
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: image-EY54F6NH.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: image-EY54F6NH.jpg]
		

		

	
		 

		Swapped with My Crush

		 

		Kinky Press

		 

		Published by Steamy eReads, 2019.

		

	
		 

		Also by Kinky Press

		 

		Drenchings

		
			Drenched by a Cop
		

		 

		Hedon Knights

		
			The Knights Milk Maid
		

		 

		Hucow

		
			Dairy Farm Sorority
		

		
			Forbidden Milk: Taboo Younger Man MILF
		

		
			Doctor's Forbidden Milk: Naughty Medical Professionals
		

		
			Doctor's Forbidden Milk
		

		
			Milk My Wife
		

		
			Captive Space Pirate Milk
		

		
			The Cowboys Milk
		

		
			Coach's Milking Cow
		

		
			Forbidden Relief
		

		 

		Kinky Press Bimbo Dolls

		
			Testing of a Doll Toy
		

		
			Doll Toy for the Force
		

		
			Investigating the Doll Toys
		

		
			Sorority Doll Toy
		

		
			The Collected Doll Toys
		

		
			Three Men, One Doll Toy
		

		
			Sharing a Doll Toy
		

		
			Doll Toy Delivery
		

		
			The Scientist's Doll Toy
		

		
			Doll Toy for the Force
		

		 

		Kinky Press Gender Swap

		
			His New Body
		

		
			Swapped for the Service
		

		
			Swapped by Sorcery
		

		
			Swapped by Science
		

		
			Swapped for a Nurse
		

		 

		Kinky Press Sissies

		
			Sorority Sissy
		

		
			Her Bull's Sissy
		

		
			Her Sissy
		

		
			His Boss' Sissy
		

		
			The CEO's Sissy
		

		
			A Shamed Sissy
		

		
			The Cop's Sissy
		

		
			The Cop's Sissy 2
		

		
			The Cop's Sissy 3
		

		 

		Monsters

		
			Velociram'd and Wrecked
		

		
			Troll Bridge
		

		 

		Standalone

		
			Eight Rods Each
		

		
			Nipple Play
		

		
			Hucow Milkings: 5 Book Bundle
		

		
			Doll Toys 2 4 Book Bundle Dollification Bimbofication
		

		
			Doll Toys 5 Book Bundle Dollification Bimbofication
		

		
			Hedon Hordes: 11 Book Bundle
		

		
			Swapped for Hot Action
		

		
			Big Sissy Bundle
		

		
			Gender Swap 10 Book Bundle Set #1
		

		
			His Alien Exxxcess
		

		
			King Valehan's Milk Maid
		

		
			Swapped by My Fraternity
		

		
			Swapped with My Crush
		

		
			Drenched by Another Man
		

		
			Drenched by Two Cowboys
		

		
			Drenched by Two Soldiers
		

		
			Drenched for Release
		

		
			Drenchings 5 Book Bundle
		

		
			Gender Swap 10 Book Bundle: Set #2
		

		
			Gender Swap 20 Book Mega Bundle
		

		
			His First Satyr
		

		
			Hucow Milking Herd: 10 Book Bundle
		

		
			Jenny's Accident
		

		
			Jenny's New Life
		

		
			Life as a Torso
		

		
			Limbless and Exposed 3 Book Complete Bundle
		

		
			Milk for the Cowboy
		

		
			Paid to be a Sissy
		

		
			Seeding the Milking Cow
		

		
			Shared Milking Cow
		

		
			Swapped and Frozen
		

		
			Swapped and Tag Teamed
		

		
			Swapped and Toyed With
		

		
			Swapped for Lesbian Action
		

		
			Swapped for My Lesbian
		

		
			Swapped with My Housewife
		

		
			Swapped with the Wife
		

		
			Forbidden Seed
		

		
			Gender Swap 5 Book Bundle Volume 4
		

		
			Swapped for the Beast
		

		
			Swapped for the Duke
		

		
			Swapped at College
		

		
			Swapped for My Lesbian Roommate
		

		
			Swapped for the Lesbian
		

		
			Swapped for the Lesbian Elf
		

		
			Swapped for the Lesbians
		

		 

		


		Steamy eReads Presents

		 

		Swapped with My Crush

		 

		Kinky Press

		


		
			Browse Kinky Press’s Kinky Stories
		

		
			Join the Kinky Press Mailing List for deals and updates!
		

		
			Prefer AudioBooks? Sign up for the AudioBook Mailing List
		

		Copyright © 2018 by Steamy eReads

		All rights reserved

		 

		


		Table of Contents

		 

		
			Chapter One
		

		
			Chapter Two
		

		
			Chapter Three
		

		
			Chapter Four
		

		
			Chapter Five
		

		
			Chapter Six
		

		
			Chapter Seven
		

		 

		


		I blinked my eyes open.  The clock next to my bed read 10:15, and I was very happy it was the weekend. A three day weekend, at that!  I stretched my body, and for some reason, I felt shorter.  Sheets touched more of my bare skin than they should’ve, since I slept in my boxers and a shirt.  It felt like my boxers had ridden up my ass, and I reached to pull them down.  They wouldn’t stretch anymore, and it felt like a pair of briefs.  My ass felt a lot curvier than I remember.  Fabric rubbed against my nipples as I moved, and they were far more sensitive than usual. 

		Something weighed down on my chest while I sat up.  Panic struck my heart when I looked down and saw that my chest made a large curve in the shirt I was wearing.  Hard nipples poked through the fabric.  My chest was soft to the touch, yet very firm.  Pleasure radiated through my body when I played with my nipples that were the size and shape of eraser tips.  Instead of a rising cock, a wetness started to accumulate between my legs. 

		Blonde hair entered my peripheral vision, and I noticed this room was definitely not mine at all.  It looked familiar, and I quickly realized it was Tiffany’s apartment.  I threw the sheets from my body and went to the mirror hanging on the wall.  Tiffany looked back at me in the mirror.  Her face was one of concern, and every movement that I made, the reflection of Tiffany also made.  After making facial expressions in the mirror and laughing to myself how silly Tiffany looked, the realization that I could touch and see Tiffany’s breasts exploded into my mind. 

		Tiffany’s reflection grabbed her tits through the thin shirt she wore.  I rubbed her nipples until they were rock hard.  Areolas felt rippled through the thin shirt, and my pussy was getting wet.  Breasts jiggled as I bounced around on the balls of my feet.  More moisture was between my legs, and I squeezed my thighs together to give some relief.  I took several deep breaths as I put my hands on the hem of the shirt.  Tiffany’s reflection had an expression of lust and hunger before I finally lifted the shirt up to expose her flat stomach.  I rubbed the smooth flesh, and slowly my hand went up her shirt until I held her bare breasts.  The skin was smooth and soft as I squeezed it.  Her nipple was rubbery and stiff as I flicked it with my fingers.  I couldn’t wait anymore, and I took the shirt off completely. 

		Tiffany was topless in the mirror in front of me.  Large, creamy breasts were firm with pink, erect nipples.  I felt her rippled areolas and moaned at my own touch.  Hearing Tiffany’s sexy moan drove me crazy.  My pussy throbbed with lust, and I went back to the bed to pull off my panties.  I saw the same pussy I had seen two nights ago.  It was still freshly shaved, and I ran my hand over the smooth flesh.  Nearly invisible stubble prickled under my hand as I rubbed her mound.  A finger went lower, and pleasure shot through my body when I touched my clit.  Louder moans slipped from my lips while I rubbed my pussy.  Except, it wasn’t mine.  It was Tiffany’s pussy.  I actually had my hand on Tiffany’s pussy right now. 

		Sheets felt good under my naked body as I writhed.  Two fingers slipped into my wet pussy, and the penetration excited me even more.  Hips bucked to the pleasure, and I used my free hand to caress my breast.  Hands and fingers exploring my body felt amazing, and it was even better with me knowing that I was also getting the chance to feel Tiffany’s hot body.  Moans grew louder, and there was no doubt that the neighbors thought she was getting fucked hard. 

		Without taking my hand off my pussy, I scooted across the bed until I was close to the nightstand.  My free hand pulled a drawer out, and I grabbed a dildo.  Tiffany had talked about her dildo and condom drawer often enough that I knew right where it was.  According to her, every girl has one.  Whether that was actually true was a mystery.

		Vibrations buzzed through my hand when I flicked the on switch, and my pussy got wetter as if this body knew what was coming.  I had to bite my lower lip to keep from screaming as my clit buzzed with excitement.  Slowly, the plastic dick went into my pussy.  It wasn’t one of the more detailed kind, since it did not have a head or veins like I had seen at some stores.  It did fill my pussy while my walls closed on it, though.  My body shook with pleasure, and I felt the release approaching.

		Intense waves of pleasure went through my body, and every muscle tensed.  Vaginal walls squeezed on plastic, and I felt every detail of the fake penis.  Thoughts of what it would feel like around a real penis entered my mind as I rode out my orgasm.

		
		Chapter One

		 

		It was eleven at night when my phone rang.  Tiffany’s voice was shaky, and she asked if she could come over.  At that hour, it could be only one thing, and I agreed as I had so many times before.  Despite being dressed in only a t-shirt and boxers, I didn't bother finding something else to wear before opening the apartment door for her.  Makeup was streaked with tears, and her eyes were bloodshot.  Blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail.  Creamy cleavage showed in her V-neck shirt, and her skirt exposed her smooth thighs. 

		“Tod cheated on me.”  Tiffany sniffled. 

		I put my arms around Tiffany, and her large breasts pushed into me as she held me close.  Her heat felt good against my body while I held her.  My cock began to harden, and I broke the embrace before she could feel it.  “I’m so sorry.”

		“I walk in, and he’s fucking some bitch right there in the bed.  The bed that we fuck on.”  Tiffany sobbed, and I handed her a tissue before going into the kitchen to mix some drinks. “The worst part is when she throws it in my face that they’ve been screwing for weeks.”

		I knew the alcohol concentration that she preferred, and I made mine slightly stronger.  They were both pink and fruity.  I had nothing to prove to Tiffany, and they were damn tasty.  She sighed when she brought it to her lips. 

		“Sometimes, things just aren’t meant to be.”  I sat next to Tiffany while I sipped my drink.  Sweet fruit juice hid the burning taste of the alcohol.  It would be easy to get drunk from these if one tried to.  I know, because I have many times. 

		“I know.”  Tiffany sniffled and wiped her nose.  “It’s just that I wanted this one to be.  He was so good to me.”

		No he wasn’t.  “You’ll meet a better one.” 

		“One that won’t cheat on me.”

		I nodded.  “One that will treat you right.”

		“With respect.”

		I raised my glass and clinked it against hers before we both took a sip.  “And he’ll listen to you.”

		“I did often get the feeling that Tod never listened to me.”  Tiffany tilted her head as if in thought.

		“Let’s not worry about Tod right now.”  I slid my arm around Tiffany’s shoulders and brought her closer to me.  Her warmth pressed into my body, and her left breast rested on my bicep.  “There are many other men.”

		“But I loved him.”

		“Sometimes, the people we love do not love us back.”  I rubbed her back while she sipped her drink.  My cock started to rise and threatened to push out through my fly.  I crossed my legs to avoid exposure. 

		“I suppose you’re right.”  Tiffany rested fully on my body, and she leaned her head on my shoulder.  Remnants of tears dampened the shirt while her makeup left streaks.  It was worth it to feel her close to me.  Her shirt hung loose as she rested on me, giving me a perfect view of her delicious tits.  I could almost see her nipples, and my cock swelled between my legs.  There was no way that Tiffany didn’t notice the purple head poking from my boxers, but she said nothing.  Instead, she yawned and snuggled into my chest more. 

		“Maybe you should go get yourself cleaned up,” I said.  “You can sleep on my couch tonight.”

		“Thanks, John.  You’re the best.” 

		A shock went through my body when Tiffany kissed me on the cheek.  Her skirt rode up to expose white and pink panties, and her ass was inches from my face when she stood.  I continued to watch her ass move in that skirt as she walked to the bathroom.  When the door clicked shut, I imagined Tiffany’s gorgeous, naked body just on the other side of the door. 

		With the coast clear, I took the moment in privacy to squeeze my cock.  Pleasure shot through me while I thought of Tiffany.  Undoubtedly, she was already topless — and only on the other side of that door.  If only I could see through walls.  Then I could see her beautiful, creamy tits with pink nipples.  We had been friends for years, and a couple accidental exposures had happened.  They were rare and only made me crave seeing her beautiful body more. 

		I imagined that skirt falling to her ankles.  Her ass would be ripe and taut when she bent over to take her panties off.  It would be smooth to the touch and firm to squeeze.  A couple of my fingers would slip into her cleft and rub her center.  Loving moans would come from her lips while she bucked her hips. 

		I had my cock completely out and was jerking myself on the couch as I thought of Tiffany’s nude body.  I wondered how her pussy was groomed.  Perhaps it was a thin landing strip, or maybe it was a neatly trimmed triangle.  Or maybe it was completely shaved.  A spike in pleasure went through me as I thought if she were using my facial razor to touch it up a bit in the shower.  The fact that it almost certainly wasn’t happening in reality didn’t stop my masturbatory fantasy from imagining her doing it. 

		The shower came on, and I hammered my cock to the fantasy of Tiffany bent over to expose her pussy lips and asshole while she stroked her clit.  Natural lubrication glistened in her slit while I approached.  I pressed my cock against her warm entrance and felt her wetness.  I grasped her firm tits while I thrust into her.  Entry would be warm and tight. 

		My balls tingled and warmed as I fantasy-fucked my best friend.  Precum leaked from the tip of my cock, which I used as lubrication to stroke myself faster.  I couldn’t stop myself from groaning.  Thoughts of what Tod had seen and done filled my mind.  If I had her, I would never cheat on her.  That beautiful body could satisfy me for a lifetime.  She was on the other side of the door with not a stitch of clothing on her.  There was a fair chance she was masturbating, too.  After all, I did it in the shower often enough. 

		Blasts of cum shot from my cock and the sticky liquid coated my hands.  It splashed onto my shirt and down my boxers as well.  My cock twitched in my hand with every wave of pleasure before I finally sighed.  I panted as I basked in the glow of my orgasm.  Water shutting off snapped me back to reality. 

		I pulled down my boxers and lifted the shirt above my head.  I tossed them into a corner of the room and frantically searched for something to wipe the cum.  Paper towels were able to wipe it off mostly, but a sticky reside remained. I ran the paper towel under the water and wiped more.  It only smeared across my lower body, and I threw it away.  My hands moved to cover my cock when the bathroom door opened. 

		“What the fuck?”  Tiffany’s eyes went up and down my body.  I was completely naked before her with only my hand to shield my cock.  It was rapidly hardening in my hand while I checked out Tiffany’s body, which was only clad in a towel.  Water droplets remained on her perfect skin.  Textured cloth barely covered her pussy and left ample cleavage to my lustful eyes.  “Where’s your clothes?”

		“I spilled my drink on them.” I hoped desperately for Tiffany to simply believe me and not to check my clothes for red juice.  She only moved slightly when I pushed past her, and her eyes were leveled between my legs.  As my cock grew in arousal, it became impossible to cover it completely, so she got a peek.  “It’s my turn to shower now.”

		“Yeah, sure.”  Tiffany craned her neck while she looked at my ass.  “Water is cold, by the way.”

		I stepped into the shower and turned on the water.  Cold water blasted my body and made me shriek like a woman.  Tiffany wasn’t lying!  My dick shrank in the cold temperature, and I rinsed the cum off as best I could before getting back out.  I quickly dried off and wrapped the towel around my waist.  “That was fucking freezing!”

		“I tried to warn you.”  Tiffany already had another drink in her hand.  Baggy clothes from my closet hung from her body, and I found myself wondering if she was wearing underwear.  Naturally, I knew she was.  Still, I couldn't see it, and that left enough to my imagination until it was proven otherwise. 

		“You said it was cold.  Not fucking freezing.”  My teeth chattered as I went into the bedroom to pick another pair of boxers and a t-shirt to wear around Tiffany.  Before I left the room, I picked up a pair of shorts.  It was probably best that I not scare her with my erection again.  “How’d you use up all the hot water in the apartment, anyway?”

		Tiffany shrugged, and I noticed her breasts moving in the loose clothing.  Obviously, I did not keep spare bras in my apartment, so her tits were free to move.  Nipples poked through the fabric, and my cock started to stiffen again. 

		“It wasn’t that warm to begin with.”

		I made myself another drink and lowered myself on the couch next to Tiffany.  Again, she snuggled into my chest, and I put my arm around her.  We picked a movie from my archive and let it play.  We had both seen it dozens of times, but it made for good background noise.  Tiffany brushed her hand against my shorts.  “No more boxers?”

		“I felt like wearing a little bit more.”

		“You don’t have to be self-conscious around me.”  Tiffany winked.  “Go ahead and take those off.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah.”  Tiffany’s hands were already at work to undo my shorts.  She was brushing against my cock as she did so.  Whether it was intentional or not was difficult to discern.  “I liked that you were lounging around in what you would normally wear if you were alone.  We’ve been best friends for years.  We should be comfortable.”

		My boxers slipped down slightly to expose pubic hair when Tiffany drunkenly yanked down my shorts.  They only stopped when they were snagged on my hardening cock.  She barely seemed to notice by the time I pulled them back up. 

		“Isn’t this better?”  Tiffany’s fingers traced my upper thigh through the thin fabric of my boxers, and my cock strained against the confining boxers.  She was less than an inch from feeling my hard member, and I breathed faster as I deeply wished for her touch it. 

		“Yes.  This is much better.”

		Tiffany’s eyes were staring straight at the bulging line that my cock had made in the thin fabric.  There was no way she didn’t see it, and even the head was discernable.  “If you were at my place, I would hang out in bra and panties.”

		“Really?”

		“Well, not really, I suppose.  I wouldn’t wear a bra if I was just relaxing.  I usually wear a loose shirt and panties.”

		“Similar to what you’re wearing now?”

		Tiffany giggled.  “No, silly.  It’d be a chick shirt.  And I’d be wearing panties.”

		I felt my heart nearly skip a beat.  “You’re not wearing panties?”

		Tiffany giggled.  “Well, you didn’t expect me to put my other ones on after I showered, did you?  And it’s not like your boxers would fit on me.”

		I gulped my drink.  “How many drinks have you had?”

		Tiffany laughed.  “Just three, but I’m such a lightweight.”

		“That is very apparent.”

		Tiffany took her hand from me, and my cock twitched with excitement when she reached for the hem of her shirt instead.  “Want to see my pussy?”

		“Yes.”  It was the only sane answer to her question.

		Tiffany grinned and slowly raised her shirt.  More of her juicy thighs were exposed, and my heart beat faster the closer she got to the center.  Just above where her legs met was a crease in her skin.  Not a hair was above her pussy, and I stared for several glorious seconds.  My dick was rock hard and pulsing in my boxers. 

		Tiffany ran her fingers over her sex.  “I had it fresh shaved for Tod.  At least somebody got to see it.”

		“It’s beautiful.”

		Tiffany pulled the fabric back down to cover herself.  “That’s all you get to see.  Only seemed fair since I saw your cock.”

		“You saw it?”

		Tiffany nodded.  “When it was poking, and a glimpse when you were naked.  It is a very nice one.”

		In all the excitement, we’d both forgotten about the movie until a loud explosion turned our heads.  It was our favorite scene, and we paused the conversation long enough to finish it.  By the time it was over, Tiffany had drifted to sleep. 

		It was a struggle to get from under her without waking her.  As soon as I was free, she spread out on the couch.  Her legs spread, and the shirt rode up slightly.  My heart jumped when I saw her pussy again.  I walked around the couch to admire it from every angle and spent a long time at the far side, looking at her pink entrance.  My cock throbbed with lust while I enjoyed the view. 

		After enjoying her, I went to the closet to get a spare blanket to drape over her before going to my own bed.  My hands wrapped around my cock while I held onto the memory of Tiffany’s pussy.  It was so gorgeous and well groomed.  The way she had so willingly exposed herself was thrilling.  Being drunk didn’t really excuse it.  We’ve been drunk around each other countless times without flashing each other. 

		In my fantasy, I stripped in the bedroom before heading into the living room.  My hard cock waved in front of me while I approached the couch.  Tiffany lied there fully exposed and wet for me.  I climbed over her and pushed in.  Imagining how tight and wet her pussy would be made me jerk harder. 

		Suddenly, she’d wake up.  Instead of panicking, her hands would go up and down my body while I thrust into her.  Feminine moans would sound through the apartment as I took her.  Soft breasts would be under my hands, and she would scream my name as we both came.  Feeling my release approach, I grabbed a tissue and placed it on the head of my cock.  Semen soaked into it while I grunted out my orgasm.  While Tiffany was probably dead to the world, I wanted to be safe.  I chucked the wadded tissue into the trash before falling asleep. 

		A blaring alarm clock woke me up.  I groaned as I reached to turn it off, and I stretched while being very grateful that it was Friday.  All I would have to do is make it through today at the office, and I’d be free. 

		Tiffany was already making pancakes on the stove.  She wore the same clothes she had worn when she arrived last night.  While seeing her ass in a short skirt wasn’t as good as seeing it uncovered, it was still a welcome sight in the morning. 

		I rubbed my eyes before leaning on the counter near her.  “You don’t have to cook breakfast, you know.”

		Tiffany shrugged as she poured batter onto the pan.  “I woke up first, and I wanted some damn pancakes.  It seemed rude not to make you some as well.”

		“Well, thanks.” 

		“Thank you for letting me crash on your couch last night,” Tiffany said.  “I needed to come to you and vent a bit.  You’re always such a good friend.”

		“Anytime.”  I picked up my plate of pancakes after Tiffany finished both of their stacks.  “Are we still on for the carnival this evening?”

		“Of course.”  Tiffany drowned her pancakes in syrup.  “I’m not gonna cancel that just because dickhead broke up with me.”

		

	
		Chapter Two

		 

		––––––––

		 

		Tiffany rang my doorbell, and we walked to my car.  Her makeup was fresh.  Tight clothes brought attention to her curves, especially to her crotch that was barely covered by the skirt of her dress.  It was cut under her large breasts to show off her taut stomach, and every step threatened to expose her panties.  When she sat in the car, the fabric indeed rode up to expose a silky pink pair.

		“Oops, sorry.”  Tiffany pulled down the material before winking at me.  “It’s not like you haven’t seen it before, though.”

		I gulped and started the car.  It rose several feet in the air, and the wheels retracted into the undercarriage.  “You definitely look nice tonight.”

		“Thank you.”  Another shock went through me when Tiffany kissed me on the cheek again.  “I’m single now; never know who I might see.”

		“At the carnival?”

		“You never know when or where you’ll meet that special someone.” 

		“That is true.”  As much as I felt sorry for Tiffany, I was glad to see Tod gone.  I always felt like a third wheel when Tiffany invited me to hang out with her boyfriend.  Seeing her hug and kiss on another man was also a terrible reminder that I didn’t stand a chance. 

		Bright carnival lights lit up the ground below, and the music could be faintly heard even at the high altitude.  Mechanisms whirred inside the car as the wheels deployed when I descended.  The car slowed to a stop on the gravel parking lot, and I turned the engine off.  We headed to the long line in front of the ticket booth. 

		Families and couples were scattered throughout the carnival grounds.  There was no shortage of attractions to check out.  Tiffany was confused as to which one to see first, and I picked a roller coaster at random.  Her hair flew in the high speed wind and in a moment of fear, she grabbed onto my hand.  She squeezed it tight while screaming at the top of her lungs.  Once the ride slowed down, she cleared her throat and released my hand. 

		“That was a blast!”  Tiffany moved some hair that had blown into her face.  “Let’s go again!”

		I immediately agreed, and again she held my hand once the ride hit top speed.  She didn’t let go until it was over.  My heart raced, and we went to the next ride.  All of them were great fun, and every time the ride went fast, she reached for my hand.  It began to feel more like a date, and my heart soared.  Unfortunately, my heart plummeted just as quickly when guys began to flirt with Tiffany.  It stung when she told them we weren’t actually dating, and they gave her their phone numbers.  At least a couple of them gave me knowing glances of apology.  One of them was a satyr and whispered that he would invite me. 

		“Wanna ride the Ferris wheel?”  It was perfect in my mind to bring Tiffany onto the Ferris wheel.  Being alone with her on a seat would be the perfect opportunity to use a move on her. 

		Tiffany shrugged, which did interesting things to her breasts.  “Sure.  Let’s go.”

		As the safety clicked on our seat, the realization that I had few moves hit me.  Sweat beaded on my body while I tried to think of something to say to her as we went around the wheel. 

		“The city looks so romantic from up here.”  Tiffany took in a deep breath, and we looked at the city lights at the apex of the wheel.

		“Yes, it does.”  I set my arm on the back of the seat and moved it around Tiffany.  Her heat radiated through me when she leaned against my shoulder.  She snuggled her head into me while I held her. 

		Tiffany’s hands rubbed against my chest while she snuggled me.  “You have good muscles.”

		“Thank you.”  It was working!

		“How do you not have a girlfriend?”  Tiffany squeezed one of my pecs, and her fingers grazed my nipple through the fabric.  “You have such an amazing body.”

		“It’s hard to talk to people sometimes.”  Especially when the person I really want was taken, and now I’m too afraid to jeopardize the friendship.

		“Just chill.”  Tiffany leaned back in her seat.  “Like when you talk to me.”

		“Well, it is not always so easy.”

		“Just practice.  Hit me with your best line.”

		“Want to go back to my place and fuck?”

		“That’s not your best line.”  Tiffany crossed her arms, which pushed her cleavage up.  “I’m serious.  Try me.”

		“So, would you like to go out sometime?”

		“For what?”

		I searched for an activity that would be a good first date.  “Wanna see a movie?”

		Tiffany shook her head.  “You don’t want to do a movie on first date.  No talking.  Try an activity date where you both have fun.”

		“Like a carnival?”

		Tiffany nodded.  “Yes, actually.  This would be a very good first date.” 

		“Can this be our first official date?”  The words never left my mouth.  In reality, I just nodded and told her that I would keep that in mind.  Slowly, the ride ended, and we were back on the ground.  As soon as my feet hit the ground, I was aware of the chance I had just blown.  I wanted to kick myself. 

		“That was nice.”

		I nodded and walked with her through the carnival.  We bought cotton candy and hot dogs from vendors.  Minotaurs hit a strength tester with a hammer and made the bell ding multiple times.  I couldn’t even lift the hammer, and the man running the attraction suggested I try to use the one designed for humans.  The hammer was heavy as I lifted it above my head, and I swung with all my strength.  The weight flew up and dinged at the top.  He congratulated me and gave me a large stuffed teddy that I gave to Tiffany.  She kissed me on the cheek and squeezed it. 

		“You’ve been kissing me on the cheek a lot lately.”

		“Are you complaining?”  Tiffany raised her eyebrow.  “Oh no, is this sexual harassment?  Are you gonna report me?  I’m too pretty to go to jail!”

		I laughed.  “Not complaining at all.  It’s just new.”

		“New can be good.”

		“Right now, new is good.”

		“Alright, then quit questioning it.”  Tiffany smiled and hugged her bear. 

		As we walked, a fortune teller booth caught my attention.  Pictures of crystal balls and tarot cards floated in the poster.  Strings of beads blocked the way into the booth proper, and a dwarf with a long red beard stood just outside the barrier.  His arms were as thick as my thighs, and he held up a hand as I approached. 

		“You must wait.  He is with customer.”  His dwarven accent was thick.

		“A fortune teller?”  Tiffany asked. 

		“Seems like it could be fun.”  I shrugged in an attempt to seem casual. 

		“Let’s get it done together.” 

		I shook my head.  “No offense, but I want to see a personal future.”

		Tiffany grinned and nudged me in the arm.  “Trying to see when you’ll get laid.”

		“More like if.”  I laughed to cover my lack of confidence.  A person emerged from the beads, and the dwarf beckoned me in. 

		I pushed the beads aside as I entered the small booth.  A thin elf in dark robes sat at a table.  His top hat sat on the table next to a crystal ball.  A wooden cane with a blue jewel leaned against the corner wall.  Dark hair flowed down his shoulders. 

		Despite having a very youthful face, his eyes appeared ancient as he looked up at me.  “Please, have a seat.”

		I pulled out the chair across from the fortune teller and sat.  “What can you tell me about my future?”

		“A lot with such a vague and stupid question.”  The elf frowned.  “You die at some point.”

		A jolt went through my heart.  I hadn’t even had a date with Tiffany yet, and I had barely started my new career out of college.  “I die?”

		“We all will someday.”

		“Do I die anytime soon?”  My heart hammered.

		“Soon is such a relative word.”  He folded his hands.  “To an elf, thirty years may be soon.”

		“So, I die in thirty years?”

		“Or a hundred,” he said.  “To be honest, I have not looked into your death, because I know that is not why you are here.”

		“How do you know that?”

		“I see the future.”

		“But you can’t tell me when I die?”

		“Seeing years into the future takes effort and energy.  I do not expend that at random for every single customer.  Seeing a few seconds into the future, on the other hand, is like lifting a feather.”  The elf cleared his throat.  “We both know that you came in here with the intent on asking for something.”

		“You know what I am going to say?”

		The elf nodded.  “But only if you say it.  Otherwise, I could not have seen it.”

		I rubbed my temples.  It was a lot to comprehend.  “Alright, so there’s this girl.  She’s right outside the tent, and I want to know if I stand a chance with her.”

		“Ah, young love.”  The elf rubbed his hands together and gazed into the crystal ball.  Bony fingers waved over the ball, and it started to glow.  A similar light lit in his pupils.  “I see her now.  She is blonde, and very attractive if you do not mind me saying so.”

		“Yes, that’s her.”

		“Big, firm breasts and a sweet little behind.”  The elf grinned.  “I’m sure she takes a shower in the future at some point, ah there we go.  Yes, very attractive.”

		Anger swelled in me, but I avoided losing it in front of the elf.  “What is our future?”

		“I see you two together for a long time.”

		“Is it love?”

		“I sense a strong emotional bond that most would call love.”

		I frowned.  “Is it platonic or romantic?”

		“The love that you two share transcends such labels and boundaries.”

		“What does that mean?”

		“It is not so different from what you have now.”  Light in the crystal ball dimmed along with the fortune teller’s eyes.  “You have what a lot of couples wish they had.”

		I swore.  “I don’t care what other couples wish for.  I want to be with her.”

		“A solution is possible.”  The fortune teller stood and walked around the table.  My heart sped up when he approached me, and he picked a single blonde strand of hair from my shoulder.  “Here, I have a strand of her hair.”

		“What are you going to do?”

		“I can do spells in addition to seeing the future.”

		I sighed.  “I don’t want a love spell.”

		“What makes you think I was suggesting a love spell?” 

		“You were hinting at it.”

		He shook his head.  “No, sir.  I merely said that I can do spells.  I never suggested a love spell that will drive her mad with lust to the point she will rip your clothes off and suck your cock dry.”

		I gulped at the image of Tiffany ripping all my clothes off and sucking my dick.  My erection grew while I tried to form words in my mind.  “What do you suggest, then?”

		The elf grinned.  “For just a few bucks more, I can make her see from your point of view better.  And you will see hers.”

		“No loss of control?”

		He shook his head.  “None at all.  Just some insight on how your friend sees the world.  For seventy two hours.”

		“What happens then?”

		“Then it becomes up to you, I suppose.” 

		I blinked.  “So, what does this spell do?”

		“Just provide insight on how that person’s life is.”

		“So we can hear each other’s thoughts?” 

		He shook his head.  “Nothing like that.  More like you can see how much she likes you, and she will see how much you like her.”

		“Sounds good.”  Exposing both our feelings.  What was the worst that could happen?

		“Perfect.”  The elf painfully plucked a hair from my head and weaved my hair with Tiffany’s.  He chanted in a language that made no sense to me.  White light consumed the hairs until they exploded in a small puff.  Sparkling dust rained to the ground before evaporating.  “The spell is complete.”

		“So now what?”

		“Have a nice night.”  The elf laughed.  “And an even better tomorrow.”

		I pushed my way through the beads.  A man walked past me to see the fortune teller next.  Tiffany leaned against a post with an empty cotton candy stick in her hand.  “That took a while.  Worth it?”

		I shrugged.  “I’m not really sure right now.”

		On our way home, we stopped at a waffle diner.  Tiffany was naturally curious about what I had asked the fortune teller.  I kept my mouth shut the entire time.  Partly out of embarrassment, and partly because it was fun to watch her squirm with curiosity.  After finishing dinner, I flew us back to the apartment complex.  She kissed me goodnight on the cheek.  Impulse mercifully struck me, and I kissed her back.  Her smooth skin felt good against my lips, and we parted to go to our respective apartments.  I lied awake long into the night, wondering exactly what the elf had meant by getting insight on each other’s perspective. 

		In hindsight, I wasn’t ready for Tiffany to hear every last thought I had about her.  Curiosity made me wonder about what she thought of me.  Unless it was negative, then I’d rather not know.  Except that it would be better to know without doubt so I could just move on.  Though it might be devastating to have her rejection.  Especially if she knew about my interest.  She’d never look at me the same way.  I lost myself in thought and wasn’t sure when I fell asleep.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		 

		I blinked my eyes open.  The clock next to my bed read 10:15, and I was very happy it was the weekend. A three day weekend, at that!  I stretched my body, and for some reason, I felt shorter.  Sheets touched more of my bare skin than they should’ve since I slept in my boxers and a shirt.  It felt like my boxers had ridden up my ass, and I reached to pull them down.  They wouldn’t stretch anymore, and it felt like a pair of briefs.  My ass felt a lot curvier than I remember.  Fabric rubbed against my nipples as I moved, and they were far more sensitive than usual. 

		Something weighed down on my chest while I sat up.  Panic struck my heart when I looked down and saw that my chest made a large curve in the shirt I was wearing.  Hard nipples poked through the fabric.  My chest was soft to the touch, yet very firm.  Pleasure radiated through my body when I played with my nipples that were the size and shape of eraser tips.  Instead of a rising cock, a wetness started to accumulate between my legs. 

		Blonde hair entered my peripheral vision, and I noticed this room was definitely not mine at all.  It looked familiar, and I quickly realized it was Tiffany’s apartment.  I threw the sheets from my body and went to the mirror hanging on the wall.  Tiffany looked back at me in the mirror.  Her face was of concern, and every movement that I made, the reflection of Tiffany also made.  After making facial expressions in the mirror and laughing to myself how silly Tiffany looked, the realization that I could touch and see Tiffany’s breasts exploded into my mind. 

		Tiffany’s reflection grabbed her tits through the thin shirt she wore.  I rubbed her nipples until they were rock hard.  Areolas felt rippled through the thin shirt, and my pussy was getting wet.  Breasts jiggled as I bounced around on the balls of my feet.  More moisture was between my legs, and I squeezed my thighs together to give some relief.  I took several deep breaths as I put my hands on the hem of the shirt.  Tiffany’s reflection had an expression of lust and hunger before I finally lifted the shirt up to expose her flat stomach.  I rubbed the smooth flesh, and slowly my hand went up her shirt until I held her bare breasts.  The skin was smooth and soft as I squeezed it.  Her nipple was rubbery and stiff as I flicked it with my fingers.  I couldn’t wait anymore, and I took the shirt off completely. 

		Tiffany was topless in the mirror in front of me.  Large creamy breasts were firm with pink, erect nipples.  I felt her rippled areolas and moaned at my own touch.  Hearing Tiffany’s sexy moan drove me crazy.  My pussy throbbed with lust, and I went back to the bed to pull off my panties.  I saw the same pussy I had seen two nights ago.  It was still freshly shaved, and I ran my hand over the smooth flesh.  Nearly invisible stubble prickled under my hand as I rubbed her mound.  A finger went lower, and pleasure shot through my body when I touched my clit.  Louder moans slipped from my lips while I rubbed my pussy.  Except, it wasn’t mine.  It was Tiffany’s pussy.  I actually had my hand on Tiffany’s pussy right now. 

		Sheets felt good under my naked body as I writhed.  Two fingers slipped into my wet pussy, and the penetration excited me even more.  Hips bucked to the pleasure, and I used my free hand to caress my breast.  Hands and fingers exploring my body felt amazing, and it was even better with me knowing that I was also getting the chance to feel Tiffany’s hot body.  Moans grew louder, and there was no doubt that the neighbors thought she was getting fucked hard. 

		Without taking my hand off my pussy, I scooted across the bed until I was close to the nightstand.  My free hand pulled a drawer out, and I grabbed a dildo.  Tiffany had talked about her dildo and condom drawer often enough that I knew right where it was.  According to her, every girl has one.  Whether that was actually true was a mystery.

		Vibrations buzzed through my hand when I flicked the on switch, and my pussy got wetter as if this body knew what was coming.  I had to bite my lower lip to keep from screaming as my clit buzzed with excitement.  Slowly, the plastic dick went into my pussy.  It wasn’t one of the more detailed kind, since it did not have a head or veins like I had seen at some stores.  It did fill my pussy while my walls closed on it, though.  My body shook with pleasure, and I felt the release approaching.

		Intense waves of pleasure went through my body, and every muscle tensed.  Vaginal walls squeezed on plastic, and I felt every detail of the fake penis.  Thoughts of what it would feel like around a real penis entered my mind as I rode out my orgasm. 

		Breasts moved up and down with every breath.  Fingers shined with sweet pussy juice that I licked off.  Hands glided over and felt my naked body.  Her body was so perfect.  I felt her and committed each part to memory.  I squeezed her ass and rubbed her tits.  A tingling sensation was going through my body again, and my middle finger circled my clit. 

		A pop song snapped me from slipping into masturbation again.  Vibrations hummed through the song, and I checked the dildo to make sure it was still off before looking for the source.  Tiffany’s phone was on the floor, and my name was in big letters over my face.  I took a deep breath before answering the phone. 

		“Hello?”

		“Am I speaking to John right now?”

		“Uh, no.  This is Tiffany.  Do I sound like a person that would be named John?”

		“Cut the crap!”  It was surreal to hear my own voice over the phone and to hear me being annoyed at myself.  “I have your body.  So, I’m guessing you have mine.” 

		“You guessed correctly.” 

		“Open your door.” 

		Tits jiggled as I sprung up from the bed and raced for the door.  When my fingertips touched the metal knob, I realized maybe I shouldn’t make it so obvious that I was enjoying Tiffany’s body when I answered the door.  I ran back to pull up my panties and put my shirt back on before going back. In the doorway, I saw my own body looking back at me.  It didn’t escape me that I was wearing different clothes than when I fell asleep.  Short sleeves exposed most of the arm muscles. 

		My body stepped through the door and pushed me aside.  At first, the gesture felt rude until I realized that it was her apartment, after all.  “Why are we swapped?”

		I shrugged.  “I’m just as surprised as you.”

		Tiffany looked down at the body that she now possessed.  “I don’t even know who could have done something like this.  Do you know any mages?”

		A jolt went through my heart as I remembered last night.  “That fortune teller told me that we would see things from each other’s point of view last night.”

		“So you did this?!”  Muscles flexed on the muscular body that was once my own, and it hovered over me.  Hands were balled into fists, and my heart hammered.  “You paid a mage to swap our bodies!”

		My heart hammered as I tried to think up an excuse that wouldn’t get me beaten by own body.  “I didn’t ask him to!”

		Tiffany threw me against the wall and pinned me there by putting hands on my shoulders.  Seeing this manly body exert such strength excited me.  “So, he just did this spell on his own?”

		“No.  Well, yes.”  I stuttered until I took a deep breath.  “He was vague on the spell.  All he said was that it would provide insight for us both, but he didn’t say anything about swapping bodies.”

		Tiffany’s eyes kept glancing at my breasts.  Or rather, she was glancing at her own breasts using my eyes.  “So, we’re like this because some fortune teller felt we needed insight?”

		“I guess?”

		Tiffany released my shoulders and ran fingers through her hair.  She sighed and kicked her trashcan so that it toppled over.  Wadded up paper towels and eggshells fell out.  “I can’t be stuck like this!”

		I tried to remember everything that the fortune teller said until it clicked.  “He also said it would last three days.”

		Tiffany breathed a sigh of relief.  “So I’ll be back in my body after the weekend?”

		“We should.” 

		Tiffany put strong arms around me and squeezed.  An erection pushed into my stomach while my breasts pushed into hard pecs.  Lips with a slight amount of stubble pressed against mine.  “Wonderful”

		My lips tingled as I stared blankly.  “You’ve never kissed me on the lips before.”

		“Are you complaining?”

		“Well, I never have been kissed by a man before.” 

		Tiffany ran fingers along my lower jaw, and our eyes locked.  As I gazed into her eyes, I no longer saw my own body being puppet controlled by Tiffany.  It was definitely Tiffany inside that mind.  “The body you have now has been kissed by men many times.”

		I nodded.  “This body likes being kissed by you.”

		“Maybe that body has been craving a kiss from this body for a long time.”  Tiffany winked.  “Maybe after all those guys I’ve dated, what I really wanted was you.”

		My heart soared upon hearing her words.  “Really?”

		“I tried to give you hints.”  Tiffany ran her fingers through my hair, which was much longer than I was used to.  “I kissed you on the cheek. I cuddled you.  I even flashed my pussy to you.”

		“And what a lovely pussy it is.”

		“I am sure you have acquainted yourself with it more.”

		The thought of lying entered my head, but I thought better of it.  “I did enjoy waking up with a set of perky tits and a shaved pussy.”

		Tiffany grinned.  “It was freshly shaven because I was hoping you would make a move last night.” 

		Wetness crept between my legs, and my nipples hardened.  Tiffany actually wanted me to make a move last night.  “I didn't want to ruin what we had.”

		“What we had?”

		“You know.  Our friendship.”

		Tiffany shrugged.  “Sometimes, you just have to take a chance.  By the way, you have a huge cock.”

		“You already checked it out?”

		Tiffany nodded.  “There was no way I couldn’t.  It was so hard when I woke up, I had to do something.”

		“So you gave me a hand job?”

		Tiffany laughed.  “Yes.  I made a bit of a mess, though.  You’ll need to change your sheets.”

		“Did you enjoy grabbing my cock?”

		“Oh, yes.”  Tiffany raked her hands down my torso and brushed against my already hard nipples.  “How did you enjoy playing with my pussy?”

		“It was amazing.”  My breathing became harder as my heart beat faster.  Moisture grew between my legs at the masculine touch.  “You have great tits as well.”

		Tiffany’s hands went to my breasts and squeezed.  Nipples hardened under her touch, and she pulled my shirt up so that she covered my face.  Her hot tongue swirled around my left nipple while her free hand caressed the other breast.  Finally, the collar went above my head, and I was free to watch my own face sucking on Tiffany’s breasts. 

		Light moans escaped my lips while I ran my hands through Tiffany’s hair.  I held her on my breast while she sucked.  She trailed kisses over my chest while she went to the other breast.  Her rough hand went to the breast that she’d just sucked, and her fingers slid on the wet, smooth flesh.  I guided her free hand to my aching pussy, and fingers slid in to penetrate me.  Muscles squeezed on her finger as she stroked me.  Panties slid down my legs and around my ankles until I kicked them to the side. 

		Slowly, we walked to the bedroom, and I was taking off Tiffany’s clothes as we walked.  Never before had I been so aroused at the sight of my own body.  I passed it off as it being true that since Tiffany was attracted to my body, then I had Tiffany’s body, I’d be attracted to me body.  It was the only thing that made sense when I got intensely aroused at the sight of my own abs and pecs.  My fingers raked down that well-toned body until I got to the waistband of her boxers.  A large tent pointed toward me, and I needed to see what pitched it.  Tiffany threw me on the bed before I could expose her cock.  She took the boxers off herself and stood naked in front of me.

		Tiffany’s cock waved as she climbed on the bed on all fours. It seemed even bigger when it wasn’t attached to me.  Hot muscles were above me, and my lips pressed against hers.  Her hot tongue slid into my mouth, and I moaned into her as she pressed her cock against my entrance.  We both moaned at her penetration. 

		“This feels insane!”  My vaginal muscles squeezed on Tiffany’s cock, and I felt every detail of it.  Every vein and the head was felt by my insides.  This felt so much better than her dildo. 

		“It’s so warm and wet.”  Tiffany brought her cock out slightly before thrusting again.  “And tight!  I’ve never been on this side before.”

		“You’re doing great.”  I moaned as Tiffany pushed it into me again.  My hands went down her muscled back and squeezed her ass.  “Really great!”

		Tiffany’s ass flexed with every thrust, and I felt her cock going in and out of me.  It was an incredible experience I had never felt before.  As Tiffany got more comfortable being the man, she sped up her thrusts in me.  Balls slapped against my ass, and I held onto her tight as she started to pound me.  Loud moans came from my mouth while the bed shook.  Fingernails dug into Tiffany’s tough flesh, and she thrust faster. 

		Pressure built inside me, and every part of my body felt amazing.  Tiffany’s cock was getting stiffer inside me while it twitched.  Deep groans came from her, and hot semen shot into me.  Spurts of warm fluid flowed through my canal, and it sent me over the edge.  Waves of pleasure exploded through my body, and I clutched onto Tiffany.  My body milked every drop of cum from her cock. 

		We both panted as we came down from our orgasms.  Tiffany’s cock shined with both our juices, and white fluid poured from my pussy when she pulled it out.  Breasts rose and fell with each breath, and we enjoyed each other’s nudity. 

		“Looks like you have to change your sheets, too.”  I grinned. 

		Large hands rubbed my smooth body.  “We can get it later.”

		“You make an amazing man.”  I stroked Tiffany’s cock that was still wet. 

		“You’re an even better woman.”  Tiffany leaned forward and kissed me on the lips again.  She put a strong arm around me and held.  “I want to take you on a date.”

		“Can the carnival be our first real date?”  I asked.

		“How was it a date?”

		“It was a social outing where both of us were hoping to get laid,” I said. 

		“Fair enough.  I want to go on another date, then.”

		“What do you want to do?”

		Tiffany rubbed her stomach.  “I’m feeling pretty hungry.  Let’s go grab some lunch.”

		“How about Imperial Burger?”

		“You ain’t a cheap ho,” Tiffany said.  “No fast food.”

		“Alright, I know a decent place downtown,” I said.  “I’m driving.”

		Tiffany put her hand on my chest between my breasts.  “Now you’re not.  My car, remember?”

		“Tiffany, I swear if you crash it—”

		“I won’t crash it.  Just give me directions while I steer.” 

		“Let’s shower first.”  I looked Tiffany in the eyes.  “Together.”

		Tiffany nodded and followed me into the bathroom.  I turned on the shower and let the water heat up before stepping in.  Warm water hit my body and then suddenly stopped when Tiffany stepped in front of me.  My eyes dipped down to check her muscular ass, and I reached to grab it.  She made it tense in my hand before turning around. 

		Tiffany grabbed the soap and lathered white suds on my creamy skin.  Hands slid over my large breasts, and fingers pinched my sensitive nipples until they were completely erect. She grabbed my soft flesh, and the soap made her hands glide over them.  Her hands rubbed down my stomach, and we locked eyes before she lathered up my pussy.  Fingers rubbing against my clit and entrance felt incredible, and my moans echoed off the shower walls. 

		Tiffany knelt to one knee, and I half closed my eyes in anticipation.  Unfortunately, she lathered my legs instead of lapping at my pussy.  She moved behind me so that the water rinsed away all the soap.  Strong hands rubbed my shoulders and back while she worked her way lower.  A sharp slap on my ass made me jump, and fingernails dug into my flesh.  “It really is a nice ass.”

		“Damn right it is.”  I reached behind and felt my ass.  It was firm but still very soft and feminine. 

		Tiffany’s hands fought with my own as she soaped it before moving down the back of my legs.  I kept hoping that her hands would slip between my legs again, but no luck.  She lathered shampoo into my hair and turned me around so that I could rinse my back and hair. 

		Suds rinsed out of my hair and off my back.  Tiffany handed me the soap and told me it was her turn.  I grinned as I lathered up hard muscles.  My fingers slid over hard pecs and abs.  Though I had showered with that body countless times, Tiffany’s body never had.  The chance for her fingers to run up and down that body filled me with arousal.  Especially when I got to her long cock.  It stiffened while I stroked with soap as lube. 

		“I think it’s good now.”  Tiffany groaned. 

		“Just making sure it’s clean.”  I jacked her off faster, and her eyes started to half close. 

		“I didn’t do this to you.” 

		“Guys are easier to get off.”  Hot cum blasted all over my hands and the shower walls.  I rinsed off with the shower stream.  “See?”

		Tiffany sighed in pleasure when we traded spots in the shower.  Now I was behind her, lathering her back, and she was getting rinsed off.  Muscles relaxed in my hands while I rubbed Tiffany’s shoulders.  She flexed her back as I made my way down, and my fingers slipped on her firm ass.  A sharp slap sent water droplets flying, and she jumped slightly. 

		“Dammit, I knew you would do that!”

		“It is a nice ass.”  I winked at Tiffany as she reached to feel it. 

		Lathering her hair was much easier than when she lathered mine since her hair was so much shorter.  In my own body, I never let my hair grow much further than my ears.  Especially once I graduated and got a job at an office. 

		Tiffany rinsed off her soap and shampoo while I stepped out to get a towel.  Rough fabric rubbed against my skin while I dried off.  Breasts jiggled when I raised my arms to dry my hair.  “This is taking forever.  You got a blow dryer?”

		“And destroy my hair?  Fuck no!”

		I rolled my eyes as I continued to towel-dry my hair. Tiffany shut off the shower and grabbed her own towel to dry off.  After what felt like half a century, my hair was reasonably dry, and I went to the bedroom to pick out clothes.  Unfortunately, I didn’t have a clue where Tiffany kept anything. 

		After Tiffany finishing drying, she helped me find suitable clothes to wear.  The bra felt constricting around my chest, and her purple thong felt horribly invasive when it rode up my ass.  A short skirt slid up my legs, and it took some getting used to moving so as not to flash everybody I’d come across.  The shirt felt like it would rip if I moved incorrectly.  “Do women actually find this comfortable?”

		Tiffany dressed herself back into what she had worn when she arrived.  She shook her legs and grabbed at her crotch.  “You get used to it.  I practically feel naked in these loose clothes that don’t hug my skin.”

		“Well, I’m ready.”

		“What about makeup? You need makeup to go out on a date.”

		“You’re a guy,” I reminded Tiffany.  “You don’t notice these sort of things.  You’re distracted by my tits and ass.”

		Tiffany furrowed her brow.  “Well, you’re a girl, so you do care.  Now, put on your makeup.”

		I cocked an eyebrow.  “Do you really want a guy that has never touched makeup before to put on makeup?  You realize that I’ll look like a clown?”

		Tiffany sighed.  “Are you asking for help?”

		“Yes.”  It clicked in my head that this might be part of the role play.  “Yes sweetie, I need your help with makeup.  Can you help your girl put it on?”

		“I’m a guy, so I don’t want to.”  Tiffany crossed her arms, but her grin slipped through. 

		“If you want sex after our date, you will.”

		“Fine!”  It obvious from Tiffany’s tone of voice that she was not really mad as she walked me to a couch. 

		She went back into her room to grab her makeup and sat next to me.  I stood perfectly still as Tiffany applied the makeup to my face, trusting her as I closed my eyes for her to apply shadow was a very intimate experience.  When it finally done, Tiffany walked me in front of a mirror to show off the final product. 

		“Oh, I’m so pretty now.”  I kissed Tiffany on the lips and kicked my left leg up behind me for added cheese.  “Now, let’s go.  I’m very hungry.”

		“Remember, I’m still driving.” 

		Tiffany and I raced to my car.  As I approached it, I felt the fear grip me.  Getting into the passenger side of my own car was disorienting and only reminded me of how crazy all this was when I watched my own body get into the driver seat to start it up.  Slowly, we rose into the air, and the wheels retracted. 

		

	
		Chapter Four

		 

		––––––––

		 

		I held onto the seat for dear life as we soared through the air.  Buildings and clouds whipped past us as we dashed through the city.  Every car and obstacle was certain death in my mind as I felt like my heart would beat its way out of my chest.  Between breaths, I gave Tiffany directions to the restaurant.  It took longer than it should have, since I did my best to steer her away from most traffic.  We slowed down, and wheels deployed when she approached the landing area.  It was a big bump when she landed, and we slowed to a halt in the parking lot. 

		“There, we made it.” 

		I felt like I had to pry my fingers from the seat.  I could not have been happier to get out of the car.  Tiffany walked around the car, and her huge hand wrapped around mine.  My fingers rubbed her rough calluses as we approached the restaurant.  A hostess with long brown hair asked to make sure it was just us two before walking us back to a booth.  Dark lighting gave the place an air of mystery, and all around us people were enjoying their meals. 

		A crying baby got on my nerves, and a couple girls that I barely recognized waved at me.  “Hey Tiffany.  How’s it going?”

		Tiffany opened her mouth to say something before turning to look at me.  She raised her eyebrows and gestured to her friends.  Shit, what do girls say to each other?  “Hello, friends.”

		Tiffany groaned, and her friends looked confused.  The redhead that waved at me in the first place looked at Tiffany.  Or rather, she was looking at Tiffany in my body.  It took me a second to recognize her as Ashley from when she’d hang out with Tiffany.  “So, you’re finally dating this guy?”

		“Tod cheated on me, and I decided to have a go at him.”

		“Your dumbass needs to learn to take a hint, boy,” Ashley said.  “Tiffany has been talking for years about how much she wants you.  You’re about as dense as a neutron star.”

		“She was like a sister to me, you know,” Tiffany said.  “But now I’m thinking of going full redneck!”

		“That metaphor is officially dead.”  I groaned with my face in my hands.  Her friends had their eyebrows raised. 

		Our hostess was getting impatient, and I told Ashley we’d have to talk later.  She led us to a seat.  Tiffany thanked her, and we both turned to check out the skirt that barely covered her ass and moved with every step while she walked away.

		“I’m sorry,” Tiffany said.  “This body is really turned on by the female body.  I’m not a lesbian.”

		I grinned to myself while I browsed the menu.  Tiffany may not be a lesbian, but the picture of Tiffany’s body in a sixty nine with that fine waitress made my nipples hard.  “She really does have a nice ass.”

		“So do you.”  Tiffany rested a hand on my thigh, and I looked over to wink at her. 

		“You have incredible muscles.”

		“Hi, I’m Drake.  I’ll be your server.”  A thin waiter with high cheekbones and slick black hair approached us.  He was probably eighteen or nineteen.  Dark clothes were tight on his skin and showed off his muscles.  Strong arms had large biceps that I wanted to squeeze.  Tiffany ordered two Diet BS Salts.  We turned our heads to watch his form-fitting pants hold onto his tight buns while he went to the back.

		“I see it works for you as well.”

		“What?”

		“Well, I like men, so your body does as well.”

		“That’s ridiculous.  I don’t like men just because I’m a woman.”  I kissed Tiffany on the cheek.  “I only like you because you’re a girl underneath, and it’s my own body.”

		Tiffany rolled her eyes.  “If I can admit to liking that hostess, you can admit the waiter is hot.”

		“Fine.”

		“Say it.”

		“No.”

		“Say it!”

		“Alright.”  I sighed.  “The waiter is hot!  There, you happy?”

		Tiffany giggled, and I looked behind me to see Drake holding two bottles of soda.  They hissed when he pried the caps off.  “Thank you.”

		“Even I think you’re hot.”

		The waiter hesitated a moment before thanking Tiffany as well.  He asked us what we wanted to eat and seemed confused when Tiffany ordered pasta and salad while I ordered the steak and potato.  His ass cheeks tensed with each step as he walked away.  I swore when I realized I was checking him out again. 

		“Don’t beat yourself up about it.”  Tiffany rubbed my back.  “He is very hot.”

		“I shouldn’t be checking out guys.”

		“It’s alright, you’re a girl.”

		I nodded as I tried to normalize it in my head.  My smooth hands rubbed together, and I ran them over my juicy thighs.  I was aware of my body and the tight clothes on me, and my hands moved to Tiffany.  Striated thigh muscles were just under those loose pants, and I felt around until I grabbed her erection.  It stiffened even more in my hand while I squeezed it.  Cocks felt good to me and thrilled me the more I thought of them.  It wasn’t gay since I was a girl.  With the body of a girl and the mind of a man, I felt attracted to both sexes.  That was fine as long as it ended when I switched back.

		“Your cock feels so good in my girlie hand.”

		“I bet it’d feel even better in your pussy.”

		Memories of masturbation ran through my head.  “I used your special drawer.”

		“The real thing feels much better, trust me.”  Tiffany’s hand went up my thigh to stroke me under my skirt.  Fingers rubbed through silk panties.  They felt so close, but so far away.  I got wet from her touch, and my nipples poked in the bra. 

		It was a struggle not to moan in the public restaurant while we rubbed each other under the table.  I pulled the zipper of her pants down and reached to fish for her dick.  Coarse pubes brushed against my fingertips, and slowly I felt her cock.  I ran my fingers over the veins and thin skin while my bare hand wrapped around her cock.  I rhythmically squeezed and massaged it.  Many times had I jerked myself off, but never has touching this cock excited me more than now.  “It’s so big.”

		“Yes it is.”  Tiffany groaned under her breath.  “I almost couldn’t believe how big you were when I woke up this morning.  When we switch back, you are going to satisfy my lustful pussy so much.”

		“Oh yes I will.”  I inhaled sharply when those hands pulled aside my panties.  Bare hands were hot on my pussy as she stroked my clit. 

		“You’re so wet.” 

		“And you’re incredibly hard.”  I jerked her dick faster, and she groaned. 

		Delicious aroma wafted to our noses when Drake approached carrying our food.  It was difficult to tear our hands from each other once he got close.  We did our best to not sound like we were both heated from arousal as we thanked him. 

		Tiffany turned to me once Drake was out of earshot.  “Think he knows?”

		I shook my head as I cut into my steak.  “Not a chance.  He’s oblivious.”

		“As is everybody in this restaurant.”  Tiffany ate her salad and drank the last of her drink.  After it was empty, Drake came by with another.  “We could make each other come right here, and nobody would know.”

		“They wouldn’t.”  I stroked Tiffany’s cock once more before putting it away and zipping up her pants.  “But I want to save it until we get back to my place.”

		We finished our meal, and Tiffany paid the waiter with my money.  He asked if everything was good, and we both agreed.  “The hot waiter made the meal even better.”

		“Thanks.”  Drake smiled to show his pearl white teeth. 

		“What time do you get off?” Tiffany asked. 

		Drake leaned against our table.  “I’m actually about to get off now.  You guys were my last table.”

		Tiffany glanced at me and winked.  “We’d like some to go.”

		Drake raised an eyebrow.  “But you guys finished everything.”

		“Not you.”

		Drake turned to me.  “A threesome?  Seriously?”

		Tiffany nodded and put her arm around my shoulders.  “Yes.  With her.”

		I ran my hands over my breasts and watched him stutter.  “Double penetration!”

		“Damn!”  Tiffany coughed.  “We never tried that before.  She must really like you.”

		Drake’s eyes went up and down my body, and a bulge grew in his pants.  “I’m down.” 

		“Perfect,” Tiffany said.  “I’ll drive us to my place and then back here after we’re done so you can get your car back.”

		Drake followed us to the car.  I sat next to Tiffany while Drake rode in the back.  She rested her hand on my thigh and rubbed my pussy.  Fear of crashing overrode my libido, so I told her to keep both hands on the yoke.  The car slowed as we approached the apartment complex.  Our heads whipped back and forth when the wheels smacked the parking lot. 

		“Sorry.”  Tiffany slowed the car as she looked for a parking spot.  “I’m not used to flying.”

		I let out a sigh of relief when my feet were on solid ground again.  Drake and Tiffany were on either side of me as we held hands on the walkway to my apartment.  Tiffany unlocked the door and pushed in.  Drake closed the door since he was the last to enter.  Tiffany wasted no time as she put her arms around me.  Our lips pressed together while Drake went behind me to pull down my skirt.  He squeezed and slapped my ass so that I moaned into Tiffany’s mouth. 

		I broke the kiss to pull Tiffany’s shirt above her head.  My fingernails raked down her manly chest and stomach.  Strong hands grabbed my shoulders and turned me around so that I faced Drake.  He had his shirt off as well, and his features appeared even more handsome while he eyed me with lust.  I swung my arms around him and kissed his sweet lips.  My tongue pushed through into his hot mouth, and his erection pressed against my panties. Manly fingers dipped between my legs, and I moaned loudly while he touched my pussy.  Another set of hands pulled up my shirt, and I broke the kiss with him long enough to let the clothing go over my head.  My bra was undone, and I moved my arms through the straps without breaking my kiss with Drake.  Cups fell down, and my bare breasts pushed onto his smooth chest. 

		Toned muscles rubbed against my sensitive nipples.  Tiffany pulled down my soaked panties until they were around my ankles.  I kicked them off while she kissed me on the cheek.  Kisses trailed along my lower jaw and got closer to my lips.  Drake left my mouth to be replaced by Tiffany.  She was already naked and pressing her bare cock against my mound. 

		I rubbed my pussy on Tiffany’s hardness.  Remembering how it felt inside made me wet, I needed it back in. Our tongues writhed while our hands explored each other.  Hot muscles were at my fingertips, and my nipples hardened as they rubbed against hers.  Two sets of hands explored my body.  Fingers pushed their way between Tiffany and myself to squeeze my breasts.  Slowly, Drake pulled me away from Tiffany while he kissed the back of my neck. 

		Drake felt along my body.  A hand stayed on my right breast while the other hand dipped between my legs.  Loud moans came from my lips, and I pressed my bare ass against his naked body. 

		A deep groan came from him as he pushed against me.  “Where’s your lube?”

		“I’ll go get it.”  Tiffany disappeared into the bedroom while Drake kissed me.  I enjoyed his hands on me while I turned around.  My fingers glided up and down his chest and abs.  His muscles were not as bulky as my body’s, but it was enough to give him great definition. 

		Drake’s cock pressed against my pussy, and his tip rubbed along my entrance.  He started to push in, and I moaned loudly.  “No!”

		“What’s wrong?”

		I panted with lust while he tried to enter.  “We need to wait for Tiff-I mean John.”  I moaned at the feel of his cock at my pussy.  “We can’t do this without him.”  I stuttered on the last word. 

		“Aw, that’s so sweet.”  Tiffany popped the cap on the lube, and I heard her squirt it on her cock.  She stroked it up and down while staring at my ass.  I pushed it out for her, and she spread my cheeks.  “Are you sure about this?”

		I nodded and pushed my ass into her cock for emphasis.  At that point, it sunk in how big that organ really was.  Painful pleasure tore through me, and I tried to relax my asshole as much as possible.  Drake held my hand, and I squeezed it as that big monster entered me.  At last, the head was through, and the shaft pushed in more.  It took several strokes for me to even begin to get used to it. 

		“You alright?”  Tiffany asked. 

		“Yeah.”  I gasped for breath as I let my body get used to her cock in my tight ass.  Muscles clenched her, and I felt every movement.  As tight and painful as it was, pleasure started to roll through me.  Tiffany reached to grab my breasts and pulled me back.  Every thrust rippled my ass and shook my muscles around her. 

		I gestured for Drake to join, and his hard body pressed against me.  While his cock was slightly smaller than my own, my pussy was tighter with something in the tunnel just behind it.  Natural lubrication let it slip right in, and we gasped at the penetration.  Both of their thrusts were slow as they took me at the same time.  Muscles clenched down on them, and they twitched inside me. 

		Fingernails raked down Drake’s back as I clawed in pleasure.  Almost every thrust made me want to scratch harder.  As I held onto his back, I felt another set of hands joining mine.  Tiffany and I felt along Drake’s back, and we reached down to squeeze his ass.  Each thrust made his muscles flex. 

		Moans escaped my lips as I felt the double penetration.  My body moved in pleasure as best it could when it was pinned between two strong bodies.  They built on each other’s momentum as they slammed into me.  Balls slapped against each other, and I rocked my hips to satisfy both of them.  Hands grabbed my tits and squeezed hard. 

		Pleasure built in every part of my body, and their cocks both got harder inside me.  I connected my mouth to Drake’s to avoid calling out what would be perceived as my own name.  Drake and Tiffany held each other close as they both came.  I was squeezed between their pulsing bodies.  Hot semen blasted my pussy and my bowels to fill me up completely.  Feeling their hot liquids splash inside me pushed me over the edge, and my muscles squeezed Tiffany’s cock.  She moaned louder as each drop of cum was milked from her cock.

		Drake slid his cock out first, and it left my pussy with a pop.  Tiffany seemed reluctant to pull hers out.  Both of them shined with cum and lubrication.  As my heartrate returned to normal and the adrenaline left, the pain in my asshole made me wince.  I had to kneel down to catch my breath.  White fluid dripped onto the floor from both of my orifices.  “That was fucking incredible!” 

		Muscles moved wonderfully within Drake and Tiffany’s chest as they caught their breath. Tiffany knelt down next to me.  “How was anal?”

		“Tight.”  I rubbed my ass.  “Hurts a little.  I could stand if I wanted to, but it’s too much effort.” 

		“Was I too rough?”

		I shook my head.  “Felt great.”

		“Was that your first time having anal?”  Drake’s cock shined with both our juices as it stood tall.  Liquid dripped down the sides, and I licked my lips. 

		“Yes, and first threesome as well.”  Tits swayed under my body as I crawled along the floor to Drake.  “Makes you feel special, doesn’t it?”

		“Very special.”  Drake ran his fingers through my long hair while my hands felt up his legs.  His cock became stiffer as my face got closer to it.  The scent of my pussy wafted to my nose, and my lips wrapped around him.  I swirled my tongue around his rapidly hardening cock while I slowly took him all in.  It was a struggle not to gag as I took more of it, but apparently Tiffany was able to take it.  Sweet flavor of Tiffany’s pussy coated his cock, and I sucked on him harder.  My head bobbed back and forth while I tasted as much of Tiffany’s pussy as I could. 

		Precum dribbled from the tip of Drake’s cock, and I used it as lube to stroke and suck him faster.  My hand slid up and down with ease.  Memories of blow jobs I had received from other girls flashed in my mind, and I thought of what they did.  I twisted my fist on his cock, and he groaned loudly.  Fingers painfully grabbed my hair, and he thrust his cock into the back of my throat. 

		Balls touched my chin, and it hurt to have his thick member hitting the back of my throat.  Lips slid along his thick rod, and his member glided over my tongue.  My hand squeezed him every time he brought my face away.  Loud groans filled the apartment, and he gave one final thrust into my mouth. 

		Drops of salty cum poured down my throat to be swallowed instantly while the rest pooled on my tongue.  While I’d heard stories about cum, I had never been crazy enough to taste my own.  It was a flavor that I was not used to at all, and it was unusually warm and slimy.  Somehow, I doubted I would like it if I was in my own body.  However, Tiffany’s body seemed to enjoy it enough that I let the white puddle stay on my tongue long enough for Drake and Tiffany look at it before I swallowed it.  Slimy warmth slid down my throat while Tiffany kissed me on the lips. 

		My fingernails slid along his thighs while I looked up at him.  “Aren’t you glad you came to work today?”

		Drake nodded and rubbed my head. 

		

	
		Chapter Five

		 

		Drake showered and dressed himself.  He eyed my still naked body while he pulled up his boxers.  It was disappointing to see that cock disappear from view.  Slowly, every other part was covered, too.  “It was nice being with both of you.  Let me know if you ever want to do this again.”

		“I have a feeling we will.”  Tiffany was already dressed when she walked him out of the apartment.  A very lucky neighbor turned his head just in time to get a view inside and see me sitting on the floor naked. 

		My heart hammered when the door clicked shut.  Tiffany was now flying my car all by herself.  What if she crashed it!  Part of me wanted to run after them.  Tiffany probably wouldn’t appreciate such liberal care for her body’s modesty.  By the time I got clothes on, they would already be gone.  Or already be dead!

		I wrapped my arms around my knees and rocked back and forth.  Calm down, John!  Just gotta breathe!

		 

		They’ll be fine. 

		No.  Your girlfriend is already dead, your car is totaled, and you’re trapped in this body for the rest of your life! 

		A jolt went through my heart every time I imagined them in peril.  I checked the clock.  Only two minutes had passed.  I swore and check it again.  Two minutes and thirty seconds.  Breasts jiggled slightly while I paced around the apartment.  I tried several things to take my mind off Tiffany flying my car.  Nothing helped. 

		Pop music came from the phone after three minutes had passed.  The display showed a picture of Tod with his face on it.  Anger swelled and replaced my fear as I accepted the call. 

		“Tiffany!”  Tod’s voice was far too cheerful.  “How are you?”

		“I’m great now that I now longer have you.”

		“Hey look, I’m sorry about the other day.”  The tone of Tod’s voice made it sound like he bumped into my shoulder in the hall. 

		“You cheated on me!”

		“She was nothing to me,” Tod said.  “I already broke up with her.”

		“You saw her for weeks behind my back.”

		“And now I’m over her.”

		I raised my eyebrows even though he couldn’t see me.  “Well, I’m over you.”

		Silence hung in the air.  For a second, I thought he had hung up until he asked me to repeat myself. 

		“I said I’m over you.”

		“It’s been two days.”

		“Two days of perfect happiness.”  I smiled when I heard him sniffling on the other end. 

		“Didn’t you think what we had was real?”  Tod’s voice started to crack. 

		“It was weeks that you didn't consider us real.”

		“A guy makes mistakes.”

		“Except she wasn’t a mistake,” I said.  “You had a relationship with her.  She was not some one night stand.  Every time you talked to her was a new mistake.”

		“Please, Tiffany!” 

		“And you probably didn’t leave her,” I said.  “She probably left you.”

		“And now I realize that you were all I had!”  Tod’s cries proved that I was correct. 

		“Well, now you have nothing.”  It was time to float my own boat.  “I have a great man who is more than you’ll ever be.” 

		“He showed you this in two days?”

		“No,” I said.  “He showed me this over five years.”

		Another silence hung over the phones.  “You’re dating John?”

		“And fucking him.”  Images of that naked body that was my own filled my head, and my nipples hardened.  “We just had a threesome where he fucked me in the ass!”

		“You’re making a mistake.”

		“The only mistake I ever made was getting with your pathetic ass.”  I hit the ‘end’ button, and it filled me with joy to watch Tod’s face fade to black.  It wasn’t enough, so I blocked his number from the phone.  For good measure, I deleted him from the contact list. 

		Tiffany walked in and saw me sitting on the couch with her phone.  “Still naked?”

		“Oh yeah.”

		“What are you doing with my phone?”  Tiffany dashed for me and snatched it from my hand.  “You’re not taking nude pictures, are you?”

		I shook my head.  “Just got a phone call.”

		“From who?”

		“Nobody important.” 

		Tiffany shrugged before handing the phone back to me.  “Ready to go get cleaned up?”

		I held out my hand so that Tiffany could pull me up out of the couch.  “Any problems with the car?”

		“Well, I did crash it into a building and die in a horrible, fiery explosion.”  Tiffany laughed and lightly grazed my arm with her fingertips.  “I’m just kidding.  It’s fine, I dropped Drake off at the restaurant and came back.”

		Drake’s naked body filled my mind.  “He was hot.  We should do that again.”

		“We should.”  Tiffany stripped clothes from her body when we entered the bathroom.  “I want to feel him penetrating me.”

		“Think he’ll be into that?”  I turned the shower on.  Warm water shot from the faucet, and we entered together.

		“I meant after we switch.”  Tiffany lathered my naked body.  Strong hands slid easily in the soap and water.  “Besides, I doubt you’d want this body to be penetrated by a man.”

		Thoughts of Drake bending my body over before fucking Tiffany in the ass entered my mind.  “Sounds hot.”

		“Not when you’re a straight male again.”  Tiffany grabbed my tits and rubbed white suds all over them.  Nipples hardened more, and each touch was amazing. 

		I tried to imagine how I would feel back in my own body knowing a man had fucked that body in the ass.  My female body could only feel arousal that intensified when Tiffany rubbed my pussy.  Fingers scrubbed the outer lips and over my mound.  She touched up the hair with a razor by the sink. 

		Instead of waiting for my turn, I grabbed the soap and rubbed all over the muscled body in front of me.  Hard muscles under my hands excited me while I rubbed her down.  Slowly, I made my way lower over the abs.  She didn't move her hand from my pussy, and pleasure buzzed through my body. 

		Water splashing against my body and through my hair felt incredible while by body hummed with arousal.  Tiffany’s cock rose while I stroked it.  My fist moved fast with the soap as lubrication.  It grew until it was full size.  Moans from both of us echoed off the shower walls. 

		Knees buckled under me, and I had to lean on Tiffany for support.  Her cock twitched in my hand.  Precum dribbled over the soap, and I jerked her faster.  Every muscle in her body flexed, and hot cum blasted all over me.  Ropes of fluid hit my breasts, stomach, and pussy before being washed off by the water. 

		Waves of pleasure shook my body.  Screams sounded through the bathroom while I writhed in front of Tiffany.  She watched me enjoy my orgasm as she rinsed the soap from her body.  She reached behind her to shut off the water, and we stepped out to grab towels. 

		

	
		Chapter Six

		 

		After nightfall, I went to my own apartment, or now Tiffany’s apartment.  She picked out a movie from the archive while I mixed our drinks.  I carried the drinks over and joined her on the couch.  She thanked me for hers.  My feminine body was not used to the strong liquor concentration that my own body was used to.  Shivers and tingling went through my body after I swallowed a mouthful. 

		A strong hand went around my shoulders, and I snuggled into Tiffany’s warm body.  We had both stripped to our undergarments.  Her erection poked through the fly of her boxers, and I wanted to stroke and suck it.  As the movie went on, her cock was increasingly distracting. 

		Halfway through the movie, I refilled both our drinks.  The room was moving already from just one drink.  Even if it wasn’t my body, it was a shot to my pride that I was unable to tolerate much.  Naturally, I made the second one even stronger. 

		“You feeling what it’s like to be a lightweight?”  Tiffany took her drink and sipped while I slowly eased myself onto the couch.  It took great effort to avoid spilling any drink. 

		“You really can’t hold your alcohol.”  My speech was slightly slurred, and my lips were starting to numb when I drank from the glass. 

		“Correction.”  Tiffany reached for the remote to resume the movie.  “Now it is you that cannot hold your alcohol.”

		Tingling sensations spread through my body, and I snuggled into Tiffany’s body more.  My fingers danced down the thin shirt she wore to her boxers.  The movie was the last thing on my mind while my head slid down her chest.  She inhaled sharply as my breath blew on her cock, and my lips wrapped around her stiff member. 

		Veins rubbed across my lips and tongue while I bobbed my head.  It grew and twitched in my mouth, and Tiffany’s fingers ran through my hair.  Noise from the movie stopped when she paused it.  My mouth slurped up and down her thick shaft.  Once she was coated in saliva, I used my fist to pump her.  She moaned loudly, and fingernails raked against my scalp. 

		Precum leaked into my mouth, and I realized this was my own flavor.  Somehow, it was even more thrilling than when I tasted Drake’s cum, since I knew this was mine.  It trickled down my throat, and I sucked Tiffany harder.  Groans were deep and lustful while her hands rubbed along my back.  Her big hand grabbed my ass, and she squeezed as hard as she could.  Pain stung slightly in my drunken state, and it just aroused me further while I sucked her. 

		Tiffany reached her release and let out a loud groan.  Both her hands relaxed while her hips bucked.  Cum splashed in my mouth, and I savored the taste that had come from my own cock.  Every drop went into my mouth, and I sucked her off so that the only liquid left on her was my saliva.  Cum pooled on my tongue, and I stuck it out to let Tiffany see.

		“Swallow it.”

		I pulled my tongue back in, and the warm liquid went down my throat.  “My cum is delicious.”

		“Let’s see what my pussy tastes like.”  Tiffany pushed me back on the couch and pulled my panties down before tossing them to the side.  Her eyes lingered between my legs before her face got closer.  Kisses trailed down my inner thighs, and my heart raced while she got closer to my center.  Her hot tongue licked at my lower lips, and I squirmed under her.  I throbbed with need and begged her to lick my pussy. 

		Tiffany looked up at my face, and we locked eyes while her hot breath blew on my clit.  Slowly, her lips closed on it, and it felt better than any blow job ever had.  Her tongue swirled around my sensitive nub, and my nipples became rock hard.  She penetrated me with two fingers, and I shouted in pleasure. 

		“Oh, fuck!  Tiffany!”

		Tiffany stroked my pussy harder while she continued to lap at my clit.  Pleasure buzzed through my entire body, and I writhed on the couch.  Hands went up to massage my breasts, and I reached down to run my fingers through her hair.  I kept her head down between my legs as I felt like I would explode with pleasure.  My body shook, and finally I screamed out my orgasm. 

		Breasts went up and down with every breath.  Tiffany took her hands from under my shirt, and I cuddled on her chest again.  Alcohol weighed me down from getting up to find my panties.  “Why didn’t you tell me being eaten out felt amazing?”

		“You didn’t tell me about blow jobs.”  Tiffany picked up the remote and resumed the movie where it had left off.  With her cock satisfied, it was no longer poking from her boxers, so I was no longer distracted by it.  I only disturbed our cuddling to reach for my drink to sip on.  Unfortunately, I never saw the end of the movie since I slowly drifted to sleep. 

		I woke up in my bed.  Not Tiffany’s bed, but my own.  When I felt along my body, I still had her body.  Tiffany in my body was fast asleep right next to me, and I wrapped my arms around her to snuggle.  Slowly, I drifted back to sleep while feeling her warmth before she moved to wake us both up. 

		“Good morning, sweetie!”

		Tiffany smiled.  “How you feeling?”

		“Fine.  Why?”

		“Stand up.”

		I stood as she said, and the sudden motion created a pounding in my head that made me want to sit back down immediately.  I rubbed my temples and swore.  “What the fuck is this?”

		“You’re a lightweight.”  Tiffany laughed.  “Welcome to the hangover.”

		“How do you deal with this?”

		“I keep headache medicine on me if I know I’m going to be drinking,” Tiffany said.  “I don’t know if you have any here.”

		“How have you never complained about this before?”

		Tiffany shrugged.  “I’m just used to them.  Trust me, what you’re feeling is nothing.”

		I groaned as I made my way to the medicine cabinet in the bathroom and popped some pills.  Already, my headache was starting to fade when I gulped them down with water.  “I’d hate to feel a bad hangover.”

		After breakfast, Tiffany went to her own apartment.  Time alone was overdue for both of us, and we agreed to stay in our own apartments.  I plopped onto the couch and booted up Summoning of Honor.  Swarms of zombies died from my chainsaws and shotguns.  I hit pause when Tiffany threw open my door.  Pop music played during her entrance, and she rushed toward me on the couch. 

		“Don’t you knock?”

		“Answer it!  I was texting her, and then she decided to call, I need you to answer!”  Tiffany thrust out the phone as if it were a bomb. 

		Pop music stopped when I hit the accept button, and I brought it to my ear.  “Hello?”

		“Hey Tiff,” a feminine voice said.  “What took so long to answer?”

		“The phone fell between the couch cushions.”  It was the best excuse I could think of, but Tiffany groaned.

		“But you were just texting me.”

		“I was doing it through the computer.”  I looked to Tiffany, and she sighed with relief while giving me a thumbs up. 

		“Oh,” said the voice on the other side of the phone.  “I guess that makes sense.  So, can I come on over?”

		“You want to come over now?”  I looked to Tiffany, who nodded.  “Yeah, sounds good.”

		“Sweet.  I’ll be right over.”  A click on the line signaled the end of the conversation. 

		“Who was that?”  I handed Tiffany back her phone, and she shook her head. 

		“You’ll need my phone when Ashley comes over, or it’ll look suspicious.”

		“So, that was Ashley?”  I remembered Tiffany’s friends.  Ashley was the redhead we ran into at the restaurant.  “Why is she coming over?”

		“She wanted to hang out by the pool,” Tiffany said.  “I forgot I made the agreement.”

		“Is this a girls only outing?”

		Tiffany nodded.  “Which means I won’t be able to come with you.  Just act natural.  But my natural, not your natural.  Now, get back to your own apartment.  She’ll be here soon.”

		I threw on a skirt and walked to Tiffany’s apartment.  Minutes after closing the door, there was a knock.  Red hair flowed past Ashley’s shoulders.  Perky breasts stood proudly within a white one-piece outfit.  Nipples poked against the fabric.  I put my arms around her, and our breasts pressed against each other.  “Hey, Ashley.”

		“Hi Tiff.”  Ashley took a deep breath when I released her.  “Feeling very friendly today?”

		Apparently, Tiffany doesn’t always hug her female friends.  “Oh, you know.  New boyfriend and all.”

		“You got over Tod fast.”

		I shrugged.  “Tod was an asshole, anyway.”

		“Glad you finally see that.  At least you’re with someone good now.”  Ashley gestured down the walkway.  “You ready to go?”

		“I just need to change first.”

		Ashley raised her eyebrow.  “Into what?”

		“We’re going to the pool, right?”

		“Yeah, and you’re good in that.” 

		Ashley tugged on my wrist, and I locked the apartment door shut before following Ashley.  Her ass tensed with every step while the back of her outfit rode up.  After walking a bit, she would pull the fabric from between her cheeks, which attracted my eyes to her backside even more.  Breasts jiggled as we walked.  I noticed my own more than Ashley’s, and I realized that it was very obvious to anyone we passed that I was not wearing a bra.  Several heads turned to watch our bouncing tits.

		Ashley hit the elevator call button, and the doors opened with a ding.  Nobody else was on, and I hit the button for the top floor.  Music played while we ascended up several floors.  There was a ding, and the doors parted once we were at the top floor.  An electronic voice told us that we had reached our destination. 

		The altitude meant that the top floor should’ve been incredibly windy and cold.  However, a magic barrier put up by the dwarves that constructed the building kept it at a warm temperature with a moderate breeze.  Nobody else was up here at the time, which gave us our pick of space.  We dragged two chairs together, and I started to sit down. 

		“Aren’t you going to strip?”

		A jolt went through my heart when Ashley pulled her arms through the holes of the outfit.  It fell below her breasts to expose her creamy flesh before I could say anything.  Soft globes were tipped with rosy pink nipples, and I stared at them for longer than I should have.  “What?”

		“You’re not going to get much sun that way, silly.”  Ashley laughed and pushed her outfit down until it was at her ankles.  My eyes went from her tits to her orange landing strip.  My nipples were as hard as my cock would’ve been, and I was dripping wet between my legs.  It was two full seconds before what she said clicked in my mind.  She invited us up here to sunbathe.

		I nodded and took off my clothes.  Ashley and Tiffany must do this all the time.  Don’t make it weird.  It was so hard not to stare at her gorgeous body, especially when she pulled a container of lotion from her purse.  Breasts jiggled as she vigorously rubbed it all over her body.  It made her shine in the sunlight, and she handed the bottle to me.  I applied it to my skin as well.  Pleasure shot through my body when I rubbed my nipples.  Ashley turned around, and my eyes went straight to her plump, naked ass. 

		“Can you get my back?” 

		“Sure.”  I gulped as I squirted lotion into my hand.  Ashley’s skin was smooth while I rubbed it over her.  Fingers pressed into her tight flesh, and she relaxed her shoulders. 

		“Oh, Tiffany.  That feels pretty good.”

		“Thanks.”  I continued to rub Ashley’s naked back.  We made our way to the chair, and she lied on her belly.  Smooth flesh was at my fingertips while I rubbed her.  She moaned when I rubbed her ass.  Fingers slipped into her cleft and lightly grazed her pussy.  It was slightly wet.

		“Oh, that’s feeling a little too good.”  Ashley looked back and winked.  “What would John say?”

		“Take pictures?”  We both laughed, and I continued to rub down her legs.  Once I finished at her feet, I went to my own chair to sunbathe.  The shadow of Ashley was over me, and she squirted lotion onto her hands.  Soft fingers rubbed down my back and slid easily with the lotion.  I moaned at her touch while my muscles relaxed.  “You’ve got the good touch, too.”

		“You think so?”  Ashley’s hands continued lower, and it felt good when her hands grabbed my ass.  Fingers grazed along my wet pussy. 

		“Ashley!”

		“It’s not like I’m in a relationship.”  Ashley grinned.  “You’re a little wet.”

		“So were you.”  I turned to look at her. 

		“I didn’t know you liked girls, Tiff.”

		Oh shit.  “Um, I don’t.”

		“You seem pretty turned on for someone who isn’t.”  Ashley stroked the edges of my pussy lips, and I moaned.  She leaned on my chair, and her nipple touched my shoulder blade.  “Don’t worry.  I won’t tell anyone.”

		“I’m with John.”

		Ashley wiped her hands on a towel that was kept in her purse and picked up Tiffany’s phone.  “You said he’d be cool with it as long as we took pictures, right?”

		“What guy wouldn’t?” 

		Ashley opened up the camera on Tiffany’s phone, and her soft lips pressed against mine.  The camera clicked while her tongue slid into my mouth.  I rolled over on the chair and held her in my arms.  It felt amazing to finally have a woman in my hands, and I moaned into her mouth while our tongues brushed against each other. 

		Our hands explored each other’s smooth bodies.  Breasts rubbed against each other.  Her short, curly hairs rub against my shaved mound.  Hands went lower down my body, and I inhaled deeply when she stroked my pussy.  Fingers penetrated my wet slit, and I moaned.  My hands quickly went to her center, and she moaned when I rubbed her clit. 

		Ashley brought the phone closer to between our legs, and the camera clicked a couple times.  She pushed my hand away and snapped a few pics of her orange landing strip.  “I hope you don’t mind me sending pics of myself to John.”

		“Not at all.” 

		I reached for her pussy, and she pulled away.  It was torture when she pulled her hand away from me as well.  Her body rotated on the chair so that her crotch was above my face.  The sweet scent of her pussy wafted to my nose, and the camera clicked when I put my mouth on her. 

		Loud moans came from her before she closed her mouth on my clit.  Her warm tongue slid over my pussy and swirled around the nub.  Vibrations from her moans shook my body, and I dug my fingernails into her ass.  Sweet juice leaked from her orifice.  Two of my fingers slipped into her, and her body tightened.  I finger fucked her faster, and her moans sent more vibrations into my pussy. 

		We both stiffened, and pleasure exploded through my body.  Thighs tightened around my head, and I released Ashley to scream out my orgasm.  She rose from me to lie back in her own chair. 

		“Think John will like these?”  Ashley handed me the phone, and I scrolled through the pictures.  Heat traveled to my pussy as I browsed through the erotic pictures of Tiffany and Ashley. 

		“I think he might want one more of your tits.”

		“How about my ass?”  Ashley took the phone from me and held it away from her so that she could take a picture of her bust. 

		“Yeah, I’ll help you with that one.”  I held out my hand for the phone, and Ashley handed it back before standing.  She cocked her hips to the side and glanced back at me.  I grinned as I took the picture.

		“Cool.  Now send them.”

		I stuttered before nodding my head.  Ashley lied on her stomach and resumed her sunbathing.  First, I emailed them to myself to make sure they’d be safe in case Tiffany deleted them in a fit of rage.  I held my breath before messaging them to my phone.  My heart hammered while I tried to think up a cover story.  There was no way out of it.  I explained the situation as best I could in text and sent the pictures.  There was nothing to do but wait. 

		“Did I ever tell you how much I liked John?”

		The fact that she asks means no.  “No.”

		“I’ve wanted him for a long time, but you saw him first,” Ashley said.  “I like girls better, anyway.  Still, is there any way you can arrange a threesome with him?”

		“Maybe.”  I lied on my stomach for hours in silence as we sunbathed.  Not a single text came from Tiffany by the time we turned over.  Ashley would occasionally bring up random subjects that we’d talk about before slipping back into our naps.  Elevator doors dinged open, and a man walked out. 

		I started to get up, but Ashley didn’t budge an inch.  I settled back into my chair and ignored the man eying up both of us.  He swam a couple laps and enjoyed the view for a while before going back into the elevator. 

		Once it was time to go back in, Ashley stood first and put on her white one-piece.  I put all my clothes back on, and Ashley waited until I was done so we could ride the elevator back down.  On our way down, she told me to get John’s reaction to the pictures.  I told her I would ask him when I saw him. 

		As I walked Ashley to her car, she asked if John was home.  I rang the doorbell, and fortunately there was nobody in there.  “I guess he’s out.”

		“Bummer.”  Ashley frowned.  “I wanted to see the look on his face.”

		Oh, there’s a look.  I guarantee it. 

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		 

		Tod stood just outside Tiffany’s apartment when I came back.  It was obvious from his bloodshot eyes that he was crying, and his wiry form leaned against the wall.  He looked up when he heard my footsteps approach. 

		“What are you doing here?” I asked. 

		“Your phone wasn’t working, so I came by here to see what’s up.”

		I rolled my eyes.  “My phone works just fine.”

		The doorknob to Tiffany’s apartment turned, and she stepped out.  Tod backed away from her.  “Yep.  She just sent me a bunch of naked pictures.”

		“Then why aren’t my calls going through?”  Eyebrows crinkled on Tod’s forehead, and Tiffany shook her head. 

		“Take a hint,” I said.  “I blocked your number.”

		“But why?”

		“Because you dated some girl behind my back, that’s why!”  I pointed to the parking lot.  “Now fucking leave!”

		“I’m so sorry, Tiffany.”  Tod’s voice cracked as if he would start crying again. 

		“You’re the sorriest piece of shit I ever saw.”  Tiffany took several steps toward Tod and pointed to the parking lot.  “She told you to leave.”

		While Tod walked away, I couldn't help but watch him leave.  A heat burned between my legs while I watched him walk.  He was thin, but something inside me said that he was very good looking under those loose clothes.  Too bad I would never personally find out. 

		“So, have you had a crush on Ashley for a while?”  Tiffany glared at me, and I felt my heart plummet.  “You knew she’s a lesbian, so you get to her through my body?”

		“It wasn’t like that.”  I did my best to explain the story of what happened.  The entire time, Tiffany glared while she crossed her arms.  When I finished telling my side, she was still glaring at me. 

		“You're no better than him.”  Tiffany pointed to my apartment.  “Go sleep alone tonight. I cannot wait until we’re switched back so that I never have to look at you again!”

		“Tiffany, please!”

		Tiffany walked up to me, and for a second I thought I was about to get pummeled by my own fists.  She thrust the phone into my chest.  When I moved to catch it before it fell, she took her phone back.  “If I ever see those pictures on the internet, you’re a dead fucker!”

		Tiffany’s door slammed shut, and I went back to my own apartment.  Lights blurred while tears streaked down my face.  Hearing Tiffany’s voice choke up with tears made me even sadder.  Every time I looked in a mirror was a reminder of what I had just thrown away.  The girl I had loved for years was finally mine.  Now she wasn’t even my friend.  All for a quickie. 

		I texted Tiffany with apology after apology.  Nothing but silence.  I went to the cabinet and grabbed the half empty bottle of liquor.  It burned going down my throat as I chugged it.  It burned even worse when it came back up.  I chugged even more until the room was black. 

		It was the next day half past noon when I woke up.  The bathroom spun around me, and chunky vomit floated in the toilet bowl that I had my arms wrapped around.  Left over spittle was around my lips. 

		Standing was nearly impossible, and the pounding in my head was torture.  Bright lights were blinding, and I shut them off so that I could get my headache pills.  Washing them down with water was a gift from the gods themselves, and I chugged several glasses after that until I started to at least somewhat see straight. 

		I flushed last night’s vomit down, and I stripped my clothes off to shower.  For once, soaping up my naked female body did not cause arousal.  I simply washed myself and dried myself.  None of my clothes fit, but I didn't want to wear last night’s clothes.  Loose shirts hung off me, and my boxers barely clung to my hips. 

		Hours passed, and my hangover was gone.  I made myself eat something while I watched a movie.  All I had to do was pass time until tonight.  Then I’d be back in my own body, and I’d never see Tiffany again.  That thought brought tears to my eyes, and I started to choke on my food. 

		There was a place I liked to go when I wanted to spend time by myself without shutting myself away in my room.  I had to fasten my belt a couple more notches than I was used to, and I put on the socks and shoes that I had worn here in before heading out the door.  The place was within walking distance, and I followed the walkways to there.  People turned their heads to stare at me, and I imagined that a girl in guy clothes that were far too big would be a strange sight. 

		The city became sparse, and metal walkways gave way to stone walkways until I started to walk on sand.  Gulls cried overhead, and waves sloshed at the shore.  Along the horizon was a bright orange orb that was slowly dipping down.  Couples were dotted on the beach, watching the sunset, and a handful of other people played in the water.  With just a couple hours before the beach officially closed, there were few people left. 

		Nobody was by my preferred spot.  I went to the bottom of a cliff and sat on the rocks.  It was peaceful there.  Few things were as tranquil as the ocean sloshing with only the occasional gull cry to interrupt it.  I closed my eyes while I listened to the silence. 

		“I thought I might find you here.”

		I opened my eyes and saw Tiffany standing just a few feet from me.  “Tiffany, I—”

		Tiffany rose her hand.  “No more apologies.  I forgive you.”

		My eyes widened.  “Why?”

		“Because you’re not just my boyfriend, but my best friend.”  Tiffany sat on the rock shelf next to me and put her arm around my waist.  “I know that you didn't go up there with Ashley intent on hurting my feelings.  You should have said no, but I understand.  She’s hot, and you had no warning that it would be a naked sunbathing session.  I also talked to her, and she said it was mostly her fault for flirting with you.”

		A giant weight lifted from my shoulders.  “Thank you for forgiving me.”

		Tiffany ran a finger down my neck and kissed me on the cheek.  Strong muscles pushed me back and lifted the big shirt above my head.  It fell onto the sand, and water sloshed over it as the tide came in.  Rough hands squeezed my breasts, and her warm wet tongue swirled around my nipple until it was rock hard. 

		Tiffany pulled off her own shirt, and my eyes went up and down that chiseled body.  “This is probably the last time I’ll be so turned on by that body.”

		“Let’s make this count, then.”  Tiffany’s strong arms wrapped around me so that my chest rubbed hers.  Hands dipped down to unfasten my pants, and they fell to my ankles. I stepped out of them and my shoes before pulling Tiffany’s pants down.  A hard, thick cock waved in front of my face. 

		“No underwear?”  I set all our clothes onto the rock shelf so they wouldn’t be washed away.

		“It’s not like this body would fit the panties the way your body can wear boxers.” 

		I cocked my leg onto the rock and guided Tiffany into my throbbing pussy.  Both of us moaned at her steady entrance.  Having her back inside me was indescribable.  She held my body as she thrust her cock in. 

		“I love you.”  Tiffany’s hand squeezed my ass while she used it as leverage to push into me. 

		“I love you, too.” 

		Seawater splashed on my calves while Tiffany pushed in and out of me.  I turned my body and thrust my lower body toward her.  She grabbed my hips and pounded me.  Moans rang out in the now empty beach.  Water was getting higher, and my toes flexed in the wet sand.  Tits swayed under me until she grabbed them to massage.  She squeezed my nipples between her fingers. 

		Tiffany sped up her thrusts until she was slamming into my pussy.  Pleasure built inside me, and my pussy squeezed Tiffany’s cock.  Moans became louder, and her groans grew deeper.  My body buzzed with pleasure, and I writhed under her as she fucked me.  It grew stiffer, and we came at the same time.  Hot cum squirted into my lustful pussy while I squeezed and milked every drop from her.  Beads of sweat were on our bodies, and she held me in her arms for several wonderful seconds before pulling out. 

		We sat naked on the rock shelf.  Tiffany’s cock shined with both our juices as it rested on her thigh.  White fluid leaked from my pussy and onto the rock.  The sun had disappeared on the horizon, and we enjoyed each other’s nudity in the low light.  The few people on the main shore were starting to leave, while others were locked in passionate kissing.  Slowly, all of them left until it was only us left at the beach.  Cars became fewer in the sky, and even the gulls started to find roost.  There was only the gentle sloshing of waves while Tiffany held me. 
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