DING!

Stitch groggily awoke to that sound. He went to sleep not that long ago, and… Wait, where was he?

Stitch got up and looked at his surroundings. It was a small room with a red carpet, some large doors across from him, and next to them was a panel with multiple small buttons. Was he in an elevator?
“Aloha?” Stitch called out. “Can anyone hear Stitch?”
No response.

Question after question appeared in Stitch’s head. How did he get here? Who brought him here? Was he truly alone? And more importantly: Where was this place exactly?

Suddenly, he heard a voice, “Going up.” It said in a somewhat robotic tone. As if that specific line had been repeated countless times before.
After the voice spoke, the elevator began going up. Taking Stitch along for the ride. Upon a second glance, Stitch noticed that, aside from the closed elevator doors, there was absolutely no way out. He felt himself panic, but quickly pushed it back down. He’d get off at some point, right?

As the elevator went up, it dinged peacefully as it passed each floor. Taking a glance at the LED display, Stitch saw that the numbers were currently single digits. So he assumed that he started on one of the lower floors. But then he felt something. One that he didn’t notice before, but as the elevator went up, it slowly but surely became clearer.
Stitch had to pee.

It was strange, really. As the elevator dinged, Stitch could feel more pressure added to his bladder. How was this possible? Stitch figured that it didn’t matter since, as the elevator reached double digits, he was struggling to hold it in.
At first, it was easy. As time went on, however, he went from quivering his knees, to crossing his legs, and now he was grabbing his penis with one hand. “Hnn… Stitch hopes there’s a bathroom at his destination…”
Looking at the buttons again, Stitch began counting the buttons. Not only to take his mind off of his bladder, but to also figure out what the highest floor was. He lost count a few times due to the pressure getting more intense, but eventually, he estimated the highest floor to be… Fifty?! And the elevator just dinged at floor sixteen. This was gonna be hard…

SOME TIME LATER…
“Oogh… Stitch really gotta pee…!” Stitch grunted as he looked back up at the display. He just passed floor thirty-five. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be much longer until the doors opened.

Stitch wasn’t doing too good. He resorted to using both hands to hold his penis, he was sweating excessively, and his bladder felt like it was being pressed by a bowling ball. He then stood up straight and repeated ‘Stitch won’t think about it.’ in his head. This didn’t help at all as a short spurt of urine escaped him.

Stitch gasped and plugged his urethra to prevent the flow from escalating further. “Stitch doesn’t know if he can hold it any more…”
After hearing yet another ding, Stitch looked up at the display: The number was forty-eight. Please, let it be soon enough…!
Once another ding was heard, Stitch felt like he was close to bursting. It was only a matter of time before…

DING!

“Now arriving at the fiftieth floor. Please watch your step.” The voice from the start spoke up. Stitch lit up. Soon, the doors would open, and he could relieve himself!
Stitch waited. And waited. The doors wouldn’t open. Was the elevator broken? Stitch felt panic rise inside him. The elevator stopped; why weren’t the doors opening? Was he trapped? Would he have to resort to peeing in an elevator?
…With nobody else in it and no one to see him be so embarrassed?

Upon another glance around, Stitch confirmed it: There were no security cameras, and the only sounds he could hear were his own breathing and heartbeat. Stitch knew it was a naughty thing to do, but…
“Mnng… NNG!” Stitch groaned before another spurt of pee escaped his grasp. Nope! He needed to pee, and his body needed relief NOW!
Stitch gulped and reluctantly let go. Allowing the urine to flow out of his desperate body. “Aaaah…” Stitch sighed. The puddle underneath him was growing ever so slightly, but he didn’t really care anymore. It just felt so good!
His peeing got to the point where he was getting an erection. Stich smirked as he got a very lewd idea~ He peed a bit into his hand and began jerking off. Using his urine as lube. The relief from peeing combined with the pleasure from his dick was too much for Stitch. The urine stopped and he came. After that, he continued peeing until his bladder was completely empty.
“Hah… Hah… Stitch is… So tired now…” He panted before flopping onto his back and falling asleep.


But then… He felt something. A soft sheet on top of him that was wet around his nether regions, and the carpeted floor slowly turning into a softer floor. What was this feeling? Was the elevator changing? Stitch opened his eyes, and…

Dammit, he wet the bed again!
