


The King's Harem

King Norm sat within his opulent tower within the center of Poshire,
lazily drumming his chunky fingers against his enormous throne while
he awaited the arrival of his harem. Upon his seat, he didn't even
wear a stitch of clothing. The only article that he wore was a great,
golden crown upon the top of his head, studded with jewels.
Otherwise, his powerful, meaty jet black form was on full display,
muscular arms, fat gut, and a thick, equine cock that was just
begging to be tended to.

It had been several months since he'd invaded and taken over the
Kingdom of Macromyndia. No longer did the Giantesses rule. He had
outgrown them, become stronger than them, and, ultimately,
dominated them. His rule was absolute, and they all knew it. Macro
and micro alike had scurried to repair the damage that his assault
had done to the city. Thanks to the use of the arcane and the sheer
manpower that the macros could provide, it was short work.

In that time, the people of Poshire had also constructed a great tower
that stretched to at least a thousand feet tall, a great, girthy stone
structure that now sat in the very center of the city, decorated with
sculptures and carvings. It was a palace fit for a king, so, of course,
it was the place from which Norm ruled over his new kingdom. Micros
came to him to look for solutions for their problems, whereas the
giant women of Poshire oft came to seduce and pleasure him, taking
full advantage of the fact that he was the only recorded giant male in
Macromyndia's history.

That specific pleasure was what Norm was waiting for, as a matter of
fact. A visit not just from one giantess, but a harem of them, a local
troupe of plush, gigantic babes that were, apparently, just aching to
serve him and become his personal whores. Norm, of course, was
rather eager for the opportunity to have more than one woman
begging for him to grow for them. As the king, he could have as much



sex as he wanted, of course, but with how busy rulership was, it had
been a long while since he'd properly had the opportunity to drain his
extremely heavy testicles.

So, eager for today's meeting, Norm had his steely eyes set upon the
door to his throne room, waiting for it to creak open. Above it, a great
pendulum beneath a clock swung. They were due to be here in five
minutes. The regal black horse hoped that they wouldn't be late. He
wouldn't want to tarnish their first meeting by punishing them right off
the bat, after all.

Fortunately for the curvy troupe, however, they were not late. Two
minutes before they were due to arrive, the grand door to his throne
room finally creaked open, and, through it strode three extremely
thicc bovines, their heavy footsteps pounding across the ground as
they approached Norm's throne in tandem, their hands wrapped
around each others waists.

Norm let out an eager, breathless sigh. He couldn't help but wonder if
they were related. The three brown cows could've been triplets, as a
matter of fact. They looked very similar to one another, each having a
thin, soft brown coat of fur upon their curvy forms and thick, curly
blonde hair upon their heads. Over their chests, a thin strip of bright
red fabric strained against truly enormous udders, the taut material
barely able to hold them. Their hips, wide, erotic, swayed back and
forth in motion with slender tails that bounced behind them, flicking
back and forth. Their crotches were only covered by a loincloth, their
pussies underneath no doubt eager for their King's cock. Their eyes,
all bright and blue, stared up at him with lust and need. It was their
first time seeing a giant male, and it showed.

Smiling, Norm leaned back into his throne, and waited for them to
address him, wearing an eager smile. Oh, yes. This was going to be
an excellent way to relieve some stress.

The three women stopped as they reached the red carpeted steps



that lead up toward Norm's throne. The girl at the center dropped into
a gracious bow, and then, the two at her side did the same, all of
them closing their eyes, as if they were struggling to behold him.
"Your majesty. It is an honor to be in your presence," the girl in the
center cooed respectfully. "I am Anabelle." Gently, her hand gestured
toward the cow on the left of her. "This is my sister, Daisy," she said,
moving her hand to the right, "and my other sister, Clara." Both of
them nodded, keeping their closed eyes on the floor. 

Anabelle, however, eagerly lifted her head, opening her eyes to look
directly upon her King. "Would you do us the honor of standing so that
we may see you better, your majesty?"

Norm, of course, was happy to oblige. As pleasant as all of this 'your
majesty' stuff was, he was really rather eager to get on with the main
event. He pressed his hands against the armrests of his throne and
stood up to his full, magnificent height of a precisely a hundred feet,
from the tips of his hooves, all the way to the top of his ears. As he
stood, his stiffening horse cock swung and slapped against his plump
thigh. Balls, the size of wrecking balls, jiggled between his legs,
blatantly swollen with about a months worth of backed up seed.
Wasting no time at all, he began to walk down the steps toward the
buxom trio, his hooves clopping noisily against the stone beneath him.

Soon, he was standing in front of them, their juicy, delicious forms
mere inches away from him, their bountiful curves jiggling with every
breath that they took. Right now, the four of them were around the
same height ... but that would change, soon enough. With a tilt of his
head, Norm reached out and gr asped at one of Anabelle's heavy tits.
Even his enormous hand wasn't big enough to contain it entirely ... but
that didn't stop his hungry fingers from gripping and groping at it in a
primal, heavy knead. In response, the thicc Anabelle let out a
surprised groan, her knees going aquiver. "How about we speak the
pleasantries and get on with the main event?" he suggested firmly.
His finger snuck underneath the thin strip of fabric stretched over the
cow's heavy tits and broke it with a flex of his knuckle, baring the



enormous, erect nipple on the tit that he wasn't currently groping. The
skimpy garment fell to the ground. "It's been too long since I've had a
little fun, and I can't be bothered with all the small talk."

Before Anabelle could reply, she felt Norm's big, burly hand hand
press firmly against the top of her skull, his superior might shoving her
down, releasing her breast as he instead forced her down to her
knees, putting the busty bovine eye to eye with the impressive,
masculine tool that she'd be serving for the rest of her days. The
curvy cow needed no further instruction. Knowing what her king
wanted, she bowed her head forward and pressed her plump, slick
lips against the flared tip of his veiny member, feeling it pulse against
her mouth. At the same time, her hands rose, one grasping at the
base of his thick shaft, while the other lifted, her palm curling around
one of Norm's cum-laden testicles, hefting it in her hand. "So big, my
lord," she panted, puffing hot air over his length, "but I've heard that it
can get so much bigger."

"Do more sucking, and less talking, and you might find out," Norm
teased, before lifting his head toward the other two lovely bovine
women, Daisy and Clara. "And what are you two waiting for? Get to
work," he stated firmly. Wanting to impress, the two women did so
immediately, joining their sister on the ground by dropping to their
knees. Much like Anabelle, they were both wide-eyed at the sight his
pulsing, hardening cock. After being starved of any kind of male
contact for the majority of their lives, the three fat cow sisters were,
frankly, starved of cock. The two took a moment to take it in, to scent
it, to lust over it ... before they could take it no longer, and, much like
their sister, they leant in to press their lips across it's many inches,
eager hands rising to rub and stroke against rapidly hardening,
throbbing cock.

"I ... mmm ... can't wait until he gets even bigger," moaned Anabelle,
her lips partially wrapped around the flared crown of his cock. Noisily,
she slurped away at it, her hand curled around the tip, squeezing at it



to coax it into become harder, bigger. "How big can you get, my
King?"

"Mmmf," groaned Daisy, one hand squeezing at the base of Norm's
cock, while the other lustfully groped at her own breast. "I hope he
gets so big that he can literally drown me in his cum!"

"I beg you, my King," panted Clara. Her large, bovine snout was
pressed up against Norm's testicles, her tongue lapping across the
salty surface of his bloated ballbag. "Please, get bigger and bigger
for us! We want to see you grow!"

How could Norm refuse? Well, actually, he had no way to refuse! His
body had a very special and very unique quirk. The more aroused he
was, the bigger he grew. And with three especially beautiful women
worshipping his cock, he couldn't help but get aroused, and therefore
... he couldn't help but grow. The moment the three of them started
begging him to get bigger, they got what they were wishing for. The
ground beneath their knees began to quake as his form began to
grow, his cock growing and growing underneath their eager lips,
becoming longer and thicker as the legs by either side of it did the
same. The already impressively huge horse was growing at least a
foot a second. In less than a minute or two, he'd be outgrowing his
throne room.

"Oh my God! It's happening! He's getting bigger! He's really, really
getting bigger!"

"His cock is already amazing! Can you imagine if it grew to twice the
size of what it is now?"

"Twice the size? Are you nuts? Have you seen how he's growing?
It's gonna be w ay bigger than just twice the size by the time he's
done getting bigger!"



"It's gonna get so big that we're gonna be climbing all over it!"

Of course, despite the fact that what was happening to their king was
very, very exciting, it really did put the three sisters in an unusual
position. If they didn't act fast, the cock that they were wanting to
worship would be out of their reach, considering that it wasn't the only
thing that was growing with their worship. On their knees, with a
rapidly inflating cock and horse in front of them, the three sisters
looked to each other. For a moment, they looked confused, but then,
recognition lit onto their faces, a grin creeping onto their mouths. All
three of them had just come up with exactly the same idea at exactly
the same time.

Eagerly, all three bovine girls threw their curvy, busty bodies forward,
throwing out their arms as they all grabbed onto as much dick as they
possibly could. Their chests shoved forward, pushing their enormous
udders against Norm's rapidly growing inches. The three cows quickly
felt their feet lifting, growing further and further away from the throne
room floor beneath them as Norm continued to grow, faster than he
ever had before.

Not that he could be blamed. Feeling three, hot, squirmy and heavy
bodies clutching onto his cock for dear life was an incredibly arousing
sensation, after all. Their fat, bouncing tits rubbing up against his
thickening, lengthening inches, their curvy, swollen stomachs grinding
against pure black cockflesh. Unable to control himself in his lust,
Norm groaned and kicked his left leg out, the burly, enormous limb
knocking through the left wall of his throne room, turning it to rubble. 

Still groaning lusfully, and looking down at the three women who were
now literally hanging off of his sturdy cock, he made to move out of
the hole that he'd just created, not wanting to destroy his precious
palace in lust. Now, at least two hundred and fifty feet tall, over twice
the size that he had been, the towering black horse staggered out
into the afternoon sun, his impressively massive hooves stomping
entire micro residential areas into dust in the process.



The three bovines were on quite the wild ride. The cock underneath
their quivering, chubby bodies was growing more and more by the
second, rigid flesh pulsing beneath them as they clung on for dear
life, their environment rapidly changing around them. Still, they were
driven on by pure lust. With more than enough room for all three to
ride upon it, they heaved themselves up onto the top of his shaft with
a grunt, straddling it with their thick, curvy legs, more than long
enough to fit all of them in tandem. Their pussies, wet, needy, and
fertile, ground firmly against the throbbing meat beneath them as they
struggled to properly ride atop their King's mighty rod.

With their juicy bodies swaying back and forth, they did what was
natural for a creature atop of a hot, unsure, throbby surface - they
bunkered down. Pressing their large, squishy breasts and bellies
down into Norm's cock, they tightened their plump thighs around the
member the best they could, their arms reaching out to grasp onto it,
clutching and rubbing against warm flesh. Moans, loud and needy
came from their mouths. Nothing could stop their lust for cock, not
even the danger of falling off of it and onto the hard ground below,
which was now quite a few feet away!

And, of course, Norm could see all three of them squirming noisily
atop his girth, watch their wriggly, jiggly bodies squirming back and
forth, feel their hands, pussies, and mouths stroking across the
broadening expanse of his needy horsemeat. His testicles churned
noisily, clenching and rippling within their sack, slowly but surely
getting ready to deposit their immense load. But it wasn't going
quickly enough for Norm. The horse didn't want to have to wait for his
release, no.

"Not bad, girls," Norm said, his voice booming loudly across the entire
city of Poshire, "but let me show you how to do it properly." And then,
raising one of his titantic hands, he did just that.

Norm was not ordinarily one to work his own meat - being the King of



Macromyndia, he of course didn't have to - but, in this case, he'd
make an exception to the rule. Grinning, he wrapped his hand around
his member, thick, chubby fingers pressing against flesh and cow
alike, binding their squishy bodies firmly to his cock. He had grown
large enough to easily hold all three of them underneath his palm, the
horse now a good five hundred feet to their hundred.

Being smothered by their King's enormous hand probably should've
been a terrifying experience for his new harem, but the busty bovine
sisters were more spurred on than deterred. Blinded to the world
around them, and held firmly by their majesty's royal hand, they no
longer had to worry about falling from his prick. Instead, they could
simply enjoy it. Their large nostrils flared and took in it's heady,
masculine scent, their mouths opening to lick and drool across
whatever part of it they could. Hips, wide and curvy, bucked and
humped, smacking their jiggly asses against his palm while their
creaming,juicy slits ground against the cock beneath them.

All the while, there was a single, individual call from the trio. Mindless,
driven by lust, and moaned freely from their mouths between their
hungry slurps at their King's cock.

"Bigger! Bigger! Bigger!"

With his hand now wrapped around the three girls, Norm had his mind
on one thing, and one thing only ... release. It was a rare opportunity
indeed to have three curvaceous beauties pinned against his prick like
this, and he was going to take full advantage of it. Using the three of
them like they were a glorified onahole, his palm tightened even more
viciously around them as it began to work up and down, moving their
fleshy, furry bodies along his length with only the palm of his hand. He
could feel their breasts rubbing against his cock, their squidgy bellies,
the thick juices from their squirting pussies dribbling wet heat.

Forcefully worked across his length, the three girls moaned out in
bliss, Norm's heavy hand utterly dominating them. Every stroke of his



massive mitt caused their pussies to juicily scrape on the veiny ridges
of his stiff stallion meat, forcing them to be in a perpetual state of
orgasmic bliss, powerless to rest until he was finished with them.
Beneath his hand, the cow's eyes were rolled into the back of their
skull, mooing out loud, mindless moans into the air. Their bodies
shuddered in pure, intoxicated bliss.

Norm was getting close to the same point himself. Up above, looking
over the vast city that he had conquered, his ruined palace by his
side, he continued to carelessly work his rod, great testicles
clenching powerfully as he grew closer and closer to his peak. Then,
with a clench of his eyes and a grit of his teeth, his impressive, tower-
like cock lets out a powerful pulse, before a thick rope of horsesperm
spews from the meaty tip, landing upon Poshire below, and flooding
an entire district all by itself. 

Unfortunately for the micros below, that first gush of seed was only
the first of many. Rope after rope of semen spewed from Norm's fat,
black cock. As he came, his eager, chunky hand continued to work
the girls furiously across his length, titantic balls seeking to rid
themselves of every last drop that they'd worked up. By the time he
was done, a good quarter of Poshire had been drowned in his cum,
buildings crushed by the sheer viscosity and weight of it. Many people
had no doubt drowned within it. Norm didn't care, though. It wasn't
like those tiny things could do anything against him, after all. He was
just ... so ... big.

At least, by now, the town was used to rebuilding itself. This wasn't
the first time that Norm had gotten a little carried away ... and it
wouldn't be the last.

Panting, and weak in the knees, Norm uncurled his hand from his
cock, looking down at the three, sweaty bovines that were now
curled within it. Within his palm, their bodies shuddered, their pussies
still visibly clenching and squirting, gushing juices out onto his palm
from a prolonged orgasm. Despite the fact that he felt completely and



utterly spent, the black horse was eager for more. With the tip of his
finger, he reached out and prodded Anabelle.

"Wakey wakey, girls. Playtimes not over yet."


