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______________________________________________________________________

I walked up to the mansion — my heart racing as I faced the imposing doorway. I was looking for a job after college for almost a year. I told myself I would take anything that I could get, but I never imagined a millionaire asking me to become his assistant.

What would I even do as an assistant? Fetch him his dinner?

In any case — I was desperate for work.

With a deep breath, I rang the doorbell. From inside the mansion, I could hear the echo of the bell. The hairs stood on the back of my neck. Why was I so nervous? Mr. Sin was an old man, and he seemed nice enough when he came up to me at the gym and asked if I wanted to work for him. Still, I couldn’t keep my heart from racing like a stallion.

The door creaked open slowly. Mr. Sin towered in the doorway, easily a foot taller than me. His imposing figure filled the frame. He wore an impeccably tailored charcoal suit that accentuated his broad shoulders. His silver hair was slicked back, not a strand out of place.

I gulped, craning my neck to meet his gaze. His eyes were piercing, studying me intently. A small smirk played at the corner of his mouth. I felt so small and exposed under his scrutiny.

"Ah, Jesse. I’m happy you made it," he purred, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine.

"Y-yes sir," I stammered. "Thank you for this opportunity."

He stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter. "Come in, my boy. Let's get you… settled in."

I paused for a moment before stepping over the threshold. The heavy door closed behind me with a resounding thud. My heart raced as I followed Mr. Sin's towering form deeper into the mansion. What exactly had I gotten myself into?

I trailed behind Mr. Sin, my eyes darting around the cavernous entryway as he left a trail of pine cologne behind him. The ceilings soared at least 20 feet high, adorned with intricate crown molding. A massive crystal chandelier hung overhead, casting dancing shadows.

The walls were covered in rich mahogany paneling. Ornate oil paintings in gilded frames lined the hallway. My footsteps echoed on the gleaming marble floors. Everything exuded opulence and old money.

We passed by room after room — glimpses of a gourmet kitchen, a formal dining room that could seat 20, and a library with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. Just how big was this place? I felt like I'd need a map to navigate it all.

Finally, we entered an enormous living room. A fire roared in a stone fireplace big enough to park a car in. The flames cast a warm glow over the space. Plush Persian rugs covered the hardwood floors.

Leather sofas and armchairs were artfully arranged around the room. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered sweeping views of manicured gardens.

Mr. Sin settled his imposing frame into a high-backed leather armchair near the fire. He gestured for me to sit. I perched nervously on the edge of the sofa across from him, feeling small and out of place.

He leaned back with a wide smile as the fire roared beside him. The heat from it made me squirm and quiver in my seat.

“S-so…” I whimpered, “About this job…”

“The job is easy enough. Though, I’ll tell you that it isn’t for everyone.” His smile grew as his eyes scanned me up and down. “It isn’t like your typical assistant job. My needs are rather… Unconventional.”

I raised an eyebrow, my nails raking the top of my thighs as my foot anxiously tapped against the carpet.

“Wh-what do you mean?” I asked, feeling a rush of adrenaline. On the outside, he looked like a typical man in his 50s. Sure, he was tall and in great shape — but nothing too out of the ordinary. However, one look at his dark, piercing black eyes told me that Mr. Sin was nothing like anyone I had ever met before…

Mr. Sin chuckled deeply. A twitch in the crotch of his pants drew my eyes.

I squeezed my thighs together as the man leaned forward — eyeing me like a hungry lion.

With a brisk nod, he motioned towards the armrest of the couch. I looked over, only now noticing the maid's outfit carefully folded.

“Y-you want me to put that on?” I said, a soft chuckle escaping my lips. This must be a joke. Though, the glare in his eyes told me that the man wasn’t joking.

“Like I said… This job is unconventional. You are free to leave.”

I bit my lip. Dressing up like a girl would be humiliating, no job would be worth that.

…And yet. A deep dark, dirty part of me was intrigued.

I stood up, drawn to the maid outfit. It was scandalous. I was a smaller guy, sure, but even I would barley be able to squeeze into this. The sheer leggings were silky soft, and the lingerie top was transparent. The skirt was also tiny, it would barely cover anything up.

From behind me, Mr. Sin laughed. “So, boy? What’ll be?”

I should say no. Of course, this was ridiculous. However, as my fingers trailed over the silky soft fabric, I couldn’t help but visualize myself in it.

Perhaps, I could just try it on?

I swallowed hard, my fingers still caressing the silky fabric. "I...I can give it a try" I whispered, barely able to believe the words coming out of my mouth.

Mr. Sin's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Excellent choice, Jesse. There's a bathroom down the hall to your left. Go get changed and come back when you're ready. Don't keep me waiting too long."

“Y-yes, sir.” I said, voice whimpering.

“Oh, and one more thing… Call me master.” The man sneered.

“S-sorry… Master.”

The word was like a sin on my lips — but it tasted so fucking good.

My legs felt like jelly as I made my way to the bathroom, Mr. Sin's hungry gaze burning into my back.

The bathroom was enormous, all gleaming white marble and gold fixtures. A huge jacuzzi tub dominated one corner. The shower was big enough for a small orgy. I caught sight of myself in the floor-length mirror - flushed cheeks, wide eyes. What was I doing?

With shaky fingers, I began to undress. The cool air raised goosebumps on my skin. I slipped on the sheer stockings first, marveling at how soft they felt against my legs.

My cock was already growing hard. I stroked my throbbing shaft as I admired myself in the leggings. I had a feminine and dainty figure with very little hair anywhere on my body. It was like I was made for this humiliation.

I hesitantly picked up the tiny skirt. It was made of soft black satin with delicate lace trim. My hands trembled as I stepped into it and pulled it up over my hips. The waistband hugged my slim waist tightly. I turned to look in the mirror and gasped. The skirt barely covered anything. My round bubble butt was completely exposed underneath. I took a few experimental steps. With each movement, the skirt flounced up, giving flashes of my hard cock and balls.

Next came the top. It was a sheer black lace tube top that clung to my torso like a second skin. My nipples hardened instantly as the scratchy lace rubbed against them. The see-through material left nothing to the imagination. I could clearly see the outline of my lean chest and flat belly through the delicate fabric.

I stared at my reflection, hardly recognizing myself. The outfit accentuated every curve of my body. I looked delicate, feminine...sexy. My cock throbbed insistently. What was happening to me? Why did I feel so turned on?

My hand rode up and down my hips, skin tingling as the sheer top brushed against my petite frame.

I bit my lip, watching my hardening cock push against the skirt. I looked… so fucking sexy. This outfit was tight, but it was made for me.

I couldn’t keep the cheeky smile off my lips, nor the blush off my cheeks.

I was a boy — but I was made to be a slut.

I took a deep breath and smoothed my skirt one last time. My heart was racing as I stepped out of the bathroom.

I made my way back to the living room, hyperaware of how exposed I was. The skirt swished against my thighs with each step. My cock bounced beneath the thin fabric.

Mr. Sin –- no, Master –- was still seated by the fire. His eyes widened as I entered, a wolfish grin spreading across his face. I felt my cheeks flush hot under his intense gaze.

"My my, don't you look delectable," he purred. "Give us a little twirl, pet."

Blushing furiously, I slowly turned in a circle. The skirt flared out, giving him flashes of my bare ass and straining cock.

"Absolutely scrumptious," Master growled. "You were made for this, weren't you boy?"

"Y-yes Master," I whimpered, shocked by how much I meant it.

He reached behind his chair and produced a feather duster. "Now then, my sexy little maid. Time to earn your keep. Start dusting."

I gulped and took the duster with shaking hands. Where should I even start in this massive room?

"Don't be shy, pet. Bend over nice and low. Give me a good view while you work."

Trembling, I bent at the waist and began dusting a nearby end table. I could feel Master's hungry eyes on my exposed ass. My cock throbbed, leaking precum onto my thighs and stockings.

His gaze burned a hole against my ass as I dusted the table. My back arched as I felt the hot air hit my puckering asshole.

Master let out a groan, I glanced behind me and a gasp escaped my lips. While I was dusting, the man had pulled out his cock.

It was massive.

The big, throbbing cock was hard as a steel rod. It must have been at least nine inches long. It was thick and hairy, with nice veins running all the way up to the hard, pink tip.

My mouth watered as I stared at it. Each breath I took caused my asshole to pucker.

Master laughed as his hand rode up and down his shaft. “Ever seen a cock like this before?”

“N-no…” I whimpered. In truth, I had never seen another man’s cock. But god, it looked amazingly delicious.

“Feel free to come and play with it, if you’d like.” He groaned, leaning back as his fingers held the shaft straight up.

I couldn’t resist. My legs moved as if with a mind of their own.

I inched closer, my racing thoughts turning to smoke as the world melted around me. All I could focus on was Master and his throbbing cock.

I paused for just a moment before dropping to my knees between Master's legs. My hands trembled as I reached out to touch his massive cock. The moment my fingers made contact, I gasped. It was so hot, like touching warm velvet wrapped around steel. I could feel it pulsing in my grasp.

I wrapped both hands around the thick shaft, marveling at how they barely fit. Slowly, I began to stroke up and down. The skin was so soft, sliding easily over the rock-hard core. Veins bulged beneath my fingers as I explored every inch.

“Mmmh. Your hands are so fucking soft.” The man groaned, his hips thrusting into my hand.

I bit my lip, saliva filling my cheeks as a bead of pre-cum rolled down from the tip onto my fingers.

I pulled my hand up to my mouth — licking up the sticky precum.

“Oh~” I purred, the filth coating my tongue. A shiver shot up my spine as I sucked all the salty precum.

“That tongue of yours looks so talented. Why don’t you use it on my cock?”

“I'd be happy to, Master.” I purred.

I lowered my head, my tongue darting out to taste Master's heavy balls. They were musky and salty, covered in coarse hair. I lapped at them eagerly, savoring the masculine scent. My nose was filled with the heady aroma of sweat and arousal.

Slowly, I dragged my tongue up the underside of his shaft. The thick vein pulsed against my lips. Pre-cum oozed from the tip, coating my tongue. The taste was intoxicating - salty and slightly bitter.

I swirled my tongue around the swollen head, relishing Master's deep moans. His hips bucked, smearing pre-cum across my cheek. I felt so dirty and used, on my knees in a maid outfit worshipping this man's cock. And I loved every second of it.

My own cock throbbed painfully, trapped beneath the tiny skirt. I whimpered as I took the head into my mouth, sucking greedily. Master's groans of pleasure sent shivers down my spine.

Even the tip was enough to fill my mouth. He was so fucking big. My tongue lashed against his head like a whip as my hand worked furiously to stroke his shaft.

“Such a good boy, suck my cock, slut.”

The praise made me whimper. Long strands of precum dribbled down my cock onto my thighs. I was so fucking horny.

“I… I need you, Master.” I gasped, pulling my trembling lips off his cock. It was glistening with spit and precum — looking even more delicious than before.

Master ran his hand against my cheek, his thumb brushing against my quivering lip as he stared down at me with pure lust.

“Master is going to treat you well.” His thumb slipped into my mouth. I whimpered, locking my lips around his knuckle as he brushed my tongue.

My eyes rolled back as I sucked his thumb like a good boy.

“Come onto Daddy’s lap. I want to play with that little body of yours.” He said, an evil grin on his lips.

I giddily jumped to my feet before climbing onto Master's lap, straddling his muscular thighs. My skirt rode up, fully exposing my aching cock and balls. I could feel the heat radiating from his massive erection pressing against my ass.

Master's large hands roamed over my body, sending shivers through me. He caressed my trembling thighs, fingers tracing patterns on the sheer stockings. I whimpered as he kneaded my ass cheeks, spreading them apart.

His hands were so rough — so manly. I couldn’t help but toss my hand back and moan.

“Ohhh~ Master!”

"Such a perfect little bubble butt," he growled. "Made for taking cock."

I moaned softly, grinding my hips against him. My hand wrapped around his thick shaft, stroking slowly. Pre-cum leaked steadily from the tip, coating my fingers.

Master's hand snaked around to grasp my cock. I gasped at the sensation of his rough palm against my sensitive flesh. He began pumping me in time with my strokes on his cock.

"Look at this cute little clit," he teased. "So hard and needy. Good girl.”

I blushed furiously at his words, a mix of shame and arousal coursing through me. Why did being called a girl turn me on so much?

His other hand returned to my ass, a finger probing at my tight hole. I tensed up instinctively.

"Relax, pet. Daddy's going to make you feel so good."

I had never played with my asshole before — but I couldn’t deny how much I wanted to. His finger pushed against the muscle. It didn’t take long for his tip to breach my body.

“Ah~ Oh, fuck!” I gasped, body going tense.

The stretch burned slightly, but waves of pleasure soon followed. I rocked my hips, fucking myself on his finger as I stroked his cock faster.

"That's it, take it like a good girl," Master purred.

I was lost in a haze of sensation - the fullness in my ass, the friction on my cock, the heat of Master's body against mine. Soft moans and whimpers fell from my lips.

His finger pushed all the way inside of my virgin asshole. He rubbed circles around my prostate, shooting waves of pleasure through my spine.

“Ohhhh fuckkkk~” I whimpered, my hand gripping his shaft hard.

He leaned forward, planting a trail of kisses up and down my back. “Take it, boy. Your tight little asshole is so nice.”

I pushed my hips back, begging his finger to go deeper. Instead, Master pulled his finger out, I whimpered as the pain, pleasure, and pressure relieved from my asshole.

“How about you put that mouth back to work? My cock is waiting…” He gave my plump ass another slap.

I fell off his lap like a ton of bricks, panting like a dog in heat as my hands gripped his thighs. His hard, thick cock leaned back against his stomach, the precum ruining his shirt as the man leaned back.

“Lick me, all over.”

His words echoed in my head like a command that I dared not refuse. Not that I would want to.

I eagerly dove between Master's thick thighs, pushing them apart to access his heavy balls and musky hole. Holding his massive cock out of the way, I buried my face in his crotch and inhaled deeply. The masculine scent made my head spin.

I dragged my tongue over his wrinkled sack, savoring the salty taste. His balls were so big and full, I could barely fit one in my mouth. I sucked and slurped noisily, drunk on the flavor. Master's approving groans spurred me on.

“Mmh, good little boy slut.” He purred, gripping my hair.

Releasing his balls with a wet pop, I moved lower. I licked a long stripe from his taint to his puckered hole. The slightly bitter taste made me moan. I circled my tongue around his rim, teasing gently before pressing inside.

Master bucked his hips, grinding against my face as I tongue-fucked him. His cock throbbed in my hand, leaking steadily. The taste, the smell, the feeling of submission intoxicated me. I lapped hungrily at his hole, desperate to please him.

"Such a good little slut," Master purred. "Keep eating my ass like a good girl."

I redoubled my efforts, burying my face between his cheeks. My cock ached, trapped beneath the tiny skirt. I rutted shamelessly against the chair as I worshipped Master's hole.

At the same time, my hand rode up and down his thick and heavy cock. It throbbed in my grip as I felt his orgasm building.

My tongue shoved deep inside of his asshole as saliva dripped down my throat. I was filthy.

“That tongue of yours is perfect.” He groaned. “I’ll be sure to put it to good work.”

My eyes fluttered open to meet his. His gaze was lustful and evil. A slick smile crossed his lips.

The whirlwind of thoughts spinning in my head turned to smoke. At this moment, I was nothing more than a little cock slave — desperate to do Master’s bidding.

With a whimper, I pulled my mouth off his asshole, tasting his musk on my lips. Strings of saliva connected my mouth and cheeks to his ass.

I gasped, my hand furiously stroking his cock.

“I…I need your cum, Master~” I whimpered, breathlessly.

His grip tightened on my hair, pulling my face closer to his manhood. “Is that so? Where do you want it?”
“A-all over my dirty fucking face! I need your cum all over me!” I cried out.

His smirk grew. “In that case. Start sucking.”

I eagerly wrapped my lips around Master's thick cock, taking as much as I could into my mouth. The musky taste and heady scent overwhelmed my senses. I bobbed my head up and down, my tongue swirling around the swollen head on each upstroke.

Saliva pooled in my mouth as I sucked greedily. Wet, obscene slurping noises filled the room. Drool leaked from the corners of my lips, running down my chin and neck. My face was a mess of spit and precum.

I hollowed my cheeks, creating delicious suction as I worshipped his shaft. My hand pumped what wouldn't fit in my mouth. Master's hips bucked, forcing his cock deeper. I gagged slightly but didn't stop.

"That's it, take it all like a good slut," Master growled.

Tears pricked at my eyes as I struggled to breathe around his girth. But I loved every second of it. I felt so dirty and used. My own cock throbbed painfully, leaking a steady stream of precum.

I pulled off with a wet pop, gasping for air. A thick strand of saliva connected my swollen lips to his cock. Without pause, I dove back down, taking him even deeper this time. The head hit the back of my throat and I swallowed around it.

Master's grip tightened in my hair as he began to thrust into my willing mouth. I relaxed my jaw, letting him use me for his pleasure. Spit bubbled around my stretched lips with each brutal thrust.

My free hand rode off his thigh as I reached down to play with his balls.

They were so fucking big and full. My fingers massaged the balls as my tongue lashed against his hard, throbbing cock.

Master tossed his head back and roared. He was so close — and I was desperate to push him over the edge.

I pulled my face off, panting for air as ropes of spit rolled off my face and down my throat. My maid top was ruined — but I didn’t care one bit about that right now.

“C-cover me, Master! I need your hot, thick cum all over my slutty face!” I begged, tears in my eyes as my hand furiously stroked him.

Master grit his teeth, his body squirming as his orgasm boiled over. “FUCK! TAKE IT, SLUT!”

With that, his cock exploded.

Thick ropes of hot, creamy cum erupted from Master's cock, splattering across my eager face. The first blast hit my forehead, running down between my eyes. More spurts coated my cheeks and lips in rapid succession.

I gasped at the intense sensation - it was so warm and thick, like liquid velvet on my skin. The musky, slightly salty smell filled my nostrils. My tongue darted out instinctively to taste. The flavor exploded in my mouth - salty, slightly bitter, with an indescribable richness.

I moaned like a cum slut as Master painted my face with his seed. Rope after rope of cum landed on my flushed skin. It dripped down my chin, onto my neck and chest. The sheer volume was incredible.

“Yes, yes!” I cried out, the thick globs of filth oozing into my mouth as my tongue cleaned up all it could. “Cum all over me, Master!”

My hand continued to milk his pulsing shaft, coaxing out every last drop. His cock throbbed powerfully in my grip with each spurt. I could feel the cum pumping through it.

I blinked through the streams running down my face, gazing up at Master adoringly. His expression was one of pure ecstasy as he emptied his balls onto me.

Finally, I made sure every single drop was milked out of his cock and balls.

Exhausted, I fell onto my back. The frill of my skirt wrapped around my pelvis as my hard cock plopped against my stomach.

The cum glazed me like a donut. The thick filth mixed with my spit and sweat, rolling down and covering my entire body as I heaved.

The room was hot and heavy, spinning around me as I smiled like a giddy schoolgirl. I licked up all of the white gold that I could, squirming on the carpet.

Master stood — spit and filth dripping from his shaft as he wiped his forehead. His shirt was coated in sweat as the man heaved. “You are fucking amazing. The best little slut I could ask for.”

My heart fluttered at the praise. “Th-thank you, Master. I loved pleasing you.”

“Good girl. Consider yourself hired full time. Feel free to hop in the shower and clean off. Tomorrow, I expect you to arrive bright and early in that cute little maid outfit. I’m not done with your body.”

I flashed the man a wink as a glob of cum dribbled into my mouth. “Of course, Master. I’m yours.”

“You are, indeed. You and that cute little body of yours belong to me.”

***************

The next morning, I arrived at the mansion just as the sun was peeking over the horizon. My heart raced with anticipation as I rang the doorbell, smoothing down my freshly pressed maid uniform.

The door swung open to reveal Master, looking impeccable in a crisp white shirt and tailored slacks. His eyes raked over my body hungrily.

"Good morning, pet," he purred. "Don't you look delectable."

I blushed, feeling exposed yet thrilled as he ushered me inside. The tiny skirt swished against my thighs with each step. Underneath, I wore the lacy panties and garters Master had provided. The fabric felt deliciously naughty against my skin.

"I hope you're ready for a busy day," Master said with a wicked grin. "I have many tasks for you to complete."

He led me to the kitchen first. "Start by preparing my breakfast. I expect perfection."

I set about making coffee and toast, hyperaware of Master's gaze on me as I moved about the kitchen. The counters were so high, I had to stretch on my tiptoes to reach things. Each time I did, my skirt rode up, flashing glimpses of my ass and panties.

My round asscheeks gnawed at the fabric of my panties — leaving nothing to the imagination.

After breakfast, Master had me dust and vacuum the living room. I bent low as I worked, giving him teasing peeks at my body. My cock strained against the lacy panties, leaking precum.

"Such a good little maid," he praised. His hand came to rest on my head, petting me gently as I dusted around his feet. I leaned into his touch, craving more.

“You know,” he began, kicking his shoes off as he stared down at me with lust.

His toes clenched the thick wool socks as he stretched on the couch. “It’s been a long week. I think I need a foot massage.”

With a whimper, I dropped the duster and crawled towards him. “Of course, Master.” I said without a seed of hesitation.

I crawled between Master's legs, my heart racing as I reached for his feet. I gently removed his socks, revealing his large, masculine feet. The musky scent made my head spin.

Reverently, I took one foot in my hands and began to massage. My fingers worked the arch, applying firm pressure. Master groaned in pleasure. I kneaded his heel, then each toe individually.

As I worshipped his foot, Master's other foot crept under my skirt. His toes brushed against my inner thigh, making me shiver. Slowly, he dragged his foot higher until it pressed against my straining bulge.

I gasped as he rubbed my cock through the lacy panties. Pre-cum leaked, creating a damp spot on the delicate fabric. Master's foot moved in teasing circles, sending sparks of pleasure through me.

I redoubled my efforts on his foot massage, desperate to please him. My thumbs dug into the ball of his foot as his toes curled against my aching shaft.

"Such a naughty little maid," Master purred. "Getting so hard while massaging my feet."

I whimpered, torn between shame and arousal as he continued to tease me. His foot pressed harder, grinding against my throbbing cock. I rocked my hips, seeking more friction.

My mouth watered as I massaged his foot. I couldn’t help it.

Slowly, I pulled the foot up to my trembling lips.

The masculine scent made me dizzy with lust. Tentatively, I stuck out my tongue and licked along the arch. The salty taste exploded on my taste buds.

Master groaned in approval. "That's it, worship my feet like a dirty little slut."

Encouraged, I lapped eagerly at his sole, savoring every inch. I sucked each toe into my mouth, swirling my tongue around them. Saliva dripped down my chin as I worshipped his foot with mounting fervor.

I took two toes into my mouth, sucking hard as my tongue lashed between them. Master's other foot continued to rub against my aching cock, driving me wild. I moaned around his toes, drunk on the taste and smell.

"Look at you, so desperate for my feet," Master taunted. "You love being my dirty little foot slut, don't you?"

I nodded enthusiastically, unable to speak with my mouth full of his toes. I licked between each one, cleaning every crevice. My tongue traced the wrinkles on his sole, memorizing every detail.

Pulling off his toes with a wet pop, I dragged my tongue from heel to toe in one long lick. I planted kisses all over his foot, worshipping it like a sacred object. My hips rocked shamelessly against his other foot as waves of pleasure washed over me.

I was lost in a haze of lust, totally consumed by my desire to please Master. Nothing else mattered but the foot in my mouth and the one teasing my throbbing cock. I sucked and licked with wild abandon, moaning like a whore.

“I think my entire body wants the attention you are giving my foot.” He breathed, eyes glimmering with lust. “Help me undress.”
Pulling his foot out of my mouth, strings of saliva fell onto my chin and throat. “Of course, Master.”

I crawled up Master's body, my hands trembling as I reached for the buttons of his shirt. One by one, I undid them, revealing more of his muscular chest. Dark hair curled over his pecs, trailing down his stomach. I pushed the shirt off his broad shoulders, marveling at his powerful arms.

My fingers traced the hard planes of his abs, feeling them tense under my touch. I planted soft kisses along his collarbone, inhaling his musky scent. My tongue darted out to taste his skin, salty with a hint of sweat.

“Mmh good little slut. Focus on my nipples.” He commanded.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Pulling off his collar, my lips locked against his eager, hard nipple. I sucked on the brownish bud like a newborn baby.

My tongue lashed against it as the man wrapped his arms around my neck — holding me against his chest as his scent flooded my senses.

All rational thoughts in my head turned to smoke. I was nothing more than Master’s little slut, eager to please him in any way he wanted.

As I sucked his nipple, my hand reached over to the other one, tweaking it gently.

“Fuck~” Master groaned, his cock throbbing under his pants as I straddled his lap.

“Y-you taste so good, Master.” I whimpered into his chest.

“Which part of me tastes the best?” He asked, staring down at me as his hands stroked through my hair.

I thought for a moment, but the answer was clear. “Your cock.”

His grin grew. “In that case, go ahead and get my cock out. It’s missed that little, wet, warm mouth of yours.”

I giddily lept off his lap, sitting on my heels as I stroked his thighs. My nipples poked out against the thin top of my slutty outfit as I eyed his bulge.

With trembling fingers, I reached for Master's belt buckle. The metal felt cool against my skin as I slowly undid it. The soft rasp of leather sliding through the loops sent a shiver down my spine.

I popped open the button of his slacks, then carefully lowered the zipper. The sound seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. Beneath the open fly, I could see the outline of Master's massive cock straining against his boxer briefs.

Hooking my fingers into the waistband, I began to ease the pants down. I held my breath as more of his muscular thighs were revealed. The dark hair dusting his legs tickled my palms.

Inch by torturous inch, I slid the slacks down Master's legs. My mouth watered as his bulge came fully into view, barely contained by the thin fabric of his underwear. A damp spot had formed where the head of his cock pressed against the material.

I lifted each of Master's feet in turn to remove the pants completely, folding them neatly and setting them aside. Now clad only in his boxer briefs, Master's impressive physique was on full display. My eyes roamed hungrily over his broad chest, chiseled abs, and thick thighs.

He was so manly and hairy — like a grizzled bear.

"Like what you see, pet?" Master purred, his voice deep and husky with arousal.

I nodded eagerly, licking my lips as I gazed at the tent in his underwear. "Yes, Master. You're so sexy."

My hand grabbed his bulge, massaging it gently as a wet spot formed where the head of his cock pressed up against the fabric.

Master growled, tossing his head back as I played with his bulge. His moans and groans were like music to my ears — and I was about to create a symphony.

Unable to resist any longer, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of Master's boxer briefs. With agonizing slowness, I peeled them down. My breath caught as the base of his shaft came into view, thick and veiny.

Inch by glorious inch, I revealed his magnificent cock. It sprang free, slapping against his stomach with an audible thwack. My eyes widened at the sheer size of it. Even fully hard, the skin was velvety soft as I wrapped my hand around the base.

Pre-cum oozed from the swollen purple head, glistening in the spilling sunlight. The musky scent of arousal filled my nostrils, making my head spin with lust. My mouth watered uncontrollably as I gazed at Master's throbbing manhood.

“Go ahead, slut. Have a taste.”

Unable to hold back, I leaned in and dragged my tongue from base to tip in one long, slow lick. The salty-sweet taste exploded on my taste buds. I moaned wantonly, savoring every inch of his shaft.

I swirled my tongue around the sensitive head, lapping up every drop of pre-cum. The bitter flavor only fueled my desire. I planted wet, open-mouthed kisses along the length, worshipping every vein and ridge.

My lips wrapped around the tip as I slowly took him into my mouth. The stretch was delicious as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each pass. Saliva pooled in my mouth, easing the way as I worked more of his impressive length down my throat.

I hollowed my cheeks, creating delicious suction as I worshipped his cock. My tongue danced along the underside, tracing patterns as I bobbed my head. Obscene slurping noises filled the room as I devoured him with mounting fervor.

Master's hand came to rest on the back of my head, guiding my movements. I looked up at him through my lashes, relishing the expression of bliss on his face. Pleasing him was my only goal, my sole purpose for existing in this moment.

He groaned as I deepthroated his cock. My lips locked around the base while my nose pushed into the nest of hairy pubes. I stifled my gag as saliva oozed out onto his lap. I was a good slut — and I was going to pleasure every inch of his cock.

He let out another groan. “Fuck! I love this little mouth of yours.”

His hands gripped either side of my skull, holding my head in place. “Open wide, slut. I’m about to abuse that mouth of yours.”

He stood up as I unhinged my jaw. Master widened his stance as he stood.

Master gripped the sides of my head firmly, holding me in place as he began to thrust. His hips pistoned back and forth, driving his massive cock deeper into my willing throat. I relaxed my jaw completely, surrendering control as he used my mouth for his pleasure.

The brutal pace quickly had tears streaming down my cheeks. Saliva bubbled around my stretched lips with each punishing thrust. The head of his cock hit the back of my throat repeatedly, making me gag and choke. But I loved every second of the rough treatment as I gripped his thighs.

Master's balls slapped against my chin as he bottomed out. The musky scent of his crotch filled my nostrils. I could barely breathe around his girth, my chest heaving as I struggled for air. My own cock throbbed painfully, trapped in the lacy panties.

"Take it, you dirty little cocksucker," Master growled. "This is what you were made for."

He was right. This was what I was made for. My petite body was nothing more than a device for his pleasure. I loved it.

He forced his cock all the way down my throat. I gagged, squirming like a fish out of water as the saliva coated my face — dripping off my chin and his balls as my nose flattened against his hairy pelvis.

“FUCK!” The man roared.

Finally, he let go of my face. I gasped, falling back as the saliva dripped down my face and throat — ruining the top of my outfit. 
“G-god! Master!” I whimpered, wiping the slick spit off my chin as tears rode down my face. “Your cock is fucking amazing!”

The thick, throbbing shaft was glistening as spit dripped down like filthy rain drops.

He grinned. “Your mouth is equally amazing… Though, I wonder if your tight, virgin asshole is any good. I tried it out with my finger, but I think it’s time for my cock to break it in.”

I whimpered, biting my lip as I leaned back on my elbows. The dress of my miniskirt wrapped around my pelvis as I spread my thighs. My cock was about to burst out of the panties.

“F-fuck me. Fuck my tight asshole, Master.” I shamelessly begged. The mere thought of his thick, hard cock plunging deep inside me made me gasp and whimper. I wanted him so badly.

No.

I needed him.

Master grinned wickedly as he knelt between my spread legs. His large hands gripped my thighs, pushing them further apart. I felt so exposed and vulnerable, yet thrilled at the same time.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of my lacy panties, slowly peeling them down. The delicate fabric clung to my skin, damp with sweat and precum. As he pulled them off, my hard cock sprang free, slapping against my stomach with an audible thwack. A strand of precum connected the tip to the ruined panties.

Master tossed the soiled underwear aside, his hungry gaze roaming over my naked lower half. I squirmed under his scrutiny, my cock twitching needily. He ran his hands up my trembling thighs, savoring every inch of soft, exposed skin.

In one swift motion, he lifted my legs and draped them over his broad shoulders. The position left me completely open and accessible to him. My breath caught in my throat as I felt the heat of his body between my thighs.

He leaned forward, his massive cock brushing against my quivering hole. I gasped at the contact, my body tensing in anticipation. Master's hands kneaded my ass cheeks, spreading them apart to fully expose my virgin entrance.

"Such a pretty little hole," he purred, his hot breath ghosting over my sensitive skin. "I can't wait to stretch it open on my fat cock."

I whimpered, torn between nervousness and desperate need. "P-please, Master. I need you inside me."

He leaned over me, nearly snapping my body in half as my heels rested on his shoulders. I panted, bent like a pretzel.

I clawed at the man’s back, his cock pressed against my tight, virgin asshole as I let out another moan. “Fuck me! Fuck me, Master!” I cried out — not caring as to who might hear.

“Good slut. I love hearing you beg.”

My feet hooked around his neck as his stubbled poked through my thin stockings

He pushed forward, his tip pressing against my tight, virgin asshole. The pressure builds as he presses insistently against the resistant muscle. I bite my lip, fighting the urge to tense up as he begins to breach me.

"Relax, pet," Master purrs. "Let me in."

“Y-yes, Master~”

I take a deep breath, willing my body to open for him. Slowly, torturously, the head of his massive cock starts to penetrate me. The stretch is intense, a burning pressure that makes me gasp and whimper. Tears prick at the corners of my eyes as my virgin hole struggles to accommodate his girth.

“Ahhh~ Fuck! M-Master!”

“Take it! Slut!”

Inch by agonizing inch, Master pushes deeper. I can feel every vein and ridge of his shaft as it spreads me open. The fullness is overwhelming, unlike anything I've ever experienced. My cock throbs and leaks precum onto my stomach as waves of pleasure-pain wash over me.

"That's it, take it all like a good slut," Master growls.

He bottoms out with a final thrust, his hips flush against my ass. I cry out at the sensation of being so completely filled and stretched. Master holds still, giving me a moment to adjust to his size. I can feel his cock pulsing inside me, my inner walls clenching around the intrusion.

The pain, pleasure, and intensity created a cocktail of euphoria in my mind. His cock was so fucking big — despite all the spit lathering his shaft — I could barely take him. But God, it felt so fucking good!

“Mmmh, your tight little boy pussy is so nice. My cock fits like a glove.”

I panted, barely able to breathe — let alone speak as my eyes flutter. “Ohhhhhhhhh!”

Slowly, he begins to move. He pulls back until just the head remains inside before sliding back in. The drag of his cock against my sensitive walls sends sparks of pleasure through me. Each thrust goes a little deeper — a little harder.

I couldn’t help but moan like a slut each time he slammed back inside me. The carpet scratched at my bare back as I dug my claws into his shoulders.

Soon he's fucking me in earnest, his hips snapping forward with bruising force. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by my wanton moans and Master's grunts of pleasure. His cock pistons in and out of my stretched hole, the friction delicious and maddening.

"You're so fucking tight," Master groans. "Such a perfect little cock sleeve."

“Yes yes yes!” I cried out with each thrust. Slowly, the pain melted away — leaving only pure pleasure. Each thrust seemed to shove deeper than the last.

Master bore down on me. My legs slipped off his shoulders as I wrapped them around his waist.

I held his body against mine, my mind a blur as I drowned in sheer ecstasy. His cock pounded against my sensitive Gspot — making my own cock dribble.

“My good girl. I love your tight little cunt.” His words send a thrill through me. I arch my back, meeting his thrusts as best I can in this position. My prostate is pummeled mercilessly, sending jolts of ecstasy through my body with each pass.

“M-Master~” I purred. “B-breed me.”

He grinned as my ass pulsated around his shaft — milking his cock. “Yeah? You ready to be bred like my little whore?”

I nodded, panting. “Y-yes! Please breed me! Fill me with your hot, thick cum!”

He smirked, reaching over and grabbing the dirty, lace panties. “Bite down on this, baby.”

I whimpered as he filled my mouth, muffling my moans as I tasted myself on the delicate fabric. Master's thrusts slowed to a torturous pace, each languid stroke dragging against my sensitive walls. I whimpered around the makeshift gag, desperate for more.

“Mmh, mmmmh~” I whimpered, the panties dangling out of my mouth as I bit down on the filthy fabric.

My eyes rolled back as the man grunted.

“Good boy…”

Suddenly, Master pulled out almost entirely. I whined at the loss, clenching around nothing. But before I could protest further, he slammed back in with brutal force. I screamed around the panties in my mouth as he set a punishing pace.

“MMMMMH!” I gasped, body shaking.

The room filled with the obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. Master's heavy balls smacked against my ass with each thrust. Saliva leaked from the corners of my mouth as I drooled around the lacy gag.

He pulled out again, making me whimper as I gasped. My ruined asshole was gaping, spilling with spit as Master grabbed my waist and spun me around. I gasped as I rolled onto my stomach.

My face rubbed against the carpet as I clawed at the floor. Master pulled my ass up off the carpet as he leaned over me. I whimpered, arching my back as Master positioned himself behind me.

“Ready, whore? I’m about to claim you.”

I whimpered, nodding as I pushed my ass back. His hands dug into my delicate waist — leaving marks.

His thumbs held my asshole spread. My delicate little hole was spread and brutalized. But I needed more — I needed his cream.

“Oooh, Master.” I purred, my face rubbing against the carpet as I pushed back, toes curling as his cock rubbed up and down my crack.

“When I breed you — you belong to me. Are you sure you’re ready for this?”

I glanced back, spitting the lacy panties out of my mouth as I gasped. “Y-yes! Make me yours!”

He smiled, “Good slut.”

Master gripped my hips tightly as he lined up his thick cock with my quivering hole. With one powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside me. I cried out at the sudden fullness, my body trembling as he stretched me wide open.

“AHHH! YES!” I screamed, my body shaking with sheer pleasure.

He set a brutal pace, slamming into me with animalistic intensity. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs in a strangled gasp. The obscene slap of skin on skin echoed through the room as he pounded my ass relentlessly.

"Take it, slut!" Master growled. "This ass belongs to me now."

My fingers clawed at the carpet as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Master's cock hit my prostate with unerring accuracy, sending jolts of ecstasy up my spine. I could feel every ridge and vein of his massive shaft as it pistoned in and out of my stretched hole.

"Yes! Oh god, yes!" I wailed, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Fuck me, Master! Breed me!"

His grip on my hips tightened, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. The pain only heightened my pleasure as he used me like a ragdoll. I was nothing but a hole for him to fuck, and I loved every second of it.

After only a few more brutal thrusts, I felt Master's cock swell inside me. With a roar of pleasure, he slammed in deep and erupted. Hot spurts of cum flooded my insides as he emptied his balls into me. The feeling of being filled pushed me over the edge and I came untouched, my cock pulsing as I cried out in ecstasy.

His cum filled me, I felt the hot cream shoot deep inside my asshole as my own cock spewed like a geyser — coating the carpet in filth.

“FUCK YES!” Master screamed, holding his cock deep inside me.

My asshole milked every last drop before he pulled out. I gasped, as the pressure relieved. Each eager breath I took caused the filthy cream and spit to ooze out of my tight hole. I collapsed onto my own cum on the carpet, squirming as the room squirled around me.

“M-Master…” I gasped, barely able to breathe.

Master leaned down, planting some delicate kisses on the nape of my neck. “You are such an amazing little fuck toy. That warm, wet mouth and tight asshole are perfect. And now, they belong to me.”

“Y-yes master… I’m your pet. Forever.”
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