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Elevator Panic

Chapter 1

The crowd rose after the applause ended. A handsome woman with penetrating blue eyes spoke into the microphone, “Thank you. I appreciate the applause. I have another presentation this afternoon on managing employees. If you see me around this weekend, feel free to say hello.” She waved with her hand high in the air and the tight-fitting business suit pressed her breasts into each other. The spotlight on the stage dimmed, and she turned to the left and walked off the stage to the forced applause of a business meeting.

Rows of people stood and stretched their legs. A low murmur of conversation built to a drone of hundreds of voices. Steve and Gina rose from their seats near the back of the room and walked to the exit. As everyone filed towards the three exits in the room, Gina wrapped her arm around Steve’s and gripped him tight. He blushed as her breast pressed against his arm and not for the first time, he wished his best friend wasn’t a lesbian. Gina held the door open for Steve and he followed her out of the large convention center room.

Once free from the large meeting room, Gina pulled Steve towards a nearby bathroom and she asked, “What did you think of the meeting?”

“It was good, I took some good notes, but I’m not sure it will all make sense for my business,” he replied gripping his notebook.

Gina nodded her head, “I don’t learn much at these, but they motivate me to keep working hard.” A stray hair escaped the bun of blond hair tied atop her head. She adjusted her cream-colored blouse and asked Steve, “Wait for me for a minute, will you?”

Steve stayed standing by the bathroom door, the dutiful best friend. He watched her ass sway in the dark gray pants. Her shoes clicked on the tiled floor and she rounded the corner out of sight.

Steve pulled out his phone and texted his response to her, “I get it. You’ve been to a lot of these meetings.” As more people exited the meeting a line formed outside the bathroom and Steve walked across the hall to wait away from the line of women.

A short time later Gina came out of the bathroom. Steve pulled on his blue sleeves, avoiding her gaze. He walked towards a nearby elevator, and Gina jogged to catch up to him.

She called out, “Where are you going?” When she caught up to him, she gripped his elbow again.

“I need to head to my room,” Steve replied. He had been attracted to Gina for years, but she was a lesbian and it Steve was a man. He genuinely enjoyed her company, and at his point ignored his feelings for the woman.

Linking arms, Gina walked next to him pulling Steve away from the elevator, “That presenter though. Damn, she was hot.” She adjusted her blouse and Steve briefly glimpsed the top of her breasts. His eyes lingered on her pale skin.

“Yeah, that suit was tight on her bust,” Steve grinned at his friend. Gina always went into great length on her various sexual escapades and Steve would go home and masturbate to the idea that it was him instead of the droves of other women that fucked her. He was tall and slender. His lack of body fat outlined his muscles nicely, but not for excessive working out. He was bookish and liked to stimulate his mind more than his body, but he wanted to stimulate his body with Gina.

She squeezed his arm tightly and breathed in, “God I want to run my hand through her hair while she sucks on my…” she paused and looked up at Steve. She glanced down and Steve wondered what she was about to say, but she continued before he could entertain the thought for long. “Damn, I want to get her alone at this hotel.” She closed her eyes and Steve knew this meant she was on the chase for the hot presenter.

Steve felt his stomach lurch at the thought of her sleeping with another woman that was not him. He said as friendly as he could, “Maybe you’ll run into her later. If I see her, I’ll put in a good word for you.”

“Thanks. Where are we going?” She asked, realizing they were far from the convention rooms at the hotel.

Steve shook his head, realizing that she was not paying attention to him earlier. Steve stopped in the middle of the hall. He glanced around and realized that neither of them was leading towards any destination. They had been walking circles around the lobby. He explained again, “I need to head to my room. My phone died. It was searching for a signal in that conference room. I’ll meet you back down for the next meeting.”

She let go of his arm and waved, “OK. I’m gonna grab a coffee. It’s still early.”

“See you soon,” he watched her enter the small coffee shop and grinned wishing that she would dote after him instead of all these other women.

The crowded entryway to the hotel filled with noise after the meetings ended, Steve walked to the elevator and climbed inside. The door slid closed and a voice cut through the noise outside. A rich alto voice spoke, “Hey, hold that elevator.”

Steve extended an arm, stopping the closing doors. Jean, the beautiful presenter, walked into the elevator and pressed the button for floor fifteen. She looked back at Steve and smiled, “Thanks.”

Steve stared at her, shocked that the woman walked into the elevator with him. The conversation and promise he made to Gina firm in his mind. Steve looked up and down the woman. She stood taller than Steve and had great posture. A wide smile lingered on her narrow face. Blue eyes and perfectly curled short red hair took Steve’s breath away. Steve could see why Gina wanted to sleep with her. He wanted to sleep with this woman as well. He began undressing her with his eyes.

Jean leaned against the wall next to Steve and breathed out a long sigh. Steve could feel the woman staring at him. The awkward moment stretched as the elevator rose floor after floor in silence.

Steve broke the silence and said, “I enjoyed your presentation.” His voice cracked as he spoke, and a blush colored his cheeks.

“Thanks,” Jean glanced at Steve again and smiled. She tilted her head at him and said, “Do you want a pick me up for the next meeting?”

Steve’s mind went blank, and he nodded his head, unsure what she meant, but he hoped that it meant she was interested in him.

Jean lifted her handbag and pulled out a small orange pill bottle. She rattled it and pulled out a long white pill. She winked at Steve and said, “Take this and come find me at the bar tonight.”

Shock spread along his limbs and Steve took the pill from her hand without speaking. The elevator rang and opened on floor fourteen and Steve exited, “See you.” Pill in hand, he stared at Jean as the doors closed.

Jean waved and tilted her head as the doors slid closed.

The pill seemed to weight ten pounds in his hand and he stared down at it as he walked toward his room. He slid the card into his hotel room and retrieved his things. He wanted to stay and hide in his room for the afternoon, but he also wanted to see Gina again. He filled a glass of water and took the pill. Steve needed something to brighten his mood. The unmarked pill made him feel nervous, but he pushed down his reservations and swallowed. Sighing, he grabbed his portable charger. His stomach lurched, and the room spun a wide circle. Steve gripped the door handle to hold himself up. He muttered a curse and drank the rest of the glass of water. The moment passed, and he opened the door back out to the hall. He glanced at his watch. There were twenty minutes before the next meeting started. Steve wanted to spend the time with Gina. He trotted back down the hall and pressed the button to call the elevator again.


Chapter 2

The door slid open and Steve entered with his head down. A strange sensation swirled inside his stomach. The floor lurched below him, and he steadied himself, reaching out to a handrail. Instead of the cold metal in the elevator, his hand came upon soft warm skin. Jean spoke in her rich alto voice, “Hello again.”

“Hi,” Steve blushed and stood on steadier feet with her help. He said pulling away from her grasp and gripping the handrail in the elevator, “Thanks. I’m not sure what came over me.” He glanced at the floor numbers lit on the elevator wall. Jean already pressed the lobby button and Steve stepped back and stood next to her. The elevator spun circles, and he forced his eyes closed.

“Did you take the pill already?” she asked, eying him with interest.

Steve wanted to please Gina, and getting Jean’s number and introducing them would make her happy. He said after breathing a heavy sigh, “My friend wanted me to tell you you’re hot and to get your number if I ran into you.” He stared straight ahead, resigned to his position of wingman to the woman of his dreams. As an afterthought, he said, “She’s very pretty and if you're interested, I can introduce you.”

The two stared forward into the dim reflection on the metal door in front of them. A thin smile spread across her lips. She said after a long pause, “Your friend, huh?” She stepped closer to Steve and placed his hand on the elevator wall, leaning over him.

Hands up in protest, Steve stammered, “Yeah… uh, she’s getting a coffee downstairs. I can introduce you.” The lights flickered in the elevator. Fear of getting stuck flashed through his mind and his face turned red.

Jean misunderstood this as well and grinned, “How are you feeling?” She ran a hand through his short brown hair.

“Well… not really. I…” Steve rubbed his churning stomach and said, “What was that pill you gave me?”

The lights shut off, and the elevator halted. The floor bounced slightly. Emergency lights flashed on and dimly lit the small room. Steve looked up at the shadowed, beautiful face in front of him. He tried to back away, but she placed a hand against the wall on either side of his head.

“Damn, it looks like the elevator stopped,” Jean licked her lips and added, “I’ve only ever watched it happen a few times.”

Steve tried to back away, but Jean held him in place with her piercing gaze. He cursed, “Shit, I’m going to miss the next meeting.”

“Don’t worry, they’re all basically the same anyway,” Jean smiled down at Steve.

“I know right,” he blushed darting his eyes around the small space looking for a way out, but Jean bobbed her head keeping her face in his vision.

“I’ll give you my number. No need to pass it to this friend of yours. Why don’t you reach out to me?” Jean mimed air quotes around the word friend. She pressed her chest toward Steve, and their faces rested inches away from each other. The buttoned dark blue blazer brushed against Steve’s chest, but not enough for him to feel more than the fabric.

Steve blushed and stuttered trying to find a way out of this, “Oh, yeah I’m flattered, but it was my friend.”

“Don’t be coy with me. You got me alone in the elevator twice now. I think you’re following me and it's hot.” Jean ran a finger along Steve’s jawline. She raised an eyebrow and leaned in for a kiss.

Quickly bobbing his head to the side, Steve dodged the kiss and tried to say, “I promise I’m not.” As an afterthought, he wondered why he did not want to kiss the beautiful woman.

“Fine, I’ll play along,” Jean pressed her lips against Steve’s. The soft flesh enveloped his own. Their faces pressed against each other; Steve found himself enjoying the attention.

Ending the innocent peck, Steve breathed, “Fuck.” Jean leaned in for a second kiss and pressed her chest against. Steve felt the blood and lust rushing to his groin and his cock hardened as Jean pressed her tongue into Steve’s mouth. Their lips opened, and they made out Jean holding Steve against the wall.

Steve pushed Jean off of him and panted catching his breath, “Wait, what if the elevator comes back on.”

“Does this friend of yours want me to suck his dick?” Jean knelt on the ground in the elevator. The dim light casting dark shadows across the floor.

“What? No, I don’t think so,” Steve tried to back away, but Jean’s fingers pulled on his belt and he froze.

“That's too bad,” Jean replied, unbuckling Steve’s belt. The zipper echoed through the small room as it lowered, and she pulled Steve’s pants to the floor. Steve stood in his tight gray boxer briefs. Erect, his dick pressed against the fabric, trying to escape. Jean ran a finger along the shaft and grinned up at Steve. Steve did not protest, but he looked away from Jean. After his boxers fell to the floor atop his pants, Jean licked the tip of the cock and gripped Steve’s balls in her hand. Her tongue caressed the sensitive skin of the dick. Steve gasped at the quick tongue movements. Pressure built in the base of his cock.

The sexy woman put her mouth over the tip of the cock and sucked on the first inch. She licked and sucked in tandem.

“Oh god, this is a dream come true,” Steve moaned. Jean only pleased the tip of the cock and Steve knew that he would cum soon. He gripped the wall on his side, trying to hold back the cum that would soon erupt from his dick. He flexed his ass cheeks and said, “I’m going to cum. Fuck, this is so hot.”

The flesh on his dick tightened and Steve expected cum to erupt from his dick, but nothing came. Jean giggled with glee over the dick and sucked furiously. With each suck, Steve’s cock shrank. Steve panicked and worried that his dick was becoming flaccid partway through the blow job.

Jean pulled her mouth off the cock and grinned up at Steve, “I’ve never been this close when it happened.” She stroked the dick with her hands, and it shrank with each pump along the shaft.

“What the fuck is happening?” Steve stammered.

Warm bursts of his sexual liquid shot across Jean’s hands from the one-inch dick and after a moment a soft pop sounded. The dick shrank into his flesh along with his balls. Jean wiped the cum from her hands onto Steve’s boxers. With a grin, she replied, “Well, that pill I gave you is working. Faster than I’ve ever seen before. I think ejaculating urged things along.”

“When will it come back?” Steve protested, trying to get out of his trapped position in the elevator.

Jean stared up at him from her knees on the ground. A wicked grin split her lips. “I want to fuck you,” Jean glanced back to the elevator door and stared at their reflection in it.

“Right here? What if the elevator starts up again?” Steve tried to protest, but he did not complain that he did not want to, he complained that this was not a good place for it. After a moment, he clarified, “Wait, I don’t have a dick anymore. How can I fuck you?”

“Aren’t you curious? Most men are,” Jean stood up and leaned against Steve. Her breasts pressed into his chest. She folded his arms and waited for a response.

Steve offered her a confused look, “Curious about what?”

“Suck my dick and then I’ll fuck you,” Jean explained. She unlatched her belt and dropped her pants to the floor. Steve stared at her dick. It was a few inches longer than his own, or than his dick had been before it vanished. Steve felt special. Never in his life had anyone wanted to fuck him for the sheer pleasure and lust of the moment, but the woman wanted Steve and he liked the feeling. Thoughts of the strange loss of his dick vanished, and he nodded his head.

Knees on the floor, he stared at the dick a few inches from his face. Steve breathed in nervously, “I’ve never done this before.” Jean nodded her head encouragingly and Steve tried to suck on the dick the same way Jean had his own. He was not very practiced. Steve bobbed his head up and down and licked as fast and hard as he could. Jean chuckled and gripped Steve on the sides of his head, taking control and guiding the younger man on how to service a dick. Steve quickly learned and sucked the tip while rubbing the shaft. Jean groaned in pleasure and leaned against the far wall. With one hand she unbuttoned her blazer and gripped her left breast, pinching the nipple. She flexed her other arms and gripped Steve on the shoulder, pumping her large dick into Steve’s mouth. Cum burst out of the large cock. Steve panicked and spat it out onto the tiled floor of the elevator.

Jean gripped his head and forced him to take the cum into his mouth, “Yes. Fuck, take it.” The futanari cock erupted over and again filling Steve’s mouth with the warm liquid. He coughed, gagging on the cum. Jean grinned down at him and said, “God that felt good.” As the cum slid down his throat, a new sensation formed. Steve felt a tearing and stretching inside his abdomen. It bordered on pain, and he closed his eyes, trying to focus on the cock in his mouth.

Steve rose from the kneeling position, mouth full of cum. The urge to vomit and spit it out filled him. Jean pointed to her dick and said, “Now lube it up. I want to fuck you.” Jean leaned forward, pressing her cock against Steve’s bare legs.

Cum dripped from his mouth. Steve guided the stream of cum onto her dick. Droplets landed on the tiled floor piling near the discarded pants. Both stood naked from the waist down. Jean took a handful of her cum and turned Steve around to face the wall. The tip of her dick aimed at Steve’s anus. She probed with a cum covered finger, spreading his flesh. Her dick kissed his anus, and she eased the opening wider with her finger. After a bit of coercion, the asshole spread, and Jean penetrated him. All protest vanished, and Steve gripped the handrail in the elevator.

“Oh god, it's tight,” she breathed out motionless. The pressure around her dick almost enough to make her cum again. Jean pressed her hips forward and worked her dick further in. Steve groaned and reached down to stroke his cock, but found bare skin. As she pumped into Steve, he closed his eyes and imagined Gina, but she never made him feel special. In his vision, Gina was fucking him instead of him fucking her. The image startled him. Jean fucked him, and he liked it. His world shifted, and suddenly he wanted this sex with all of his mind.

“Yes, pound my ass,” Steve encouraged, as Jean thrust harder and faster into him. Steve’s head bumped into the wall repeatedly as Steve slammed his cock into him. A sudden flash of pleasure exploded in his abdomen, and he lost strength in his legs. Steve fell to the ground and writhed. He rolled onto his back, and his blue shirt tore along the right seam. Breasts formed and grew on his chest. The skin expanded as mammary glands grew and expanded. Steve orgasmed from inside his growing vagina and wailed out in pleasure. A pussy blossomed on his groin and erupted in a stream of cum pouring down his sensitive flesh.

Jean stroked her cock, watching Steve’s body slowly transform into a woman before her. She pulled off her blazer and stripped her white shirt off, revealing a black lace bra. Steve tore at his shirt as the tight fabric hurt his still growing breasts.

“What is happening to me?” Steve called out, but instead of his normal baritone voice, it came out in a high soprano. Steve blushed and felt at the growing nipples. They hardened to his touch and his breasts grew to a massive ‘DD’.

Jean groaned, and cum shot from her dick, covering the writhing Steve on the ground. She replied in a soft tone, “I brought out the woman in you. If you decide this isn’t right for you, I have a pill that will turn you back, but you need to wait three days before you can take it.”

Steve rose to his knees and stared down at his breasts. They hung low. The underside of his tits pressed into his abdomen. The heavy sensation felt uncomfortable and added an unfamiliar strain to his back. Steve tried to process the words that Jean spoke to him, and he replied, “Three days as a woman. I can manage three days.” He stared at the woman in the dull reflection and wondered if he could survive as a woman. How would Gina react?

“We’re not done,” Jean growled, lowering herself onto the ground over Steve. Her cock pressed into the moist labia and forced its way into his vagina. Steve fell onto his back and gripped her by the thrusting hips. Jean’s breasts rubbed against his and Steve’s nipples hardened against the black lace bra. Steve lifted his legs and wrapped them around Jean’s back. He looped his ankles over each other and forced his ass towards the cock ramming into his pussy.

Steve’s mind shattered. The intense pleasure filled his vagina and spread along his body in tendrils of passion. His hand slipped from her hips, and he lost himself to the pleasure. A loud moan escaped his lips, and he pressed his hands against the side of the elevator, pressing himself harder against the dick. Jean pressed her lips to Steve’s nipples and sucked on the tender flesh. Her dick slid in and out, filling and stretching the newly grown vagina. Her cock flexed and pulsed with life inside him. Steve gripped his breasts, massaging the sides as Jean sucked on his nipples.

“Damn, God, it's so good,” Steve moaned.

Pressure built in the tip of her cock and she knew she would cum inside Steve at any minute. Steve stroked the top of his labia as the cock rammed in and out of him. Their dull reflection offered Steve a glimpse of his true feelings. He knew that his sexual identity would never recover from this. His abdomen flexed and the lines of his six-pack stood out as he orgasmed in his full body. His breath shortened, and he panted, letting out a squeaking sound with each breath. Jean’s short red curls bounced back and forth as she thrust. The curls swayed at chin length, swinging wildly around her head.

The lights flickered and the dimly lit elevator became a fully lit moving elevator. “Fuck the power came back on. I’m not done yet,” Jean groaned, ramming her cock hard into Steve.

Steve twisted slightly so he could reach the buttons on the elevator and slammed his fist into the stop car button. The elevator came to a halt. It bounced, and Jean pounded into Steve. He said with a soft moan, “That should give us a minute.”

“Fuck, fuck,” Jean called as her dick exploded with pleasure. Cum filled Steve’s virgin pussy. Steve moaned in pleasure, gripping Jean’s breasts in his hands, massaging the soft flesh over the black lace bra. Cum filled his insides, churning the burning orgasm. He howled and collapsed to the ground, panting. Breathing slowed and Jean pulled her dick from the gender-swapped Steve.

Handkerchief in hand, Jean wiped her dick, she grinned at Steve and said, “Good, now get cleaned up we’re going to be late to the meeting.”

“What?” Steve replied. He rolled to his hands and knees and said, “My clothes don’t fit me anymore.”

Jean handed him the soiled handkerchief and said, “Here. I want you to remember your first time.” Steve stared down at the cloth stained with the other woman’s cum.

“I need clothes. I can’t exit the elevator like this,” he protested, bundling his clothes into a ball in his arms. He covered his large tits with the bundle and pleaded, “Please. You’ve gotta help me.”

A wicked grin split Jean’s face again, “Fine, come up to my room. I’ll get you an outfit, but it will cost you another fuck.”

Steve nodded his head, eager to feel the stretching pleasure of the futanari cock inside him.

“Good,” she said pressing the floor fifteen button. The elevator moved slowly upward, and Jean placed an arm around Steve. “I have so much to teach you.”


Chapter 3

Jean stood over Steve on the bed holding a black rope and a pair of handcuffs. She pulled her red hair over her ears and swung the cuffs around an extended finger. She lowered to her knees over Steve. Her flaccid cock hanging low, swaying as she moved. It touched the comforter below her when she rested on the bed.

Steve stared at the cock and held up a hand, “I need to send a quick text.”

Jean bobbed her head, “Fine, but be quick.”

Steve navigated his phone to Gina’s contact info and typed out, “I’m not feeling very well. I’m going to skip this meeting. Can you cover for me?” Steve put the phone down on the bedside table and turned back to Jean.

“Now be a good girl,” Jean said tying the rope around his ankles. She pulled the rope tight and fastened it to the bedposts.

Excitement filled Steve, and his pussy dripped with anticipation. The phone buzzed on the end table and Steve turned to pick it up, but Jean gripped him by the wrist, stopping him. She waved a finger at him teasingly and latched a handcuff around his wrist and attached it to the headboard. Steve fought back and reached with the other hand.

The phone barely out of reach, Jean shot out and stopped his second attempt. “You want to play rough?” Jean asked, gripping his other wrist and latched her second pair of handcuffs on his wrist.

Squirming on the bed Steve pouted, “At least let me respond to her.”

Jean held the phone and straddled her naked body over Steve. Her ass rested on his abdomen and her cock lay flaccid against his breasts. Jean read the text aloud, “Let’s see, Gina says, Is everything OK? Do you need me to get you some medicine?” A wicked glint flashed across her piercing blue eyes, “Gina, hmm… Should I tell her where you are?”

“Wait, don’t do anything, she’s my best friend,” Steve pulled against the handcuffs and tried to buck Jean from him.

The sexy futanari woman rode the tide of his squirming with the expertise of a bull rider. She rocked her hips and swayed in unison with his motion. Her fingers moved quickly and in moments she sent a response. “Perfect, now. Where were we?” Jean kissed Steve’s breasts, taking his soft skin into her mouth and sucking on his nipples.

“What did you send her?” Steve asked, but soon forgot as Jean fucked him with more ferocity than before.


If you’re interested in reading an extra sexy scene for this story, you can find it on my Patreon. Amazon won’t let me link directly to it though. You can find the link on my website. 


Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.

Thank you
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