
Bedside Manner   by Krombomich 
 

Chapter 5 – Vital signs 

 

Where were you when you heard the news about Diego Ricardo? A young man full of potential and 

hope, too pure for this world of selfishness and prejudice. He can rest in peace knowing that his death 

brought awareness to the daily struggles of those suffering of SGH and the wickedness of those who 

look down on them. 

 

June was at work, of course. Statistically, she spent most of her time there. The monitors in the central 

hub of Ward D were tuned to various news stations and all outlets were reporting on the same thing. 

You could say it was helped by a slow news day, and like a catchy pop song, the more people heard of 

the event that transpired, the more obsessed they became about all its quirky details and implications. 

The gossip about the news spread from room to room of Ward D and everyone was finding excuses to 

hang out near the nurse station to check it out. Being ass-fucked at the time while changing a bedpan, 

June and her dance partner waddled together out of the room to resume the ass-violation against a 

stray bed.  

 

You would think that after 3 months of working cocks with her throat and ass, either of these orifices 

would give her some mercy and stay in permanent gaping distention. Alas, the first morning dicking of 

every day was like reopening an old wound. June’s asshole, especially, coped with the daily violent 

abuse by closing up tighter after a night of healing with an icepack between the buttcheeks. This was 

today's opening ceremony for her anus, and George (she had finally learned all the names) was the 

worst candidate to cut (or rather rip) the ribbon; he was the thickest and longest of her room.  

 

His reach was such that June lost her breath as much from his anal probing than when throating a dick 

of similar size. This was because her diaphragm was getting the brunt of the thrusts after all the other 

organs moved out of the way. From the corner of her eye, she could see the TV. It was hard to hear the 

news lady talk as more and more patients and nurses were taking their ‘business’ to the hub. To not 

exacerbate the noise issue, June suppressed her own moans of agony and focused on the subtitles, at 

least until George grabbed her by the ponytail and lifted her off the ground to really grind his big dick in 

there. June was no novice; she knew when it was time to take a deep breath before spending five 

minutes with an inverted diaphragm. 

 



Brooklyn wasn't able to see or hear the TV at all, but her patient was watching intently through the open 

curtains of his room while fucking her face. He wasn’t holding her with much force, but there’s still 

nowhere to go but deep when someone has a hold, gentle or not, on your ears. She had been trying to 

give him a sponge bath all morning, but even without any intent at making it sensual, the man kept 

getting erection after erection. She still had his entire lower half to clean and already had 5 bountiful 

loads in her belly, a sixth one soon to join them. Her face was bright red but that only indicated 

symptoms of early oxygen deprivation; nothing to worry about until blue or purple.  

 

Even Dongmei made a rare appearance from her mysterious room. She always worked long hours, and 

no one had ever actually seen her go home or come in the morning. Her room only had two patients, 

but they were the worst cases of SGH at the hospital. The poor men were constantly producing and 

leaking cum and Dongmei was tasked to lay between them on a bed. “Lay” might not have been the 

correct term; with a belly so inflated, she was mostly wobbling. Her digestive system was constantly 

filled from both ends.   

 

"Hey Dong, do you need to be replaced?" a nurse asked as she entered the ward, before understanding 

the gravity of the whole Diego situation. Dongmei, unable to move her head an inch, gave a thumbs up.  

 

"OK, no problem, stay as long as you like." The Chinese finger trap's eyes watered from despair and 

choking. It was a bit of an inside joke at this point: had she given a thumbs down, the answer would 

have been the same. They unplugged her once a day apparently, unless the night crew was particularly 

busy. 

 

Molly came out to the viewing gallery while swallowing the last lingering mouthful of her latest 

successful extraction. Without breaking eye contact with the screen, she walked up to June to help her 

with her poor performance. If June had a voice, she would have pleaded with her go-getter co-worker 

that whatever she had in mind was not necessary. The cum hose deep in her guts would be flowing with 

white tar any second.  

 

At worse, she would have reconsidered her objections that her pussy should not be used for any medical 

purpose. The reason was that Molly remembered that request and was willing to compromise by 

administering her patented internal handjob through the same hole instead of the usual adjacent one, 

think she was doing June a favor. Her nails shoehorned themselves between the outstretched anus and 

the cock inside it. Molly’s slender fingers felt like giant sausages to the red ring of pain.  The wrist took a 

lot of wriggling to get inside and the forearm was a slow dilation process. By the time Molly reached a 

good stroking distance, George unleashed his first load since waking up. It was a big one. June’s toes 

curled and the sound of cum splashing on her distended diaphragm resonated out of her opened mouth. 

 



As for the twins, they were at home in the bathroom, still unaware that the world had changed. It was 

Hope's turn in the tub. She hated the tub but would rather spend her Saturday morning bathing in cum 

than getting her holes warped and unusable for days. Her jaw still clicked whenever she opened to take 

a bite of burger or something. She was trying to relax and ignore the sticky embrace of the cream bath 

and the remnant of the last batch running down between her tits. All she needed to entertain herself 

during those long summer days was a phone, which she kept in a Ziplock bag when cum-catching. 

 

Faith was a few feet away, standing, back against the sink on tit-job duty. It was a slightly preferable 

position because her distraction of choice was a good book, which couldn't be used adequately in a 

plastic bag. Even still, the cover was soggy and ruined from her brothers precum-dripping cock head 

poking it occasionally and from the initial spurt of some orgasms that came too quickly. The downside of 

tit-job duty, of course, was how badly Jacob treated her big soft chest pillows while he rammed his 

prodigious cock between them. He couldn't fit a whole boob in his hand, but he treated whatever flesh 

from the ends he could grab like hand grip exercisers and used his thumbs to compress her nipples hard 

against his indexes. Whenever he needed to relax his hands, he just pulled on her nips hard and 

stretched her tits upwards to tighten the hole between them, the one his penis was in. Faith spent most 

of the time wincing, but she could still make progress in her reading and, like Hope, had agreed to this 

arrangement to preserve what sanctity was left of her holes. 

 

Another blast splashed against the back cover of her book. At least that meant she would get a break for 

a few minutes. Jacob let go of his nipple-grip and Faith’s breasts bounced back into their regular shape, 

red and throbbing. His second rope bullseyed right on Hope's phone which slipped out of her hands and 

sunk into the white abyss with a splosh.  

 

"What the hell..." she started saying but Jacob's eyes were closed, and he was accidentally aiming his 

finish right at her face. Any attempt at spitting out what went into her mouth would mean letting more 

of it in. Hope was pinned down in the corner of the bath by a jet of cum. When the flow slowed to a 

dribble, Hope continued her train of thought: "What the hell, Jacob? You’re supposed to just cum on my 

tits!” She was combing the viscous, opaque bathwater for her phone bag. Their mother had insisted 

both sisters share the burden of their brother's wellbeing and he insisted he couldn't get off unless he 

knew his seed was going to end up in or on a beautiful girl. That is why all three of them were crammed 

in the small bathroom. As for the Cleopatra bath, that was just the bathtub clogging up from the out-of-

spec thickness of its content. 

 

“Sorry, Hope, I got lost in the moment. Here let me help you look for your phone…" Jacob pressed down 

on Hope's head which submerged down into the pit of semen. Had she been drowning in a normal bath, 

her arms would have been flailing and splashing water all over the place, but sperm, especially Jacob's, 

was too dense to quickly move your limbs through. The big brother held her down there, laughing, until 

she stopped struggling and bubbles surfaced. He then waited a few more seconds. Faith was taking 



advantage of all this free time to read as much of her book as possible. Jacob finally let the monster of 

the white lagoon emerge and it took a deep gurgled breath: “You fucking asshole!” 

 

“Haha, relax I wasn’t gonna let you drown. Look, I did help find your phone after all.” Like a pet shop 

goldfish, Hope's transparent phone bag had surfaced by her feet. It was lite up and buzzing constantly 

like a vibrator. After scooping cum out of her eyes, Hope looked at what fifteen of her friends had linked 

her in the span of 5 seconds. 

 

"Holy shit, guys! You have to check this out.” The slimy girl turned the volume up to the max so it came 

loud enough through the Ziplock. Faith assumed it was another stupid video about stupid drunk people 

doing stupid stuff but the first few lines of the news report grabbed her attention. Even Jacob, without 

letting go of his little sister’s tits, stopped his jerking motion in her cleavage.    

 

 

If you're just joining us, Diego Ricardo, a 19-year-old boy suffering from Seminal Glandular Hyperactivity, 

also known as SGH, was found dead this morning in front of his home. Early reports attribute his death to 

complications due to his condition after the seminal pump he used broke down. This is the first known 

death related to SGH, a once widely unknown and misunderstood hormonal imbalance that is now finally 

in the media spotlight. Diego's heartfelt TedTalk from last year about the hardships of SGH has gone viral 

with the news of his death and, as of this broadcast, has over a hundred million views.  

 

Moreover, after the malfunction of his pump, Diego asked for help from his own sister, Valeria Ricardo, 

who refused to perform clinical relief maneuvers due to the request involving penile and/or testicular 

manipulation. Diego then visited his neighbor who also refused to help. Finally, desperate for assistance, 

Diego took to the streets and resorted to rely on the kindness of strangers. The two young women he 

encountered walking by his home reportedly laughed at his request and left him to die in the street. 

Police have apprehended the four women and have announced that they would be charged with reckless 

endangerment in violation of the Duty to Rescue clause. They face up to 6 years in prison for their 

inhumane behavior.   

 

 

 

 

 



Big Dick Problems  by Krombomich 
 

Chapter 1 – Let’s go to the mall 

 

It is pandemonium here at the courthouse today where the jury rendered a guilty verdict after only 2 

hours of deliberation. Valeria Ricardo, Lilian Maloney, Sarahi Espinoza, and Kristina Velaquez have each 

been sentenced to 6 years in prison for involuntary manslaughter of Diego Ricardo that took place 6 

months ago. They had refused to provide assistance in a life-threatening emergency because of the 

sexual nature of the acts required to drain the congested sperm ducts. Diego’s family says that despite 

their own daughter’s conviction, they feel justice has triumphed in court today.  

 

Although the Care-4-SGH movement has already taken root in cities across the world, there is now an 

official legal precedent for refusing to help someone with Seminal Glandular Hyperactivity. Regardless of 

potential disgust for their swollen genitals and abundant ejaculate, it is a punishable offense. We are 

joined with… 

 

Amy turned off the television. She couldn’t afford any distractions right now. Besides, they’ve been 

running this story on a loop all day. These four heartless women deserved what was coming to them. 

There was no way she would have left a man to die in front of her like that. This sentiment was echoed 

by pretty much every woman on the planet right now.  

 

This wasn’t even the biggest news of the day as far as she was concerned. In 30 minutes, she was 

meeting Erika Gilliam (yes, the Erika Gilliam) at the mall. The most popular girl in school acknowledging 

her existence was momentous enough, but going shopping with her clique? That was her chance to start 

a new chapter in her life. And no, before you get all cynical, the cool girls weren’t using her to do their 

homework or cheat at an exam. First of all, Erika wouldn’t do something like that. Second, Amy wasn’t 

really the brainiac type of loner. These girls had it all and, if anything, she’d gladly copy their homework.  

 

Amy would humbly deny it, but she was quite easy on the eyes: tall, thin, blonde, even her glasses 

added to the currently popular ‘girl next door’ look. Her lack of popularity might have to do with the 

company she kept. She had known Carmen from grade school and puberty left that girl a flat, pimply 

mess. Amy would gladly throw Carmen under the bus for a chance to get noticed by Ryan Gilliam, Erika’s 

heartthrob brother. That’s practically what she was doing now, avoiding Carmen’s calls and standing her 

up for her sad birthday party. 



Amy’s wardrobe depressed her. She settled on some frilly white shirt and a long brown skirt. She wore 

that combination at school dozens of time but was only realizing for the first time how boring and 

uncool it was.  

 

She wanted to look her best but rushing her make-up as a girl not used to wearing any sounded like a 

bad idea. A little bit of concealer under the eyes and on some blemishes was going to be it for today.  

 

She ended up waiting outside the mall entrance for over an hour. Punctuality must have been Erika’s 

only flaw. The convertible full of glamorous teens eventually pulled up and parked across two handicap 

spots. 

 

“Hey girl, how’s it going? I like your erhm… blouse.” The giggles from Erika’s friend made Amy realize she 

might not have been serious and felt red warmth lighting up her face.  She was hoping to spend the 

whole afternoon without blushing like a nerd but couldn’t last five seconds after all. 

 

Amy was dragged in one of the first stores by the mall’s entrance. She had never felt more out of place 

than in a cool store such as this one. Everything looked too small, everything had holes in it… The group 

of fashionistas scattered then pushed a few outfits on the shocked girl’s chest to check if anything was 

bold enough to transform this ugly duckling. They settled on a combination and shoved Amy in a 

changing room equipped with paper-thin white jeans and a blue strapless top.  She was instructed not to 

wear panties or a bra under them. 

 

The makeover girl’s ass wasn’t exactly big by today’s standards, but it was round enough to be a final 

obstacle to these tight pants. Her cheeks finally squeezed by the waistband, then Amy noticed there 

wasn’t enough pant to fully cover the crack in the back and the pelvic lines in the front. She could not in 

good conscience leave the safety of the changing booth wearing these.  And not wearing a bra… her 

breasts the size that they were, going braless had never been an option and this unsupported top 

threatening to slide down certainly did not warrant an exception.  

 

“It’s not really for me,” she announced through the door, disappointed in herself for failing the first 

challenge.  

 

The girls barged into her private space. Amy felt like this was an invasion of privacy akin to bursting into 

an occupied bathroom. 

 



“No way, you look fucking hot,” said one of the girls. 

 

Erika snuck up behind her and gave Amy’s boobs a squeeze through the thin smocked tube. “Where 

have you been hiding those? I’d pay money for tits like that and wouldn’t keep them hidden under loose 

dress shirts all day. They are your best feature.”  

 

Her previous objection ignored completely, Amy was stuck in the middle of the gang as they left the 

store. Her old clothes were left behind, an apt metaphor for her past self. The slutty outfit was already 

forcing her to build up some confidence. She still couldn’t help herself to awkwardly hold her arms over 

the nipple bumps of this ridiculous top. The combination of the mall’s air conditioning and the 

skimpiness of her outfit kept them at attention. She looked at the floor most of the time but sometimes, 

sometimes, braved the looks of other shoppers and pretended that she fit in with her cool-girl crowd. 

She even kept eye-contact for a full second with a cute boy that passed the pride of maneaters.  

 

Like a record-scratch to the soundtrack of her new personality, a man stepped in front of the group. He 

was disheveled like a junkie and was rubbing a long bulge in his grey sweatpants. 

 

"Hey, hey girls. Look, I'm in a really bad place, do you think you can help me out again? Where's the girl 

from yesterday?"  

 

"Oh, I'm sorry mister. She's not here today, but this one here will take care of you. We want you to get 

better," Erika told him. 

 

Amy hadn't even realized yet what they were talking about (drugs maybe?) or that she had been voted 

to handle the situation.  

 

“We'll do a few stores nearby; just wait for us when you're done alright?" Erika said. 

 

Ava was so confused. Was Erika talking to her or the man? She started following her new friends toward 

the next shopping location when she was yanked back by the arm.  

 

"Hey, they said you’d help me out. I might die you know!" The man pulled down his pants and revealed 

the story behind the bulge: a big, thick, floppy SGH-afflicted dick. This was Amy's first personal 



encounter since she had heard of the condition following the Diego story; it was twice as long and three 

times thicker than she expected. The man hoisted his surreal penis up to her face. 

 

“No!" Amy yelled impulsively and tried to push him away.  Surrounding shoppers stopped in their tracks 

to analyze the scene. Amy expected public opinion to be on her side; young girls shouldn’t have giant, 

smelly dicks shoved in their face without affirmative consent. But the strangers’ scornful looks were in 

her direction and she began seeing the altercation from an outsider’s perspective. Their disdain for the 

Evil 4, a disdain she shared, was being projected onto her. She was refusing to help. She was in the 

wrong and she could… go to jail! For 6 years! This thought alone made her check her attitude. 

 

 "…problem. No problem. I'm just... I just need to touch it, right?”  

 

"Yo, I don’t want any of that weak shit. I need your lips on my cock right now or I'm gonna pass out." 

That man seemed extremely volatile, perhaps a symptom of testosterone overdose. Is that how Diego 

acted before his death? 

 

The man with the hyperactive seminal gland hadn’t let go of her arm this whole time and used his hold 

to drag Amy to a nearby bench. If she was going to do this (and she really didn’t want to) it needed to be 

in a private location, not in the middle of the goddamn strip. 

 

Amy was forced down at the edge of the bench and, without releasing his grip, the man went around to 

stand behind her. He was tall enough that his junk cleared the back of the bench, so he slapped the 

heavy thing on top of Amy’s head. Her arm was finally free, so she was left to wonder… ‘what now?’  

What was she supposed to do with a cock on her head? Was that a fetish thing? At this point, she was 

overjoyed to not need to touch his… thing with her lips.  

 

“AH!” She yelped as her head was violently pulled back. The hand that left red prints on her arm was 

now locking her chin at the maximum extension of her neck. She opened her mouth again, this time 

ready to scream for help but stopped herself just in time. 6 years in prison. 

 

Instead of her hair, her face was now the platform for the slab of man meat. It began sliding backward, 

hardening as it spread its musky dampness across Amy’s face. Two feet of veiny skin rubbed against her 

nose before it stopped with the protruding edge of the glans in the groove of her closed lips. Amy knew 

what he wanted her to do. What she should do. But she just couldn’t. At least not until she ran out of 

oxygen from the man plugging her nose. Even opening her lips the slightest bit to breathe through her 

teeth gave him the chance to pit his entire weight against her weak muscles of her jaw.  



In that moment, when the giant cock breached her stomach while her glasses bent out of shape inside a 

scrotum pillow, Amy was ready to spend 6 years in prison in exchange for an unobstructed throat but 

had no way to communicate that wish anymore.  Something was terribly wrong and Amy dared to feel 

around her belly with her hands for the source of the discomfort. A new stage of panic set in when her 

fingers caressed the outline of a giant dick under her belly button. She could not believe how deep 

inside her the monster had penetrated.  

 

Apparently, Amy’s tight young throat was not good enough on its own. With his usual roughness, the 

man pulled down her sorry excuse for a shirt over what she had learned today was her best feature. 

‘Not here, everyone can see!’ is another thing she would have risked jail to say if air still had a chance to 

make her flattened larynx vibrate. 

 

But yes, she assumed correctly. Perverse curiosity had gathered a crowd around the scene. Men in the 

audience were a bit jealous of the new powers granted to SGH sufferers but were still grateful for the 

occasional show. Women were secretly grateful not to be in Amy’s position but would not hesitate to 

brag about how they would have done the same thing and with more enthusiasm. Judgment came easy 

when the SGH cock was safely hidden inside another girl’s torso. 

 

Amy didn’t even have enough room in her throat to gag. All you could hear was mall music, crowd 

chatter and the farts of a wet pole plowing in and out of a precum-lined stomach. She temporarily forgot 

about her oxygen scarcity when the man started getting rough with her frontal love handles. Pull, 

squeeze, release, pull, squeeze, release, his yellow unkempt nails digging little trenches deeper each 

cycle. 

 

She didn’t have a way to keep the time, but it was after Brian Adams, Chicago, The Police and Celine 

Dion had a turn at the low-fi intercom that the man grunted his relief. Amy shared that relief as her 

stomach inflated from the rush of sperm that stirred her entire ribcage, knowing the painful invader 

would soon leave peacefully and her duty as a good citizen would be fulfilled. She changed her mind 

when it became clear she was at capacity and the trunk was still spewing its thick content while blocking 

the only way out. On the plus side, there was no outline of cock on her tummy anymore, just a big cum 

balloon.  

 

The stretching pains combined with the fingers two knuckles deep inside her breast tissue made Amy 

pass out. When she came to, she was sitting on the mall bench, cum dripping out of her mouth, glasses 

twisted and a neck that hurt no matter which direction her head turned. The crowd had scattered but 

passersby still stared at her as they walked. Following their eye-lines, Amy became suddenly aware that 

her fingernail-branded knockers were still out in the open. She struggled to find the bunched-up top 

without being able to look down and brought it up comically high. No longer was she excited about new 



fashion and its promise of popularity; she dearly missed her old modest shirts that covered her chest 

from neck to belt. 

 

“Hey, are you coming? We want to hit a few more places before we leave.” That was Erika’s voice 

coming from her right, out of sight, but Amy couldn’t bear to twist her neck to look at her.  

 

Looking straight ahead, afflicted by both pain and a newfound mental clarity, she dared to ask: “Do you 

even know my name?” 

 

“Of course,” is the reply she got. 

 

"Excuse me, I need help," a man asked. A different man. 

 

"We're going to spend a bit more time at Forever21, OK? It's a pretty good sale. We'll come get you in 

twenty minutes," said a cheerful Erika to the wry-necked girl. 

 

Big, rough hands pulled down on Amy’s shirt until her boobs popped out again. She started thinking that 

maybe her new friends had only brought her here as a shopping decoy and that maybe she should have 

gone to Carmen’s birthday party. 

 

 

 

 


