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Hangovers. The reminder to anyone afflicted that alcohol may have never been intended to be ingested into the human body.

They come in all shapes and sizes, from the mild to the severe, but always serving the same purpose to the unwise or the unwitting, a proverbial cautionary tale to college types across the world, bored housewives, and bar crawling buddies…

One such severity is currently hammering away at the insides of your protagonist’s head.

Kemper, our vessel for this particular yarn, has somehow managed to shamble into his first class despite the throbbing migraine drilling through his skull.

Freshman at the ever-popular University of Southern California, he shares the cardboard-cutout look of a handsome jock athlete with many of his peers. But who needs individuality in times like these?

He’s joined by another frat-boy stereotype, who is all crass and jeers when he plopped down into the seat next to our equally, if-not better looking, hero.

"Whoa, Kemper, you look like shit."

Kemper, our aforementioned antagonist in this story, and the much more effeminate of the pair, rubbed his neck and tried to compose himself.

"Hey, uh… Yeah, thanks." He slumped into the seat beside his friend, trying his best to ready himself for the oncoming lecture.

“What’s goin’ on man? Rough night?” His buddy Alan asked, chuckling.

Kemper slid himself down into the chair slowly, and winced at the soreness when his bottom hit the hard surface.

"It was a… rough night." Kemper said, pinching his nerves as he thought up an excuse.

They sat in a sprawling lecture hall, in rows upon rows of seats for students to sit and listen.

Kemper's senses were starting to reel as his hangover further blossomed.

Had he gotten any actual sleep that night, or had he simply passed out from exhaustion?

There was no concrete answer. He would have normally skipped this early morning class, considering the state he was in, but his unease about who he took home the night before had had him scampering out of bed that morning.

More on that soon…

"Little to much to drink last night, bro?" Alan asked with an elbow to his ribs.

"Y-yeah…” Kemper replied, trailing off. “Had way too much. Things got a bit... a bit weird."

Kemper's phone buzzed. He pulled it out of his pocket and looked at the screen.

As he registered what he saw, a flash of hot embarrassment hit him. Like opening the door to a sauna, he was struck with a heat and intensity the young man never knew.

He quickly lowered the phone, not wanting his friend to see.

"Hey! Hey, I saw that. Show me." Alan, the likewise horny teen all-but shouted, confident he saw a flash of female skin.

Kemper’s cheeks flushed.

It was too late. "No! N-no way!"

"Aw, man!” Alan wrangled. “I saw somethin’... a blonde somethin’! Is she hot?"

Alan lunged for the phone, but Kemper was quick to tuck it into his chest.

“C’mon…” His friend drew out the vowel, flashing a frat-guy smile.

Kemper checked the selfie one last time, realized it was innocent enough, and rolled his eyes.

"Shit," he groaned. "Fine."

Kemper held his phone afar with his opposite arm, beyond Alan's reach, making sure nothing he didn't want to be seen was there. He covered the bottom right corner of the image with his thumb and turned the phone towards his friends’ view, still too far for him to grab.

There was a play icon in the center - she had sent him a video clip, which began with her standing with her rear towards his bathroom mirror, turning towards it to aim her phone.

The blonde in question wore nothing but one of his black tank tops, and the sides of her amazing tits - easily a luscious triple D - were spilling out of the oversized armholes.

"Wooo, holy shit, dude!” Alan quipped. “She IS hot. That chick is bangin’! Play the clip."

Kemper grimaced. "No way."

"Don't be a pussy maaan, play it."

"Nope. That's all you get, perv..."

Kemper locked his phone and slipped it back into his pocket.

"Shiiit. I didn't think your scrawny ass could get girls like that my guy!" Alan chuckled as the professor walked into the classroom.

Neither did I, Kemper thought. I didn't even know girls like her existed. But if only he knew…

Suddenly, images came flooding back. He remembered meeting her at the club. She was absolutely magnetic, with her bouncy, golden locks and gorgeous face. And that fucking body!

My God. She was unbelievable.

Somehow she was there alone, so he had swallowed his nervousness, seized the chance to talk to her and bought her a drink.

She liked that he was a couple years older than the other first year students, and was glad to talk about the time he'd spent just working odd jobs after high school. To his surprise, she drank like a sailor, and as his wallet had grown lighter his recollections became fuzzier.

They'd eventually stumbled back to his dorm room. What happened next was a bit of a blur, but what he did remember chilled him to the bone.

And his bones were so very sore...

Skyler was definitely a unique case. In fact, Kemper felt a maddening mix of emotions at the thought of her: lust, embarrassment, confusion, fear…

In that lecture hall he had somehow managed to escape the reality of what they had done that night, with only his soreness and hangover to tie him to it, but now that video clip was waiting for him on his phone…

It was there… It existed… reminding him of the things she had done… and just waiting for him to push play.

Kemper swallowed hard, trying his best to keep up his demeanor.

"I… think I'm going to head home, to rest.” He grumbled. “This hangover just keeps getting worse."

"Alright,” Alan said, preparing for the lecture. “Later man."

Kemper rose from his seat, and his senses swirled harder. The outer borders of his vision were turning fuzzy in some sort of dizzy, nauseous state, and he was starting to flush with fever-heat.

As he strode up the stairs between the rows of seats and out of the lecture hall he was, to his dismay, realizing he was getting hard.

“Goddamnit..." He muttered to himself.

The handsome jock stumbled down the busy university hallway with purpose, though his path was tottered and veered. His heart was beating in his ears, and he could feel himself growing hotter still.

Fuck, where are the bathrooms here? He said to himself.

I need to see the clip... need to see… her!

Finally, Kemper saw the familiar sign of the men's room and nearly broke into a sprint.

Once inside, he dove in and locked himself inside the nearest stall.

His breath was heavy as he took out his phone and reopened Skyler's message.

Again, and almost instinctively, he blocked the bottom right corner with his thumb, afraid of what he might see.

He was ashamed... admonished… the opposite of what any red-blooded, all-American athlete should be.

But yet, here and now, he was salivating over what his thumb was obscuring, and the thought of what he was hiding seemed mortifying.

So, with a shivering hand, he pulled his trembling thumb away.

The stilled image engulfed his view: Skyler, in all her petite yet voluptuous beauty.

And… Extending far out from her lower body… was an obscenely… hard… and massive…

Cock.

It exceeded out, like a fleshy girder rod, twice the size of Kemper's, or any other penis he had ever seen for that matter. She stood in profile to a mirror, as if she'd only meant to show off her sweet little bottom and copious sideboob in the reflection, but in her aroused state there was so much length to see. From the pink and fattened tip at the tip of her stem, to the plump pair of smooth, hairless, apple-sized nuts at her base.

"Holy…" Kemper whispered. "...Fuck!"

His breath came out in shudders, because his entire body was shaking.

After a fearful moment, he pressed the fateful icon that induced: play.

“Hi Kempie, it's me.” Video-Playback-Skyler said, pouting for the camera. “As you can see I woke up with a little… What do the boys call it? Morning wood…”

She reached down with her free hand and took her mammoth cock in her tiny hand, mid-shaft. And with a forceful squeeze gave it a long stroke up then towards her body, wringing the scrumptious, veiny pole and coaxing out a bead of pre-cum from her slit.

“You left so suddenly this morning, babe.” She continued with another Instagram-worthy pout. “And here I was hoping we could have a quickie before you left for class.”

She gave a cute, schoolgirl-like little giggle, which set her chest into tantalizing motion.

“So how about this? Now that you're back to your senses, if you still want me, come back here and get me. If you’re not back by let’s say… nine-thirty, I’ll take that as a sign, gather my things, and leave. And you'll never see me again.”

Kemper swallowed hard, his eyes locked on the seething girlcock, and the soft, dainty hand slowly stroking it up and down.

She blew a kiss to the mirror and said, “see you soon,” then the video ended.

Kemper was uncomfortably hard in his jeans. With Skyler’s slim, fit. petite body and beautiful face, coupled with those amazing tits, she was every boy's fantasy.

And yet she had that massive cock, and all the twin equipments that accompanied it as well.

He didn't know how to feel about it, or them for that matter.

Kemper knew how he was supposed to feel, or how he would have expected himself to, but somehow, no matter how hard he fought it, Skyler's giant cock and fat nut sack turned him on.

It turned him on beyond belief. Beyond apprehension. Beyond reason…

He could have replayed the clip and started masturbating right then and there, but what would have been the point in that?

There was no pleasure in that, on either end, for either of them.

So, shaking his head in shame, Kemper exited the bathroom and left for home…

One Hour Later…

As soon as he stepped inside his dorm the smell of sex hit him like a freight train, as if he had just lifted the top of a grill during a cookout. The sweet, tangy smell filled Kemper’s nose, sending a shiver down his spine of what they had done all night before.

Not only that, but Kemper could already feel her near.

"Uhm, Skyler, I’m back.” The boy called out. “You still here?"

He heard a faint giggle and some movement.

"I am, and I see that," she said, stepping around a corner into view.

She wore a little pink bow in her wavy blonde hair and was still dressed in only his tank top.

Her 'morning wood' had appeared to have worn off, though still, the sight of her low swaying womanhood between her lissome legs made Kemper freeze in place.

Skyler approached, pressed herself close, and draped her arms around his neck. She was almost a full head shorter than him, but the power she wielded was uncanny.

"Guess this seals the deal then." She said, nuzzling him.

Kemper’s heart was beating hard in anxious excitement at the sensation of her breasts pressing against him.

"It... it what?"

She got on her toes to place a little peck on his lips, then whispered. "That you like me."

He wrapped his hands around her petite and tapered waist. "Uh, I'm not sure."

“I took the liberty of finding one of your shirts to wear.” She giggled, pinching at the front of the borrowed tank top, marking it as hers. "And I cleaned up a bit while you were gone. We made a big mess."

"Oh,” Kemper mumbled, blushing hard. “Th-thanks, Skyler."

"But from now on you'll clean up, okay?"

"Huh?"

She tenderly slid her fingers through his hair and he simmered in agitation at her touch.

With a devious smile she began to pull downward, lowering his head towards her rounded, luscious cleavage.

Kemper shakily but willingly assented, even groaning with pained joy as he felt her warm, smooth skin meet his cheeks. She purred softly, continuing to brush her fingertips along his scalp as he lifted and tossed her fantastic assets against his face.

"See? You like me. I know I'm the prettiest girl you've ever met."

"Mmmh..."

"Do I make you horny, Kempie baby?"

Kemper’s conflicted feelings had him holding his tongue, but she was of course, correct. In her presence, the lust he felt was maddeningly intense, even with the faint memories of the emasculating things she'd done to him that previous night. He only groaned his reply, feeling humiliation at the thought of what awaited.

"Of course I do." Skyler giggled softly. She stepped back, and her tender touch became a firm push downward. "Now get on your knees, pretty boy."

Kemper blinked. He remembered that teasingly authoritative tone; Skyler had been very bossy when they were drunk the night before. He twitched with panic as her slender arm whipped out, her perfectly manicured fingers wringing the collar of his shirt into her little fist. And with a deceptive strength she yanked him down to his knees.

"If you're going to be my boyfriend you'll have to be more agreeable, pretty boy."

In a single, swift motion she yanked up her tank top, letting one of her succulent breasts flop free, and then the other; a perfect pair of heavy, hefty melons.

Then she took her cock in her hand and lifted it toward his face. In awe and trepidation he noted again how, even when completely flaccid, it was already much bigger than his entire fucking head…

"I'm not used to not getting what I want." She purred with a bit of a growl.

"Oh God, Skyler, I…” Kemper waffled. “No, I don't..."

"Yes you do, Kempie. You tried to fight it last night but you didn't last long. I know you like this. Why, I can see already, you're getting even harder in your jeans. You don't have to be ashamed. It's just you and me now."

"Just... us..."

She nodded, smiling sweetly. "Now go ahead. I know you want another taste."

His palms reached out to her thighs with trembling fingertips. "I... No, I..."

But his fingers defied his words.

He cupped his hands together and lifted the warm, soft tube of pale flesh. Unlike the previous night he now had all his mental faculties with him, making the situation feel even more absurd and more shameful than before. But as Skyler had said... it was just the two of them, and she wanted him to. There was no longer any point in holding on to any biases.

So slowly, Kemper began to stroke it, knowing exactly what it needed, though his motions had to be scaled up a good deal more than he was used to. She cooed a soft, sweet tone, which was a total mismatch for what was coming to life in his hands. As she grew, the pink head began to emerge, and he shuddered in amazement.

“Holy shit…” Kemper whispered.

Skyler’s mammoth cock was getting hard, and it must have already been reaching a solid eight inches in length! And it wasn’t even fully erect yet.

As she stiffened Skyler stepped back, gaining the distance she needed as her muscle extended and swelled to full mast. The sheer size of her throbbing tool was mind boggling, and Kemper was equal parts amazed, aroused and frightened by what the diminutive blonde was sporting.

One of her little hands joined his for a moment, working the base while his hand squeezed mid-shaft.

Kemper realized he was licking his lips as he watched the thing get firm. There was so much turgid heat in their hands, and the act of wringing his up and down her length was insanely sexy. He had never felt such desire before. Skyler was youth, lust and fertility, exaggerated and crafted into human form. She was desire personified.

"Oh my God," he whispered. "How big does it get?"

“Aw, you don’t remember?” She giggled. "Ten inches, the last time I measured. I hope this recent growth spurt of mine is finished, because it's getting hard to hide."

A few short seconds later, and her massive column of flesh was fully hardened and throbbing with power. The skin that enclosed it was pulled tight, revealing the vascular details of the thick veins that fed its engorgement.

Skyler gazed down at Kemper, smiling playfully. She knew what he wanted to do despite the tormented dilemma that was plaguing his mind.

With a slender, guiding hand to his head, Kemper leaned in and gently fixed his lips around the bulbous tip. He felt like he could cry. He'd always fancied himself to be a real man, a guy's guy, yet there he was pumping almost a foot of hard girldick into his mouth. The feeling of her heat and her jaw straining magnitude was incomparable.

"Mmm…” Skyler purred. “I'm so glad you like my cock, Kempie. Keep going, your lips feel sssooo good."

The boy groaned his reply, shutting out her teasing words to focus on the sensuality of what he was doing. Beyond his surface feelings of degradation, on a more base level, he loved it. He trailed his lips down the side of her shaft, making the long journey down to her abdomen, only stopping when he felt her smooth, super-heated balls touch his chin. From there he turned his gaze to stare down her length and watch his hand as it continued to work her. He could smell her bodily scent, which to his relief was sweet and feminine.

It's a girlcock, he thought. It's pretty and sexy, like the rest of her. This changes nothing about me!

But her words were a smack of reality.

"You naaasty little cock sucker.” Skyler hissed. “Bet you thought you'd get to fuck a sweet little girl when you met me, huh? But I'm so much more."

This can't last. Every second thing she says degrades me. Kemper thought. But God, she turns me on so much!

On his knees he shuffled backward until he could tuck the tip back into his mouth. Staring cross-eyed at her gorgeous cock, a sudden and primal urge took hold.

Kemper moaned as he took her by the hips and began to slowly mouthfuck her.

Skyler squirmed and sighed, and her throbs intensified. A hint of salted sweetness and moisture met his taste buds, and he quivered with excitement. As mindless as the frenzy she'd put him in was, the nectar of her immense flower was driving him even deeper into madness.

She reached down and with her forefinger tilted his chin up. The tip of her member left his grasp with a wet POP, sending the rest of it into heavy, vertical sways.

Seeing how bothered he was to have been cut off, she giggled and gave a wink, then turned away from him to stride deeper into the apartment, towards his bed.

Kemper watched, wide-eyed as she went, spellbound by her slim yet curved little body and bodacious, perfectly heart-shaped ass.

Skyler stripped off her top completely, tossing it across the room and leaving herself completely nude. The sides of her breasts could be seen jiggling high and firm against her chest as she moved, and the rigid sway of her gigantic cock was hypnotic.

Kemper licked the taste of her spunk off his lips and swallowed it down, then he scrambled to his feet and followed.

Skyler sat herself on the edge of his bed, and her cock swung such that the end of it tapped against her sternum, right between her bountiful tits. It left wet, dripping kisses on her skin, dripping a mixture of spit and precum, sending hot collops rolling down her the curve of a breast. She then reached down and lifted her heavily filled sack, cupping the distended pouch in her tiny hand.

“I think it’s time for your reward…” Skyler purred, showing off her juicy butthole.

"Oh, thank fuck," Kemper muttered.

He hurriedly undid his belt, and his jeans fell to his ankles. She had gotten him so incredibly hard, it was such a relief to free himself from the prison of his clothes. With a victorious moan he laid on top of her and plunged into the moist warmth of her ass.

Skyler gasped, and then rolled her head back and moaned. "Ohmygawd, Kempie! You’re so big! Mmm, fuck me baby!"

"Fuck yes, Skyler. You're driving me insane." He took hold of her thighs and began to earnestly buck. "Ohh God! You feel good!"

“Mmph!” She mewled, taking his dick with ease. "Stroke my cock, pretty boy. Stroke it while you fuck me.."

Without a word he wrapped his hands tight around it and began to make long, powerful strokes.

"Ahh… Mmm…” Skyler groaned, chewing her lip. “That's more like it! Stroke my dick! Make me cum, bitch!"

The repeated impacts of his hips against her had her chest jostling and jumping, and in her state her pretty face took up a sweet and helpless look... yet the unyieldingly, hardened tool Kemper clenched in his hands was the exact opposite. His clumsy coordination had him trying to work her length at the same rate as his comparatively short and frantic thrusts, and his biceps were beginning to burn from the effort.

His arms seemed to turn to rubber as his climax hit him, much sooner than he would have liked, but there was no stopping him from continuing to thrust. His hips slammed to a stop against her and he cried out in joyful, frustrated bliss.

“GAH! AH!” Kemper clenched his teeth and unloaded.

The little blonde pixie below him clamped her arms and legs around him, letting the boy ride his orgasm deep into her guts.

"Ooohhh, babe!" Skyler called out, stifling a giggle. “Mmm… yes, that’s it!”

She wrapped her legs around his torso and pulled him in close, and as he continued to throbbingly release himself into her she smothered him with a seething kiss. He groaned in fitful ecstasy as his hands dropped down to the mattress. He'd never felt such an all consuming, full body climax in all his brief life.

With a chuckle of detached amusement she broke the kiss and tilted his head downward, and with a squeeze of her internal muscles she set her rod swaying up and down, inches from his chin.

“You did great,” Skyler said with a smile. "Now put those lips back on me."

No longer holding on to old prejudices, he unhesitatingly bent forward and engulfed the beating, fleshy tip while worshipfully running his hands up and down her perfect, superior shaft.

"Ooohhh yes! Good boy! GoooOOOoood boy!"

To embrace the hyper-endowed body of Skyler was like a revelation - nothing was hotter. Still buried to the hilt in her, he realized he'd sustained his hardness.

Kemper gave an experimentative shake of his hips and yes, even after that immense, mind-melting orgasm it felt right. With a muffled moan of joy he resumed his thrusts while sustaining his oral and manual attentions.

"Ooohhh!” Skyler cooed. “You're doing much better now."

Indeed, after blowing his first load Kemper seemed level headed enough to keep a good rhythm, and as he indulgently bucked into her his hands maintained long, pleasing strokes.

She giggled and he looked up at her quizzically, her wet and juicy cock still in his mouth.

"I won't have to turn you around to finish this time." Skyler said with a wink.

Kemper's cheeks flared. That memory he'd fought so hard to bury, that loose and sore feeling that had made it so hard for himself to be seated for his lecture, meant all that he'd hoped it couldn't. There was no point in fighting it though, for to always be able to feel what he felt at that moment, and to keep a creature like Skyler in his life, was reason enough for him to swallow his pride and be the one who is conquered. She was just that good. So perfect.

If anything, a blowjob well done might have saved him from another sodomization at the hands of the golden haired beauty. So he pressed on, embracing the scenario and loving every moment of it.

Skyler’s asshole felt absolutely divine around his cock, and to lavish his attention upon her burning phallus was like praying at Aphrodite’s altar.

"Ooohhh Kempie baby, I'm gonna... gonna..."

He stepped his strokes up a notch, returning to that frantic movement that burned up his arms as he gagged and clucked at her seething, leaking tip. Kemper’s thrusts reached a fever pitch, and he felt the beginnings of another climax.

If he timed it right, they could finish as one.

Skyler clenched and screamed. "Yes! Yes, here it comes!, I'm... I'm... AHHHH!"

Torrents of pearlescent spunk shot from her massive cock and filled his mouth.

Nearly choking, he tore his lips away and beheld the fantastic shots as he released the same again into her. As the sweet and salted richness settled against his tongue he was hypnotized by the might of her spasmic bursts, a blown up representation of the blissful feeling of himself emptying into her perfect little hole.

Skyler was raining down on herself and his bed, her head tilted back to spill her blonde locks across the sheets in a pose of utter ecstasy.

He returned that beating head to his mouth and began to drink her down. Unphased and completely consumed in her climax, Skyler bucked as he milked her massive cock and drank down her burning nectar.

It tasted so right, and he needed it.

It was his new addiction.

With a heaving chest and fitful breaths, Skyler wrenched her head off the mattress to look up at her muse. She had regained enough of her senses to take in the scene, and she smiled warmly.

Deeply pleased by what she saw, she reached down and helped him stroke out the last of her essence.

When finally there could be no more, Kemper let go and clumsily pulled himself out, sending his seed billowing out onto the bed.

Yet when he was free, he felt his legs give way and collapsed onto the cumsoaked bed beside his lover.

"Oh, Kempie. You did such a good job," Skyler said soothingly.

She rolled, turning herself to lay on top of him, and for a moment Kemper twitched, fearing her cock as it laid stiffly between their torsos, inundated with cum. As he wrapped his arms around her he had to admit that she felt great against him.

Skyler gazed into his eyes for a moment, then took his cheeks in his hands and gave a sweet little peck to his lips.

Kemper smiled, at a loss for words. He was putty in her hands.

"That was…” He began, almost lost in thought. “Shit. I don't know. Unreal, Skyler. It was unreal, now that I'm sober. You’re amazing."

"Are you still hung over?"

He blinked. "No. No, actually I feel fine. I feel... amazing."

Skyler smiled. "Don't get too used to it. If you want to hold on to that feeling you're going to have to be good."

"Oh yeah? How's that?"

"You'll have to keep pleasing your new girlfriend."

Her laugh was contagious.

“Because I’m not done with you yet!”

One Day Later…

Skyler stepped through the doorway, sweeping her golden-blonde locks over her shoulder with a model-esque turn of her fair head. "Hey babe."

"Hey Sky," Kemper grinned, wringing his feet out of his sneakers. “How’re you?”

Though they were weeks into their relationship he was still caught breathless by the first sight of her after a long day away. He was watchful as she approached, keen to take in the sway of her hips in her pajamas and the youthful bounce of her very ample and well presented chest.

As she came into his arms her gaze turned upwards to meet his, and a calm smile spread across her lips. Kemper faintly shivered with building excitement. One of her delicate hands came to rest gently against his chest, then she got to her tippy-toes and let her lusciously lashed lids fall over her eyes.

He immediately surrendered to her, leaning down to commence a long, heated, passionate kiss.

Lip-locked, he soon felt her other hand choosing a much less innocent path than the first, coming up along his inner thigh to rest over the growing desire in his jeans. As always for her, he was extremely quick to excite.

"Aww… Are you still sore, baby?" Skyler asked.

"Yeah. My back is sore as hell."

"I'm sorry, Kemper. You know how excited I can get. I can't help it."

He nodded.

"Maybe I can help ease your pain with a back rub tonight. Would you like that?"

"Y-yeah," Kemper said blinking, already wondering what sort of perversions her version of a ‘back rub’ might involve, "that sounds great."

"Good. Mmm... it feels like you've got plenty of tension elsewhere, too." Her little shoulder was rising and falling as she stroked his arousal through the denim, smiling naughtily.

Quicker than he knew how, she unzipped his fly and fished him out into the open.

Kemper’s cock sprung free, hard and long and wanting. Her delicate little hand gripped it firm, stroking its already hard length.

"Sky, you..."

Before he could fully form his response she deftly dropped to her knees. "I can help you with this too."

A second later and his entire cock vanished into her warm, wet mouth.

"Guhhhh!"

From the shoulders up she went into full motion, with her head bobbing to and away from his lower body with an unheralded suddenness. Her lips wrung him tightly, wetly pumping his hardened piece. Kemper stumbled at the sudden onslaught of stimulation and began to fall backward, his upper back hitting the door.

Skyler caught his hips and, without ceasing her vigorous motions, steadied him. As soon as he regained his footing she plunged in, bottoming out her throat, and her lips surged forward to rest against his groin.

"Ff-ffuck, Sk-Skyyylerrr!"

Her tonsils faintly clucked away around his cock. Her little hands skillfully undid both belt and button and yanked his jeans down. She withdrew, leaving his member gleaming with saliva and shuddering in agitation.

Looking up and seeing his amazement and gratitude, she giggled while carefully bringing his boxers down as well. As soon as they came to rest on his ankles she, without breaking their gaze, again enveloped him within her pretty little mouth.

"God damn,” Kemper huffed. “Wh-where did you learn to do this?!"

For two whole weeks this had been the routine. Constant, primal, carnal, time-altering sex whenever they were together. There was small talk, dinner, lunch, and the occasional text, sure, but anything they were in the same room orgasms were happening.

Skyler was a fucking machine.

With a solid hold on his hips she pulled and pushed, while severe motions of her talented neck completed the ritual. She was vigorously mouthfucking Kemper, and he already could feel the cum boiling up inside his balls.

It was as if the little blonde's hidden strength and sensual supremacy were intimidating his body into a quick and explosive finish. He didn't stand a chance against her - a fact she not only didn't mind, but relished.

Skyler crashed into his groin and crushed her lips against him, all while staring up into his eyes with her icy sapphires. As her tongue and tonsils milked, she gave slight turns of her head, preparing to devour all he had.

Kemper exploded.

"Ohhhh, fuck! God, yes! Yes!"

His hips shook, but she wouldn't allow him to thrust. Hugging his lower body, she locked herself against him, immovable as he emptied into her throat.

When his beats of climax ceased she drew back, her plump pink lips wringing his softening and over-sensitive shaft. Lifting away, Kemper’s cock was spotless save for a light coating of saliva, but she had utterly sucked him clean.

Her little kitten tongue traced along her lips as she rose to her feet. "Feel better now?"

"Ah, hah, ah... y-yes, Sky, I do."

"Good." She started to play with the bottom edge of his t-shirt. "Now you should get on the bed for your back rub."

Wordless, he nodded and walked over, obediently shucking off her jeans and pulling off his shirt as he went and laid on his side.

"On your stomach," she instructed.

"O-okay," Kemper said, though he wasn't going to do so quite so soon.

He couldn't yet take his eyes off her, and for good reason. She was reaching to lift her tank top over her head. It lifted off of her upper body, releasing her high and rounded breasts, quite oversized for her tight little torso. She pulled it down, revealing her trim stomach and gorgeously proportioned lower half. There wasn't a single blemish on her milky-white skin, and it would have defied belief that a human could be so perfect, but there she was. Were it not for that hot specimen of womanhood which she was next to reveal, which was multitudes more incredible to behold, anyone would have mistaken her a prime woman.

But just as Skyler said, she was so much more…

Her cock was fat, thick and insanely long, ripe with veins and somehow immensely effeminate.

She was apparently unaffected by the intense blowjob she had just given, because she appeared to be completely unaroused. Yet there she was, hanging heavy to her mid-thigh, already bigger than Kemper had been at his moment of eruption. She stepped out of her pajama shorts and walked toward the bed, and it swung lewd and lazy in time with her steps.

The sight of her naked, supernatural body was like lightning to his urges, and the rigidity was quick to return to Kemper's member.

Staring, he instinctively reached out and began to rub its spit, precum slicked surface.

"Hey, stop that!” Skyler slapped his hand away. “It's massage time."

He quickly flipped onto his stomach and she straddled him.

She sat over his bottom, her legs folding at each of his sides.

Skyler was so petite, so light. He could feel her little hands coming into place on his shoulder blades, while her more peculiar lower features lay dormant against his lower back.

There was wetness, and Kemper realized she had somehow procured some sort of oil.

"Okay, here we go." She said.

"Mmm..." Kemper purred as she worked the fiber of his shoulders.

Though her hands couldn't cover much ground they were quite strong, when she calculated and wished for them to be. Her finger tips dug deep into his muscles, eliciting tingles of euphoric sensations as she kneaded the tension from his body.

"Oh God," Kemper moaned into his pillow, "this… is… heaven. I'd say you're an angel, only I already know you're a devil."

"What's that? Shush now." She swirled the butts of her hands along his lumbar. "So was it your lower back that was hurting, babe?"

"Yeah," Kemper said, "threw it out while we were-"

"I said shush." She shifted lower, away from his upper body, inadvertently dragging her prodigious gifts against him as she went.

Her tits felt divine, and hard nipples dual signals that told him where she was.

But there was something far more protuberant than her gorgeous breasts…

He grunted a complaint once it came to rest, apparently poised for entry, with her womanhood lying soft against his asscrack.

The boy yipped when he felt the hot length drag against his hole.

Skyler giggled. "Don't be a baby. Enjoy the massage."

"Mmmh... I am. This feels great, Sky. Fuck, why are you so good at everything?"

She giggled and gave a little shrug.

Kemper could feel her member growing heavier and hotter as it lay against him, dredging itself within his smooth, bubbly ass. He felt a dark feeling of dread for what that meant: the beast was awakening. 

As always though, his fear was mixed with excitement and desire. There was no avoiding the fact that his amazement and adoration for her spectacular and bizarre body was not only inclusive to her mammoth cock, it was centered around it! He still considered himself straight, and indeed even when she was at full mast it seemed a very feminine feature on her body, fucking shit! It was impossible to ignore and impossible to not think about.

It was what he let her do with it that sometimes made him wonder…

"Oops. Teehee!" The additional length Skyler was gaining had sent the end of her cock wandering into the range of his lower back, the area of her thorough and therapeutic attention.

She gave it a little flex, and it plopped heavily onto Kemper's left cheek. "Sorry baby. Getting excited by your sexy butthole against my dick."

He produced a low sound of relief as her thumbs worked the knots out of the muscles just north of his tail bone. He could feel her cock getting hotter, eventually straightening to stubbornly return to its position between his cheeks, hindering the motions of her hands. Skyler had to shift further back then, because of her obtuse size, bringing her still growing arousal to rest again against his bottom. Its heat was increasing in intensity, and eventually it ceased to press down against him, having gained enough rigidity to rise from its resting place.

"Umh, Sky... You don't need to massage there."

She had transitioned to eager kneads to his buttcheeks, occasionally even pulling them wide so that his pink little exit caught occasional wafts of air..

"Shhh," she cooed softly.

Though he was lying on his stomach, Kemper could easily envision the scene taking place behind him: his captivatingly beautiful, yet gender-defying ‘girlfriend’ staring down into his opening as she throbbed to full hardness, sporting a hard-on that easily exceeded the reach of her knees as she kneeled over him.

“Fuck…” He murmured.

She was going to stick it in him again.

And it was going to hurt.

But…

He had learned to like it.

Kemper felt her partially release her grip on his fleshy buns, and her weight began to rhythmically sway as her hands made the long journey up his spine. She shifted further to lay flat over his flank, sliding her hot cock between his buns with the aid of whatever lubricant she had procured.

Dread and anticipation intensified, and Kemper released a full body shudder when he felt the heated fluids of her arousal drizzling down into the cleft of his ass.

"Please Sky, be gentle this time," he whispered.

"Oh... Alright."

With every movement her ten-plus inches was swaying and bobbing, looking powerful and flawless before her gorgeous little body as a gleaming strand of pre trailed down from its tip.

She was so nonchalant about what she wielded, but there was no doubt at the positively organ-changing girth of it.

Shwick, shluck, schuck, shwick...

No longer using her words, Skyler simply giggled her glee as she rose, held herself steady, and aimed her weapon down at Kemper's little exit.

“Ah!” He gasped and recoiled at the feeling of hot, lubricated heat against him.

"Mmmhmm," she scolded.

How many times had she reminded him before that he should relax, if he didn't want it to hurt?

She leaned in, hovering over an ear, and after a moment of her cock flexing against him she burst past Kemper's barrier and entered.

“GA-AH!” He moaned and tried to escape into the mattress, only stopping when he felt her girth pulling out of him.

Her second inward push was easier than the first, and already he felt pain giving way to dirty, forbidden pleasure.

"Ooohhh gaaawwwd..." Kemper mewled.

Skyler slid in deeper, burying a good two thirds of herself within the plump little boy-bottom, then lowered her stance. He simmered at the beautiful feel of her petite limbs holding onto his body, her round and firm breasts lying heavy against his shoulder blades while her soft blonde locks tickled his neck.

It was at times like that that it was most clear that, no matter what nice things Skyler did for him, it was he who was owned by the other. She wasn’t the woman, he was.

With a girlish growl of enjoyment she gave rhythm to her motions.

And once again, she was fucking him.

She had broken him weeks earlier, and he was now her willing pleasure slave.

Slow at first, she hissed and pumped, sliding her thick, long pole down into him over and over.

Kemper groveled and mewled, finding the sheets in his teeth and thankful they existed to help to endure her quickening thrusts.

Skyler huffed and puffed, slamming down into his puffy bottom, sending flesh-on-flesh slapping down throughout the dormroom.

For a moment, brief as it was, he hoped none of the connecting neighbors could hear his emasculation, but then her breathing hitched and his eyes rolled back into his skull.

He came before she did, painting the tight space between his belly and the sheets.

But not a second later did Skyler howl and her cock surge, letting loose a fire-house level worthy amount of hot, scalding semen into his rectum.

He said stars, then collapsed…

One Minute Later…

Kemper blinked a few times, letting the ropes of spunk gather and flake away from between his eyelids. As she sat on his stomach, he removed the end of her cock from his mouth, which despite his continued, double-handed strokes was finally, after hours of love and labor, beginning to soften.

"Oh, Kempie sweetie. Thank you. You really are a good boyfriend."

"Think nothing of it," he said, licking his lips. "But a towel would be nice."

She got up off him and went to the bathroom, where she plucked a washcloth off the rail and tossed it towards the bed.

As he began to wipe himself clean she returned and laid herself against him.

“Oh, baby, thanks so much for the lovely evening.” She purred against him, genuine earnesty in her voice.

The nubile little blonde cuddled up against him, and Kemper could feel her unrelenting cock begin to stiffen and rise against his thigh.

"Jesus… Skyler,” Kemper began. “How could you possibly have any more sex?"

She giggled again, with that same infectious tone. "Why whatever do you mean, mister?"

"What are you, and where did you come from?"

She chuckled softly and brought herself down to hover lovingly close, so she could cup his face in her hands.

"You found me at the pub, silly."

Kemper finished wiping his face off with the towel and threw it onto the floor with a wet SMACK. Then he hugged her close, privately admiring the feeling of her various exceptionally proportioned features crushing up against him.

"Well yeah, but come on. Can't you explain anything about yourself to me? What is your family like? Where did you grow up?"

"Those are some very conventional questions, Kempie. But I'm afraid I can't really answer them... Not in a way that you would believe."

"Really? Come on, don't give me that. The fact that a girl as beautiful and as different as you exists and is with me is already unbelievable. I'll accept something amazing. Just give me the facts."

She went silent, and for the first time in Kemper's short time knowing her, saw the impressions of shame or vulnerability in her face. It was quite remarkable, because he had never seen such pain in her beautiful face before…

"I'm… I’m sorry, Sky.” Kemper choked. “I didn’t mean to-."

She sighed, cutting him off, then shifted a bit against him.

“It’s alright,” she began, trailing off and looking away. “If we’re dating, you should know.”

Kemper began to wipe up her stray streaks of cum.

“No, it’s alright. Just take your time.” he smiled at her, shattering her frown and replacing it with a beaming smile all her own. “You can tell me when you're ready. Whenever that is. If ever.”

Skyler lunged, kissed him, then stared into the boy's eyes for a long beat before saying, “Thank you…”

All Kemper could do was smile back. Skyler was amazing. But how, or what could have happened that brought her to me, of all people?

THE END
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