After-School Special 


This horrible smut story brought to you by RatchetSly





	Mr Cavenaugh stretched and yawned as he extricated himself from his car. It had been a very, very long Friday – the hot, humid weather had made more than a few customers at his restaurants extremely irritable, something the air conditioned buildings had been unable to correct before they took it out on the staff. He'd been called out to talk to impatient lunchgoers complaining that their gourmet burger had taken longer than five minutes to cook – in the middle of the afternoon rush, no less – and by the end of the day, his poor workers had run out of steam. He'd sent them home for the night early out of pity and done the closing and cleaning work himself.


	As a result, the huge crocodile was quite a bit more tired than usual getting out of work, and his nice suit was sporting stains on the outside of kitchen cleaning and on the inside of sweat. He double checked his car was locked before strolling up the little path to his door. 


	There was light coming from behind the drawn curtains of the living room, and that brought a big, toothy grin to the fat croc's face. There were a pair of school girls who occasionally stayed at his house after class; he was a family friend of both, and his home was a short walk from the school as opposed to the lengthy bus trip to either girls' houses. Plus he had a big TV with a sizable movie collection and some very comfy furniture, which was one reason his place had become the post-school hangout.


	Wonder who's here? he thought, unlocking the door. He'd given both Lauren and Katie keys, and asked them to re-lock the door in the event he wasn't home when they stopped by.


	The sounds of a drawl followed by gunfire filtered in from the living room. Katie loved her westerns. Question answered.


	“Hello there!” he boomed as he shut the door. The movie noises paused, replaced by scampering feet, and a little bespectacled ferret sorting a delighted grin shot into view. Katie was an adorable thing; rectangular glasses on her masked face, bouncy and cheerful demeanour, bushy brown hair. The seven year old was, coincidentally, wearing thigh-high socks, some long fingerless gloves... and nothing else. Well, not counting her glasses.


	“Hello Mr Cavenaugh! Have a good day?” She was actually bouncing on her feet from sheer energy. He chuckled.


	“Nah, but I'm certainly about to have one. Nice to see you, kid.” He bent down to give the girl a hug – although given the sheer size difference between the ferret and the giant reptile, he had to almost get on his knees to do so. Hell, his forearm was about as big around as she was. “I'm gonna go put these clothes in the laundry. Be back down here in a minute, okay?”


	Katie kept herself pressed against his huge gut. “They smell like fries and burgers, haha.”


	“Heh. Yeah, they do. Let go'a my belly so I can get them off, ya little hooligan.” She gave him a little squeeze, then darted back to the living room. Cavenaugh turned and plodded up the hardwood stairs. He was much more tired than he realized – Katie would be leading tonight, the diminutive devil she was. He made his was into the bathroom, tossing each alternately greasy or sweaty piece of his formally spotless suit into the laundry bin.


	He looked himself over in the mirror for a moment before going back down. He was a truly large man, being quite above average height and very much above the average weight. He still had some nice muscle tone on his arms and legs to compensate for his massive paunch, at least. He'd always liked the fitting term “stout”, even if it first conjured a mental image of a short, bearded miner taking a swig of ale. 


	Under that soft, scaled belly was the reason he was wearing a specialized pair of underwear, one that minimized the problems that could occur with walking and, well, public decency. He stripped them off, pinging them slingshot style into the bin with the rest of his outfit, before giving himself another look. His shaft was pretty impressive, being almost as thick as his forearm and long enough to rest between his pecs, had there not been the gut in its way. His balls were even better, the heavy orbs hanging almost to his knees. How Katie could take a guy his size would never make sense to him, not that Cavenaugh was going to question it.


	Right, enough vanity, he thought. Shouldn't keep her waiting. 


	Cavenaugh made his was back down the stairs, every step his fat nuts swinging and fat ass jiggling. The croc rounded the corner into the living room, a couple lamps giving warm light to the cream-coloured walls and deep burgundy furniture. The colour of the chair Katie had sunk into made her tan fur and purple socks stand out all the more.


	“How was school today?” he asked, ambling around to the couch as she hopped up.


	“Pretty good, got my math test back. Got a 95 on it, too!” she replied, scurrying onto the couch on all fours. 


	“Great job! Was that the one you'd been studying for on Monday?”


	“Yep! Here,' Cavenaugh felt a hand on his backside. “Let me get that for you.”


	“Get wha – ohhhhh.” He felt her duck under his thick tail, spreading his cheeks and planting her small face in the sweaty crevasse in between. There's a seven year old giving me a rimjob I didn't even ask for. Today has gotten – oooh – a lot better. Aloud, he called behind him, “Thanks, Katie. How is it?”


	The answer was a big muffled. “Smells better than you burger-y clothes.”


	He gave a deep chuckle again, ignoring his rising mast. “I somehow doubt that. Hope my food tastes better than back there, at least.” Katie gave a contented hum.


	“Okay, fine. You taste good but you smell like Mr MacDougall's gym bag. Happy?”


	“Of course.” He felt her small tongue travelling across his pucker – from the videos he'd made with her friend Lauren, he knew the girl's head was so far buried in his ass crack as to be hidden from view.


	“So, ah, how long're you going to be back there? I'm a bit beat from work, wouldn't mind sitting down soon.”


	“Aw, but I like your big butt. It's warm and soft.” Katie gave his pucker a quick kiss before extricating herself from it and backing up to the other side of the well-cushioned couch. 


	With the seat free, Cavenaugh sat down with a heavy whump, the sofa sagging under the force. “I may be a bit too big,” he joked.


	“Nonsense, you're just cuddly,” she giggled, cleaning her smudged glasses on a glove. “So, what next?”


	“Would you like to climb up here and go for a ride?” The croc patted his oversized junk. “You can be on top tonight.”


	The school girl climbed up onto him, a tad awkwardly due to her hands alternately sinking a bit into his belly and slipping on the perspiration-slicked scales. She turned, her feet on his meaty thighs, back against him, between his rotund form and his shaft. “Bet it was hot in that car, huh?”


	“Very much so. Can you reach the remote right there? It's to the left of my leg – ah, thank you. Need any help getting up there?” 


	“If you don't mind. You're a lil' too slide-y to climb.” He wrapped his hand around her chest, an action made easier by her prepubescent lack of boobs, and raised her to his tip. Katie wiggled her hips on it. “Some help going down would be nice too.”


	“Alright. Back door or front?”


	The young ferret gave his arm a playful slap. “Back, silly. The fun one!”


	“All lubed up already?”


	“I had an evening of movies to get ready to play! Of course I am.”


	“Three, two... one!” the portly giant boomed, almost covering ferret's cry and the schlup of his cockhead stretching Katie wide. “You good?”


	“Ahng... yeah,” she panted. “Can we start now?”


	Internally, Cavenaugh was marvelling at how ludicrously stretchy this seven year old was. “Just lemme get the news on, think it's at the tail end.” Click.


	“You're in my tail end! Come on, I wanna see if I can go lower this time!” She reached down and rubbed what of his meat she could reach.


	He flicked through the channels as he gradually pulled her down his dick, the obscene bulge in her belly getting bigger as he did you. He had to reposition his hand a couple time as the bulge stretched out, his ferret-clad head drawing level with the actual ferret. This was about as far as Katie usually got, the kid panting loudly as she gripped handfuls of belly scales. 


	Cavenaugh glanced down at her, ignoring a reporter prattling about a mall closing in the city. “You wanna try to go deeper?”


	“Y-yeah!” She grit her teeth and gave some sort of cute-sounding growl as the reptile slowly dragged her farther along his shaft, the girl grabbing the top of the bulge as it went past her head, her small ass spreading even wider somehow around his massive penis. Cavenaugh, on the other hand, was engrossed with watching a story on beef prices possibly rising next season. 


	It took a loud grunt from her to get him to look back down. The seven year old was still gripping the top of his dick, even though it was almost out of reach. “You okay? Only got a bit more, and you'll finally be at the bottom.”


	Through grit teeth and with a strained voice, the kid answered him with a simple, “B-bring it oo-on, big g-guy.”


	“That is the most charming look of crazed determination I've ever seen. Let got of the tip, it'd help. Okay? Three, two - ” 


	“Oh god, a-are you - ”


	“One!” With that, he slammed her down the remaining length of his cock, eliciting a sharp cry from the girl, her lower back now smooshed against his gut, sock-covered legs and fluffy tail resting on his balls. “How's that?”


	Katie, body trembling, looked up at him. The light from the weather forecast reflected off his glasses. “Y-you really – ungh – did b-bring – eufh – it on.”


	“You wanna stay at the base and celebrate making it there for a minute?” He shifted to the right a bit on the couch. There was a pause.


	“I did it, n-now fuck me.”


	“Sounds good.” He dragged her halfway up his shaft, then slammed her down again with a squelch and a gasp. Soon there was a steady beat of girly moans and sex noises coming from the room as Cavenaugh used her like a toy, Katie having wrapped one arm around his shaft and keeping her glasses from bouncing off with her other hand. The croc paid his child cocksleeve little attention as the stock reports were given, absentmindedly thrusting into her a bit. The shares in the bank he'd invested in had gone up again, which was nice.


	“Aungh! Y-you're slowing down! Pay atten – aygh – attention down here!” Katie gave his belly a hearty slap. 


	“Oh, uh, sorry.” Cavenaugh turned the television off – they had moved onto a fashion story anyway – and tossed the remote to the table with a clang. He wrapped his over huge hand around her, and began pumping her up and down at a much more energetic pace. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, sighing, enjoying the sounds and sensations of a seven year old's ass wrapped around his shaft. He looked back down after a minute, laughing a little at Katie's expression. Her eyes were rolled back, tears streaming down her face around a wide, delirious, clenched teeth grin.


	“Better?” His reply was some sort of incoherent squeak. “I take that as a yes.”


	It only took another couple minutes of vigorous fucking for the croc to hit his peak. With a loud, deep, almost feral growl, he slammed her down for the last time this session and began to unload his massive balls into the ferret. It was similar to filling a water balloon – every rope of boiling hot spunk bulged from his tip before going down to the kid's own belly. He thrust upward into her despite being as deep as he could go as her stomach swelled outward with crocodile sperm, some of the viscous goo oozing from her overtaxed asshole and running down his big orbs. Katie's gut soon covered that in its expansion out and down, her stuttering moans turning to gurgles before her throat bulged and thick jizz poured out her mouth, giving the soft tan fur of her distended front a nice white coating.


	By the time he had finished, Katie's belly was so bloated it hung off the edge of the couch, the lower curve of the gurgling, sloshing shape reaching halfway down his calves. Every movement, from either of them, produced more oozing excess to come from both her ends. It took a short moment for Cavenaugh's brain to come back online from the sex daze he'd gone into – from the look of her, it might take another moment for Katie to recover her senses. Gingerly, carefully, Cavenaugh pulled her up his shaft, trying to not jiggle her gut too much.


	This is what it takes for someone to be rounder than me, he thought in semi-lucid humour. With a slick pop, his head emerged from Katie's ass, cum immediately pouring out like a firehose. Even with his haste to lay her down on the couch next to him, the croc got a good hosing down with his own steaming spunk. Not that it mattered, as the girl's destroyed hole ended up flooding the sofa as her belly tried to shrink itself to a less preposterous size. Cavenaugh just leaned his head back and closed his eyes again, waiting for Katie to be able to form coherent syllables again.


	After a while, he heard, “Uurgh... that was great. Are you – are you still awake?”


	“Yup. Thanks for the stress relief.”


	“Can you help me sit up? I'm still a bit too round.” He looked at her. Her middle was now at least in the realm of almost-not-ridiculous, with it fitting on the cushion she was laying on her side on. He took her gloved hand and righted her.


	“I think you're gonna need to mop the floor tomorrow, Mr Cavenaugh. That's almost a pond on the floor.” There was a pause. “That was all in me before you pulled me off, right?”


	“Most of it. You did lose some out your mouth and rear.”


	“Darn. Maybe next round I can hold everything, huh?”


	The croc smiled. “It's worth a try. You got me all the way in you this time, after all.”


	She got to her feet, slightly impeded by her sloshing stomach. “In that case...” The child knelt in front of him, knees in a pool of warm cum. “Let's get you ready for the next round, hmm?” She have one of his huge, sperm-covered nut a long, slow lick. It dwarfed her head in the same way Jupiter dwarfed the Moon. “Mmm, even without your goo, your balls taste nearly as good as your butt.”


	“You can taste anything other than goo right now?”


	“Be quiet, you big lug, and let the seven year old call the shots.” She stuck her tongue out at him, and Mr Cavenaugh laughed.


