How taking the Elevator can encourage a better outlook on life…by Donovan Simms

What a boring day I thought, It was a day, not unlike any other day…lost in a sea of mediocrity, my brain drifting in and out of conscious thought. I get up from my desk, shaking my mouse to ensure the longest period of time before the company screen saver appears like a school girl to tattle tail on me for not doing my work…7 minutes…I’ve timed it before. 
Its 10:00AM, I make my way from my cubicle to the hallway, I pause briefly to notice that its sunny outside…you see there is no natural light or windows to peer through from my mundane corporate box, looks nice outside I thought. 
I continue further to the elevators, where the biggest decision of my day awaits, do I take the stairs or the elevator? I think about the stairs, having indulged in a cherry cheese danish earlier in the morning…nah…the elevator, I’ll work out later I tell my self, but I never do…
I push the lighted white button indicating down, I wait for what seems like an eternity…bing! The elevator doors open…an automated voice softy breaks the silence “going down”…I can’t help but giggle a little. I step inside and impatiently push the “close door” button, not wanting anyone else to join me on my ride from the 3rd floor to the 1st. 
The doors close and I’m on my way, my stomach lifts a little as the elevator starts, I’m reminded of being on a plane ride, I check my pocket to ensure the five dollar bill is still there…it is, when suddenly the elevator stops at the 2nd floor. I panic a little, I wonder who is getting on…I quickly check my fly…its closed, the doors slowly open, I compose my self and standing outside, ready to take a ride to the 1st floor is what I hoped would be on the other side of those doors…a hot brunet. 
She looks up at me, shoulder length hair, beautiful blue eyes and says with a killer smile…”good morning”….”good morning indeed” I say enthusiastically, “nice and sunny I say” as I stare at her grapefruit sized breasts, we both can’t help but notice the none eye contact…”yes” she says “sunny day” the door closes slowly and the voice again breaks the awkward silence “going down” we both can’t help but giggle. 
My thoughts change direction for a moment, whats her ass like I wonder, I bet its smoke’n, I’ll let her leave the elevator first, that’ll be my chance, thank god its Friday…jeans day, the elevator quickly reaches the first floor, the doors slowly open, “after you” I say with a greasy smile, she smiles back and says “thanks”, she knows my devious plan, she takes four steps…four glorious steps, I was right that ass is smoke’n she looks back at me to catch me checking out her ass, and biting my lower lip as my head shakes with a half nod to the right. She smiles proudly and says “see you later” as she disappears around the corner, what a nice pair of jeans I say to my self. What a glorious day this has turned out to be as I make my way to get a coffee…what a glorious day!
