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About This Book

––––––––

While the elevator is going up, the passengers are going down!

A slutty young woman in love her older boss.  A dominant ex-boyfriend out for revenge. A hotwife whose husband wants to share her with a billionaire philanthropist.  And a needy woman who needs to pass the time.

What do they have in common?  Elevators. Exhibitionism. A need to release some tension.  And some very happy endings...

“Shafted” is a collection of four quick and steamy stories of people having sexy times in elevators – even though other people are watching.

This book includes explicit sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.

Be sure to check out a free preview of “Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking” at the end of this book!


A Chance Encounter Leads to a Sexy Punishment From My Ex-Boyfriend

I had no idea he was so dominant. Or so angry...

***

I rushed towards the elevator just as the doors were about to close.

“Hold the door please!” I called.

Two large hands shot out, forcing the doors to pop back open.

“Thanks,” I murmured as I entered the elevator.

I glanced up and my mouth dropped open. “James?”

“Hi, Marci.”

James and I had dated years ago before we’d parted ways. I’d thought we’d stay friends after, but for some reason, he’d blown me off after the breakup. It had bothered me at the time, because usually when I broke up with a guy they hung around like puppies begging for my attention.

But not James. He’d never even tried to get me back. How rude.

I saw him look me up and down. I knew I still looked good. I might be pushing thirty, but I still had perky tits, a thin waist, and an ass that could make a grown man weep. Believe me, it had happened. James looked pretty good too. A little bulkier than I remembered, but he still had the same shaggy brown hair and black-rimmed glasses. Combined with his superhero shirt, he looked like someone’s nerd fantasy come true.

“Were you this good-looking when we dated?” I teased, sending him a flirty smile.

He eyed me for a long moment, his gaze considering. “No.”

“Pity.”

I stepped closer, rubbing my hand up and down the front of his tee shirt. “Mmm.”

James’ hand shot out, pressing the emergency stop button on the control panel. The elevator ground to an abrupt halt. Gripping my wrist, he pulled it off his chest and down my side, then stalked towards me with an intense look in his eyes.

“What are you doing?” I asked, making my voice sultry.

I knew exactly what he was doing, but James didn’t answer, instead pushing me up against the elevator wall. I could feel the grab bar pressing into my back. He lowered his head slowly, the look on his face so intense it made me shiver.

I’d never seen this “in charge” version of James. I’d always been the aggressor in our relationship while he’d acted pitifully happy to get a girl like me. He wasn’t wrong of course. Not to be vain, but I was totally out of his league. I’d been glad to throw him a bone though, in exchange for his bone, but then he’d gotten too clingy, and I’d had to cut him loose.

James’ lips covered mine and I softened against him, raising my hands to his waist. He gripped my hands, pulling them back down.

“No touching,” he growled.

“What are you going to do about it?” I sassed back.

I watched in fascination as he reached down to pull his belt out of the loops of his jeans. Well, this was getting interesting. He turned me around, fastening my wrists together with his belt before looping the end through the elevator grab bar. He pulled the leather tight until my hands were firmly tied to the grab bar behind me.

“Well, this is a new side of you,” I teased.

It used to be that James would laugh and blush when I teased him, now he just gave me a chiding look before he crushed his lips to mine. I yelped in surprise as he bit down on my bottom lip hard enough to sting, then shoved his tongue into my mouth forcefully. We’d kissed a hundred times, but it had never been like this. He’d never acted like an invading conqueror.

I felt a rush of air and realized that he’d grabbed the edge of my blouse, pulling it open roughly and sending buttons flying.

“Slow down,” I said as I pulled my head back. “I like this shirt.”

“I give the orders now,” he said darkly.

I should have hated this, but damned if it didn’t make my panties immediately wet. I didn’t have a submissive bone in my body, but I was starting to re-think that stance.

James shoved my shirt down my shoulders, bunching it at waist level when it met the barrier of my bound wrists, then unsnapped my bra and slid it down as well. My large breasts slid out, bouncing a little, nipples pebbling in the cold air.

“You always had a great rack,” he whispered almost angrily.

“I — -.

My words were cut off by another hard kiss. I slid my tongue along his, giving as good as I got, until he pulled away again. Large hands reached around me to unzip my skirt, shoving it down my legs along with my sodden panties. James squatted and lifted one foot, then the other, tossing my skirt and panties out of the way and leaving me totally naked.

I was about to suggest he join me when I saw him unsnap his jeans and slide down the zipper, opening his pants just enough to pull down his boxers and take out his dick. It was long and thick and veiny, making my mouth water. James might have been weak and nerdy, but he’d always had a hell of a dick.

He reached forward and palmed my breasts, squeezing one in each hand like he was kneading bread of something. I gasped as he increased the pressure, then caught my nipples between his fingers, giving each one a hard pinch. He pinched and pulled them repeatedly until my nipples were red and painfully swollen.

James kicked my feet apart, baring my pussy to his gaze. I knew he could see the moisture coating my lower lips and dripping down my inner thighs. It was possible that I’d never been this wet in my life. Who would have thought it would be with my former boy toy?

Smack!

I gasped in shock as he gave my pussy an open-palmed slap.

Smack!

He landed several more sharp slaps on my pussy. The pain turned to pleasure, but when I started to roll my hips to meet his hand, he pulled away. Such a pity.

“Fuck me!” I demanded.

He rolled his eyes. “You always loved to boss me around.”

Without warming he lowered his head and pulled the skin of my upper breast between his teeth, biting down hard.

“Ahhh!”

I tried to move away but trapped between his big body and the elevator wall, there was no place to go. When he finally drew back, I had an angry-looking red hickey on my left breast. It throbbed in time with my heartbeat.

James slid his mouth upward, leaving little nips on my milky white skin. His fingers threaded through my long blonde hair, pulling my head to the side so he could leave another huge hickey on the side of my neck. I was so overcome with sensation I couldn’t find any words to protest.

His hands slid roughly down my sides and around to my ass, squeezing my cheeks a few times before continuing down to the back of my thighs. James lifted me up, pulling my legs around his waist, and without another word rammed his huge cock into my channel.

“Hey!” I protested. “You’re not wearing a condom!”

Dark eyes met mine through the thin lenses of his glasses.

“Maybe I’ll breed a baby in you then.”

Before I could protest again he started moving, sliding his cock almost all the way out before slamming back into me. He started a fast and hard rhythm, each hard thrust pushing me against the wall of the elevator. My hands were trapped painfully behind me, pressed between my waist and the grab bar, and my head thumped against the wall with every punch of his hips. But I didn’t complain. It felt too good.

James reached one hand up and around my throat, his eyes boring into mine. He pressed just hard enough to constrict my air a bit and that was all it took for my orgasm to hit me like a freight train. I let out a high-pitched scream as my body shuddered and wave after wave of sensation flooded my system.

“James! Fuck!”

Suddenly James stiffened, slowing his motions, and I felt the telltale sensation of his cum filling me up. He groaned as he emptied himself into me in several long spurts, his hand leaving my throat to grip my ass again.

He sighed deeply, then pulled out, his dick looking magnificent even as it softened. He pushed it back into his boxers, then zipped himself back into his pants while I watched him, still breathing heavily.

“You can keep the belt,” he said, nodding at my waist.

“Huh?”

He took a step back, pressing a button that made the elevator start moving again.

“Wait, what are you doing?” I asked as the doors opened and he exited the elevator. He wasn’t going to leave me tied up and naked like this, was he?

“Have a nice life,” he growled.

It was only after he strode away from me that I realized he’d just repeated the same parting words I’d given him years ago when I broke his heart.


Bred by My Older Boss After He Catches Me Being Naughty in an Elevator

I had no idea my best friend’s father had the hots for me!

***

You know in the movies when people have sex in an elevator and it’s totally hot? Yeah, that’s all a myth.

Earlier tonight I was in the elevator with my co-worker and friend-with-benefits Dave. We’d both been working late, and just happened to be leaving the office at the same time. But then Dave pushed the emergency stop button and turned to me with a wicked smile.

“What are you doing?” I’d asked, so focused on work I wasn’t tracking where his mind was going.

“I’ve always had a fantasy of fucking you in the elevator,” he told me.

Of course, my panties were immediately wet. I mean, who can blame me? He was a good-looking guy who always made sure I was satisfied when we were together. What better way to blow off some steam after a long day at work?

We’d both whipped our clothes off and crashed against each other, kissing and stroking each other frantically. Then Dave picked me up — intending to push me against the wall and fuck me — just as the elevator started again with a lurch. His body went down as mine flew up, then we both crashed onto the floor of the elevator, buck naked, just as the doors flew open.

Note to self: the elevator floor is disgusting, not the place you want to sit naked.

“What the hell is going on here?”

My face flushed with horror as I recognized that voice. Jonathon Mitchell. My boss. And my best friend’s father. Uh oh.

“J-Jonathon,” I stuttered, trying to rearrange myself to hide my private parts.

I wasn’t ashamed of my body, I mean I had nicely rounded tits, a small waist, and the firm body of a nineteen-year-old, despite the fact that I was pushing twenty-five. But that didn’t mean I wanted my freaking boss looking at my perky nipples and freshly shaved pussy.

“Don’t bother,” he ground out as I crossed my arms to cover my breasts. “We all saw what you had to offer on the elevator camera.”

I was still trying to figure out my best move when David got up, casual as you please, put on his clothes, and sauntered away without a word like nothing had happened. I stared after him, my mouth open in shock. I couldn’t believe he’d just ditch me like that.

“Get dressed,” Jonathon said harshly.

He strode into the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor where the executive suites are. He faced forward, but as I got dressed I realized he was watching me in the mirrored surface of the elevator door. Pervert.

I had to admit I kind of liked it. I’d known Jonathon since I was a teenager and if I was being honest, I’d had a few fantasies about him over the years.

By the time the elevator door opened again I was mostly decent.

“My office,” Jonathon bit out.

I trailed behind him, fuming at the double standard of David walking away scot-free while I got called into the boss’ office for a reprimand. Crap, I hope he wasn’t going to fire me. This was my first job after college and getting fired would not look good for me.

Jonathon closed his office door, pressing the button on the handle to lock us in. The click of the lock sounded loud in the quiet office.

I took a minute to study him. He had thick dark hair that was turning white at the temples, deep brown eyes bracketed by tiny lines, and a closely cut beard that gave him a touch of rakishness despite his expensive suit and conservative tie. He had a lean body and muscled arms that stretched against the thin fabric of his jacket. I was always a sucker for arm porn.

“What was that all about, Angela? How dare you behave that way in the elevator!”

My spine snapped straight, and I gave him a glare.

“Why am I in trouble and not David?” I asked. “You let him walk away and I get reprimanded? That’s sexism.”

“Sexism?” he repeated, his voice dark and dangerous in a way I’d never heard before. I shivered.

Jonathon took a step towards me and instinctively I took a step back. He took another step towards me, and I just barely stopped myself from moving away again. Instead, I lifted my chin and met his gaze head-on.

“Are you going to fire me? Because I have to tell you that if you fire me and not David we’re going to have a problem.”

“Do you know the first time I saw you?” he asked.

I looked at him in confusion. “What are you talking about?”

“The first time I met you, it was my weekend to have Elizabeth,” he said, referring to his daughter and my best friend.

“You two were seniors in high school, and when I came home from work you were both out in the backyard, lounging by the pool. You were wearing a bright yellow bikini. You looked so hot in that tiny little bikini that barely hid your curves I could scarcely breathe. It took every ounce of restraint I had not to march over and fuck you senseless right there on the lounge chair.”

“I was only seventeen then!” I gasped in shock.

“Do you know how much I felt like a pervert lusting after you like that? My God, I was forty-two years old.”

“Why are you telling me this?” I whispered. I could feel my panties getting damp.

Jonathon reached forward, running a finger through my long blonde hair.

“I jacked off to the image of you in that bikini for years. And then one day I see you in the hallway and learn that by some bizarre coincidence someone hired you to work at my company, and all my fantasies came rushing back.”

The look Jonathon was giving me was so intense, so filthy, I couldn’t speak.

“It’s like you were sent here to torture me. But I held back. I told myself I can’t touch you, you’re forbidden on so many levels. I don’t even jack off to the thought of you anymore because I’m afraid everyone will see how much I burn for you. And then I walk by the security desk and what do I see? Two security guards watching you strip in the elevator with that jackass David.”

He grabbed my hips, pulling me forward until I fell against his chest.

“What are you doing?” My voice was breathy, and my heart was thundering so loud in my chest that I was sure Jonathon could hear it.

“I’m your boss. And your best friend’s father. But right now, after finally seeing you naked, I can’t bring myself to care.”

Before I took my next breath his lips crashed against mine. I stood stiffly in his arms for about twenty seconds before it registered what was happening. My boss was kissing me. And damned if I didn’t like it.

I made a noise in the back of my throat as Jonathon nipped my bottom lip, demanding entrance. I opened for him and moved even closer, pressing my breasts against his chest. One large hand threaded through my hair almost painfully, while the other gripped my hip, grinding me against his erect cock.

I’d always thought my best friend’s brother was hot for an old guy, but I’d never imagined that he’d be interested in me. Now that I knew, all the feelings I’d suppressed or written off as a childish crush came rushing back.

“Jonathon,” I gasped as his mouth moved across my jaw and down my neck, leaving a trail of tiny kisses.

“Tell me you want me,” he demanded. “Tell me you want me as much as I want you.”

“I want you.”

My words lit a spark under him. He grabbed my hand and pulled me towards his desk, using his other hand to toss everything off the surface, even his laptop. Damn, I.T. was not going to like that.

“Strip!”

I took my time obeying his order, wanting to tease him.

“Brat!”

He practically ripped my clothes off before lifting me to sit on his desk. I reached forward to unbuckle his belt, then slid the zipper down on his expensive dress pants. I could see the tip of his cock peeking out over his boxers. Jonathon shoved them down impatiently, baring his monstrous cock. It was long and thick and angry looking and part of me was thrilled at how much he wanted me.

A bead of pre-cum leaked out of the tip, and I licked my lips.

Jonathon pushed his hips between my legs, fingers biting into my bare thighs, and slid his cock through my dripping folds.

“Are you on the pill?” he asked.

“No.”

“Good.”

My eyes widened in shock, but before I could say another word he shoved into me so deep I couldn’t breathe. I’d never felt so full. I wrapped my legs around Jonathon’s hips and held onto his shoulders as he began pounding into me so roughly that it was all I could do to hold on.

“Jesus, you feel so good,” he grunted. “Just as good as I fantasized about.”

He reached his hand between us, using one thick finger to circle around my clit. I was already close, so close, that it only took a few firm tweaks of my swollen bean before I was screaming in release.

“Jonathon!”

I was still shaking with aftershocks when Jonathon groaned and emptied himself inside me, filling me up with so much of his cum it was spilling out of me and dripping down my ass.

“Mine,” he ground out with each spurt of his cum. “Mine!”

When he was finished, Jonathon lowered his head to my shoulder and whispered, “I hope I put a baby in you just now.”

I pulled back and gave him a saucy look.

“Maybe we should try that again, just to be sure.”


My Husband Let a Stranger Fuck My Mouth While He Watched The Whole Thing

The charity event was a win/win for everyone.

***

“How do I look, Neal?”

My husband gave me a quick once-over, then took a second pass a bit more slowly. His brown eyes darkened as he took in my figure-hugging black dress and sky-high black heels.

“Turn around,” he grumbled, making a circular motion with one finger.

I dutifully turned around, super slow, waiting for him to notice...

“You’re not wearing any panties, are you, dirty girl?”

I gave him an impish smile over my shoulder. “Nope.”

“You have no idea how much I want to fuck you right now,” he said.

I tossed my long blonde hair. “Oh, I think I do. I’m betting it’s about how much I want you to fuck me.”

It was such a pleasure to be back in love — and lust — with my husband. We’d been heading for divorce until a few months ago when we’d gone to a “Marriage Survival” retreat at the Temptation in Paradise resort. At the hedonist adults-only resort we’d discovered the best way to freshen up our relationship after fifteen years together: adding a little hotwife spice.

Turns out my normally reserved husband got off on sharing me.

And fortunately for me, I liked nothing more than to have some hot young stud fuck me while my husband watched. I couldn’t explain it — I’d never cheat on Neal but being a hotwife really revved my engines.

“Okay Naughty Girl, we need to get to this stupid charity dinner. But after we’re done...” He let his words drop off, allowing my imagination to fill in the blanks. And I had a very good imagination.

I stepped forward and adjusted his dark blue tie. “I love you, honey.”

Neal gave me a sweet kiss on the forehead. “I love you too. Now let’s get this over with.”

Neal’s employer supported a local charity that helped underprivileged kids with after-school activities, mentors, sports camps, and homework clubs. They were having a fundraising gala at a hotel downtown, and we decided to Uber over there so we could drink more if we wanted to. After all, an open bar was included as part of our ticket price. It would be a shame to let free alcohol go to waste.

A few hours later, Neal and I were on the dance floor. We were both good and buzzed after eating our rubber chicken and listening to several self-congratulatory speeches. The DJ played Wham’s “Careless Whisper” and Neal hugged me close. I rested my cheek on his chest, swaying to the music.

“Did you see that guy at the next table? The one who kept staring at you?”

“Yeah.”

“He’s watching us right now.”

Neal’s hands slid down to cup my butt cheeks and I rocked my pelvis against him.

“Do you think he might be interested in something fun?” I asked.

It had been a while since we’d had someone to play with and I was definitely in the mood.

“He’s leaving, let’s follow him.”

Neal took my hand, and we trailed the man out of the ballroom and towards the elevator. I wondered if he was staying in the hotel. He scanned a keycard, answering my question. We slid in behind him just before the door closed.

The man gave us a friendly smile. He was an older guy but very handsome, a total silver fox. He was a white guy, tall, fit, with those cute little laugh lines around his eyes and mouth. His dark hair was thick and black, streaked with silver around the temples. He radiated power and money.

“Hey man,” Neal said, meeting his eye. “I thought I saw you watching my wife.”

I gave the man my prettiest smile. His look was appraising.

“You don’t seem upset about that,” the man noted, his gaze appraising.

“I have a beautiful wife,” Neal said. “I don’t mind sharing her when the right opportunities arise.”

I’d just happened to be looking at the man’s package when Neal spoke, so I couldn’t help but notice the way the man’s dick twitched.

“What’s the catch?”

Neal pressed the emergency stop button and the elevator ground to a halt.

“No catch. You’ve got fifteen minutes, or however long it is until someone gets this elevator moving again.”

“You’re going to watch?” the man asked, looking intrigued.

“That’s half the fun.”

“Any limits?”

“No pain. No anal.”

“I can work with that.”

If I had been wearing panties, they would have been soaking. As it was, I could feel moisture gathering at my core. The way the men negotiated as if I wasn’t there, as if I was just a toy to be loaned out, it was hot as hell. And I knew I probably needed to turn in my feminist card just for thinking that.

The man crooked his finger at me. “Come over here, sweetheart.”

I glanced at my husband, and when he nodded, I crossed the elevator toward the man.

“Show me your tits.”

I looked at him from underneath my eyelashes. “You’ll need to unzip me.”

As I turned, he slid the zipper down, loosening the fabric of my dress. I shivered as the man’s finger touched my spine. With one more look at Neal, I turned back to the man and slid my dress to my waist, baring my breasts. I might be in my mid-thirties, but gravity hadn’t done too much damage yet.

The man cupped my breasts in his big hands, plumping and squeezing them while making a hum of approval.

“I wish I could come on these babies, maybe I will. Unless I take your pussy instead.”

The man’s voice was thoughtful like he was giving serious consideration to his options. He squeezed my breasts and I moaned. The man did it again twice more, then stepped back, his hand going to his zipper.

“On your knees, sweetheart.”

I dropped to my knees dutifully, then my eyes widened as the man pulled down his boxer and freed his monster cock. Holy crap, if I’d known what that guy was packing I might have jumped him over dinner. I couldn’t help but lean forward and give the tip a little kiss.

“Don’t be shy now. Open wide.”

I really did have to open wide. That thing was so thick I practically had to unhinge my jaw to take him in. I wrapped my lips around the mushroom head, circling my tongue around a few times before slowly taking more of him.

I touched his leg, intending to brace myself, but the man growled, “Hands behind your back.”

I slid my hands behind me, lacing my fingers behind my waist. I knew my husband was behind me, watching everything. My eyes darted and I realized I could see his blurry reflection on the shiny surface of the elevator.

My husband flew out of my mind as the stranger grabbed my head, thick fingers sliding into my hair to hold me still as he began to roughly fuck my mouth.

“Aaghh.” I don’t even know what kind of sound I was trying to make as his cock bumped against the back of my throat.

He pulled back, then pushed back in, over and over again. I loved this feeling of being held immobile, being unable to do anything more than take whatever this man gave me. The loss of control calmed my mind until all my focus was on my aching clit and the waves of arousal rushing through my veins.

“Do you like having strangers fuck you, sweetheart?”

The man pulled his cock out of my mouth, and I gulped in air. I met Neal’s eyes in the reflection of the elevator panel.

“Yeah,” I whispered.

The man’s hands returned to my head, squeezing like he was planning to crack my skull like a walnut. The sheer power of him was intoxicating.

“Please,” I whimpered.

“You want more of this cock?”

I nodded. His thick cock pressed between my lips again, thrusting wildly while I tried to relax my throat. When he breached the barrier of my throat, the man hooted.

“Hot damn! Your wife is deep throating me!”

He was so deep now that with every thrust my nose met his pubes, and with every retreat, I was gasping for breath. A long line of drool pooled at the corners of my lips and dripped down my jaw. Meanwhile, my pussy was throbbing, desperate to be filled as fully as my mouth was.

“Touch my balls,” he ordered. I could tell by the change in his voice that he was getting close.

I slid my hands between his legs and fondled his balls, holding them in one hand and giving them a slight squeeze. My other hand moved around his ass, and I slid an exploratory finger between his muscular butt cheeks.

“Yes,” the man growled approvingly.

I circled his puckered opening a few times, pressing against it but not entering, while I increased the pressure of my other hand on his balls.

“Fuuuck!” The man bellowed a second before I felt the hot spurt of his cum shoot down my throat.

He pulled out of my mouth, gripping his dick with his hand, aiming his spunk right at my naked breasts. He groaned as he painted long ropes of cum over my breasts and collarbones, then collapsed back against the wall of the elevator, panting.

After a long moment, he took a deep breath, visibly relaxing himself.

“You look beautiful with my cum all over your tits, sweetheart.”

The man tucked his deflated dick back into his pants and I couldn’t help but notice that even soft, that thing was a monster. He reached for my hand, helping me move to standing, then pulled the black fabric of my dress back up over my breasts.

“I’ll leave you with my calling card,” he joked as he covered the evidence of his release.

I thrilled at the idea of traveling home with a strange man’s cum stuck to my skin. I wondered if my husband would make me wash it off before he fucked me later. He always fucked me after I was with another man, masterfully erasing the evidence of my dalliances and asserting his dominance again.

It was ridiculously sweet. I’d never known my husband had an alpha side until we’d found it together at Temptation in Paradise. Now I couldn’t get enough of it.

The stranger stepped around me and zipped my dress back up, then pressed the emergency stop release button. The elevator lurched to a start, and I turned to find the man approaching Neal.

“I’m much obliged at you loaning me your toy for a while,” he said, offering his hand.

My husband shook it and gave him a nod.

“No problem, man.”

Neal reached into his wallet and pulled out a business card, handing it to the man. “If you’re ever in town again, give me a call.”

“I’ll sure do that.”

The elevator doors opened, and the man stepped out, still ignoring me. It gave me a weird little thrill to be used and ignored.

Neal reached over and pressed the button for the lobby, then wrapped his arm around my shoulders, pulling me close to him.

“That was hot as hell,” he whispered.

“Yeah, it was.”

“I can’t wait to get home and fuck you until you forget all about him.”

I leaned up and kissed my husband on the cheek. “I already have.”


Trapped in an Elevator With Only My Hand to Keep Me Company

I figured I’d make the best of my time alone in the elevator.

***

I trudged towards the elevator, my feet dragging after a twelve-hour day at work. I was that unique combination of stressed and exhausted where I knew I would be too stressed to sleep and too tired to deal with my stress.

From years of experience, I knew that there was only one thing that would quiet my mind enough to help me fall asleep: a nice long round with my battery-operated boyfriend. I stepped into the metal box of the elevator, my mind already going to how good it would feel to “jill off” and fall right to sleep.

Pressing the button for my floor, I leaned against the side of the elevator with a deep sigh. I lived in one of those old buildings in New York where the elevator was basically a big metal cage that creaked up and down between the floors. It was nothing fancy, but it worked. Most of the time.

As if the elevator took exception to my thoughts, it lurched to a halt. I peered out between the bars of the door. Great, I was trapped between floors. And this elevator was so ancient it didn’t even have one of those emergency phones. How was this thing even up to code?

I pulled my cell phone out of my purse, sighing in frustration as I saw that I had no signal. The elevator shaft was surrounded by a dense metal that blocked out the signal, particularly when you were between floors.

Sadly, this wasn’t the first time I’d been trapped in this elevator, and I was guessing it wouldn’t be the last. Having a crappy elevator was a pain, but I could overlook a lot of inconveniences knowing that I had a rent-controlled apartment that I was leasing for less than half of the current market rent.

“Hello?”

I yelled through the bars in case one of the residents of the two floors I was trapped between heard me. If not, I was stuck here until someone else tried to call the elevator and realized it wasn’t moving. When no one responded, I slid down to the floor. I might as well sit this one out. Fortunately, our super kept the elevator floor spotlessly clean.

I pulled out my phone again, intending to check my email, then cursed as I remembered I had no signal. What was I supposed to do? Take a nap in here?

My mind wandered back to my plan for when I got home. I looked around, as if someone would appear in the elevator next to me, and seeing no one, shrugged. What would be the harm of a little solo action while I waited? I didn’t have my vibrator, but my fingers worked just fine.

I looked around again, confirming that no one had added any cameras in here since I left this morning, and then reached up beneath my skirt, pulling my panties off. Tucking them in my purse, I slid my hand between my legs.

Unfortunately, the conservative pencil skirt that I’d worn for work was a little too tight to spread my legs enough to get good access to my pussy. Shrugging, I lifted my ass enough to pull my skirt up to my waist, leaving me bare down below.

I shuffled on my ass to the corner and leaned back against the back wall of the elevator, my back at a slight angle. I bent my knees, then reached up underneath the hem of my lightweight sweater. Might as well get myself more in the mood.

My hand cupped one breast through the thin fabric of my bra, circling the nipple for a few minutes before pinching it firmly.

“Mmm.”

I used my other hand to give the same treatment to the other breast, circling and pinching until my nipples were hard peaks beneath my fingers and the fabric of my bra felt painful against the sensitive buds.

Time to go downtown, I thought, rolling my eyes at myself for my corny joke.

My hand slid down the silky skin of my stomach, moving slowly, my touch just light enough to tease the skin. I could feel goosebumps rise on the surface as I stroked my belly before moving down to my pussy.

My fingers made contact with the small patch of hair that I kept at my center, swirling around, pulling on the strands, then moving on to slide between my lower lips. My fingers met wetness between my folds. I was already primed, but I wanted to stretch it out, and tease myself. I had all the time in the world to focus on my pleasure.

I stroked up and down my center several times, increasing the pressure until my clit was throbbing and begging for attention. I pushed back the hood and circled one finger around, pushing with enough pressure that I could feel the tissue pressing against my pelvis.

Adding a second finger, I increased my pace, circling around my swollen nub before pinching it firmly between two of my fingers.

“Mmm.” I moaned again, louder this time, as I felt my heart rate pick up and a rush of moisture flood my core.

My other hand decided to join the party. I picked up some of my moisture with my fingers before sliding my index finger inside my channel. My hips rocked against my hand, and I began pumping in and out, fucking myself with one hand while the other hand continued to tease my clit.

I added a second finger, scissoring them away from each other until I felt a delicious stretch, then resumed my steady thrusts.

I was close, so close. I slid down a little further until I was laying on my back on the floor, and let my knees fall out to the side as I rolled my hips up to meet my hand. I closed my eyes, imagining my go-to movie star superhero, picturing him leaning over me, fucking me with the same hand he used to fight the bad guys in the movies. I imagined him meeting my eyes, whispering how I was the most beautiful woman in the world.

“Thor!” I whispered, as if he could hear me. “I’m so close.”

I felt a tingling in my spine as it felt like every nerve in my body lit up. My orgasm raced through my body, taking my breath away as I bucked against my hand. I could hear the keening noises coming from my throat, getting louder as I rode out the waves of my release.

I fell back, moving my hand from the sensitive tissue of my pussy, gripping my thighs as my body rode out the aftershocks of the intense orgasm. When it was over I lay boneless, panting loudly.

I felt a rush of cold air as I returned to my body and remembered that I was laying naked from the waist down on the elevator floor. Pushing myself up to get seated I looked around for my panties before realizing that I’d put them in my purse. Oh well, I didn’t really need them to get from the elevator to the apartment. My skirt was stuck around my waist, so I stood up to allow myself to shimmy the tight fabric back down over my hips.

“Was it good for you?”

I shrieked and jumped as I heard an amused voice from above my head. A man was lying on his stomach on the upper floor, watching me through the bars of the elevator cage.

“Who are you?” I asked with as much dignity as I could muster.

“I’m the new super. I’ve come to fix the elevator, but I didn’t want to interrupt the show.”

I felt my face flame, then I reminded myself that there was nothing wrong with a little self-pleasure. I was an adult who’d thought I was alone.

“How long do you think it’ll take to fix it?” I asked.

“Another few minutes.”

“Good, thanks.”

“In a hurry?” he asked with a touch of arrogance.

“Yeah, I have a date with Bob.”

“Bob?”

“My battery-operated boyfriend. He’s waiting for me at home.”

***
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Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking

The Divorce Recovery Team Series Book 1

By Josie Bale

“Congratulations Amy, you’re officially divorced.”

Mark Winston, her divorce attorney, slid the folder of papers across the heavy wooden desk.  Amy leaned forward hesitantly and placed her hand on the folder without picking it up. She could still see a faint tan line where her wedding ring used to be.

She bit her lip and sighed.  “Thanks.  I guess.”

“What is it?” Mark asked, his deep voice causing a shiver down her spine.  “Most people are relieved when the process is finally completed.  You’re free to move forward with your life now, like your ex-husband will do.”

Amy nodded.  “I know.  I hope that feeling of relief will come later.  It’s just...”

“Just what?” Mark asked, tipping his head to the side curiously.

Amy studied him for a moment. He really was a handsome man.  She estimated his age to be early fifties, about ten years older than she was.  She had turned forty a few months ago.  His hair was dark and thick, with silver highlights near his temples giving him a distinguished air.  Small lines bracketed his mouth as he gave her a small encouraging smile. Something about him made her feel comfortable confiding in him.

“I can’t help but think about all the things I did wrong in the relationship,” she said, her voice small. “If I knew now what I know then, would I have done some things differently to save the relationship.”

Mark looked at her intently.  “You gave almost twenty years to your marriage Amy.  You put your own career on the back burner to raise your son. You kept the house.  And then your husband decided to move on to someone younger.  It’s a pretty typical story, honestly.”

“I know,” she nodded.  “But I’ve been thinking of all the times I nagged, all the times I was too tired from running around with my son to take care of myself, all the times I said no to sex or date night.  John cheated and there’s absolutely no excuse for that. But I realize at some point I gave up on the marriage too. I’m having a hard time forgiving myself for the things I did, or didn’t do, to keep the relationship alive.”

Mark looked at her thoughtfully.  “You’ll need to forgive yourself in order to move on,” he said. “Otherwise you’ll just stagnate and think about the past. You do want to move on, don’t you?”

Amy nodded again.  “Yes, of course.  I just need to stop beating myself up.”

Mark steepled his hands on the desk and stared at her intently until she met his gaze for the first time since she walked into the office.  His eyes were serious.  “What if I told you that we have a way to help you move on? A service that has helped so many women like yourselves recover from their divorces and go on to have a happy life.”

She looked at him curiously.  “How? What do you mean?”

“Our firm offers a unique service for people like you.  People who want to, shall we say, accept the consequences of their own part in the demise of their marriage.  We will punish you for your actions, then you can move on.  We give you an absolution of sorts.  Then you are able to forgive yourself too.”

“Punish me?  Like what, a spanking?” she laughed, ignoring the small thrill in her belly when she said it.

Mark’s eyes sparked as if he knew what she was thinking.  “Yes, that’s exactly right.  We call it our Divorce Discipline package.  You agree to be spanked or punished by us for everything you did wrong, then it’s over and you can move on.”

“You’re offering to spank me?” she squeaked.

“That’s exactly what I’m offering you. It’s safe, confidential, and quite therapeutic,” he said, pulling an envelope out of his drawer. 

“I know it’s a lot to think about so take some time.  Here’s the contract for our Divorce Discipline package.  Read it over, and if you decide you want to move forward, call my assistant, and tell her you want a DD appointment with me after hours.  I’ll handle your case myself.”

“Is this a joke?” she asked, looking around for a hidden camera.

For more of the story,  check out “Spanking Justice” on your favorite retail sites today.
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