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​Chapter 1: "The Sound of Rain on Glass"
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The Pinnacle rose like a blade of black glass against the city skyline, its upper floors slicing into low clouds that promised rain. On the forty-second floor, Lena Reyes unpacked the last of her sketchbooks while thunder rolled distant and lazy over the harbor. She’d chosen this place for the view endless city lights that could drown out the quiet ache of her recent breakup and for the silence she assumed came with forty-two stories of altitude.

She was wrong about the silence.

The walls were soundproofed in theory, designer thin in practice. Every night since moving in, faint sounds drifted down from the penthouse above: the low murmur of a man’s voice on late calls, the rhythmic thud of weights hitting a mat, the occasional sharp exhale that could’ve been frustration or something more private. She told herself she wasn’t listening. She was wrong about that, too.

Tonight the rain started in earnest, hammering the floor-to-ceiling windows of her living room. Lena kicked off her sneakers, padded barefoot across cool hardwood, and sank onto the wide sectional facing the glass. City lights blurred into streaks of gold and red through the downpour. She wore an old band tee that slipped off one shoulder and soft cotton shorts comfort clothes, nothing meant for eyes but her own.

Upstairs, Elias Voss stood at his own wall of glass, sleeves rolled to his elbows, a tumbler of whiskey in hand. Forty-three was his domain: open-plan, minimalist, every line sharp enough to cut. He’d spent the day closing a deal that left competitors bleeding market share, but victory tasted flat tonight. His gaze dropped to the floor below not through it, but to the lit window directly beneath his balcony overhang.

She was there again. The new one on forty-two. Curvy silhouette against the glow, head tipped back as she laughed at something on her phone. Rain sheeted the glass between them like a veil. He’d caught glimpses all week: her carrying boxes the day she moved in, hair tied up in a messy knot; her stretching in what must be her bedroom, back arched, unaware of how the city lights gilded her skin; the way she paced while on calls, gesturing wildly like she was arguing with the universe itself.

Elias didn’t do neighbors. He didn’t do distractions. But something about her defiant posture, the unapologetic way she existed in his peripheral vision itched under his skin.

He set the glass down harder than intended. The clink echoed in the empty penthouse.

Below, Lena’s head snapped up. For a second she stared at the ceiling as if it had personally offended her. Then she stood, walked to the window, and pressed her palm flat against the cool glass. Rain blurred everything, but she could just make out the darker shape above broad shoulders, the faint outline of a man looking down.

Their eyes met through layers of storm and reflection. Not clearly. Not enough to read expressions. Just enough to know the other was looking back.

Lena’s breath caught. Heat crawled up her neck, sudden and unwelcome. She should step away. Instead she held the contact a beat longer, chin lifting in quiet challenge.

Elias felt the shift in his chest like a gear clicking into place. His jaw tightened. He raised his glass in a slow, deliberate toast acknowledgment, not invitation. Then he turned away, disappearing into the shadowed interior of his penthouse.

Lena exhaled shakily, palm still flat on the glass. Her nipples had tightened under the thin tee from the cold or from something else. She told herself it was the storm.

She lied.

Later, after midnight, the rain eased to a steady patter. Lena lay in bed, lights off, trying to sleep. The building was quiet except for the occasional creak of settling steel.

Then she heard it.

From above: the soft, unmistakable sound of a shower starting. Water hissed against tile. A low groan male, rough, involuntary as if the heat had finally uncoiled something tight in him.

Lena froze. Her thighs pressed together instinctively. She pictured him: tall, muscled from disciplined workouts she’d glimpsed through windows, dark hair slicked back under the spray, hand braced on the wall while water carved paths down his chest, lower...

She shouldn’t listen. She rolled onto her stomach, face buried in the pillow, trying to block it out.

The groan came again, deeper this time. Then a rhythmic sound wet skin on skin, deliberate, unhurried. He wasn’t rushing. He was savoring.

Lena’s breath hitched. One hand slipped between her thighs before she could stop it. She was already wet embarrassingly so from nothing more than sounds and shadows. Her fingers circled slowly, matching the cadence drifting down through the ceiling.

Upstairs, Elias leaned his forehead against cool tile, water pounding his back. He’d tried to ignore the image of her pressed to the window earlier full lips parted, defiant eyes. It hadn’t worked. His cock was heavy, aching. He wrapped a fist around it, stroking slow and firm, imagining those same lips around him instead. Imagining her on her knees in his elevator, looking up with that same challenge while he fed inch after inch into her mouth.

A low curse escaped him. His hips jerked.

Below, Lena bit her lip hard enough to sting. Her fingers slipped inside, curling, chasing the pressure building low in her belly. The sounds from above grew rougher faster strokes, ragged breathing. She pictured his hand moving, veins standing out on his forearm, abs clenching as he chased release.

When he came, it was with a choked growl that vibrated through the floor. Lena followed seconds later silent, shuddering, thighs clamping around her hand as pleasure ripped through her in sharp waves.

Silence returned, broken only by slowing water and their matched, uneven breaths.

Lena stared at the ceiling, cheeks burning. Shame and satisfaction twisted together.

Upstairs, Elias braced both hands on the wall, head bowed under the spray. He’d never come so hard from fantasy alone.

Neither moved for a long minute.

Then, as if by mutual agreement, the lights in both apartments flicked off.

But the game had started.
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​Chapter 2: "Between Floors"

[image: ]


The elevator doors slid open on the forty-second floor at 1:17 a.m.

Lena stepped inside without looking up from her phone, thumb still scrolling mindlessly through a client brief she’d been pretending to read for the last hour. She wore black leggings that clung to every curve of her thighs and ass, an oversized cropped hoodie that bared a thin strip of soft midriff, and no bra because who the hell was going to see her at this hour? She was heading down to the 24-hour gym in the basement level, anything to burn off the restless heat that had been simmering under her skin since last night.

The doors started to close.

A hand shot out long fingers, veins prominent across the back and caught the edge, forcing them open again.

Elias stepped in.

He was dressed for late-night work rather than sleep: charcoal dress pants that fit too well, white button-down with the top two undone, sleeves rolled to mid-forearm. His hair was still damp from a shower probably the same one she’d listened to him come in last night and he smelled like clean skin, cedar, and something darker, like smoke that hadn’t quite burned out.

The doors sealed behind him with a soft chime.

Neither spoke for the first three floors.

The mirrored walls threw their reflections back at them from every angle: her flushed cheeks, his sharp jawline, the way his eyes flicked to the strip of bare skin above her waistband and lingered. The air felt thicker than it should have in a climate-controlled box.

Lena broke first.

“Late night?” she asked, voice casual, like they were strangers who hadn’t already jerked off to the sound of each other through a ceiling.

Elias leaned one shoulder against the wall, arms crossed, watching her in the mirror instead of directly. “Always. You?”

“Couldn’t sleep.” She met his reflected gaze. “Thin walls.”

His mouth curved just the corner, barely there. “They are.”

Floor 38 lit up on the panel.

She shifted her weight, hip cocking slightly. The movement made the cropped hoodie ride higher. His eyes dropped to the exposed skin again, slow and deliberate.

“You always work this late?” she asked.

“When inspiration strikes.” His voice was low, rough from lack of sleep or something else. “Or when something... distracts me.”

Lena’s pulse kicked. She turned to face him fully now, back to the doors, letting him see the challenge in her eyes. “And what’s been distracting you, Mr. Voss?”

He didn’t flinch at her knowing his name. The building directory was public, after all. But the way he said it soft, almost amused felt like a warning.

“You know my name,” he murmured. “Fair’s fair. What do I call you when I’m thinking about you?”

Heat flooded her cheeks, her chest, lower. She lifted her chin. “Lena.”

“Lena.” He tested it like he was tasting it. “Fits.”

Floor 35.

The elevator slowed for no reason some glitch, some sensor hiccup and stopped between floors with a gentle lurch. The lights dimmed fractionally, emergency glow kicking in. A small red light blinked above the panel.

“Shit,” she muttered.

Elias didn’t move. “Happens sometimes. Maintenance will reset it in a minute.”

She glanced at him. “You sound awfully calm for someone trapped in a metal box with a stranger.”

His eyes darkened. “You’re not a stranger.”

Her breath caught. “No?”

“No.” He pushed off the wall, closing the distance in one measured step. Not crowding her not yet but close enough she could feel the heat rolling off him. “I’ve heard the way you sound when you come. That’s more intimate than most people ever get.”

Lena’s mouth went dry. She should’ve been mortified. Instead her thighs clenched. “You listened.”

“I did.” He braced one hand on the wall beside her head, caging her without touching. “And you listened right back.”

She didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. Her nipples were already tight peaks under the thin hoodie, visible if he looked down which he did, shamelessly.

“You liked it,” she said, voice huskier than she intended. Bolder. “Coming while thinking about me.”

His jaw flexed. “Very much.”

Floor indicator stayed frozen.

She tilted her head, lips parting. “What did you picture?”

Elias exhaled through his nose, like he was trying to keep control. “You on your knees in this exact elevator. Mouth open. Taking every inch while I hold your hair and tell you what a good little slut you are for letting the whole building hear how wet you get for me.”

The words landed like a slap and a caress at once. Lena’s core clenched hard. She felt the slickness between her thighs, soaking through the leggings.

“You’re filthy,” she whispered.

“I am.” He leaned in until his mouth was a breath from her ear. “And you’re dripping just hearing it.”

She didn’t deny that either.

Instead she lifted her hand slow, deliberate and let her fingertips graze the front of his pants. He was already half-hard, thick outline pressing against the fabric. She traced the length once, feather-light.

Elias sucked in a sharp breath. His free hand shot out, catching her wrist not hard, but firm enough to stop her.

“Don’t start something you can’t finish in sixty seconds,” he growled.

“Who says I can’t?” She twisted her wrist in his grip, not to escape, but to press her palm flat against him. He throbbed under her touch. “Maybe I want you to ruin me before the doors open.”

His eyes went molten. “Careful, Lena.”

“Or what?” She squeezed once, just enough to make him hiss. “You’ll fuck me right here? Pin me to the wall and make me come on your cock while the camera’s watching?”

He released her wrist only to slide his hand up her arm, over her shoulder, then down to cup the back of her neck. His thumb pressed against her pulse point feeling how fast it raced.

“I’d make you beg first,” he said, voice velvet over steel. “I’d edge you until you’re crying, until you’re promising to be my good girl whenever I want. Then I’d fuck you so deep you’d feel me for days. And every time you sit down to work, every time you try to focus, you’d remember exactly who owns that pretty cunt.”

Lena whimpered soft, involuntary. Her free hand fisted in his shirt.

The elevator jolted.

Lights brightened. The panel chimed. Floor 1.

Doors slid open to the empty lobby.

Neither moved for a heartbeat.

Then Elias stepped back slow, reluctant adjusting himself with zero shame so she could see exactly how hard he was for her.

“Next time,” he said quietly, “don’t wear anything under that hoodie.”

Lena’s laugh was shaky, breathless. “Next time?”

He gave her one last look dark, promising, possessive before stepping out.

“Next time,” he repeated.

The doors closed between them.

She sagged against the wall, thighs trembling, heart hammering.

Upstairs, Elias rode the express back to forty-three, jaw clenched, cock still throbbing painfully against his zipper.

He’d meant to keep control.

He’d failed spectacularly.

And he couldn’t wait to fail again.
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​Chapter 3: "The Package"
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The knock came at 9:42 p.m. on a Thursday.

Lena was cross-legged on her living-room floor, surrounded by a scatter of mood boards and half-finished digital sketches, earbuds in, music loud enough to drown out the usual building hum. She almost missed it three firm, deliberate raps against her door.

She pulled one earbud free, frowning. No one visited on forty-two. Deliveries went to the lobby desk. Neighbors kept to nods in the hallway.

Another knock. Slower this time. Patient.

She stood, tugged the oversized sleep shirt down over her thighs it barely skimmed mid-thigh, no shorts underneath and padded to the door. The peephole showed Elias Voss, still in suit pants and a black dress shirt, sleeves rolled, tie long gone. He held a small matte-black box in one hand. His expression was calm. Too calm.

Lena’s stomach flipped. She opened the door just wide enough to lean against the frame, hip cocked, blocking most of the view inside.

“Mr. Voss,” she said, voice light but edged. “Lost?”

His eyes dropped slow scan from her bare legs up to the loose neckline of the shirt where the curve of one breast was visible if she shifted just right then back to her face.

“Not lost.” He lifted the box. “This was delivered to my floor by mistake. Concierge said it’s yours.”

She glanced at the label. Her name, her unit number, but the barcode sticker was smudged over the floor indicator. Plausible deniability.

“Convenient,” she murmured.

“Isn’t it?” He didn’t smile, but the corner of his mouth twitched. “May I?”

Lena stepped aside just enough. He walked in like he belonged there, closing the door behind him with a soft click that felt louder than it should have.

The apartment smelled faintly of her vanilla candle and the bergamot diffuser she’d lit earlier. His cologne cut through it immediately cedar, smoke, clean sweat from whatever long day he’d had. He set the box on her kitchen island without looking at it.

“Power glitch sorted?” he asked, leaning one hip against the counter, arms crossed. Casual. Like they were discussing weather.

“Seems so.” Lena mirrored him on the opposite side of the island, elbows braced, shirt slipping off one shoulder. “No more getting stuck between floors.”

“Shame.” His gaze flicked to her exposed collarbone, then lower. “I was starting to enjoy the interruptions.”

She laughed soft, breathy. “You enjoyed threatening to ruin me in an elevator with a security camera pointed right at us.”

His eyes darkened. “I enjoyed watching you squirm while I told you exactly how I’d use that pretty mouth.”

Heat crawled up her neck. She didn’t look away.

“You talk a big game for someone who walked out before anything happened,” she said.

“I walked out because if I’d stayed thirty more seconds, I would’ve had you bent over the handrail with your leggings around your ankles while the lobby watched the numbers climb.” His voice stayed low, even. Matter-of-fact. “And I don’t share what’s mine. Not even with cameras.”

Lena’s thighs pressed together under the island ledge. “Bold assumption that I’d let you claim anything.”

He tilted his head. “You already did. The second you rubbed your palm over my cock and squeezed like you were measuring how deep I’d go.”

Her breath hitched. She hated how easily he could make her wet with just words.

“And you loved it,” she shot back, bolder now. “Loved feeling how hard you got knowing the girl downstairs heard you jerk off to her the night before. Knowing she came right along with you.”

Elias exhaled slowly through his nose. “I did. Pictured your thighs spread on that bed while your fingers worked that greedy little clit, trying to match my rhythm. Wondered how loud you’d moan if it was my tongue instead.”

Lena bit the inside of her cheek to keep from whimpering. “You’re disgusting.”

“I am.” He pushed off the counter, rounding the island in slow steps until he was close enough that she had to tip her head back to hold his gaze. “And you’re soaking through whatever you’re not wearing under that shirt just thinking about it.”

She didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. The air between them felt charged, thick.

He reached past her deliberately brushing his forearm against the side of her breast and picked up the black box again. Turned it over in his hands.

“Should I open it for you?” he asked, voice velvet. “Make sure nothing... fragile got damaged in transit.”

Lena’s pulse thundered in her ears. “Go ahead.”

He flicked the lid off with one thumb.

Inside: a sleek, matte-black vibrator. Curved. Expensive. The kind with app control and multiple settings.

His thumb traced the edge of it once, slow. Then he looked back at her.

“Looks intact,” he said quietly. “Though I’m guessing it’s seen better use lately.”

Her cheeks burned. “Maybe.”

“Maybe you’ve been riding it at night, trying to recreate the sound of me coming above you.” He set the toy back in the box. Didn’t close it. Left it open between them like an invitation. “Maybe you’ve been whispering my name when you come, pretending it’s my cock stretching you instead of silicone.”

Lena swallowed hard. “And if I have?”

“Then you’re already training yourself for me.” He leaned in until his mouth hovered near her ear, breath warm. “Good girl. Keep practicing. Because when I finally fuck you, I want you dripping and desperate and used to taking it deep. I want you ruined for anything that isn’t me.”

A soft, involuntary sound escaped her throat.

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes again. “But not tonight.”

She blinked. “No?”

“No.” He stepped away slow, deliberate putting space between them again. “Tonight you think about it. Tonight you lie in that bed and touch yourself to the memory of my voice promising to wreck you. And when you come, you say my name out loud so I can hear it through the floor.”

Lena’s hands curled into fists at her sides. “You’re an asshole.”

“I know.” He gave her one last look dark, hungry, controlled. “Lock your door after I leave, Lena. Wouldn’t want anyone else getting ideas about what’s mine.”

He walked out without another word.

The door clicked shut.

Lena stood frozen in her kitchen for a full minute, breath ragged, core throbbing.

Then she picked up the vibrator, carried it to her bedroom, and left the curtains cracked just enough that if he looked down from his balcony he’d see exactly what she did next.
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​Chapter 4: "Breaking Point"
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The clock on Lena’s nightstand read 11:03 p.m. when she gave up pretending she could focus on anything else.

The black vibrator sat on her bed like a dare. Elias’s parting words from earlier had looped in her head all evening “Keep practicing... say my name out loud so I can hear it through the floor.” She’d tried to ignore it. Worked on a client project, scrolled her phone, even took a cold shower. Nothing worked. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending tuned to the memory of his voice, his scent, the way he’d caged her against the kitchen island without even touching her.

She stripped naked, skin prickling in the cool air from the cracked window. Left the curtains open an inch just enough. If he was watching from above, he’d see shadows. If he was listening...

She lay back on the bed, knees bent, thighs parted. The toy buzzed to life on the lowest setting soft, teasing vibration against her clit. She bit her lip, circling slowly, letting the heat build in lazy waves. Her free hand drifted to her breast, pinching the nipple hard enough to make her gasp.

Upstairs, Elias stood at his own window, tumbler forgotten in his hand. He’d been trying to work spreadsheets open, phone on silent but the lights in forty-two had stayed on too long. When they dimmed to just the bedside lamp, he knew.

Then he heard it.

A soft, breathy moan drifting up through the floor. Not loud. Not yet. But unmistakable.

His grip tightened on the glass.

Downstairs, Lena turned the vibration up one notch. The curved head pressed inside her now slow, stretching inch by inch until she was full. She rocked her hips, chasing the pressure, letting small whimpers escape.

“Fuck...” she whispered. Then, quieter, testing: “Elias...”

The name tasted filthy on her tongue. She said it again, louder this time, letting it crack on the second syllable as she thrust the toy deeper.

Upstairs, Elias’s breathing turned ragged. He set the glass down so hard it cracked against the marble. His cock was already straining against his pants painfully hard from nothing but the sound of her voice saying his name like a plea.

She moaned again longer, dirtier. “Elias... please...”

He snapped.

He was out the door in seconds barefoot, shirt half-unbuttoned, keycard clutched in his fist. The elevator ride down felt eternal; he slammed the button for forty-two like it had personally offended him. When the doors opened, he strode down the hall, pulse hammering in his ears.

Lena didn’t hear the knock at first too lost in the rhythm, toy buried deep, thumb circling her clit while she chanted his name under her breath like a prayer. The second knock was harder. Urgent.

She froze. Heart slamming.

Another knock then his voice, low and rough through the door.

“Open it, Lena. Now.”

Her thighs trembled. She pulled the toy free slick, glistening and set it aside. Didn’t bother with clothes. Just wrapped a silk robe around herself, barely tying it, and opened the door.

Elias filled the frame chest heaving, eyes black with hunger. He didn’t wait for permission. Stepped inside, kicked the door shut, and backed her against the nearest wall in one fluid motion.

“You said my name,” he growled, hands braced on either side of her head. “Loud enough for the whole fucking building to hear if they were listening.”

She lifted her chin, defiant even as her legs shook. “You told me to.”

“I did.” His mouth crashed down on hers hard, claiming, tongue sweeping in like he was starving. She moaned into it, hands fisting his shirt, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss only to drag his lips down her throat, teeth grazing her pulse. “On your knees.”

The command hit her like a spark. She sank slowly robe falling open, exposing her completely until she was kneeling in front of him on the hardwood. Her hands went to his belt, undoing it with trembling fingers, then the zipper. He sprang free heavy, thick, already leaking at the tip.

She looked up at him through her lashes. “Like this?”

“Exactly like this.” His hand slid into her hair, gripping just tight enough to sting. “Open that pretty mouth and show me how badly you’ve been practicing.”

Lena parted her lips. He guided himself in slow at first, letting her adjust to the stretch then deeper until he hit the back of her throat. She gagged softly, eyes watering, but didn’t pull away. Instead she hollowed her cheeks, tongue swirling, taking him deeper on the next thrust.

“Fuck good girl,” he hissed, hips rocking in shallow pumps. “Look at you. So eager to choke on my cock. Bet you’ve been dreaming about this every time you fucked yourself with that toy.”

She hummed around him vibration making him curse. Her hands gripped his thighs, nails digging in as he fucked her mouth in steady, controlled strokes. Tears slipped down her cheeks from the depth, but she didn’t stop. Couldn’t. The taste of him, the weight, the way he groaned her name it was better than any fantasy.

He pulled out abruptly, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his tip. “Not yet. I want to taste you first.”

Before she could process, he hauled her up effortless carried her the few steps to the couch, and dropped her onto her back. Robe splayed open. Thighs spread wide. He dropped to his knees between them, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and buried his face in her.

The first swipe of his tongue made her arch off the cushions with a broken cry. He didn’t tease devoured. Licked broad stripes from entrance to clit, then sucked hard on the swollen bud until her hips bucked. Fingers plunged inside her two, then three curling against that spot while his mouth worked relentlessly.

“Elias oh god ” Her hands flew to his hair, pulling. “Too much ”

“Not enough.” He growled against her flesh, vibrations sending shocks through her. “You’re going to come on my tongue until you’re sobbing. Until you beg me to stop. Then I’ll fuck you until you can’t walk straight tomorrow.”

He doubled down sucking, licking, fingers pumping in a brutal rhythm. Her thighs clamped around his head, body shaking. Pleasure built too fast, too sharp. She was crying now actual tears overwhelmed, oversensitive, hips grinding against his face like she couldn’t get enough and couldn’t take any more.

“Elias please I’m gonna ”

“Come,” he ordered, voice muffled against her. “Come hard, baby. Let the whole building hear what a desperate little slut you are for me.”

She shattered.

The orgasm ripped through her violent, endless back bowing, thighs quivering, a raw scream tearing from her throat as she pulsed around his fingers, soaked his chin, his tongue. He didn’t stop kept licking through the aftershocks until she was whimpering, pushing weakly at his head, tears streaming.

Only then did he pull back lips glistening, eyes feral. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, stood, and looked down at her wrecked, trembling form.

“Not done,” he said quietly. “Not even close.”

He scooped her up again bridal style this time and carried her toward the bedroom.
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​Chapter 5: "Owned"
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Elias carried her into the bedroom like she weighed nothing her legs still trembling from the orgasm he’d wrung out of her on the couch, tears drying on her cheeks, robe hanging open and useless. He didn’t bother with lights. The city glow through the half-open curtains was enough: streaks of neon and moonlight painting her skin in shifting blues and golds.

He dropped her onto the bed mattress dipping under her weight and stood over her for a long second, drinking in the sight. Lena sprawled on her back, thighs slick and parted, chest heaving, nipples tight peaks, eyes glassy with aftershocks and fresh hunger. The vibrator lay abandoned on the sheets beside her, still glistening.

He stripped fast shirt yanked over his head, pants shoved down, kicked away. No underwear. Cock heavy, flushed dark, still slick from her mouth. He crawled over her, caging her with forearms braced on either side of her head, knees spreading her wider.

“You cried for me,” he said, voice gravel. “Now you’re going to take every inch while you scream it.”

Lena’s hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging in. “Then stop talking and fuck me already.”

His laugh was low, dangerous. He reached between them, fisted his cock, and dragged the head through her folds slow, deliberate, coating himself in her wetness. She whimpered, hips lifting, chasing.

“Beg,” he ordered.

“Please ” The word tore out of her, raw. “Elias, please. I need you inside me. Need you to fuck me so hard I forget my own name.”

“Good girl.”

He thrust in one brutal, deep stroke that seated him to the hilt.

Lena’s back bowed off the bed, a choked cry ripping from her throat. He was thick stretching her to the edge of pain and pleasure, filling her so completely she felt him in her stomach. Her walls fluttered around him, greedy, trying to pull him deeper.

“Fuck ” Elias groaned, forehead dropping to hers. “So tight. So fucking wet for me. This cunt was made for my cock.”

He didn’t give her time to adjust. Pulled back almost all the way slow enough to make her feel every ridge, every vein then slammed back in. Hard. The headboard thudded against the wall.

Lena’s nails raked down his back. “Again.”

He obliged setting a punishing rhythm, hips snapping, driving into her with enough force to scoot her up the bed. Each thrust punched a moan out of her loud, filthy, unrestrained. The thin walls did nothing to muffle it; if anyone on forty-one or forty-three was awake, they were getting a front-row seat.

He hooked one of her legs over his elbow, opening her wider, changing the angle so he hit that spot inside her with every stroke.

“Right there fuck, Elias ” She was babbling now, tears welling again from the intensity. “Don’t stop don’t you dare stop ”

“Never.” His free hand slid up to wrap around her throat not squeezing, just holding, thumb pressing her pulse. “This is mine now. This pussy. These sounds. Every fucking orgasm from here on out belongs to me.”

She clenched around him at the words hard enough to make him curse.

“You like that?” he growled, pace turning feral. “Like knowing I own you? That the second I walked through that door, you stopped being anyone else’s?”

“Yes ” She sobbed it, hips meeting his thrusts desperately. “Yours fuck, I’m yours ”

He flipped them without warning rolled so she was on top, straddling him, cock never leaving her. Hands clamped on her hips, guiding her down hard.

“Ride it,” he ordered. “Show me how badly you want to be filled with my come.”

Lena braced her palms on his chest, rolled her hips once slow, grinding then started bouncing. Fast. Sloppy. Wet sounds filling the room every time she slammed down. Her breasts bounced with each drop; he caught one in his mouth, sucking hard on the nipple, teeth grazing.

She cried out sharp, broken walls fluttering around him again.

“Gonna come ” she gasped. “Elias gonna come on your cock ”

“Do it.” His hands gripped her ass, spreading her wider, fingers digging bruises she’d feel tomorrow. “Come all over me. Milk me dry. Let me feel that greedy little cunt squeeze every drop out of me.”

The command tipped her over.

She shattered harder than before screaming his name, body convulsing, nails scoring red lines down his pecs. Her release gushed around him, soaking his thighs, the sheets. He fucked up into her through it relentless drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive, trying to lift off.

He didn’t let her.

Flipped her again onto her stomach this time yanked her hips up, ass in the air. One hand fisted her hair, pulling her head back just enough to see her face tear-streaked, lips swollen, eyes dazed.

“Last one,” he rasped. “Gonna fill you up now. Gonna pump you so full you’ll be dripping me for days.”

He slammed back in deeper, rougher hips pistoning. The slap of skin on skin echoed. Her moans turned to sobs of pleasure-pain.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take every fucking inch. You’re mine say it.”

“Yours ” she choked out. “All yours please come inside me ”

He buried himself deep groaning long and low and came.

Hot pulses flooded her, thick and endless. He ground against her ass, milking every drop into her, marking her from the inside. She shuddered around him, another small, wrecked orgasm rippling through her from the feel of him spilling.

They collapsed together sweaty, shaking, breathing like they’d run miles.

He stayed inside her a long minute softening slowly before pulling out with a wet sound. His come leaked out immediately; he scooped it with two fingers and pushed it back in, slow and possessive.

“Keep it,” he murmured against her ear. “Don’t you dare wash me out tonight.”

Lena whimpered too spent to argue then turned her head, kissed him slow and filthy.

“Next time,” she whispered, voice hoarse, “I want you on the balcony. Where the whole city can hear.”

Elias’s cock twitched inside her again already half-hard.

“Careful what you ask for, baby.”

He rolled them so she was tucked against his chest, one leg thrown over his hip, still leaking him.

“Next time,” he promised, “I’ll make sure the whole building knows exactly who you belong to.”
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​Chapter 6: "After the Fall"
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The first thing Lena registered when she woke was the ache deep, delicious, everywhere. Between her thighs, a dull throb that reminded her exactly how many times Elias had taken her apart last night. Her muscles protested as she shifted, but the protest felt good, like a brand she wanted to keep.

Sunlight sliced through the half-open curtains, painting gold stripes across the tangled sheets. Elias was still there sprawled on his back beside her, one arm thrown possessively over her waist, the other tucked under his head. His breathing was slow, deep, chest rising and falling in a rhythm that felt almost too calm after the storm they’d unleashed.

She watched him for a minute. The sharp lines of his face softened in sleep: jaw less clenched, mouth not set in that perpetual control smirk. A faint red scratch ran down his pec from her nails. She traced it lightly with one fingertip.

His eyes opened dark, instantly alert.

“Morning,” he rasped, voice wrecked from growling her name half the night.

“Morning.” She didn’t move her hand. Just kept tracing lazy circles over the mark she’d left. “You’re still here.”

“Wasn’t planning on leaving.” His fingers flexed on her hip, pulling her closer until her thigh draped over his. His cock already half-hard nudged against her belly. “Not when you’re still leaking me.”

Heat flushed her cheeks. She could feel it: the slow trickle of his come from earlier, mixed with her own wetness. She hadn’t showered. Hadn’t even tried to clean up. Part of her liked the mess. Liked knowing he’d marked her inside and out.

“You’re filthy,” she murmured, but there was no bite in it. Just truth.

“I know.” He rolled them so she was under him again slow this time, no urgency, just weight and warmth. His mouth found her throat, kissing the faint bruise he’d sucked there last night. “And you love it.”

She arched into him instinctively. “Maybe.”

“No maybe.” He nipped her earlobe. “You begged for it. Screamed it. Came so hard you cried while I filled you up.”

Her breath hitched. “You’re never going to let me forget that, are you?”

“Never.” His hand slid down between her legs fingers slipping through the slick mess he’d left. Two fingers pushed inside easily, curling. She whimpered. “This cunt is still swollen from taking me. Still dripping my come. You’re going to feel me all day.”

“Elias ”

He pumped once, slow. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispered, thighs parting wider. “All yours.”

“Good girl.”

He kissed her then lazy, deep, tongues sliding like they had all the time in the world. No rush to fuck again. Just tasting each other, relearning the shape of mouths that had screamed and begged hours ago.

When he finally pulled his fingers free, he brought them to her lips. She sucked them clean without hesitation tasting salt, musk, them. His eyes darkened.

“Breakfast,” he said abruptly.

She laughed breathless. “You’re thinking about food right now?”

“I’m thinking about feeding you.” He stood, gloriously naked, cock thick and heavy between his thighs. “Then fucking you again. Then maybe letting you walk if your legs still work.”

He disappeared into her kitchen. She heard cabinets opening, the fridge humming. A few minutes later he returned with coffee (black for him, hers with the exact right amount of oat milk she kept stocked) and a plate of toast slathered in avocado and chili flakes simple, but thoughtful.

He set it on the bed, climbed back in, and pulled her against his chest so she could eat while he played with her hair.

They ate in comfortable silence for a while. Then his phone buzzed on the nightstand once, twice.

He glanced at it. Frowned.

“What?” she asked.

“Building app.” He tapped the screen. A notification popped up: anonymous chat thread titled “Pinnacle After Dark.”

The message:

Floor 42 was loud last night. Someone’s breaking in the new girl. Who’s next? 

Lena’s stomach dropped. Then flipped with something dangerously close to excitement.

Elias’s jaw tightened. “They heard you.”

“They heard us,” she corrected, voice low. “And they liked it.”

He looked at her really looked. Saw the flush on her cheeks, the way her nipples had pebbled again just from the thought.

“You’re turned on by it,” he said. Not a question.

“Maybe.” She set the plate aside, straddled his lap. His cock slotted perfectly between her folds hot, hard, sliding through the mess still leaking from her. “Maybe I want them to hear again. Maybe I want you to fuck me on the balcony tonight. Let the whole city watch while you claim what’s yours.”

His hands gripped her ass hard. “Careful, Lena.”

“Or what?” She rocked her hips, coating him in their combined slick. “You’ll make me scream louder?”

He flipped her onto her back in one smooth motion, pinned her wrists above her head with one hand.

“Or I’ll drag you up to forty-three,” he growled against her mouth. “Fuck you against my glass wall where every floor below can look up and see exactly who owns this pussy.”

She moaned soft, needy. “Promise?”

His free hand guided his cock to her entrance. Pushed in slow inch by torturous inch until she was full again.

“Promise,” he said, starting to move. Deep, deliberate rolls of his hips. “But first I’m going to make you come again. Quiet this time. Just for me.”

She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper.

“Quiet?” she whispered, already breathless. “You think you can keep me quiet?”

He smirked dark, possessive.

“Try me.”

Not An End....
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