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Katie had to laugh as she read the paper that she’d gotten again, pushing her red hair behind her ear.

“The Professor needs your help! Please join him in the TELEPORTER in the penthouse suite… or the aliens will have won again! Be warned… things could get a little HEATED!”

It wasn’t the first time that she’d gotten a note like this, of course. It wasn’t uncommon for people to hire the Professor What cast to perform private shows at scifi conventions, and Katie certainly wasn’t opposed to doing them- especially when the pay was this good. Oftentimes, they were even pretty fun- quite a few of these fans had better imaginations than some of the people who wrote for the show, on occasion.

They also often gave her a bigger role. Not that she minded being on the show. Quite the opposite, in fact. She loved being on Professor What and getting to take part in a series that had inspired decades of children and adults alike, and she had regretted passing the torch when it came time to do so, though she understood it was time to move on. She really enjoyed Mary’s work on the show now in that capacity, as well.

It was just… well, it was just that she was always an assistant. No matter how much she wanted to be the star, how much she believed she could be the star, she always ended up taking a back seat to the Professor. Not that there was anything wrong with that, but it was limiting in certain ways.

That’s why she enjoyed these little fan-based things- occasionally they would surprise her, having her rescue the Professor- once even having her turn out to be the Professor! And the fans were always so wonderful. She loved seeing the smiles on their face when she came up, when she performed their script, and she loved the effusive thanks and praise she received afterwards.

But still sometimes the notes were a little corny.

“Oh, wait!” She said, looking ahead of her, startled out of her reverie, seeing the lift doors closing. “Hold the lift, please!”

The doors slid open again as someone inside pressed the button to keep them open, and she slipped into the lift.

“Thanks so much, I’m-“ she started.

“Headed up to the penthouse suite?” a voice said. A voice she recognized. It was Mary!

“Mary!” she said, smiling, recognizing her colleague. “It’s so nice to see you! And yes, I imagine that I am. I imagine that we all are.”

She directed the last comment to the only other woman in the elevator, who she of course recognized as Stephanie Carston, her predecessor on the show. The three of them had interacted only rarely, as they didn’t often appear on the show at the same time, but they had come to know each other fairly well by meeting at these scifi conventions, and it wouldn’t be the first time they all did a fan show together.

“I think you’re right.” Stephanie said, smiling. “Got one of these, did you?”

She held up the plain piece of paper that she possessed, and Katie gave a quick scan of it. Sure enough, it was the exact same piece of paper she had gotten- even down to the same wording. She smiled. 

“Well, they don’t seem like they’re the most creative, anyway.” Katie said, grinning a bit.

“Oh, give them a break, Katie darling.” Mary said, grinning in spite of her words. “I’m sure it’ll be fun.“

Well, I expect we’ll find out.” Stephanie said. She looked at her paper again before looking back at the other two girls. “You know, it’s quite strange that we’re all here.”

“Oh? Why’s that?” Mary said.

“Well, I bet none of us are all that cheap.” Stephanie said. “All three of us? I wouldn’t be surprised if Dan or Steve or someone was up there too. Probably quite a bit of cash behind this whole thing.”

“I suppose you’re right.” Katie said, musing. “I hadn’t thought of that.”

“And here I thought blondes were the dumb ones.” Stephanie said, grinning when Katie stuck her tongue out at her.

“Well, that’s-“ Katie started, but whatever her witty rebuttal to Stephanie was going to be, it was cut short by a sudden, low rumble and groan as the elevator shook. It continued to shudder for a moment until it ground to a stop. The three girls looked at each other and sighed.

“Oh, great.” Mary muttered, pulling out her phone. “Just what we needed. I’m going to try and figure out what the number is for the maintenance on this lift, see if we can’t let them know we’re stuck.”

“Good idea.” Katie said. “Could be hours before they found us…”

“Ah, we’d kill each other long before that. Girls and lifts, and all that.” Stephanie said lightly, grinning wickedly at the other two.

“Argh, I’ve no service in here.” Mary said. “Do either of you?”

Both girls checked their phones, giving her a quick shake of the head as both of their phones indicated they too had no service in the strong, steel-lined elevator.

“Well, that’s no good.” Stephanie said, frowning. “I hope they find us soon.”

“Relax, the both of you.” Katie said. “They have computers and things nowadays that keep them updated as to this sort of thing. They’ve probably already seen that the elevator isn’t working and they’ve sent maintenance teams to fix it. So don’t worry about it!”

“I suppose you’re right, I-“ Stephanie said. She looked around a bit, wrinkling her nose. “Do you smell something?”

“No, I don’t think so.” Katie said, taking an exploratory sniff. “What do you smell?”

“I’m not sure, it’s… hard to describe.” Stephanie said, scrunching up her face in concentration. “It smells good, though.”

“Yeah, I think I smell it too.” Mary said. “It does smell good.”

“I don’t smell it, I-“ Katie said, and then she started to drift off. She did smell it. Mary and Stephanie had been right. It did smell good.

It smelled really good, in fact. She took a deep breath of it.

“D… do you think it’s harmful?” Mary said slowly, as though the thought came to her with a little bit of difficulty.

“No, I don’t think so.” Katie said. It didn’t smell sickly sweet- in fact, it didn’t smell sweet at all. She couldn’t pin down what it was that she was smelling, as she’d never smelled anything like it. Whatever it was, though, it was good. 

It was very good.

She took another deep breath, feeling whatever it was fill inside her lungs. It really wasn’t even close to anything she had ever inhaled before. It was beautiful. It was sensuous, slinkier even than the most seductive perfume she had ever had. It was full and rich, like a bouquet of mystery, and it played in her nose, dancing, as she took deep breaths of it, savoring its enigmatic aroma. 

It actually had a physical effect on her. She realized that as she continued to take in her deep breaths, taking the gas, or whatever it was, into her lungs. It was… relaxing, almost. Much like an incense burner might be, like the ones she used at home when she would try and relax after a stressful day of filming. 

“It’s getting a little hot in here.” Mary said.

“Must be because of the confined space.” Katie said. She hadn’t noticed it before, but after Mary said it she realized Mary was right- it was getting quite hot in the elevator. She slipped off her jacket, letting it drop to the floor. But it wasn’t enough. She was still roasting.

“Much better.” Stephanie said. Katie turned to look over at her, and stopped short.

“Stephanie!” Katie said, scandalized. Stephanie was wearing nothing but her bra, a green, lacy number that hugged the curves of her breasts rather flatteringly. 

“What? We’re all girls here. We’ve all got the same bits.” Stephanie said, grinning. Katie shook her head, smiling in spite of herself. That did make some sense, and she was getting pretty hot.

“Well, I suppose why not?” Katie said, grinning, stripping off her own shirt, letting it fall to the floor. Normally she wouldn’t be nearly so daring as to take off her shirt with people in an elevator like this, but it was pretty hot. And Stephanie certainly made sense- that is, they all had the same parts. So why feel embarrassed? 

“I… I think I’ll leave mine on, thanks.” Mary said, hesitating. Katie couldn’t see why. The cool air felt good on her skin, and she could see little beads of sweat beginning to form on Mary’s brow. The small relief brought by the lack of her shirt let her concentrate on the smell, on that weird gas that was coming into the elevator car.

It had a little spice to it. It wasn’t just relaxing, no… it was something else. It was also daring. It made her heart beat just a little bit faster, made her breath come just a little bit quicker. It was making her excited. No, excited wasn’t the right word- not quite. It was making her…

Horny?

She realized with a start that she was aroused! The signs were unmistakable. Her breath coming heavier, her pulse beginning to race, an all too familiar rush of warmth flowing to her loins. She shifted in place a bit, trying to stave off the feeling, but it was no use. It was definitely arousal.

“Are you… are you guys feeling a little strange?” Katie said, looking at the other two of them.

“I… uh… yeah, a little.” Stephanie said, fidgeting. Katie recognized the impulse. Stephanie must be feeling horny as well. Whatever it was, it was definitely having an effect on them. 

“Y…yeah…” Mary said dreamily. She turned to look at Katie, but she couldn’t muster more of a response than that. Instead she simply stared out into space, her eyes a little unfocussed, her breathing getting a little heavier.

“M…maybe some sort of gas?” Katie said. She was having a hard time thinking. The smell was almost overpowering now. The smell brought her a complex, contradictory set of feelings, of impulses; at once she was happy and peaceful, as if she was sinking into a nice bath after a hard day of filming. On the other, it was like hot, molten arousal was being poured into her, making her hotter, making her body more sensitive, more eager for touch.

“Yeah…” Stephanie said, her voice taking on a faraway tone even as her eyes followed suit. “M… must be…”

But there was something definitely off about the whole situation. This couldn’t be any sort of ordinary gas. What the hell sort of gas made you horny? There was something wrong. Something very, very wrong. 

“We… we need to get fresh air in here.” Katie said, struggling to think. She was having a hard time with any sort of independent thought; her arousal was definitely stronger now, the lust coursing within her. Her thoughts jumbled around in her head, bouncing around too fast for her to catch, escaping just beyond her reach and leaving only the rapidly rising fires of her lust behind. 

She looked over at Stephanie, and before she could stop herself she realized that Stephanie was in fact more beautiful than Katie originally thought. She was breathing deeply, her chest rising and falling with every short, quick breath, accentuating her nicely-sized breasts. Her hard nipples pressed through her thin bra, leaving nothing to Katie’s imagination.

Katie’s imagination, however, was doing an awful lot on its own. All of a sudden she wondered what it would feel like to have her hands on those nipples. To have them between her fingers, tweaking them, hearing Stephanie gasp, her blonde hair falling in waves as her body reacted to Katie’s touch. She wondered why she wasn’t doing it. 

It seemed as though her body was on autopilot, as if she was watching herself in a dream. She walked over to Stephanie, bringing her hand up, and she grasped Stephanie’s breasts through the fabric of her bra.

“What are you… doing?” Mary said, her eyes widening a little. Stephanie’s eyes widened as well, but not from confusion. She drew in her breath sharply, and her body twitched, writhing slightly in response to Katie’s touch.

“Oh…” she said, mustering a small, barely murmured whisper at Katie’s touch. She felt something. Katie felt something, too. It was like a live wire lit up inside her, like something finished a circuit inside her body. Touching Stephanie felt great! It felt like what she was born to do, like what she needed to do. The fog in her mind lifted just a little bit when she caressed Stephanie, just that little bit. It was heaven.

“The gas…” Katie said. “Mary, the gas.”

“What? What… what about it?” Mary said, her eyes still struggling to lock onto Katie’s.

“Touching… touching’s good.” Katie said, a thought reaching her through the fog of lust that had descended upon her. “Feels… feels a little better when you touch.”

“That doesn’t… doesn’t make sense…” Mary said weakly.

“I…” Katie said. She stopped, thinking, while she idly tweaked Stephanie’s nipples, slipping her hand under the cup of her bra. That didn’t make sense. But… it did? She was so confused. She realized, dimly, through the fog of her brain that this wasn’t right, wasn’t normal… and a small part of her said that touching Stephanie’s breasts, running her hand along Stephanie’s nipples, wasn’t what she should be doing, that it wasn’t right.

But she didn’t care. It felt so good to touch Stephanie. It was like a live wire jolting inside of her, a warm pulse of lust and pleasure that flowed through her. Stephanie seemed to know this, too; her hand reached out, caressing Katie’s small, taut waist, causing Katie’s own skin to tingle in pleasure where Stephanie’s hand left its mark.

That felt good. That felt so good. Katie’s eyes almost rolled up into her head as she allowed Stephanie to stroke her, to caress her.

“Guys… n… no…” Mary said again. A small part of Katie agreed, amplified the no- but a very small part. The rest of her knew differently. The gas was good. Oh, it was so good. They told her that it was ok, it was alright, that she should feel this way and that feeling this way was good. It was truth, an indelible truth that was etching itself into Katie’s mind, into her very body.

Katie noted, almost detached, that even though Mary’s mouth said no her body yearned, her body knew. Her breathing was ragged now, her chest rising and falling, her eyes locked onto Stephanie’s pert, stiff nipples sticking out of her shirt. Oh, she knew. Her body knew.

Stephanie moved her hand along Katie’s waist, slipping through the waistband of Katie’s jeans, sliding down to cup her bottom. The feel of Stephanie’s hand emboldened Katie, and her hand also began to explore. Her breasts, nice and firm, yielded softly to Katie’s touch as she caressed them, kneading them, tweaking and thumbing her nipples as she gasped sharply.

The two of them seemed to be intertwined, sharing some sort of primal, mysterious link as their hands began to explore each other’s bodies. Katie brought her mouth to Stephanie’s, and the two of them locked lips, their tongues exploring each other’s mouths.

Katie began to kiss Stephanie in earnest, now, and Stephanie responded in kind. Their hands began to slide on each other, feeling their curves, their skin, their bodies. They freed themselves of their bras, their stiff, aroused breasts pressed against each other even as they continued to kiss each other sensuously. They began to sink to the floor, their passion overtaking them.

“You… you guys aren’t lesbians…” Mary said, even as she came closer to the two, even as her body willed her closer to the pair on the floor.

Weren’t they? She thought that Mary was right. But at the same time the question didn’t seem to matter, now. She felt good, and the wonderful, amazing gas that permeated her told her that it felt good, that everything was fine so long as she continued to run her hands along Stephanie, along Mary, along anything that came within her reach.

Katie pushed Stephanie down on the floor, on her back, undoing her jeans and sliding them off her. The smell of her lust was thick in the cramped confines of the elevator- a sweet, wonderful smell that mingled with the gas, that wonderful, mysterious gas, making Katie’s heady arousal even more potent. She began to creep downwards, slinking down Stephanie’s body, towards the entrance of her sex.

“Oh… oh, yes…” Stephanie said, the first thing she’d said since Katie’s hands made contact with her skin. She writhed beneath Katie’s touch. 

Katie reveled in drawing out Stephanie’s anticipation. She started to kiss Stephanie, tease her, slide her hands along the front of her body- slow, tantalizing motions. She brought her mouth to Stephanie’s skin, kissing it- flirty, light, daring kisses mixed with slow, seductive ones as she proceeded down the length of Stephanie’s body, getting to her breasts, kissing them gently, softly, deliciously.

With a quick, flirty wink, Katie took Stephanie’s nipple into her mouth in a slow, undeniably erotic motion. Stephanie gasped, her back arching up even as Katie took her breast in. Stephanie was unable to restrain a low, quivering moan as she writhed beneath Katie, Katie’s mouth bringing her teasing, amazing erotic sensations like she had never experienced before.

Katie didn’t remember enjoying the feel of woman, but she did now. It filled her with excitement, fueled her own lust as she continued to suck on Stephanie’s nipples, as her mouth with a slow, steady precision from nipples to nipple, breast to breast, kissing and sucking and making Stephanie squirm in unabashed pleasure. Stephanie moaned, her hand coming up to Katie’s hair, snaking her fingers in Katie’s red hair and pushing it even deeper into her breasts as Katie made her moan and squirm.

It was almost as though Katie could hear words, as though the gas permeated not only her body but her mind as well. Were she in a better state of mind, she would have rebelled against what she was doing, what her body wanted. She would have known on some level that this was wrong, that the gas was doing something to her.

She knew she should stop caressing Stephanie like this, knew she shouldn’t be pressing up against Stephanie’s sex with her finger, ever so slightly, enjoying the moans and sighs that she got from Stephanie. But she couldn’t stop herself, didn’t want to stop herself as she slowly, deliberately slipped a finger into Stephanie, feeling the other girl moan in ecstasy. It felt so much better to play with Stephanie. She understood that- it felt so good, so right, how could she resist it?

“Oh, god, yes…” Stephanie said, moaning beneath Katie’s ministrations. Katie began to thrust her finger in and out of Stephanie’s pussy, rewarded by the groans and moans of the girl beneath her. She teased her, pleased her, slid her finger out of Stephanie’s pussy, rubbing and thumbing her clit, then coming back down again to plunge it deep inside her, eliciting more shrieks and moans of pleasure from the writhing blonde beauty beneath her.

Katie’s own lust, however, could not be ignored- seeing Stephanie writhe like that stoked the passion inside her even more, made her pussy thrum and jolt with the electric spark of pleasure that seemed to surge through her system. She undid her own jeans, sliding her hand down beneath her jeans, coming in contact with her own pussy.

It felt amazing. The fog lifted even more, burned away by the clear, beautiful power of her ecstasy. She gasped as her finger entered her pussy, sending shockwaves straight into it. She had never felt anything like it before, not with anyone- a wave of intense, amazing arousal that threatened to overwhelm her, a wave of pleasure unlike anything that had come before it.

She explored both Stephanie’s body and her own in tandem, her hands mimicking each other’s motions. It was like her pussy had lit up, a molten river of lust flowing from it throughout her body. She wasn’t simply going in and out, no- she was exploring, sliding, making herself feel good, rubbing her fingers on her slit even as she thrust her fingers inside of her, snaking out again to revisit her clit.

But it wasn’t enough. She was there, teetering, furiously fingering herself even as she had her other hand buried in Stephanie, who could barely speak due to the pleasure coursing through her. She knew what she needed.

“Mary.” She said, finally addressing the lust-stricken friend she had been ignoring. “Come here.”

It was a command, and one that Mary, in her weakened state, could not resist. She walked over to Katie, slowly but surely. The raging torrent of lust she was trying to hold back was evident now- her nipples poked strongly out of her sheer green t-shirt, and her eyes were wild with lust, her dark black hair glistening with sweat as she moved towards Mary.

“Mary.” Katie said, her hands still buried deep in both her pussy and Stephanie’s. “Lay down and eat me out, love.”

“I… I…” Mary said, even as she began to get down. “I’m not… I don’t… do that…”

“Shh, Mary dear. Just do what I say.” Katie said. A part of her understood Mary’s hesitation, but she couldn’t worry about that now. Mary needed to make her feel good, needed to push her off the cliff of ecstasy that Katie was teetering on. Feeling good was all that mattered, and Mary would make her feel good.

Mary seemed like she was mustering up the strength to say something, but she never got it out. Instead she laid down, and Katie shimmied off the rest of her jeans and underwear. She moved herself on top of Mary, her wet, dripping pussy just inches from Mary’s face.

“Make me feel good, Mary.” Katie whispered, almost to herself, and then she brought her pussy down on Mary’s face. After what seemed to be a momentary hesitation, Mary, sweet Mary, began to work her magic. She darted in with her tongue, using it to firmly and quickly part Katie’s pussy lips. 

She was shy, inexperienced, but she made up for it with a growing earnestness. Her small, darting tongue began to get more daring, more exploratory. Her tongue slid up and down, side to side, in and out in amazing, teasing, almost inconceivably arousing waves. Katie began to writhe on top of Mary.

“Oh, god, that’s it, Mary…” Katie said as Mary’s tongue stroked along her clit. Katie moaned instinctively, uncontrollably, moaning almost in time with Stephanie’s own moans and groans as the two climbed the mountain of lust higher and higher. With every stroke and thrust of Mary’s tongue, Katie felt shockwaves of lust reverberate through her, titanic surges of arousal that hit her over and over again. She groaned, beginning to lose herself in them, starting to become overwhelmed by them.

“Oh god, Katie...” Stephanie began to moan as well, Katie’s own fingers reacting to Mary’s tongue, moving furiously in Stephanie’s pussy. Stephanie’s hands came up to her breasts, feeling them, kneading them almost unconsciously, stroking her sensitive tits to bring herself to the brink of orgasm.

Despite Mary’s previous resistance to the idea of Katie’s pussy on her face, she seemed to have come to her new task with excitement and enthusiasm. Her tongue, eager if unskilled, was making Katie feel better than she had ever felt before. Katie’s desperation for release from her building lust was building ever higher, rapidly reaching past the point of no return. She began to grind her hips into Mary’s mouth, trying to match her rhythm.

“Oh god! Yes! Mary!” Katie screamed, as Mary continued to work Katie’s pussy in a practiced, confident motion. She started to go faster, ever so slightly faster, her tongue exploring and methodically bringing Katie higher and higher. Katie felt herself on the edge, felt herself about to fall off that cliff, and knew that in moments she would not be able to arrest her powerful orgasm.

“OHGOD MARY!” Katie shrieked finally, seizing Mary’s hair in one hand while the other continued to slide furiously in and out of Stephanie’s pussy. Both girls came in unison, Stephanie’s back arching in ecstatic passion while Katie’s hips continued to writhe, wriggle, twist on Mary’s mouth. Mary never faltered, her tongue continuing to please Katie throughout the entire orgasm she experienced.

Katie’s orgasm continued for what seemed like ages, the hot torrent of passion and pleasure raging through her body like a wildfire, unabated and unstoppable. Finally it subsided, and she teetered off Mary’s face uncertainly, her body still weak and rubbery-feeling from the force of the orgasm.

“That was…” Stephanie said, panting. “That was amazing.”

“Yeah, it was.” Katie said, agreeing, her breath still catching from the intensity of the orgasm. “Wow…”

“But you’re forgetting one things, girls.” Mary said suddenly, still laying on the floor of the elevator.

“Oh? What’s that?” Katie said, looking at her.

“While we were busy with you, nobody took care of me.” She said, flashing a wicked grin.

“That’s what you get for coming late to the party, love.” Katie said, returning Mary’s wicked grin as she began to slide down Mary’s body. 

“Mary made us feel so very, very good, Katie.” Stephanie said, her own hands moving towards Mary’s breasts. “It’s only right that we return the favor.”

Katie didn’t say anything. She hoped her actions spoke louder than words as she brought her tongue down to Mary’s sex, eliciting a wonderful, deep moan from her friend that only served to bring back the fires of her own arousal. After she was done they’d have to give her a go again. And again. And again…

And best of all, the fog in her mind had lifted. She didn’t even notice the gas anymore…
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