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When I woke up with Monty this time, I was still a girl.

I cracked my eyes open and I saw him there, just inches from me in my bed. Our hands were still on each other, though we had shifted some during the night. If we had separated at some point, then we had come back together. I couldn't remember. My sleep had been peaceful and solid.

So apparently had Monty's, as he didn't stir, even when I pulled my arms free from him because I had to pee so badly. I tried not to disturb him, sliding off the bed and tiptoeing over to the bathroom. I stood in front of the toilet for a second and almost let my bladder go before I realized I didn't have a penis.

"Jesus," I whispered to myself, and I sat down on the toilet in my female body. It wasn't the first time I had peed as a girl, but I could probably count the number of times I had ever done it on both hands and not even need to get my toes involved.

I finished up my business and went back to the bedroom, climbing back into bed with Monty. He was awake by then, though, and I didn't mind. It was nice to see his eyes.

"Maddie," he said, still a little sleepy. "Still a girl, huh?"

"That's what it looks like." I smiled at him. "Maybe my unplanned changes are under control now."

He didn't say anything, just reached over and played with my hair and gave me a contented smile that made me feel warm. We'd had our first real date last night, and the dinner had been amazing, but the sex blew it out of the water. I remembered sliding underneath Monty's body, taking his cock in my mouth. Urging him to shoot his load down my throat.

Mmm.

"What time is it?" he asked me.

I had peeked at the clock when I'd run to the bathroom. "A little after nine," I told him.

"Feels like we slept in longer," he mumbled.

"I think we just fell asleep faster than we expected," I said.

Our hands roamed each other. We were both still naked. He found my breasts, cupping them and rubbing all around my nipples. I closed my eyes, touching the muscles of his abdominals and his hips, my other hand swirling my fingers gently around his chest.

We didn't say anything, just let our hands do the talking and inched slowly, perhaps subconsciously, closer to each other with each passing moment. It was Sunday, and neither of us had anything to do. We could be lazy all day. We could spend the entire day in bed until the sun went down, and we both knew it.

Somehow, we were chest-to-chest again, pressing up against each other. From there, it was only a matter of seconds before we were kissing, feeling each other up and getting bold with our tongues, neither of us caring about morning breath.

We parted, our breathing coming a little heavy, and stared into each other's eyes.

"Last night was really incredible," he told me. Even as he talked, his hands still roamed, rubbing up and down my back and reaching down to cup my ass cheeks.

"Thanks for taking me out," I told him. I could feel his dick, quickly getting hard, pressing between my thighs. "You're pretty good at being a gentleman, you know that?" 

"It was really all the suit," Monty said with a smirk. "As soon as I take it off, I'm a brute. You saw what happened last night."

"I think I was the brute last night."

Monty shivered theatrically." Maybe you were. You knocked me out cold."

I laughed, giving his arm a squeeze. "I didn't, like...scare you off or anything, did I? I don't know where that idea came from. I just...had to."

Monty raised an eyebrow at me. "What kind of person is going to be scared off by getting to cum in your mouth? Jeez, Maddie, you let those ideas keep coming, okay? Whatever your brain tells you in the heat of the moment, go for it. You have a great track record so far."

I grinned sheepishly, lowering my face. "That's good to know."

"Come back here," he said, his fingers finding my chin and lifting me up, and then we were kissing again, lying on our sides in the bed and holding each other close. He was fully hard now, and I shifted downward so that his cock could rub up against my pussy between my legs. I shuddered when I felt the heat of his shaft slide across my sensitive lips. I had thought they might be sore after last night, but there was nothing of the sort. Just pleasure, hot and silky, curling through my body as we rocked back and forth.

Our tongues danced around each other, our hands gripping and digging in. His dick was just barely nudging my clit, sending little shocks through me. It felt so good, like a massage, like you could just lay there forever and hope it never ended.

Monty broke our kiss, taking a second to get some air. He looked at me.

"You ready for another round?" he asked.

"I'm the brute," I told him, pulling in harsh breaths. "I...demand another round, in fact. So I hope you're ready."

He gave me a mocking growl, burying his face into my neck and sucking and biting at my skin, making me yelp.

"If I give you a hickey," he murmured, still sucking at me in between the words, "will you still have it once you change back?"

"I don't know," I gasped. "Guess we'll have...to see..."

Monty kept sucking on my neck, hard enough that I could feel the ridges of his teeth when he pulled my skin across them. It felt deliriously good, coupled with his dick between my legs and the rest of his body wrapped around me. He pulled off after perhaps thirty seconds, saying that I'd had enough.

"Enough of that, anyway," he continued, casting a glance down my body. His eyes flicked away, like he was thinking of something. He looked back at me.

"How do you feel about getting on top?"

I didn't need to think about it. Riding Monty's cock? Absolutely.

"Here's how I feel about it," I said, and I shoved his right shoulder hard and without warning, catching him by surprise and forcing him flat on the bed. He scrambled a little bit since he was close to the edge, laughing as he shoved back over and I got on top of him, both of us now in the center of the bed. My knees straddled over his hips, and I bent down close to his face.

My tits hung down right in front of him. Monty let out a moan of desire I don't think he intended to, then buried his face in them, losing himself in between my knockers. I turned my upper arms inward, squeezing my breasts together over his face.

He pulled back, wearing a happy smile. "God, that is fun," he said.

"Get back in there, then," I said, giving a shake to make them bounce. He shoved his face back in, and I tilted backwards so that his searching mouth could find my nipple and suck on it. The hard nub of flesh found its way easily into his lips, and he worked on giving my nipple a hickey of its own, making me growl.

I let him play with my tits for a little while, enjoying it. I closed my eyes. We were in no hurry; we had all the time in the world. I fed him both of my nipples, his mouth sucking hard on them, hard enough to make me wonder if I really would be hurting after I changed back into my male body. Worth it, regardless.

I started to rock my hips on him, finding his cock and pinning it down underneath my vagina so that I could slide my slickness across the underside of his dick. He released my nipple from his mouth, throwing his head back on the pillow and moaning as my lips parted around his shaft and massaged him with the beginning of my soft insides. I slid back-and-forth on him, giving another idea just a second of thought before leaping into it, pinning his arms back on the bed and grinding against his cock.

"Maddie...!" he gasped, as I pressed down hard and made his cock bend a little bit, not enough to hurt, just enough to feel good and make him hold his breath. He tensed up at the feeling of my weight bearing down on his pinned shaft, but relaxed, perhaps remembering that I of course knew what I was working with.

I rubbed my slick cunt across his cock for a few minutes, soaking his crotch with the wetness that was already practically dripping from me. Finally, I released his arms and leaned back, letting his cock pop up behind my pussy and catch a little air.

"You're gonna...drive me crazy..." Monty huffed.

"Oh!" I gave a mock gasp. "Well we can't have that. Let me see what I can do..."

I couldn't resist teasing him a little bit more. I leaned back, catching his cock again and bringing it down, lining it up with my hole. I pressed down, feeling his head start to push inside of me, and I bit my lip. It felt so good, the promise of what was to come, that I almost just slammed myself down on him and took him all the way in.

But I was feeling mischievous. So I pressed my pussy into him, letting my hole start to swallow the head of his cock, and then I pulled back, letting his cock flip away like a spring.

He gasped, and I gave him a devilish look, watching his face furrow up in need.

"Whoops," I whispered. And I found him again, bending him back and lining him up with my hole, this time pushing him in another inch deeper. I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of him slowly filling up my tunnel, and before I knew it I was pushing down on him another inch, and then another, and whatever devious plan I had formed was tossed out the window since I couldn't
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