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“You gonna go home to that sexy housemate of yours all empty handed?” Chelsea said.

The stream of pee continued and Dan looked up, perplexed.  “What do you mean?”

“Dan,” she said.  “You told me if he wasn’t twice your age you’d fuck him.”  She shrugged.  “Why don’t you just try it?”

Dan was still peeing and Chelsea was becoming alarmed.

“Did you drink the whole bar?” she laughed.

Dan started to laugh too but couldn’t help but think about her previous comment.

“Would you fuck Dan?” he asked.

“Jeez, how many times do I have to tell you?  Yes!  Shit, I’d let him put it in my ass.”

Dan felt himself become excited as the flow cut-off from between his legs.  He grabbed some toilet paper and wiped how he thought he was supposed to.  The toilet paper tickled him in a way he hadn’t imagined.  Ordinarily he’d be stiff right now, thinking about stuffing his big cock in Chelsea’s ass—an ass that was right in front of him.  He reached out and gave it a squeeze.  Chelsea jumped and giggled.

“You don’t want to do that again, do you?” she asked.  Dan could only guess what she meant.  “Go try it with Dan.  I love you, Maddie, but I want a guy tonight.”

Things became a little clearer to Dan.  He took his dainty little panties from around his ankles and dragged them up his legs.  If Maddie liked him then perhaps she wouldn’t mind him taking charge of her body and giving her what she so desperately wanted.

“What do you wanna do?” Chelsea asked.

Dan stood close to her.  Chelsea looked down her nose and giggled, reaching forwards and kissing Dan’s soft lips.

“You taste sweet,” Chelsea laughed.

“I—I’m gonna head back,” Dan said.

Chelsea pouted.  “But we’re having fun!”

“I—I think I’m gonna go and try it.”

“With Dan?!”  Chelsea clapped and bounced on the spot.  Her tits bounced too, right out of her dress.

Dan caught a glimpse of her soft, pink nipples.  This wasn’t doing his pseudo-erection any good at all.  He could feel his clit throb stiff against his panties.

“Ooops,” Chelsea laughed, and then she pulled her top back over her nipple.  She leaned forward and gave Dan another sensual kiss.

“I’m gonna stay,” she said.  “You go get him!  I wanna know all about it, Maddie.”

Dan unlocked the stall and moved past her.  He’d never had an experience so strange in all his life.  The other women in there fixed their make-up without even realizing that their private room had been infiltrated by a man in disguise.

Just then he felt a smack on his ass and then a firm squeeze.  He turned back to see a clearly horny Chelsea.  “Put him in your ass for me,” she said.

Dan walked from the club, ignoring the last gasp attempts from the men he’d been dancing near.  He stepped straight into a taxi and asked the driver to take him home.

The whole way back Dan was hornier than hell.  Back at the house he paid the driver with a card and stepped from the car.  He looked up the driveway and noted that the downstairs light was still on.  He was still up.  Wait ... who was still up?  Was Dan inside or out?  Was he in Maddie’s body or his own?  Or both?!

Dan stopped at the door, wondering who he was about to walk in on.
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“It’s not even that big of a deal!” Maddie shouted, irate once more at her landlord Dan.

“You can’t go out in that, Maddie.  If it’s making me look at you twice then God knows what other guys will think.”

“I’m nineteen!  Stop acting like my Dad!  I should be able to do what I want with my body.”

“Within reason.  You can’t just go flaunting it like that and not expect to get attention.”

“Who says I don’t want attention?”

Dan bit his tongue.  It was tough, but she was right.  She was an adult and there was nothing Dan could do about that.

“It’s alright for you,” Maddie growled.  “There’s zero pressure on guys at all.  You get it easy.”

“That’s not true!”

“I think you’d feel differently if you were in my shoes.”

Dan looked down at his Maddie’s black high-heels.  “They wouldn’t fit,” he smirked.

“It’s not a joke, Dan!  I wish you had this body for one night so you knew what it was like.”

A chill ran through the living-room between them, moving Maddie’s blonde locks slightly.  Dan looked to the closed back-door but thought nothing more of it.

“I’d dress it up a bit more for starters,” he said.  “I wouldn’t go around with my ass hanging out.”

“It’s a short skirt!  It’s supposed to be short.”

“Are you wearing panties?”

“Jesus, Dan!  Yes, I’m wearing panties.  I’m not a slut.”

Dan raised an eyebrow suggestively.

“Ugh!  I’m going out!” Maddie screamed, and she turned on her heels and stormed from the room.

Dan breathed heavy, clenching his fists as he heard the door slam.  He never quite knew how to channel his emotions.

He turned his attention to the television, hoping that a night in front of the box would distract him.  The red light blinked on the bottom right of the screen as he pressed the remote in its direction.  He waited, but no picture showed.

“Come on!”

Dan pointed the controller to the television again and pushed it harder, turning it and twisting it in his hand to find the perfect angle.

“Fucking thing!”

He flung the remote into the couch and stood up, walking towards the faulty box.  He turned the plug off and on and then followed the cable to the back of the box.  As his hand moved out of reach behind the screen he felt the smoothness of the wire become textured.

It was frayed or broken, but Dan realized all too late.  He felt the sharp drilling of the electric shock in his fingers.  His elbow folded back and pulled the television towards him.  It would have fallen right onto him, but Dan was falling back too.

He landed in a spot two meters away, slumped on the rug with his back up against the couch.  Just before he lost consciousness he saw the television teeter on the edge of its stand and then fall flat onto the rug with a bang.  Tonight was not going well ... and it was only just beginning.
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The next thing Dan remembered he was in the passenger-seat of car that was just pulling into a parking lot.  He was instantly confused.

“Is this an ambulance?” he guessed, but his voice sounded much softer than he was used to.

He put a hand to his slender neck and rubbed it gently, comforted by how smooth his skin felt all of a sudden.  He didn’t remember shaving so close.

“Where?” a female voice said to his right.

He looked across at a woman who he vaguely recognized.  “Chelsea?” he said.

Chelsea put the car in park and looked across at him.  “Uh, yah?”

“Why are you driving?”

“You said Dan had been an asshole and you were going to get shit-faced?  You two should just fuck, you know?”

Dan looked down, noticing immediately the pair of tits that he was in possession of.  They were barely even covered by his dress.

“What am I wearing?!” he cried, but his voice wasn’t his own.

Chelsea looked across confused.  “It’s your ‘come-fuck-me’ dress, Maddie.  Are you feeling okay?”

“Maddie?” Dan said slowly.

He looked down his body and put out his hands.  His fingers were slim and his skin was pale—much paler than he’d remembered.  He also didn’t remember painting his nails.

“I’m ... Maddie?!”

He sprang from the car and let out a shriek, slamming the door.  Chelsea quickly got out of the driver’s side and looked aghast at her friend.

“Are you feeling okay?” she said.

Dan breathed deep and shook out his hands.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“What?”

“Fuuuuck!”

“Maddie, what?!”

“I’m Maddie,” Dan said again, putting his hand on his chest.  He looked down again and noticed his breasts.

“Yes!  Last time I checked,” Chelsea said, wondering whether to laugh or call an ambulance.

The breaths came thick and fast now.

“Does she need mouth to mouth?!” a guy hollered from across the parking-lot, laughing.

“Get fucked,” Chelsea shouted back, then she turned her attention to her friend.  “My God, Maddie, are you alright?”

She rushed around the car and put a hand on her shoulder.  Dan hadn’t felt the touch of a woman as hot as Chelsea in a long time.  Even if he did appear to be in someone else’s body he found Chelsea a small comfort.

“I—” Dan began, looking down at his long, smooth legs.  He stood up straight and took another breath.  He thought back to the argument he’d had with Maddie only a few minutes prior.  “Your body for one night...” he said distantly.

“What?” Chelsea said.

Dan perked up.  “I’m Maddie,” he said again, taking ownership.

“Yes,” Chelsea said, staring into her friends eyes for any clue as to what was going on.

“And you’re Chelsea.”

“Yes, Maddie.  Fuck, what’s gotten into you?”

“I need a drink.”

“Finally!”

Dan smiled in Chelsea’s direction, reassuring her that everything was suddenly okay.  He realized quickly that if he only had her body for the night then he didn’t want to squander the opportunity.

“Come on,” Chelsea said, and she led Dan in the direction of the noise that was spilling out into the street.

Dan walked uncomfortably in his heels, trying with all his might to stay upright.

“Heel then toe,” Chelsea said.  “Come on; they’re not that bad, are they?”

“I’m—uhh—just getting used to them.”

“Heel,” Chelsea said, pushing hers into the ground.  “Toe.”

Dan mimicked Chelsea’s movements and soon hit his stride, but not before the doormen had spotted him.

“How many has she had?” one of them asked, pointing as the pair approached.

“We just got here!” Chelsea laughed.  “She hasn’t had any.”

“New shoes,” Dan told them, shrugging.

“New dress too?” one of them asked.  Dan watched the guy ogle him up and down.  He clenched his fist.

“She’s a fiery one,” the guy said, laughing.  “Go on inside.  I’ll be watching you.”

He wagged his finger at Dan as he passed, smirking.  Dan wanted to snap it off.

Inside he saw the heads of several guys turn in his direction.  Maddie had dressed for this kind of attention and Dan wondered how she dealt with it all.  He felt threatened under their gaze to begin with.

“What are you drinking?” Chelsea shouted over the music.

“I’ll just take a beer.”

“A beer?!”

Dan suddenly remembered his new self.  “What are you having?”

“Pornstar Martini,” Chelsea said, as though the choice was obvious.

“Uh, I’ll take one of those.”

Dan noticed the guys milling around him.  He knew from experience that they were building up the confidence to say something.  It was just a matter of who was the brashest.

He stood there in his heels, bobbing slightly to the music.  He was far too self-conscious to start dancing, and didn’t think Chelsea would ever forgive him for doing so.  Dan was no mover.

“Can I get you a drink?” one guy asked.

“Pornstar Martini,” Dan answered quickly.

The guy nodded.

“Two,” Dan said after.

“Huh?”

“Two.”

“Oh,” the guy said, then he nodded with a smile.  “Right on.”

He turned to the bar just as Chelsea was turning back.  She handed Dan his cocktail and he stared down at it.
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