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A Visit with Uncle Larry
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First published June 6, 2022

Crazy Uncle Larry x Reader

Content Warning: Stranding, Dirty Talk, Foot Fetish, Gay Sex

Rain hammered down against the windshield of your car, obscuring your vision even though your windshield wipers were set to the highest possible setting, swiping futilely at the cascade of rainwater. A peal of thunder roared overhead, momentarily drowning out the ceaseless hammering of bullet-sized raindrops on the roof of your sedan. All you could do was creep along the back roads, trying to find a way back home. The road ahead had been completely flooded and you smartly chose not to chance it; at least there was no traffic back here to slow you down even further.

Ahead, through the watery haze, you spot what appears to be another side road branching off the back road, though its difficult to tell where it leads. As best as you can tell, it goes downhill, and through the runnels of rainwater on your window, you can see lights.

“Better than nothing,” you mutter, turning your car and inching further and further down what you realize is an earthen driveway leading to a house tucked away from the main road. Your high beams illuminate a pickup truck, the bed covered to preventing flooding. The small house sits solemnly, porch light on – someone was home.

You turn off the car and grab your umbrella, bracing yourself a moment before stepping out of the car and opening the umbrella, nearly soaked in the brief moments your head remains uncovered. You hurry to the door, grateful for the cover offered by the awning, and soon hear heavy footfalls from inside the house, creaking toward the front door. The door creaked open a moment later, revealing what was probably the single biggest man you’ve ever seen.

A massive, thickly muscled crocodile man stood in the doorway, easily over seven feet tall and clad in just a pair of old, white boxer-briefs that bulged with a frighteningly large package tucked within. He nudged the screen door open and peered down at you with big, yellow leering eyes. For a moment, you see his nostrils flare and he lets out a soft grunt.

“You need somethin’, boy?” he asks, his voice a deep rumble like the thunder. “Car broke down?”

“Ah, n-no,” you stammer. “I was just on my way home, but the road was flooded and, uh, I’m new to the area and don’t really know where I’m going...”

The crocodile grunted again. “Your phone doesn’t have that fancy GPS shit?”

“Well, it keeps directing me right back to that flooded road and—”

“All right, all right,” the croc said, stepping aside and waving you inside. “Come on in. You can wait out the storm in here if ya want.”

You blow out a relieved sigh and step into the croc’s home, setting your umbrella down. “Thank you, sir, I really appreciate it.”

“You can stay so long as ya don’t call me ‘sir’, boy,” he said, moving back to the couch and flopping down into it, propping his enormous bare feet up onto the coffee table and crossing his legs, shooting a wink in your direction. “Name’s Larry. ‘Uncle Larry’ if yer nasty.”

“Ah, heh,” you chuckle, your cheeks catching fire at the older man’s flirtatious attitude. “Uh, very nice to meet you...Uncle Larry...”

Uncle Larry chuckled richly and leaned back into the couch, stretching his legs out further. The movement drew your eyes down to his huge feet, the broad soles a shade of pale yellow that nicely complimented the dark green of the rest of him. He flexed and curled his toes in an almost hypnotic rhythm, wrinkling up the soles before smoothing them out again. You couldn’t help but admire the shape, the curves of his arches – they looked damn near perfect, each one easily bigger than your head.

“I’d offer ya a snack, but I think you found somethin’ you want, boy,” Uncle Larry teased, curling his toes up.

“Uh...”

“Y’know, yer clothes are lookin’ pretty soaked, might wanna hang ‘em up to dry a bit,” he suggested.

“Yeah, that sounds like a good idea...” you say, finding yourself stepping out of your sneakers, pulling off your t-shirt and slipping out of your shorts and socks, leaving them laid out neatly on Larry’s floor.

“Underwear too,” Larry said, clearly trying not to chuckle. You comply, freeing your member from your briefs, which is already throbbing hard, almost painfully with need. Larry let out a low, amorous growl at the sight of your naked body and flexed his toes again.

“Get over here,” he said. His tone was calm and polite to the point where you expected to hear a ‘please’ at the end of his request, but there was an undercurrent of authority there, an expectation that you would obey.

And you did. In moments, you’ve closed the distance to Uncle Larry’s coffee table, leaning over it and grabbing hold of one of his massive feet. With a hungry groan, you buried your face into the crocodile’s arch, rolling your tongue out along the man’s sole, filling your mouth with his wonderful earthy taste. The sole wrinkled up again against your tongue, a deep-chested groan of lustful appreciation coming from the hunky old crocodile.

“Oooh, atta boy,” he rumbled. “Be good and thorough now...”

You happily oblige him, dragging your tongue from his broad heel up along his arch and over the ball of his foot to the bottoms of his toes, pulling each one into your mouth with a hungry little moan. You pull the big toe into your mouth, holding firm to Uncle Larry’s foot, bobbing your head over the thick, meaty digit, swirling your tongue around it.

Larry lets out a deep groan of pleasure and you glance up at him to see that he’s freed that impressive shaft from his underwear, pumping a huge hand over the girthy, vein-riddled length. With a lazy chuckle, the big croc lifted his other foot and pressed it against the side of your face.

“Don’t forget to do the other one, boy,” he growled. “Then get that pretty mouth on my dick when yer done.”

“Mmmph,” you reply, popping your mouth off Larry’s big toe and hungrily diving onto the other foot to lavish with the same amount of attention. Larry groaned and squeezed his cock, pressing his unattended foot against the side of your face.

“All right, boy, no more stallin’,” he chided.

You pull your mouth off the croc’s toes with a wet pop, turning your gaze to that meaty member jutting up between his powerful thighs, gripped in one beefy hand. You’re hungry for it, mouth watering as you move around the coffee table to the couch, leaning over your host’s lap and taking his turgid fuck rod into your hands. Precum began to well up at the tip, and you lower mouth to his swollen knob, lapping up the bubbling precum like you’re drinking from a water fountain.

Larry arched his hips up, pressing his leaking cockhead further into your mouth, forcing your jaws open with his girthy member. His copious precum oozed and dribbled over your tongue, wetting your lips and sliding easily down your throat. You respond to the pressure with a muffled groan, your fingers closing around the crocodile’s thick member, the meaty organ throbbing insistently with the massive man’s heartbeat.

Before you can get him too close, though, Larry pulls you up off his cock with a groan, your mouth sliding free with an obscene, wet pop. He works his underwear down off his hips and kicks them away before getting to his feet and bringing you along with him, hauling you easily over his muscular shoulder like a sack of grain.

Larry slaps his other hand against your ass with a lusty growl and begins to move, carrying you easily.

“I’m gonna fuck this ass til sunrise, boy.”

The prospect of being used by this enormous crocodile filled you with quivering excitement, your body shaking in his grip. Larry carries you into another room and tosses you down onto a large and soft bed, landing on your back. The mattress and blankets still carry the faint, pungent aroma of lingering sex, and it’s clear that Larry has had more than his fair share of conquests on this bed.

Larry’s tall and muscular frame loomed over you, an intimidating and irresistible spectacle of bestial masculinity, his enormous member throbbing insistently with need. His broad, strong hands take hold of your knees, pressing your legs back toward your chest to expose your snug and waiting pucker, guiding the bulbous head of his gorgeous cock to press it firmly to your entrance, easing his way in without a word.
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