and you know it." She keeps her voice steady and professional, though her manicured nails dig into her palms. "The methodology is sound. The market research supports—"

"The market research supports a cautious approach," he interrupts, and she hears him stand. In the window's reflection, she watches him roll up his sleeves with methodical precision. "Your proposal risks too much capital on unproven technologies."

The last board member slips out, closing the door with a soft click that feels oddly final. Sophie finally turns, forcing herself to meet his gaze directly. She hates how he dominates the space without effort, how his height advantage makes her feel small despite her heels. Hates even more how his blue eyes seem to see right through her carefully constructed arguments to the uncertainty beneath.

"Unproven?" She gestures to the presentation still glowing on the screen. "These are strategies already being implemented by—"

"By companies with twice our market cap and three times our risk tolerance." He steps closer, and Sophie catches a hint of his cologne – something expensive and understated, like everything else about him. "I won't let you gamble with our shareholders' money on a hunch."

"It's not a hunch." She moves to the table, gathering her iPad and notes with hands that shake slightly with suppressed emotion. "But you'd rather strangle innovation than admit the market is changing. We're falling behind our competitors while you cling to outdated metrics."

His jaw tightens – the first crack in his composure she's seen all afternoon. "Metrics that have kept this company profitable for fifteen years."

"Past performance doesn't guarantee future success." She straightens, meeting his eyes again. "But you'd know that if you ever looked up from your spreadsheets."

Around them, the office grows quieter as other employees head home. The approaching storm has darkened the sky prematurely, and the boardroom lights seem to intensify, creating an intimate atmosphere that makes Sophie uncomfortably aware of their isolation. Of how his presence seems to fill the space between them with something that feels dangerously like electricity.

She checks her watch – a Cartier that suddenly feels like it's burning her wrist. 6:30 PM. David will be working late again, probably grateful for the excuse to avoid another silent dinner. The thought should make her sad, but instead, it just adds to her frustration.

"I'll have the revised proposal on your desk by morning," she says finally, hating the way her voice has softened without permission. "Though we both know you'll find new reasons to reject it."

Chris's expression shifts, something unreadable flickering in his eyes. "I reject bad investments, Sophie. Not you."

The use of her first name hits her like a physical touch, and she busies herself with her laptop bag to hide her reaction. When she looks up again, he's moved to the window where she stood earlier, his broad shoulders outlined against the darkening sky.

"I'll be working late," he says without turning. "I have my own presentation to prepare for tomorrow's executive meeting."

Of course he does. Because this isn't just about her proposal – it's about the vacant board position they're both chasing. About power and control and everything that's been simmering between them since she joined the company three years ago.

Thunder rumbles in the distance as Sophie moves to the opposite end of the boardroom table, deliberately putting the polished expanse of oak between them. She pulls out her laptop, the soft click of its opening a quiet declaration of war. Two can play at this game.

"Then I suppose we'll both be burning the midnight oil," she says, not looking up as her fingers tap against the keyboard. "I have some calls to make to our Asia-Pacific team anyway."

She feels rather than sees him turn from the window, his reflection now ghosted behind hers in her laptop screen. The air feels thicker somehow, charged with the approaching storm and something else she refuses to name.

Chris loosens his tie, just slightly, and the gesture seems strangely intimate in the gathering darkness. Despite her best intentions, Sophie finds her gaze drawn to him – the power in his stance, the subtle grey at his temples, the way his shirt pulls across his shoulders as he braces his hands against the window frame.

Then he turns his head, catching her gaze in the reflection of her screen, and Sophie quickly focuses on her work, her heart pounding with something that feels nothing like hatred.

The quiet tapping of keys can't drown out the chaos in Sophie's mind. Her presentation – months of research, countless late nights, endless practice sessions in front of her bathroom mirror – lies in digital tatters on her laptop screen. Just like her marriage, she thinks bitterly. All that effort, all that preparation, and still ending in failure.

She shifts in her chair, mindful of Chris's presence across the room. The fabric of her dress clings uncomfortably in the growing humidity, and she fights the urge to fan herself. Instead, she finds herself thinking about this morning: another breakfast alone, another night in the spare room. Six months now since she moved her things out of the master bedroom, and David hadn't even questioned it. Just accepted it, like he accepted everything else about their polite, passionless existence.

"Your consumer behaviour projections are fundamentally flawed."

Chris's voice cuts through her thoughts, and Sophie's fingers freeze over the keyboard. She watches him in her screen's reflection as he moves away from the window, his critique as precise as a surgeon's blade.

"The data clearly shows—" she begins, but he cuts her off.

"The data shows what you want it to show." He's behind her now, close enough that she can feel the heat radiating from his body. "You're too emotional about this, Sophie. Too invested."

The word 'emotional' hits her like a slap. She spins in her chair, finding him looming over her, his presence overwhelming in the dimming light. "Because some of us actually care about more than just numbers on a spreadsheet."

Her voice comes out huskier than intended, and she sees something flicker in his eyes. The air conditioning hums ineffectively as they stare at each other, the space between them charged with more than just professional antagonism.

She's achingly aware of how long it's been since anyone has looked at her with real desire. David's goodbye kiss this morning had been perfunctory, distant – when had they stopped really touching each other? When had their bed become a place for sleeping rather than passion?

Chris shifts slightly, and Sophie catches the subtle scent of his cologne again. Her body responds traitorously, a warm flush creeping up her neck. She watches his gaze track the colour's progress, and for a moment, the boardroom feels as confined as her marriage.

"Caring doesn't pay the bills," he says finally, his voice deeper than before. "Emotion clouds judgement."

Sophie stands abruptly, needing to level the playing field. Her heel catches on the chair's base, and she stumbles slightly. Chris's hand shoots out to steady her, fingers wrapping around her bare upper arm. The contact sends electricity racing across her skin.

"Don't," she warns, though whether she's talking to him or herself, she's not sure. She pulls away, moving to the credenza where a pitcher of water sits sweating in the humid air. Her hands shake slightly as she pours herself a glass.

"The board won't approve a strategy based on gut feeling," Chris continues, as if that charged moment hadn't happened. "No matter how passionate the presentation."

Sophie takes a long drink, using the moment to compose herself. The water does nothing to cool the heat building inside her. Behind her, she hears Chris move back to his position by the window, but she can still feel where his fingers gripped her arm.

The storm edges closer, lightning illuminating the darkening sky. In the brief flash, Sophie catches her reflection in the window – flushed cheeks, bright eyes, lips slightly parted. She looks aroused, she realises with a jolt of shame. And mortification.

Across the room, Chris clears his throat. "We should get back to work."

"Yes," Sophie agrees quickly, perhaps too quickly. "We should."

But as she returns to her laptop, she knows it's not just the failed presentation making her pulse race. Not just professional frustration making her skin feel too tight. And definitely not just the rising temperature making her imagine what those strong hands could do if they weren't so firmly under control.

Thunder rolls closer, and Sophie crosses her legs, trying to ignore the ache building between them.

Lightning flashes again, closer now, and Sophie jumps slightly at the immediate crack of thunder. The boardroom lights flicker ominously, and the air conditioning gives a concerning stutter.

"Your presentation," Chris says into the charged silence, "completely ignores the risk assessment matrices we've developed over—"

"Oh, for God's sake." Sophie pushes back from her laptop, frustration finally boiling over. "Your precious matrices are exactly why we're losing market share to more agile competitors."

She stands, needing to move, to dispel some of the restless energy coursing through her. Chris turns from the window to face her, and she forces herself to meet his gaze. Even in the dim light, his eyes are startlingly blue, intense with something that might be anger. Or something else entirely.

"We're losing market share," he says, voice dropping to that commanding tone that makes her stomach flip, "because of reckless proposals like yours that prioritise flash over substance."

Sophie laughs, the sound sharp and brittle. "Reckless? You want to talk about reckless?" She stalks towards him, heels clicking against the polished floor. "What's reckless is clinging to outdated methodologies while our competitors innovate."

She's too close now, close enough to see the subtle clench of his jaw, to notice how his shirt pulls taut across his chest as he straightens to his full height. His cologne mingles with the electric tension in the air.

"Innovation without foundation is just gambling," he growls, not backing away. "And I won't let you gamble with this company's future."

"Let me?" Sophie tilts her chin up, aware she's pushing but unable to stop. "I wasn't aware I needed your permission, Christopher."

His name falls from her lips like a challenge, and she watches his pupils dilate slightly. The temperature seems to spike between them, and Sophie becomes acutely conscious of every detail – the way his throat works as he swallows, the subtle tremor in his hands, the heat radiating from his body.

"Someone needs to rein you in," he says, voice rough. "Before your ambition outstrips your judgement."

She should step back. Should return to her laptop and the safety of professional distance. Instead, she finds herself swaying slightly closer, drawn into his orbit like a satellite unable to break free.

"Is that what this is about?" Her voice comes out breathier than intended. "Keeping me in my place?"

Chris's eyes drop to her lips for a fraction of a second, and Sophie feels the look like a physical caress. When he speaks, his voice has dropped even lower, sending shivers down her spine.

"This is about protecting what we've built."

"No," Sophie counters, pulse racing. "This is about control. You can't stand that I challenge you, that I don't just fall in line like everyone else."

The air conditioning gives another worrying sputter, and Sophie is suddenly, painfully aware of how her silk blouse clings to her skin, how her skirt feels too tight across her thighs. Chris's sleeve brushes her bare arm as he shifts, and she has to bite back a gasp at the contact.

"You think that's what I want?" He's looking at her with an intensity that makes her knees weak. "Blind obedience?"

"I think," Sophie says, fighting to keep her voice steady, "you don't know what you want."

Lightning illuminates the room again, casting harsh shadows across his features. In that brief flash, Sophie sees something raw in his expression, something that mirrors the ache building in her core. His cologne surrounds her, masculine and intoxicating, making her think of tangled sheets and sleepless nights for entirely different reasons than her usual insomnia.

The thunder that follows seems to shake the building itself, and the lights flicker again, longer this time. Sophie's hand shoots out instinctively, grabbing Chris's forearm for balance. His muscle flexes under her palm, and she feels his sharp intake of breath.

"Sophie," he warns, but doesn't pull away. The way he says her name – half growl, half plea – sends heat pooling low in her belly.

Another crash of thunder makes them both step back, breaking the moment. Sophie glances at her watch – 7:15 PM. Through the windows, London's skyline is almost lost in the roiling storm clouds.

"We should probably call it a night," she says, running a shaky hand through her hair. "That storm looks brutal."

Chris moves to the window, checking his phone. "Transport for London's reporting delays on the Central Line. Flash flooding in parts of the city." He pauses, then adds, "Julia's in Paris until Thursday anyway. At least I won't have to explain being late home."

The casual mention of his wife acts like a bucket of cold water. Sophie busies herself gathering her things, trying to ignore how her hands still tingle from touching him. "David's probably still at the office. He practically lives there these days."

She sees Chris's reflection nod in the darkened window. There's something in his posture – a tension, perhaps recognition of their shared situation – that makes her wonder if his marriage is as empty as hers.

"Look," she says, closing her laptop, "about the presentation—"

"We can discuss it tomorrow." His voice is professional again, but softer than before. "When we're both... fresher."

Sophie nods, relief and disappointment warring in her chest. "Right. Tomorrow."

They gather their things in charged silence, both seemingly aware that whatever almost happened needs to stay firmly in this room. Chris holds the boardroom door for her – ever the gentleman – and they step into the deserted corridor.

As they walk towards the lift lobby, thunder rolls again, and the lights flicker ominously. Sophie clutches her laptop bag tighter, trying not to think about being trapped in a small space with Christopher Lyle.


Chapter 2

Sophie's heels click against the polished floor as she strides towards the lift, painfully aware of Chris's presence several paces behind her. The sound echoes through the nearly empty office, punctuated by distant rumbles of thunder that seem to match her tumultuous mood. Her dress, though perfectly tailored, feels constrictive after hours of sitting through that disastrous board meeting, the fabric clinging to her skin in the building humidity.

The lift doors gleam before her, their polished surface reflecting her approaching figure—and his. In the reflection, she catches glimpses of Chris: tall, imposing, infuriating. His suit jacket is slung over one arm, his crisp white shirt sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing tanned forearms. The top button of his collar is undone, drawing her eye to the hollow of his throat.

They reach the lift simultaneously, and Sophie's hand brushes against Chris's as they both reach for the call button. She jerks back as if burned, her body tensing at the contact. The doors open with a soft chime that seems too cheerful for the crackling tension between them.

Sophie steps into the lift first, retreating to the far corner and turning to face the doors. The partially mirrored walls multiply their reflections infinitely, making it impossible to avoid seeing him from every angle. Chris positions himself in the opposite corner, his tall frame making the spacious lift feel suddenly cramped. As the doors slide shut with a soft whoosh, Sophie holds her breath.

The lift begins its descent, and Sophie's expression grows distant. She fidgets with her wedding ring, her shoulders tense. Chris stands quietly in his corner, seemingly absorbed in his phone, though his posture remains rigid. His shirt pulls taut across his shoulders as he moves.

Through the lift's one-way glass wall, lightning illuminates the darkening London skyline. The storm moves closer, the air heavy with anticipation. Inside the lift, Chris's cologne mingles with the artificial chill of the air conditioning, creating an oddly intimate atmosphere.

Sophie shifts her weight, uncomfortable in her heels after a long day, and catches another glimpse of Chris in the reflection. His attention remains fixed on his phone, his strong hands gripping the device firmly. The tension in the lift grows with each passing second, the air becoming thicker.

Sophie's reflection reveals a flush creeping up her neck, her pupils dilated in the harsh lift lighting. Her breathing quickens as she stares straight ahead, trying to focus on anything but the man who had torn her proposal to shreds in front of the entire board just hours ago.

Lightning flashes again, closer this time, followed immediately by a thunderclap that seems to shake the building. The lights flicker ominously, and Sophie's heart rate kicks up a notch. She glances at the floor indicator—they're only just passing the 31st floor, still so high up.

"Wonderful," she mutters under her breath, shifting her portfolio from one arm to the other, needing something to do with her hands. The movement draws Chris's attention, and their eyes meet briefly in the reflection before both quickly look away. The tension in the lift is becoming unbearable, a physical presence pressing against her skin.

Sophie reaches up to touch her neck, feeling the rapid flutter of her pulse beneath her fingers. She needs to get out of this lift, away from him, away from this suffocating awareness that is becoming harder to ignore. The heat seems to be building despite the air conditioning, and she can feel a bead of sweat threatening to trail down her spine beneath her dress.

Just a few more minutes, and then she can escape to her car, drive home, and forget about the way Chris Lyle's presence is affecting her. Forget about the way his cologne is making her head swim. Forget about...

The lights go out.

◆◆◆

The sudden darkness is absolute. Sophie's gasp echoes in the confined space, followed by Chris's low, rumbled curse. For a moment, there is only the sound of their breathing and the distant roll of thunder. Then the emergency lights flicker to life, bathing them in a soft, amber glow that feels far too intimate.

The lift jerks to a stop, throwing Sophie off balance. Her heel skids on the polished floor, and she reaches blindly for the handrail, her portfolio clattering to the ground. The lift shudders once more before going completely still, hanging suspended between floors.

"Shit," Sophie breathes, her heart hammering against her ribs. The emergency lighting casts strange shadows, transforming the familiar space into something alien and confining. She is acutely aware of Chris's presence, his tall frame somehow seeming larger in the dim light.

"Stay calm," Chris says, his deep voice steady as he moves toward the control panel. "I'm sure it's just a temporary—" He presses the emergency call button, but no reassuring voice responds. The intercom remains stubbornly silent.

Sophie's hands tremble as she retrieves her phone from her bag. "No signal," she mutters, watching the searching icon spin futilely. "Of course there's no bloody signal."

"Mine's dead too," Chris confirms, his own phone's screen reflecting in the mirrored walls. He runs a hand through his hair, a gesture Sophie notices despite herself. "The storm must have knocked out the power to the whole area, it's gone dark outside."

"Brilliant deduction," Sophie snaps, her voice sharp with anxiety. "Any other obvious insights you'd care to share?"

The look he gives her could melt steel. "We need to stay rational about this. Someone will notice the lift is stuck."

"Will they?" Sophie gestures at her phone's clock. "It's past seven, in the middle of a heatwave. The building's practically empty. Most of the security team will be dealing with the power outage on the ground floor." Her voice wavers slightly.

Chris presses the emergency button again, holding it down longer this time. The silence that follows seems to mock them both. "The backup generators should kick in soon," he says, though uncertainty edges his voice.

"Should," she echoes, pacing the small space. "Except they're probably prioritising the IT systems... Air-con in the server rooms, security doors..." She trails off, her words becoming more rapid.

A flash of lightning illuminates the lift through its mirrored glass wall, followed by a crash of thunder that seems to shake the very cables holding them suspended. Sophie jumps despite herself, and Chris's slight flinch is visible in the flickering light.

"It's getting hotter," she observes, a bead of sweat trailing down her neck. Without the air conditioning, the lift is quickly becoming uncomfortably warm. The storm outside seems to be trapping the heat, turning their glass and steel cage into a sophisticated sauna.

"Take off your jacket," Chris suggests practically, already shrugging out of his suit jacket and laying it carefully over the handrail.

Sophie shoots him a look. "I'm not wearing a jacket."

"Then I suggest you get comfortable," he says, his voice maddeningly calm as he loosens his tie. "We could be here a while."

Sophie leans against the wall, closing her eyes briefly as the reality of their situation sinks in. Trapped in a lift, during a power outage, in a heatwave, with the one person in London she most wants to avoid. The glass feels cool against her bare shoulders, but she knows that won't last long.

"How long is 'a while,' exactly?" she asks, her voice coming out more vulnerable than intended.

Chris checks his phone again, though they both know it's futile. "Given the storm, the power outage, and the time of day..." He pauses, seemingly weighing his words. "We could be looking at a few hours."

Sophie's breath catches audibly in her throat. Hours. Her fingers press against the glass as she processes this news. The confined space suddenly feels smaller, more intimate, with the strange lighting making everything feel exposed. She shifts uncomfortably, unable to ignore his presence mere feet away.

The temperature continues to rise, and Sophie's shoulders tense visibly. This is going to be a very long night.


Chapter 3

Sophie Carter presses her back against the cold glass wall, feeling the heat rising around her, the tension nearly palpable as the storm rages outside. Rain lashes against the glass, creating a barrier that isolates them from the rest of the world—a tumultuous atmosphere that mirrors her chaotic thoughts.

Chris is across from her, tall and imposing, his presence suffocating yet magnetic. Every small movement draws her attention—like the way he rolls up his sleeves, exposing toned forearms. Chris's musky scent that somehow feels too close, too inviting. It makes her stomach twist in ways she hates to acknowledge.

“You would think they’d have better backup systems for emergencies like this,” she mutters, trying to break the suffocating silence. The small talk is a desperate attempt to mask the rising frustration and embarrassment twisting in her gut.

Chris glances at her, his blue eyes piercing through the dim light. “Can’t say I disagree. It’s not like they invest much in anything other than spreadsheets.” His tone is steady, but there’s an edge lurking beneath it, one that feels both familiar and infuriating.

Sophie rolls her eyes, crossing her arms over her chest. “Corporate control freaks don’t know how to prioritise proper systems, that’s for sure.” She tries to keep her voice steady, but it wavers slightly under the weight of what lies unspoken between them.

As the lift jerks slightly from a strong gust outside, Sophie leans away from Chris, immediately regretting the distance. The closeness of his body ignites some unwanted spark within her, a primal recognition buried beneath years of rivalry. Somewhere deep inside, she fights against the physical response that Chris always somehow manages to evoke, her heart racing as if betraying her.

She refocuses on the rain streaking down the glass panels, forcing herself to breathe deeply. “Guess we’ll be here for a while,” she adds with a casual disdain she doesn’t feel.

“That seems likely,” Chris replies, his voice calm yet tinged with an undercurrent of tension that makes her pulse quicken. Each word feels like a challenge, as if he’s reminding her of their unwritten rivalry, of the battle that rages beneath their interactions.

Lightning illuminates the lift for half a second, catching them both off guard—Sophie sees Chris's jaw tighten, a flicker of vulnerability passing across his features. It forces her to pause, considering what it all means: this moment, this man who has long been the bane of her professional existence.

“Your marital difficulties have been clouding your judgement,” he adds, an unexpected softness creeping into his words, as if commenting on shared burdens. The comment stings, more than she wishes it would. She has spent countless nights stewing in loneliness.

“Excuse me?” she snaps, her voice a low whisper of indignation.

His gaze doesn't back down. “Just stating the obvious. You’ve been distracted lately.” The way he says it sends an uncomfortable thrill through her, igniting embers of resentment and something more profound inside her.

Sophie crosses her arms tighter, fighting the heat blossoming at his words. “I am perfectly focused,” she replies, but her voice lacks conviction. The truth aches, and she’s all too aware of the thousands of thoughts swirling within her mind—her mind constricted by years of frustration with failed collaborations and punishing late nights.

But it’s not just the professional disappointment; it’s the blank stares she endures at home, the weight of her husband’s absence looming like the storm outside. David has shut down, leaving her alone in their shared silence. The thought feeds into a swirl of vulnerability, an unwelcome intrusion she tries to bury beneath her fiery defiance towards Chris.

“It’s hard to equate being ‘perfectly focused’ with snapping at your colleagues,” he counters smoothly, his voice low and unfaltering.

Every word from him feels like a deliberate jab, a reminder of their professional rivalry. Yet, the way he retains that calm is frustratingly alluring. In this moment, Sophie feels the proximity consuming her, their shoulders brushing ever so slightly—a tantalising reminder of the divide between their personas and their human core.

The heat grows thicker, almost stifling, causing her skin to prickle. “Oh, is that why you’re here, Chris? To act as an emotional support therapist? Save your sympathy for someone who actually wants it.” She means to snap, to cut him down before he gets the chance.

But beneath the sharp retorts lies a flicker of unease—an awareness that draws her closer to the edge of something new, something overwhelmingly raw.

Chris remains unperturbed, merely adjusting his shirt collar. The subtle flex of his muscle sends an involuntary rush of heat through her body, a physical reaction that infuriates her. “Maybe I just want to avoid a prolonged silence,” he says, keeping his voice light. But she knows the weight behind it.

Thunder rumbles overhead as Sophie shifts her weight, desperately seeking some semblance of distance between them. “And we both know you’re not exactly great at small talk,” she retorts, the tension thickening with every word that hangs in the air.

Still, there’s a part of her that wants to engage, to explore this unexpected turn in their usual banter. Deep down, she feels a primal urge—both to push him away and pull him closer, to maintain professional distance while her body begs for connection.

“Neither of us are.” Chris’s voice dips to that familiar commanding tone, sending shivers down Sophie’s spine as she fights against it. “But here we are, forced into this little mirrored glass box.” His gaze sharpens, holding her captive in the event's awkward dance.

With a sudden crack of lightning illuminating the lift, they are almost joined in motion, their eyes locking for a breathless moment where everything falls silent. She sees that familiar flicker of something deeper than annoyance in his expression, stirring that unacknowledged tension between them—only to break eye contact, the thoughts swirling uncontrollably within her.

As the lift remains still, so does time, thick and palpable between them like the storm closing in around their isolated box. Each second stretches as the intensity rises, fuelling a fire in her core that threatens to overwhelm everything she thinks she knows.

The urge for physical distance—an instinct to flee from this mounting attraction—combines with the undeniable pull between them. She can feel the tension tightening in the air, hotter and thicker by the moment, a palpable force that begs her to lean towards him.

“I hate this. I hate you,” she breathes, relishing the bitterness on her tongue. Even as the words escape her lips, she knows it’s a half-truth, a desperate attempt to cling to her enmity. Yet her body contradicts her; it pulses with awareness, a sobering reality that his presence ignites something different within her.

“Funny how emotions work,” he replies, stepping closer once more. The proximity fuels an internal battle, her heart racing with both fear and exhilaration. “You hate me, yet here we are, together.”

“No,” she argues, but the strength of her voice falters, revealing a vulnerability that prickles beneath the surface. “We’re just—"

“Just what?” he challenges, closing the distance as the late storm crashes outside, pouring rain as if to wash away all the pretence.

The lift feels smaller, the air heavier, as Sophie bites her lip to suppress the conflict within her. She wants to retaliate, lash out at the growing pull, yet her body betrays her, becoming impossibly aware of that last breath separating them—a mere sliver of space that burns with potential.


Chapter 4

The lift's temperature has become unbearable, the amber lights casting a sultry glow that seems to amplify the heat. Sophie's silk blouse clings to her skin, and she can see Chris's white shirt has become nearly transparent with sweat. The confined space feels like a crucible, melting away their professional facades with each passing minute.

"This is ridiculous," Sophie mutters, fingers trembling as she unbuttons her dress and kicks off her shoes. "We'll get heatstroke if we keep these on." She tries to sound practical, clinical, but her voice wavers as Chris's eyes follow her movements.

"Agreed," he says, his deep voice rougher than usual. They turn away from each other, a last pretence of modesty as layers are shed. When Sophie turns back, wearing only her matching Agent Provocateur set, she catches Chris's sharp intake of breath. He's down to his boxer briefs, and she can't help but notice how they cling to his muscled thighs.

The air between them feels charged, electric. Sophie's skin prickles with awareness, every nerve ending alive to Chris's presence. Her heart pounds against her ribs as she fights the urge to stare at his broad chest, the defined muscles of his abdomen. She's seen attractive men before, but something about Chris makes her feel like a livewire, sparking and dangerous.

"Stop looking at me like that," she whispers, but there's no real anger in her voice anymore.

"Like what?" His eyes meet hers, intense and unguarded.

"Like you want to..." She trails off, unable to voice the thoughts that have been haunting her late-night fantasies.

Thunder crashes outside, making them both jump. Sophie finds herself laughing, a slightly hysterical edge to it. "God, what a mess. David would be horrified if he could see me now."

The mention of her husband shifts something in the air. Chris leans against the opposite wall, studying her. "How long has it been since he really saw you?"

The question hits home, sharp and true. Sophie wraps her arms around herself, suddenly vulnerable. "Months. Maybe longer. We're like... ships passing in the night." She laughs bitterly. "Actually, ships at least acknowledge each other when they pass."

"Julia’s the same," Chris admits quietly. "Always travelling, always busy. When she is home, it's like living with a stranger." His honesty surprises her and creates a crack in their carefully maintained antagonism.

"It's the silence that kills me," Sophie admits, surprised at her own honesty. "The way he looks straight through me, like I'm not even there. I bought new lingerie last month—expensive, beautiful stuff. He didn't even notice." She gestures to her current set, a wry smile on her lips. "Like this. Wore it under my dress at dinner last week. Nothing."

Chris's eyes darken as they trace the curves of her body, lingering on the delicate lace. "He's a fool," he says, his voice dropping to a growl that makes heat pool in her belly.

"When was the last time Julia touched you?" Sophie asks, emboldened by his honesty and the growing tension between them. Swallowing hard, she watches a bead of sweat trail down Chris's chest. Do you know how long it's been since someone looked at me with actual hunger in their eyes? Since someone touched me like they meant it?"

Chris's gaze darkens, travelling over her body with unmistakable heat. "Tell me," He orders, his voice dropping to that commanding tone that always makes her knees weak in meetings.

"Eight months," she confesses, heat flooding her cheeks. "Eight months since David even tried. And longer since..." She bites her lip, remembering the disappointment of mechanical touches, of passion-free encounters that left her aching and unsatisfied. "Since it was good."

"Fuck," Chris breathes, running a hand through his damp hair. "Julia hasn't touched me in over a year. Says she's too tired, too busy." His laugh is bitter. "Do you know what it does to a man, Sophie? Lying next to someone who treats you like you're invisible?"

She does know—knows exactly how it feels to be untouched, unwanted. Her body thrums with awareness as Chris takes another step closer, the space between them charged with possibility.

"I see you," she whispers, surprising herself with her boldness. "In meetings, when you roll up your sleeves. When you run your hand through your hair like that. I see you, and I..." She trails off, her breath catching as his scent overwhelms her senses.

"And you what?" His voice is rough, demanding. He's close enough now that she can see the flecks of darker blue in his eyes, count his accelerated breaths.

"I want," she admits, the word falling from her lips like a confession. "God help me, Chris, I want so much."

The tension between them crackles like lightning, and Sophie's skin feels electric, alive with possibility. Every small movement sends sparks through her body—the brush of his arm against hers, the way his chest rises and falls with each breath. She's acutely aware of how the lace of her bra has grown damp with sweat, how it clings to her curves in a way that draws his gaze.

"I watch you too," Chris admits, his voice dropping lower. "The way you bite your lip when you're concentrating. How you cross and uncross your legs in meetings. The little sounds you make when you're frustrated." His eyes meet hers, dark with desire. "Do you know how many times I've imagined you making those sounds for entirely different reasons?"

The confession sends heat pooling low in her belly, making her breath catch. She's close enough now to feel the warmth radiating from his skin, to see how his pupils have dilated with want. Their professional antagonism has morphed into something else entirely—something primal and electric that makes her body ache with need.

"Show me," she breathes, hardly recognising her own voice, husky with desire. "Show me how you've imagined it."

Chris's hand comes up to cup her face, his thumb brushing across her bottom lip. The touch is electric, making her gasp. "Are you sure?" he asks, his control visibly slipping. "Because if I start touching you, Sophie, I won't be able to stop."

The promise in his words makes her shiver despite the heat. She's never felt more aware of her own body—of the way her nipples have hardened against the lace of her bra, of the dampness growing between her thighs. Every nerve ending feels alive, singing with anticipation.

"I don't want you to stop," she admits, arching slightly into his touch. "I'm tired of stopping. Tired of wanting and never having. Tired of being good and proper and professional when all I can think about is how your hands would feel on my skin."

Chris's thumb traces her bottom lip once more, and Sophie's breath catches in her throat. The tension between them has become almost unbearable, a living thing that pulses with each heartbeat. When he finally leans in, the first brush of his lips against hers is devastatingly gentle—tentative, testing, electric.

For a heartbeat, time stands still. Then Sophie makes a small, desperate sound in the back of her throat, and everything ignites. Chris's hand slides into her hair, gripping gently as he deepens the kiss, and Sophie's world narrows to the sensation of his mouth on hers, hot and demanding.

The kiss transforms from hesitant to hungry in seconds. Sophie's hands find his chest, feeling the rapid thunder of his heart beneath her palms as she arches into him. Chris groans against her mouth, the sound vibrating through her body and settling low in her belly. His other hand finds her waist, pulling her closer until she's pressed against the hard planes of his body.

Years of antagonism and suppressed attraction pour into the kiss, making it fierce and desperate. Sophie nips at his bottom lip, drawing another growl from him that makes her knees weak. His tongue slides against hers, and she moans, heat flooding her body as his hand tightens in her hair.

Then reality crashes in like a bucket of cold water.

David's face flashes through her mind—not the distant stranger he's become, but the man who promised to love her forever. Her wedding ring feels suddenly heavy on her finger, a physical reminder of vows spoken with such certainty.

Chris must feel her hesitation because he pulls back slightly, though his hand remains tangled in her hair. His eyes are dark with desire, but concern clouds his expression as he studies her face.

"Sophie?" His voice is rough, questioning.

"I..." She swallows hard, torn between the ache of wanting him and the sharp bite of guilt. "We're married. Both of us. This is..."

"Wrong?" he supplies, but he doesn't step away. His thumb strokes the nape of her neck, sending shivers down her spine despite her moral crisis.

"Isn't it?" But even as she says it, her body betrays her, leaning into his touch like a flower seeking sunlight. The want hasn't diminished—if anything, having tasted him has made it worse, made the hunger sharper, more demanding.

Chris's free hand comes up to cup her face, forcing her to meet his gaze. "Tell me you don't want this," he says, his voice low and intense. "Tell me you want to go back to pretending we don't feel this. Tell me you want to return to your cold bed and empty marriage, and I'll stop right now."

Sophie's breath catches in her throat. The truth burns on her tongue—she doesn't want to stop. God help her, she wants this more than she's wanted anything in years. Wants his hands on her skin, his mouth on hers, wants to feel alive and desired and consumed.

"I can't," she whispers, and it feels like confession and surrender all at once. "I can't tell you that."

His eyes search hers for a long moment, giving her time to change her mind, to step back, to choose differently. But Sophie is tired of denying herself, tired of being good and proper and lonely. She rises on her tiptoes, pressing her body against his, and whispers against his lips:

"Make me feel something, Chris. Make me feel everything."

◆◆◆

Sophie and Chris stand facing each other in their underwear, their earlier kiss still tingling on their lips. The storm outside provides a dramatic backdrop through the glass walls, lightning occasionally illuminating their nearly-naked forms. Sophie's lingerie clings to her curves, dampened by perspiration, while Chris's black boxer briefs leave little to imagination.

"Are you sure about this?" Chris's deep voice sends shivers down Sophie's spine. She nods, her fingers toying with the strap of her bra.

Chris catches her wrist gently. "Let me," he commands softly. Sophie's breath hitches as his fingers brush against her damp skin, expertly unhooking her bra. The air between them crackles with anticipation.

He slides the straps down her arms, revealing her breasts to his hungry gaze. His sharp intake of breath makes her smile. "Like what you see?" she asks, voice husky with desire.

"More than you know," he growls, his hands coming up to cup her breasts. The pads of his thumbs brush over her nipples, drawing a gasp from her lips.

The mirrored walls reflect their forms from every angle as they stand before each other. Sophie catches glimpses of herself - flushed cheeks, tousled hair, swollen lips from their earlier kisses. Chris looks equally affected, his usual composure stripped away, chest heaving with each breath.

"Tell me what you want," Chris commands softly, his hands sliding down to rest on her hips, fingers playing with the lace of her knickers. The heat of his palms burns through the delicate fabric.

Sophie swallows hard. "Everything," she whispers. "I want everything."

His grip tightens slightly. "Be specific," he insists, voice dropping lower. "I need to hear you say it."

A visible shiver runs through her at his commanding tone. Chris stands before her, radiating confidence and control.

"I want your hands on me," she begins, her words drawing an obvious response as his pupils dilate. "Your mouth. I want you inside me. I want you to make me forget everything except how you feel."

A growl rumbles in his chest as he pulls her against him. The feel of skin on skin is electric, drawing matching gasps from them both. His mouth finds her neck, trailing hot kisses down to her collarbone while his hands knead her breasts.

Sophie's hands explore his back, feeling the play of muscles under warm, damp skin. When his teeth graze a sensitive spot, she digs her nails in slightly, drawing a pleased hiss from him.

Her hand slips between them, palming him through his boxer briefs. Chris groans against her skin, the vibrations adding to the charged atmosphere between them.

"These need to go," she manages, tugging at the waistband of his boxers. He straightens up, eyes dark with desire.

"Yours first," he counters, hooking his fingers in her knickers. "Show me how much you want this."

Sophie meets his challenging gaze as she slowly pushes the lace down her legs, stepping out of them deliberately. Chris follows suit, his boxers joining her underwear on the floor.

They stand naked before each other, illuminated by another flash of lightning. The glass walls of the lift reflect their forms infinitely, creating an intimate gallery of their desire. Their bodies gleam with sweat in the humid air, making every touch deliciously slick.

Chris pulls her close again, the feel of him hot and hard against her making them both groan. "Last chance to stop this," he warns, though his grip suggests he has no intention of letting her go.

Sophie wraps her arms around his neck, pressing herself fully against him. "Don't you dare stop," she breathes against his lips before claiming them in a searing kiss.

His hands roam her body freely now, leaving trails of fire in their wake. As his fingers dip lower, seeking her heat, Sophie arches into his touch. The storm rages on outside, but inside their glass cage, a different kind of tempest is about to break.

◆◆◆

Chris's fingers find her heat, drawing a sharp gasp from Sophie as he explores her slick folds. "So wet already," he murmurs against her neck, his voice rough with desire. "Is this what our boardroom arguments do to you?"

"Don't flatter yourself," Sophie manages, though her breath hitches as his thumb finds her clit. Her denial turns into a moan as he circles the sensitive bundle of nerves with practised skill.

"No?" He presses harder, making her legs tremble. "Then why are you dripping for me?" His free hand tangles in her hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. "Tell me the truth, Sophie."

The use of her name, spoken in that commanding tone, makes her body quiver. "Yes," she gasps as his fingers slip inside her. "Every time you challenge me, every time you stand too close..."

He rewards her honesty by curling his fingers, finding that perfect spot that makes her cry out. "Good girl," he praises, making her shiver visibly. "I want to watch you fall apart for me."

Sophie's hand finds his length, wrapping around him firmly. Her breath catches at the size of him - thick and hard in her palm. Chris's rhythm falters as she begins to stroke him, his breathing becoming ragged against her neck.

"My turn," she whispers, dropping to her knees. The polished floor is cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from their bodies. Looking up at him through her lashes, she maintains eye contact as she takes him into her mouth.

"Fuck," Chris groans, one hand finding her hair while the other presses against the mirrored wall for support. Sophie hums in satisfaction, taking him deeper. Her lipstick leaves marks along his length as she works him with her tongue.

The lift's mirrors show Chris's reflection from every angle - Sophie on her knees, his fingers tangled in her hair, the sight of himself disappearing between her lips. "So beautiful," he praises, voice strained. "Such a good girl for me."

She moans around him at the praise, doubling her efforts. Her hands grip his thighs, feeling the muscles tense as she brings him closer to the edge. Just when his breathing indicates he's close, she pulls back with a wicked smile.

"Not yet," she teases, rising to her feet. "I want you inside me when you come."

Chris's eyes darken dangerously. "Careful what you wish for," he growls, spinning her to face the glass wall. Sophie gasps as he presses against her from behind, his hardness sliding between her thighs. "Is this what you want?"

The glass is cool against her breasts as Chris positions himself at her entrance. Sophie can see their reflection perfectly - her face flushed with desire, his powerful form looming behind her, both of them slick with sweat in the humid air.

"Please," she whimpers as he teases her, sliding through her wetness without entering. "Chris, please..."

His hand finds her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse race. "Please what?" he demands, his other hand gripping her hip. "Tell me exactly what you want."

Sophie meets his eyes in the mirror, all pretence of professional rivalry forgotten in the face of raw need. "Fuck me," she begs. "Make me yours. Make me feel again."

The storm outside illuminates their reflection as Chris finally begins to push inside her, both of them groaning at the exquisite stretch. Sophie's nails scrape against the glass as she adjusts to his size, pleasure mixing with the slight burn of penetration.

"More," she gasps as he pauses, halfway seated within her. "I want all of you."

Chris's grip tightens as he complies, pressing forward until he is fully sheathed inside her. "Is this what you've been wanting?" he growls in her ear. "To be filled, stretched, taken?"

"Yes," Sophie moans, pushing back against him. "God, yes."

Chris establishes a commanding rhythm, each thrust making Sophie gasp. Her fingers splay against the glass as he takes control, their reflections showing the power dynamic shifting between them.

"Look at yourself," he commands, his hand still at her throat. "See how perfectly you take me. Who do you belong to now?"

"You," Sophie moans, watching herself come undone in the mirror. "Only you."

His grip tightens slightly. "And what are you?"

"Your..." she hesitates, earning a particularly deep thrust that makes her cry out.

"Say it," he growls. "Tell me what you are."

"Yours," she gasps, clenching around him at the admission. "I'm yours to use however you want."

"Good girl," he praises, increasing his pace. "And all those times you challenged me in meetings?"

"Just wanted your attention," she admits, meeting his dark gaze in the mirror. "Wanted to make you notice me."

Chris spins her around suddenly, lifting her against the glass. Sophie wraps her legs around his waist as he drives into her from this new angle, hitting spots that make her see stars.

"Beg me," he demands, nipping at her neck. "Tell me what you need."

"Please," she whimpers, nails digging into his shoulders. "Make me come. Show me who's in charge."

His thumb finds her clit as he continues thrusting. "You're mine now," he growls. "Every meeting, every argument - remember who makes you feel like this."

Sophie can only moan in response, her release building. Chris pulls back slightly.

"Not until I say," he commands. "Look at me and ask permission."

Her eyes lock with his, pupils blown wide with desire. "Please," she begs. "Please let me come. I need it... need you..."

"That's it," he encourages, resuming his movements. "Show me how much you need my permission."

"Please let me come," Sophie begs again, trembling on the edge. "I'll be such a good girl for you."

"Come for me then," Chris commands, his thumb circling faster. "Show me how good you can be."

Sophie shatters around him, crying out his name as waves of pleasure crash through her as a roll of thunder rumbles outside. Chris holds her firmly against the glass, maintaining his relentless pace as she rides out her orgasm.

"Beautiful," he praises, watching her face in their reflection.

Before she can catch her breath, he withdraws and spins her around, pressing her face against the cool mirror again. "I want to taste us," Sophie gasps, looking over her shoulder at him. "Please... let me show you how good I can be with my mouth."

Chris's eyes darken at her words. "Earn it," he growls, sliding back into her from behind. "Make me believe you deserve it."

Sophie pushes back against him, taking him deeper. "I need it," she moans. "Need to taste you, to please you... "

His hands grip her hips harder, surely leaving marks. "Such a greedy girl," he teases, increasing his pace. "Who would have thought the proud Sophie Carter could beg so prettily?"

The combination of his words and movements has Sophie building toward another peak. "Only for you," she gasps. "Only ever for you..."

"That's right," Chris growls, one hand sliding up to grip her hair. "Mine to use, mine to pleasure, mine to control..."

His words and the possessive grip in her hair push Sophie closer to the edge. "Yes," she moans. "All yours... only yours..."

"Look at yourself," Chris commands, turning her face to the mirror. "Watch yourself come undone. See how perfectly you submit to me."

Sophie's eyes lock on their reflection - her flushed face, his powerful form behind her, the way her body yields to his every thrust. The sight of them together, combined with his deep voice and commanding presence, triggers another intense wave of pleasure.

"That's it," he praises as she cries out his name. "Let go for me. Show me how good I make you feel."

Her second orgasm is even more powerful than the first, leaving her trembling and gasping. Chris holds her upright as she sags against him, his own breathing ragged with restraint.

Chris slowly withdraws, turning Sophie to face him. She sinks gracefully to her knees, looking up at him with desire darkened eyes.

"Show me," he commands, his voice rough with need.

Sophie takes him in her hand, admiring how thick and long he is. "So perfect," she breathes, noting how her fingers barely wrap around him. The taste of herself on him as she takes him into her mouth makes her moan with renewed arousal.

"Good girl," Chris praises, threading his fingers through her hair. "Show me how much you want to please me."

Sophie hums in response, taking him deeper. Her tongue traces every inch of him as she works, drawing gasps and groans from above. His grip in her hair tightens when she finds particularly sensitive spots.

"Look at me," he commands. Sophie's eyes meet his, full of submission and desire. "Perfect," he growls. "Such a good girl for me."

She doubles her efforts, wanting to prove how well she can please him. Her hands caress what her mouth can't reach, working in perfect rhythm. Chris's breathing grows more ragged as she brings him closer to the edge.

"Going to come for me?" she purrs, pulling back slightly. "Want to show me how well I please you?"

"Eager little thing," he groans, his control starting to slip. "Beg for it."

"Please," Sophie whispers, her lips brushing against him as she speaks. "I want to taste you properly. Want to show you how good I can make you feel."

"More," Chris demands, his voice tight with restraint.

"Need to feel you lose control because of me," she continues, maintaining eye contact as she works him with her hands. "Want to taste your pleasure, know that I earned it."

His grip tightens in her hair.

Sophie takes him deeply again, moaning as he pulses against her tongue. Her movements become more focused, determined to bring him the same pleasure he'd given her.

"That's it," Chris groans, his composure finally cracking. "Going to give my good girl exactly what she needs..."

Sophie feels him tense, hears his breathing change. When he finally finds his release, she savours every moment, every taste, every sound he makes. His fingers gentle in her hair as she slowly pulls back, looking up at him with satisfaction.

"Perfect," he praises, helping her to her feet. His kiss is surprisingly tender, though she can feel the promise of more in the way he holds her.

◆◆◆

Sophie trembles at the intensity of their encounter. Chris drops down beside her, guiding them both to sit on the polished floor of the lift. The emergency lighting casts a warm glow over their skin as they settle together, her back against his chest, his arms wrapped protectively around her waist.

The storm outside provides a steady backdrop of rain against glass as they catch their breath. Sophie watches droplets trace paths down the steamed windows, matching the beads of sweat cooling on their skin. The air feels thick with unspoken words and lingering desire.

"I've never..." Sophie starts, then pauses, searching for words. Chris's hand traces idle patterns on her hip, sending little shivers through her oversensitive skin.

"Never what?" he murmurs against her hair, his deep voice resonating through her.

"Lost control like that," she admits, watching their reflection in the fogged mirror. "Given myself over so completely."

Chris's arms tighten slightly around her. "You were perfect," he says softly, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. "Are perfect."

Sophie shifts, turning to face him. The amber light catches the intensity in his eyes as he looks at her. Gone is the cold CFO who had dismissed her proposals hours earlier. This is a different Chris entirely - one who has seen her most vulnerable moments and matched them with his own.

"What happens now?" she whispers, tracing her fingers along his jawline.

Instead of answering, Chris captures her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm that makes her breath catch. The gesture is surprisingly tender after the raw passion they'd just shared. Something twists in Sophie's chest - dangerous territory for what is supposed to be just physical release.

They sit in silence, neither wanting to break the moment. Sophie's body is still singing from their earlier activities, but this quiet intimacy feels equally powerful. Chris's heartbeat against her back provides a steady rhythm that grounds her in the present.

"We should probably..." Sophie begins, but Chris's fingers press gently against her lips.

"Not yet," he murmurs. "Just... be here with me for a moment."

She nods, settling back against him. Their skin is cooling in the humid air, but everywhere they touch sparks with residual heat. Sophie watches their reflection in the steamed glass - the strong lines of Chris's body contrasting with her softer curves, the way they fit together so naturally.

The storm outside intensifies, lightning briefly illuminating their sanctuary. Thunder rolls overhead as Chris's hands resume their gentle exploration of her skin. Each touch feels like he is mapping her, memorising every curve and plane. Sophie's breath hitches as his fingers find particularly sensitive spots.

"Still so responsive," he observes, voice dropping to that commanding tone that makes her shiver. "Even after everything we just did."

Sophie turns her head to meet his gaze. "Only for you," she admits quietly. The words hold more weight than she intends, but they are true. No one has ever affected her like this - drawn out both her submission and her strength in equal measure.

Chris's eyes darken at her words. His hand slides up to cup her face, thumb brushing across her bottom lip. The gesture echoes their first intimate touch, but now carries the weight of everything they'd shared.

"Tell me what you're thinking," he urges softly, studying her expression.

Sophie leans into his touch. "That I should feel guilty," she whispers. "But instead, I just feel... alive. More myself than I have in years."

His other arm tightens around her waist. "And what does that tell you?"

"That this isn't just about sex," she admits, watching his reaction carefully. "Is it?"

Instead of answering directly, Chris draws her into a kiss unlike their previous ones. Where before there had been hunger and dominance, this is slow exploration - almost reverent. Sophie melts into it, letting herself be consumed by the gentleness of his touch.

When they finally part, both slightly breathless, the air between them has changed again. The earlier desperate need has transformed into something deeper, more dangerous. Sophie can feel desire building again, but this time it isn't just about physical release.

"No," Chris finally answers, his voice rough with emotion. "This isn't just about sex."

The admission hangs between them as Sophie shifts and turns in his arms, turning to lay back against his chest, looking at herself wrapped in his arms.

Sophie's breath catches as she feels Chris hardening against her lower back. The realisation that he is ready again sends a fresh wave of heat through her core. She shifts deliberately, pressing back against him, drawing a low growl from his throat.

"Already?" she teases, though her voice is breathless. Despite her own lingering sensitivity, desire pools between her thighs at the feel of him.

"Can you blame me?" Chris murmurs, his hands sliding up her sides. "The way you respond to my touch... the sounds you make..." His fingers brush the underside of her breasts, making her arch. "How perfectly you submit..."

Sophie turns in his lap, gasping at the impressive sight of him. Even in the dim light, she can see he is fully erect again, thick and long against his stomach. Her fingers wrap around him instinctively, drawing a sharp intake of breath from Chris.

"So big," she whispers, almost to herself. "I can still feel how you stretched me earlier..." Her thumb traces the prominent vein along his length, collecting a bead of pre-cum from his tip.

Chris's hand tangles in her hair, pulling her into a deep kiss that makes her moan. "Tell me,” He commands against her lips. "Tell me how it felt having me inside you."

Heat floods Sophie's cheeks, but the words spill out anyway. "Like being completely filled... stretched to my limits..." Her hand continues stroking him as she speaks. "Every thrust so deep I could hardly breathe..."

"And did you like that?" His voice has dropped to that commanding tone that makes her weak. "Being thoroughly fucked by your CFO?"

"God yes," Sophie admits, feeling herself growing wetter at the memory. "Loved feeling you take control... make me beg... mark me as yours..."

Chris's other hand slides between her thighs, finding her already slick. "So eager for me," he praises, making her whimper. "Still wet and ready even after coming so hard on my cock."

Sophie's grip tightens around him as his fingers tease her entrance. "Please," she whispers, rocking against his hand. "I need you inside me again..."

"Patient girls get what they want," Chris reminds her, slowly circling her clit. "Show me how badly you need it."

Sophie meets his gaze, her eyes wide with obvious desire. "I need your cock," she breathes, continuing to stroke him. "Need you to fill me up again... make me yours... remind me who I belong to now..."

His fingers press inside her, making her gasp. "And who do you belong to, Sophie?"

"You," she moans, working him faster. "Only you, Sir... please..."

Chris's eyes darken at the honorific. His fingers curl inside her, finding that spot that makes her tremble. "Such a good girl," he praises. "Learning so quickly who's in charge."

Sophie whimpers in response, caught between the pleasure of his fingers and the solid heat of him in her hand. The polished floor is cool against her knees as she straddles his thigh, seeking more contact.

"Look at you," Chris murmurs, watching her ride his hand. "So desperate for more... so eager to please..." His thumb finds her clit again, making her cry out. "Tell me what you want, Sophie. Tell me exactly how you need me to take you."

Her response is immediate and breathless: "Want to ride you... feel you fill me completely... want to watch your face as I take all of you..."

Chris's control visibly wavers at her words. His fingers withdraw, leaving her empty and aching. "Show me then," he growls. "Show me how well you can take my cock."

Sophie positions herself over Chris, thighs trembling with anticipation. His hands steady her hips as she grasps his length, guiding him to her entrance. The head of his cock slides through her wetness, making them both groan.

"Take what you need," Chris commands softly, his eyes intense as he watches her. "Show me what that neglectful husband's been missing."

Sophie sinks down slowly, gasping as he stretches her. Even after their earlier fucking, his size is still overwhelming. "So much bigger than him," she admits breathlessly, watching Chris's eyes darken at her words. "God, you fill me so perfectly..."

Her head falls back as she takes him fully inside, adjusting to the delicious stretch. Chris's fingers dig into her hips, his control visibly straining as she begins to move. "That's it," he encourages, voice rough. "Use my cock to make up for all those lonely nights..."

"Feels so good," Sophie moans, establishing a steady rhythm. "Been so empty for so long..." Her hands splay across his chest for leverage as she rides him, taking him deeper with each downward thrust. "Needed this... needed you..."

Chris's hand slides up to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse race. "Look at me," he commands. "Watch yourself taking my cock like you were made for it."

Sophie's eyes meet his, then flick to their reflection in the steamed glass. She clenches around him at the sight, drawing a groan from Chris.

"That's my good girl," he praises, his other hand guiding her movements. "Finally getting the proper fucking you deserve..."

"Yes," Sophie gasps, increasing her pace. "God yes... never been filled like this..." Her nails scrape down his chest as pleasure builds inside her. "So deep... so perfect..."

Chris's thumb finds her clit, making her cry out. "Show me how desperate you've been," he growls. "How many nights you've laid alone in bed, aching to be properly fucked..."

"Too many," Sophie admits, grinding down onto him. "Used my toys... imagined it was you... but nothing compares..." Her words tumble out breathlessly. "Need your cock... need you to own me..."

His grip tightens at her words. "Already do," he growls, thrusting up to meet her movements. "Going to fill that needy cunt with my cum... remind you who you belong to now..."

Sophie's rhythm falters at his words, her walls fluttering around him. "Please," she begs. "Want to feel you cum inside me... want to be yours completely..."

Chris's control snaps. He surges up, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss as he takes control of their pace. One hand stays at her throat while the other works her clit, driving her rapidly toward another peak.

"That's it," he growls against her lips. "Milk my cock with that perfect pussy... show me how badly you need my cum..."

Sophie can only moan in response, overwhelmed by the fullness of him, the pressure on her throat, the skilled circles of his thumb on her clit. Her whole body tenses as pleasure builds to an unbearable peak.

"Cum for me," Chris commands, his voice dark with need. "Milk my cock."

Sophie's world explodes at Chris's command, pleasure crashing through her in waves. Her nails dig into his shoulders as she cries out his name, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around his length. The intensity of her orgasm triggers his own release - with a deep groan, Chris pulls her down hard against him, holding her in place as he pulses inside her.

They stay locked together, foreheads touching, breathing heavily as aftershocks ripple through them. Sophie's body trembles in his grip, thoroughly claimed. Chris's arms wrap around her, holding her close as their heartbeats gradually slow.

"You're trembling," he murmurs, pressing soft kisses to her temple.

"That was..." she starts, then laughs softly, unable to find adequate words. Chris hums in agreement, his hands stroking soothingly along her spine.

The storm outside has quietened to a gentle patter against the windows. Sophie shifts slightly, wincing slightly as she moves. Chris's hands steady her as she carefully lifts off him, both groaning softly at the loss of connection.

They settle back against the lift wall, Sophie curled into Chris's side. The emergency lighting casts a warm glow over their cooling skin as the reality of their situation begins to intrude on their sanctuary.

"We should probably..." Sophie begins, but Chris silences her with a gentle kiss.

"Not yet," he whispers against her lips. "Let's just stay here a moment longer."

Sophie nods, settling back against him. Chris's fingers trace idle patterns on her skin as they sit in comfortable silence. The windows are completely steamed now, cocooning them in their private world for these precious final moments.

"Thank you," Sophie whispers suddenly. Chris's arms tighten around her in response.

"For what?"

"For seeing me," she replies softly. "The real me, underneath everything else."

Chris presses a kiss to her hair. "I've always seen you," he admits. "Even when I was fighting against it."

The truth of those words hangs between them as they hold each other, both knowing that whatever happens next, there is no going back to who they were before this night.


Chapter 5

The harsh fluorescent lights flicker to life without warning, shattering their intimate cocoon. Sophie blinks against the sudden brightness, feeling exposed in ways that go beyond physical nakedness. The amber glow had been forgiving, romantic even. Now the stark overhead lights reveal everything - including the reality of what they've done.

"Oh god," Sophie whispers, scrambling to gather her scattered clothing. Her hands tremble as she reaches for her bra, lying discarded near the lift controls. The silk is still damp with sweat, a physical reminder of their passionate encounter.

Chris moves with more composure, but Sophie can see tension in his shoulders as he retrieves his clothes. The air conditioning hums back to life, raising goosebumps on her heated skin. The cool air feels like judgement against her flushed body.

Her fingers fumble with her bra clasp, usually so simple but now seemingly impossible. Without a word, Chris steps behind her, helping secure the hooks. His touch, so recently passionate and possessive, is now carefully professional - though Sophie can't suppress a shiver as his fingers brush her spine.

"Here," he says softly, passing her the crumpled dress. Their fingers touch briefly in the exchange, sending an electric jolt through her system.

Sophie slips the dress on, trying to smooth the worst of the wrinkles. In the harsh lighting, she can see marks on her arms where Chris had gripped her, claimed her, made her his. Her body trembles at the sight.

The knickers come next, Sophie very aware of the wetness between her thighs - evidence of their final, intense coupling. Chris's release is still inside her, marking her in the most primal way. She presses her thighs together, her breath catching at the sensation.

Chris is already half-dressed, his movements efficient as he buttons his shirt. Sophie watches him in the mirrors, noting how his fingers linger on certain buttons. His usual immaculate appearance is slightly mussed, his hair dishevelled.

The zipper on her dress proves challenging, refusing to cooperate. Sophie struggles with it, the moment feeling strangely domestic.

"Let me," Chris offers, stepping close again. His hands are steady as he fixes the zip, but Sophie can feel the heat radiating from his body. The same heat that had driven them to strip bare.

The lift's mirrored walls now reflect their attempts to reconstruct their boundaries. Sophie catches glimpses of their reflection as she moves - her trying to tame her wild hair, Chris adjusting his tie with practised precision.

"Your lipstick," Chris murmurs, gesturing to her mouth. Sophie locates her purse and pulls out her compact, surveying the damage. Her lipstick is smeared beyond salvation. She wipes away the worst of it with a tissue, not bothering to reapply.

The air conditioning has finally cut through the humid air, dissipating the fog on the windows. London's skyline emerges through the glass, the storm having passed during their encounter. The city looks unchanged, indifferent to the seismic shift that has occurred in this lift.

Sophie's hand trembles as she slips on her heels, the familiar action feeling somehow foreign. Each item of clothing feels like armour being reconstructed, but the protection is an illusion.

Sophie catches Chris watching her in the mirror and their eyes meet briefly before both look away. The connection that had felt so natural minutes ago now seems dangerous in the harsh light.

The lift hums around them, systems coming back online. Any moment now, it will resume its journey, delivering them back to their separate lives. Back to their spouses, their careers, their carefully constructed facades.

The lift chimes softly, display panel flickering to life. Sophie's heart lurches at the sound. She watches the floor numbers illuminate one by one, each digit a countdown to reality.

"Your hair," Chris says quietly, gesturing to where her carefully styled waves have become a tangle. Sophie's fingers find a particularly sensitive spot on her scalp, the memory making her breath catch.

No. She can't think about that now.

She pulls her emergency hair tie from her bag, quickly gathering the chaos into a somewhat professional ponytail. The action feels futile - her flushed cheeks and slightly swollen lips tell their own story, her body still humming with sensation.

Chris adjusts his cuffs, the gold of his wedding ring catching the fluorescent light. Sophie's own ring feels suddenly heavy, constricting. She twists it unconsciously, thoughts drifting to David and their seven years of marriage. Seven years of growing distance, of separate bedrooms, of loneliness.

"The board meeting tomorrow," she starts, then falters. Her gaze drops to the floor, unable to look at him.

"We'll handle it," Chris replies, his CFO voice firmly back in place, though there's a slight roughness in his tone. "Nothing has to change."

Sophie's body betrays her, responding to his mere proximity now. The lift mechanisms whir to life. She grabs her portfolio from the floor, papers spilled from their earlier desperate encounters. Her fingers tremble as she gathers them, her mind racing with thoughts of consequences and complications.

Sophie straightens, clutching her portfolio like a shield. "We should..." she gestures vaguely at the lift doors, at the world waiting beyond them.

"Yes," Chris agrees, but neither of them moves. The air between them crackles with unspoken words, with possibilities they can't acknowledge in this harsh light.

The lift shudders slightly, preparing to descend. Sophie's stomach lurches, though whether from the movement or the situation, she can't tell. She catches their reflection one last time - both immaculately dressed again, but something has shifted beneath the surface.

Her gaze darts around the lift, avoiding his reflection as the questions tumble through her mind. Tomorrow looms ahead, filled with meetings and professional obligations that now feel impossibly complex.

The lift begins its descent, each floor passing in silence. Sophie stares at her reflection, scrutinising every detail. Her hand moves unconsciously to her neck, where the ghost of his touch still lingers. The memory of his perfect pressure, the exquisite balance of control and care, makes her breath catch.

"Stop," Chris says softly, making her jump. She meets his eyes in the mirror, seeing the same tension in his expression. "You're overthinking."

"How can I not?" she whispers. "Everything's different now. I'm different."

Chris moves behind her, close enough that she can feel his warmth but not quite touching. "Different doesn't mean worse," he murmurs, his breath stirring the hair at her nape.

Sophie closes her eyes, overwhelmed by his proximity. Her body responds to him instantly, even now. "I don't regret it," she admits quietly. "Does that make me terrible?"

"No." His voice is gentle but firm. "It makes you human."

The lift continues its steady descent. Twenty floors to go. Nineteen. Eighteen. Each number bringing them closer to reality, to consequences, to choices that loom ahead.

"David hasn't touched me in months," Sophie finds herself saying. "I'd forgotten what it felt like to be wanted. To be..." she trails off, unable to find the right words.

"Seen," Chris finishes for her. "To be truly seen."

The lift passes the tenth floor. Sophie's fingers twist her wedding ring again, but this time the gesture feels different. Less like guilt, more like questioning. She catches Chris doing the same with his own ring, a mirror of her uncertainty.

"We should talk," he says quietly. "Not here, not now, but..."

"Yes," Sophie agrees, relief flooding through her. This isn't just going to be buried, forgotten, filed away as a moment of madness in a stuck lift. "When?"

"I'll find a way," he promises. "Trust me."

The lobby level approaches. Five floors. Four. Three. Sophie gathers her courage, turning to face him properly. "Chris..."

His hand comes up to cup her cheek, thumb brushing over her bottom lip in that now-familiar gesture that makes her weak. "I know," he says softly. The tenderness in his touch contradicts every cold interaction they've ever had, every boardroom battle, every professional disagreement.

Two floors. One.

In a final, swift movement, Chris presses his lips to her forehead. The gesture is surprisingly intimate, more affecting somehow than their passionate encounters had been. Sophie feels the warmth of his touch, the gentle pressure speaking of something deeper than physical connection.

"Whatever happens," he murmurs against her skin, "remember how perfect you were tonight."

The lift settles at the lobby level with a gentle chime. They step apart as the doors slide open, revealing the empty marble expanse beyond. Something has shifted between them, something fundamental and irreversible.

As they walk in professional silence toward the exit, Sophie feels the weight of his final gesture like a promise. The night's events hang between them, laden with consequences, complications, and choices yet to come.
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