
Huge Stories
#1. Bloated Pants

Zack Huge is your typical hard-working male who pays his dues like everyone else and has earned 

himself an usual life. For Zack, he takes unusually great pride in the sake of his last name. For he unlike other 

anthro lemurs who are always depicted as scrawny, weak, little creatures, Zack is blessed beyond anything 

nature could create on its own: being a living titan. Standing before mortals like a god among them, he is a 

thirteen-foot tall, single ton hunk of a lemur with impossible muscles and a sex drive to match. He always 

works out on the beach-side gym wearing nothing but tight spandex pants that showed off every detail of his 

gigantic thighs and calves.  Sadly it does nothing to hide his huge bulge. Two small beach ball sized testicles 

hung firm and heavily between those tree-trunk thighs combined with a huge, thick veined phallus that 

snaked past his knee.

This was something that many people came to stare and Zack didn't mind as he did bicep curls with 

whole barbells because one wasn't wide enough for him to pump with, pull ups that gave everyone a full 

frontal stare at his humongous bulge and defined physique. Or the way the other bodybuilders often get 

annoyed with the near tearing creaks of his pants when he flexes his legs in front of the mirror looking like he's 

going to explode every time. But that doesn't bother him because the exhibitionism is what he loves without 

being in the nude. He saves that for his more 'intimate' moments. One day after a hard workout at the beach, 

he suddenly felt exhausted and did not want to do much for the rest of the day so he went back home with his 

favorite pants on as he tossed himself onto bed. Always taking long, hard breaths of air as he goes into a deep 

sleep.

The dreams that go through his head are robust and vivid like anything he can imagine and it is filled 

with the shadowy silhouette of a tall, dark, blue-eyed male who isn't like him in size, endowment or physique 

but is intimately playful with the loving ring-tailed titan as he caresses every inch of his hulking mass while in 

the real world its the start of him having a raging hardon as the thick veins on his cock throb beginning to feed 



gallons of blood to harden the phallus underneath the tight spandex prison.  Swelling and pulling the spandex

near its limits. However unknown to Zack, it was a bad day to wear his super spandex workout pants. 

Back in his dreams, the shadowy figure sensually rubs his nipples and strokes up and down his massive

pecs, flexing both apart and in unison. The figure has no idea how much his moves are turning Zack on as 

evident with the growth of his massive erection both in his dream and reality. Then comes to moment Zack 

has been waiting for as the figure turns around and presents himself before the ring-tailed titan and Zack rises 

up with his monstrous black erection drooling with pre that can fill a bathtub. Hunched over the smaller 

being, Zack shoves all five feet of lemurhood into that small rump and not once did it distend or injure the 

shadowy figure, it was a dream come true to go down in someone and make it fit. He slowly humps the figure 

slowly until requested to go faster and harder like never before; He happily obliged.

Zack tossed and turned as the sex he experiences was never like anything he could wish for in real life 

because no one has ever see anything in the big guy to love other than being a freak for his size but in his 

dreams only the figure can give him what he desires. His painfully throbbing cock pulsates so hard it feels like 

bombs continuously going off from the inside. The figure talks sweet words into his ears that encourage him to 

let him have it and be the raging sexual titan he deserves to be. Zack finally feels like he can finally unleash the

full power he only can bring himself into someone else and proudly yells "I'm gonna blow!" Unleashing a flood

of hot cum into the figure. His super spandex pant shot out a massive black blob as his cock shoots out a 

massive load of seed out and struggles to contain the first pump. The hot, molasses thick goo spreads out across

his legs as the next load goes off in his stretchy pants.

Like filling up a water balloon each powerful pulse quickly makes his pants swell up bigger and bigger 

without any signs of stopping.  Zack himself feels highly content to unleash his mighty load for the first time in

someone who can take it. Gallon after gallon of his seed fills up his pants, its already gone past the loss of 

detail and far past the appearance of the legs of an obese male. Now they slowly filling up the room he sleeps 

in. After over a hundred hard pumps, the raging black cock inside finally gushes out the last sticky load and 



relaxes. It was only a matter of time before the discomfort sets in and Zack slowly wakes from his powerful 

dream feeling the sudden rush of blood to his head and loss of feeling the bed under his body as he now hangs 

above it.

He can feel the lower half of his body struggling to move in dense fluid and realizes that he didn't have 

what he wanted but only went through another violent wet dream into his pants as they're now inflated to take

up half of his room. Leaving little choice, Zack pulls out the waist of his pants and drains out all the thick cum 

out like a broken pool flooding his room and leaving it all over the place. The upside is that he is always 

prepared for the room he slept in as his personal "pumping" room a little piece of home made for his occasional

unloading. It may be tired but he wasn't tired to prepare for the unexpected. As the small pool goes down the 

drain, Zack pulls off his now overstretched pants and walks his way to the bathroom to wash up. He feels a 

little down that he keeps getting the dreams of the shadowy figure, the source of all of his explosive wet 

dreams and hopes one day he could meet someone like that in real life. One who can see Zack for more than 

just a titanic freak of nature but as a real lover. Until then, he has to struggle to wash out the thick good off his 

legs and brace himself for the next big eruption.


