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THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. The characters, incidents and dialogs in this book are of the author's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is completely coincidental. 

All characters engaging in sexual activities are age 18 or older.

This book is written by a human.​
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Brief Summary
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Gemma’s worst nightmare comes true when the elevator grinds to a halt on her way to a job interview. Lucky for her, the half-giant Rider is there with her to coach her through her breathing and take her mind off the small box they are stuck in together. Rider’s deep voice and steady hands make her feel safe, and far too aware of just how little space there is between them.

Rider wants to be a gentleman and comfort the sweet human Gemma, but hearing her dirty thoughts about him makes him want to break for her. Knowing he can help keep her mind off the terror lurking inside, he focuses on making her feel good.

———-—
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READER ADVISORY: THIS story contains explicit sex scenes between a human female and a male half-giant.

Stuck with the Half-Giant is a 4.3k words, steamy, hot, erotic, short story. Explicit sex scenes, standalone, no cheating or cliffhangers.  
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Stuck with the Half-Giant
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I hated small spaces, but I knew I had to get on the elevator and go to the twentieth floor because I was already late for my job interview, and I didn’t want to show up all sweaty and even later. I just need to push the button to call the elevator. The button right in front of me. Just push the damn button.

I tried forcing my hand upwards, but it seemed I was frozen in place, staring at the closed door. I was usually quite good at overcoming my fears, but today seemed not to be that day. I was already way out of my comfort zone for wearing a stupid dress to my job interview. Securing this interview was a huge win for me, but now I just need to try to get the job. I wouldn’t get the job if I didn’t show up for the interview, but how rational my thought process might be, my body didn’t seem to want to cooperate.

“Going up?” a voice sounded from behind me.

The deep voice startled me enough to make my body turn toward it. I came face to chest with the biggest monster I’ve ever seen. My eyes traveled upwards until I saw a strong chin, supple lips, and kind, sparkling blue eyes. Dark curly hair covered his forehead and ears, making me want to run my hands through it.

“Yes,” I squeaked out.

The gentle giant nodded and pushed the button I’d been trying to reach for. I let out a shaky breath. The elevator was coming, so that was already step one, right? Now I just needed to get on it, ride twenty floors up, and get out. I could do this.

We waited in silence as I tried to gather my courage to get on the elevator when the doors opened. I was so focused on the shiny metal I barely noticed the monster standing next to me. His scent was pleasant and faintly familiar. What did it remind me of? Sex!

The giant coughed next to me as if he choked on something as I took in a deep breath of his musky scent. He smelled exactly like my sheets did after a good and sweaty lovemaking. Not that I would have smelled it recently since I’ve been single for way too long. It turned out that boyfriends didn’t really like the whole anxiety thing when it stopped being cute.

Just breathe; everything will be fine. The elevator arrived with a little chime as the doors slid open. Now I just needed to make my legs work so I could step inside. The giant stepped in first, holding his hand against the door to keep it open as I gathered my courage once again.

He didn’t seem annoyed that it took me a full minute to step inside, which I appreciated. I wanted to thank him, but as soon as the door closed, I closed my eyes and counted to a hundred.

“Which floor?” he asked after pressing the button for the floor he was going to.

I lost my count and momentarily forgot that all numbers existed. “Uhm, I need to go to Xpart Enterprise,” I said.

“Floor twenty,” he said with a nod as he pushed the button below the one that was already illuminated. 

“Yes, twenty,” I said, grateful he knew the other companies in this massive office building.

I went back to counting in my head, hoping the elevator ride would be over soon. The only thing that made it better was the delicious smell of the monster next to me. Somehow, his scent managed to calm me down and arouse me at the same time, which I didn’t think was possible.

I really needed to get laid again, if even just smelling someone could arouse me to the point where I was getting wet. I tried not to think about sex while going up to a job interview, but it also took my mind off the vibration of the elevator as we slowly crept up the floors. I didn’t want to know what year this thing was built or how long it’s been since the last maintenance check.

The light flickered, making me whimper, when suddenly the elevator came to a screeching halt. I looked up at the numbers and saw that it was stuck between floors nine and ten. 

No, no, no. This couldn’t be happening. 

Panic flooded my system as I could feel my breathing intensify. Spots swam in front of my vision as I felt like I couldn’t take in oxygen. Suddenly, a face appeared in my line of sight.

“Hey, breathe with me,” the giant said as he took in a deep breath that I mimicked. “Good girl, now breathe out slowly,” he said as he let out a slow, exaggerated breath. 

His breath smelled of coffee and salted caramel. The scent distracted me enough to focus on his words. Even though I felt like a five-year-old, it did help ease my nerves after a few steadying breaths.

“Are we trapped here?” I asked when I felt like my brain had enough oxygen again.

The big monster turned around to push the alarm button. It lit up, and crackling filled the small elevator. “What seems to be the issue?” 

“We’re stuck in the elevator on Semsason Street at the Withers Building,” he said.

The voice on the other side sighed loudly. “It will be at least three hours before I can send someone your way. Please remain calm.”

Three fucking hours? Remain calm? Hearing someone tell you to be calm was the least calming thing in the world. I could feel my heart begin to beat faster and faster while my hands started to sweat. I couldn’t do this. Why didn’t I just stay at home? 

“Hey, just breathe with me,” the monster said again as he kneeled in front of me. 

We were face-to-face as he took my hands and guided me through my breathing again. I didn’t know what I would have done without him. I was so grateful for this kind stranger that I could cry. 

His hand cupped my cheek as he brushed away half a tear. “Don’t cry, baby girl. You’re not alone.”

How did he know just how to say the perfect thing? I didn’t even know his name, but somehow I felt safer in his presence than I did with my previous boyfriend. The sweet term of endearment warmed me from the inside out. 

“I’m Rider,” he said with a lopsided grin and a slight squeeze of my hand.

His lips were wide, thick, and luscious. His entire mouth must be twice as big as mine, and I wondered how it would fit on mine.

“I’m Gemma. Thank you for helping me. I’m sure you had better plans for today than being stuck in an elevator with a nervous wreck,” I said, focusing on his eyes and not the lips I wanted to nibble on.

“Nope, nothing planned besides a few boring meetings,” he said. 

The word meeting reminded me of the job interview I had today. “Shit,” I exclaimed as I grabbed my phone from my bag. “No service,” I cursed as I looked to see if there was a way to connect to a Wi-Fi network to send out my















































































[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
,STUCK
o)






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/image000.png
Stmqwshmg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





