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Olivia awoke to the purring sound of
her phone alerting her to a new message. She stirred, loving the
way her heavy quilt felt on her body. Somewhere at the foot of the
bed, Sonnet was curled into a ball and sleeping, the
calico's tail
wrapped around her until it touched her nose.

She sat up, stretching and scratching. Sonnet yawned,
licked her nose and pushed it back under her tail. Olivia smirked
to herself, slid out of bed and made her way from her room to the
bathroom.

Her doppelganger stared back from
the mirror, blue eyed and raven haired. She'd changed into a t-shirt and simply
plopped down into bed after last night's clubbing, and it showed. The shirt
was a throwback, a shirt from freshman year of high school that
refused to fit now. It was tight over her breasts, her bellybutton
peeking out from underneath the navy hem.

Olivia scratched again and washed
her face, vaguely aware of a tensing in the triangle of flesh that
led to her trimmed slit. She lifted the hem of her shirt and stared
down at her panties. Last night she'd gone with a frilly cute thong laced
in pink with a bow on the front. It was stretched this morning, a
big lump of something making it tent.

She looked at her face in the mirror
and tried to remember what had happened, how she could have
possibly wound up with a dick, if that's what it was, between her legs. All
that came to mind was a few drinks, dancing with her girlfriends
and getting fucked by their upstairs neighbor during the cab ride
home. A little something to write Penthouse Forum with.

Looking at herself in the mirror,
she put a hand to her lips. They'd been kissing so hard at the club
and on the way back that she'd swallowed his gum. It had
been gum right?
Would a guy be so ridiculous he'd risk swallowing a roofie just to
pass it to a girl?

Olivia looked down in the mirror. Her cock was hard.
She could feel it bound inside of her thong, pressed up against the
thin cotton fabric and curling back toward her.

She poked at it and it twitched,
making muscles clamp down inside of her pussy. If she still
had one, buried somewhere under the monster curled
up inside of her underwear. Olivia poked again and it twitched
again, the hard tensing of muscles between her thighs making it
stand straight out.

Hesitantly, she peeled off her panties, catching the
pink head of her new cock on the hem. It swung free as she dropped
her thong down her thighs, bouncing heavily with her pubic triangle
as a pivot point. There was a sprinkle of hair around the base. A
thick, syrup like droplet of pre-cum hung like dew on a line of
spider silk.

She looked down, honestly surprised
by how big it was. When she wrapped two hands around it the pink
head still stood out, beyond the fact that she
couldn't touch her
thumb to her middle finger if she circled it. Lifting it up, she
gasped at the sight of her balls. Hairless, like she often shaved
herself. They were big, the skin the same creamy peach as the rest
of her skin.

Then she lifted them out of the way too. There was
nothing between her legs. No pink, puffy swollen lips mirroring the
arousal of her cock. No little pink button waiting to be uncovered
and played with. Imagining her juicy, wet slit made her dick
jump.

Olivia pulled off her shirt and
smiled at herself in the mirror. Her tits we still there, hanging
plump and firm like ripe apples. The color in her areola was
deeper, darker, reflecting her aroused state. She looked flushed,
her lips full. With the exception of the dick swinging between her
legs, she was perfectly fine. Same cute face, same
tits—she turned and
wiggled—same cute
ass.

Olivia quickly dressed, pulling her
too small high school tee over her tits, the feel of the fabric
over her nipples making her bite her lip. Her cock twitched and
manhandling it back into her panties wasn't helping her aroused state. She
willed it to stop, urged it to obey, but when the electric prickles
spiked she grasped it and tugged.

"Oh
god...," she gasped.
She looked down at herself, the intersection between her soft,
feminine body and the angular, veiny, utilitarian and very male
cock turning her on. A bead of milky pre-cum had gathered at the
tip.

Hesitantly, Olivia thumbed it,
rubbed the sticky, slippery substance between her thumb and
forefinger before sticking her finger into her mouth. Salt hit her
tongue, underlined with a sweet, pungent aftertaste. Nothing like
any cum she'd ever
swallowed.

Slowly, wrapping her wet thumb and
index just under the bell end's ridge she stroked upward. Her knees
almost buckled.

"Holy
shit." Her brows
knit together as worked her hand over her shaft.
Olivia's lips
puckered and she cooed, eyes glued to her cock. It swelled in her
hand as if responding to her touch, a vein that squiggled along one
side standing out, pulsing.



She closed her eyes, replaying that scene in the cab,
remembering what it was like trading saliva in showy, wet Hollywood
kisses. Gasping under her breath, her other hand snaked up along
her chest. Her nipples were hardened little nubs rubbing against
the inside of the shirt, fat and puffy. Olivia moaned as she
grabbed at herself, tugging on her nipple.

Pressure was building in her cock,
similar, but very, very different than rubbing her clit. That same
curl of heat rolled inside of her stomach but it was deeper, lower,
centered just behind her dick and growing.
Olivia's hand flew,
gripping her meaty shaft with increasing urgency, squeezing enough
to pull the skin back and forth.

She was fucking her hand before long, thrusting her
hips forward and slamming her hips against the vanity. The cabinets
shook and clattered as she jacked herself off, unable to control
herself.

Her eyes flew open just as she felt
like she tumbled over a cliff. Her cock clenched, the muscles
between her legs—the ones capable of controlling the walls of her pussy had she
still had one—squeezed tight. A jet of hot cum shot out of her and she
watched it splatter against the mirror. Olivia bit her bottom lip
as she came, the curl in her stomach spiraling up through her balls
and out of her. Splurts two and three didn't hit as far, but the fourth arched
as her cock leapt and coated her reflection's tits in cream.

"...fuck," said
Olivia. Her chest was heaving, covered in a thin sheen of sweat.
The last few drops of cum had dribbled over her knuckles and she
took the time to lick it up, licking her fingers one by one until
they were glistening clean. The monster between her legs shrunk
back to a normal, flaccid size and she sighed in relief.

The frilly lace thong slid up and over her junk with
little difficulty this time and Olivia took her time cleaning the
bathroom up. As she reached across the vanity she noted how weak
her knees and calves felt. How much more rubbery her legs seemed to
be.

A knock at the door startled her.

"Livi?" Her
roommate, Chloe. She had an odd little way of over-emphasizing
every other word. "You okay in
there? There was some thumping
and you woke me up. Did you fall or something,
girl?"

Olivia froze. She'd forgotten all about Chloe, all
about if anybody else were even around. She looked down over the
modest swell of her breasts.

At it.

I was thinking with my
dick...seriously.

Looking at the door, she imagined Chloe standing out
there, blonde and brown eyed, hands stuffed into the kangaroo pouch
in her black and gold college hoodie. Her cock twitched a bit, but
she pointed with a manicured nail and urged it down.

"Livi?" Chloe
repeated. "I'm coming in
then."

"N-no!" Olivia
replied. "No,
I'm okay. Just had
a little trouble with my dryer. I dropped it, might be
broken."

Chloe huffed. Olivia could imagine
the cute way that one side of her mouth perked up. Her blonde
roommate's eyebrows
were undoubtedly furrowed.

"You
mean my CHI
hairdryer," she
said. "Open up, let
me see it. It better not really be broken."

"I've got
it," Olivia said.
She picked up said hairdryer and turned on. Her voice was cracking
and she took a second to clear her throat. "The switch got stuck. All good, n-no
need to worry.”

The door opened with a creak, Olivia reaching out
with one hand to keep it closed. She actually did fumble with the
hairdryer, prompting Chloe to rush in grab for it. They smashed
together, sending the appliance clattering into the sink as they
fell to the bathroom floor.

"Livi!" exclaimed Chloe.

They were tangled in a pile, the
blonde girl's hands
pushing against her chest as she sat up. Olivia caught a knee to
her hip and yelped as they composed themselves. Chloe was indeed
wearing her hoodie. An oversized pair of black shorts hung out from
the bottom of them, her olive thighs framed and on display. Her
blonde hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail.

She clambered over Olivia to stare
into the sink. "You
are so lucky.
It's
fine," she said,
flicking the switch on and off. The loud whirring whine of it
filled the room. "I
would’ve killed
you."

Olivia stood behind her, rubbing her side. She
clamped one hand down over the bump in her thong and reached for
the towel rack. It was empty.

"Where's my
towel?" she
asked.

"Probably in
the dryer," Chloe
answered. She clicked off the hairdryer and stared at Olivia in the
mirror. "I put
everything to wash after we got back last night. Were you gonna
take a shower?"

"Uh.
Yeah." Olivia
said. "I'm, uh, sorry
about the hairdryer. Now can you please get out of the
bathroom?"
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