

Lily sat down anxiously and immediately got right back up. She found that her butt was still much too sore to keep a sitting position for any amount of time. The master had seen to that. She bit down on her bottom lip, worried about what the master would do when he got home. She had tried so hard to be a good slave to him, but everything got screwed up.

She was in the kitchen, fixing his favorite dessert, when something caught her eye on the TV. For the life of her, Lily couldn’t even remember what the hell was on the TV that was so important. She watched so many reality shows that they all started to run together at some point. John was helping her fix things up in the kitchen. He was now in a sissy looking French Maid outfit with no underwear to speak of. His job was to make sure the dinner was ready for their master and he did a good job getting his wife ready for the return of the bull.

When she moved her arm to turn up the volume on the TV, she accidentally knocked over the three layer cake that she had been building for him for the better part of an hour. She squealed as everything came tumbling down, spilling all over the kitchen floor that she just washed. John looked horrified.

That left her in quite the predicament. The master would be back in just a few short hours. He was going to be grumpy today. There were many hard jobs that he had to tackle today and some of the customers could be quite cross. The master would want his slave girl to treat him right and reward him with his favorite dessert, a delicious vanilla frosted cake. John was squirming around, afraid of how the bull would react now. He kept playing with his maid outfit like a little girl.

By the time Lily cleaned everything off the floor, there wasn’t much time left. Would she have time to rush to the store, pick up all the supplies, and still have enough time to race back here and build a cake from scratch!? Why did this always happen to her? Why couldn’t things just be easy?

Lily slammed her fist down in determination. Even if it meant that he would hide her good, she was going to make him his cake. It might be an hour late, but the master had to be understanding with her. Perhaps he would finally show some mercy to her still bruised bottom today.

She jumped in the car, her rump screaming in protest as she sat down to go get the supplies for the cake. The master had not been forgiving with her ass during their last session. In fact, her ass was still sore in multiple ways. Lily left John the cuck in her rearview. He wasn’t skilled enough to make another cake on his own for them. As Lily drove, she thought about her last time with her bull.

Both cheeks were slapped hard by his belt and the formally tight hole had been reamed good by one of his new toys. Just thinking about that thick dildo going up her butt again made Lily shift around in discomfort. It felt good to have her holes stretched, but she felt like she would need some time before she would be able to take something so large again.

The car went over a pothole and Lily gasped in surprise as the jolt was felt through her sore ass. She was almost to the store, but she didn’t know if her poor ass was going to make it! Finally, with a sigh of relief, the store came into sight. The neon sign drew her in like a small moth seeking sanctuary.

Lily waddled her way to the front of the store. She couldn’t move at full speed with her ass still aching like it was. It would probably take her a full five minutes of moving through the store before she could even walk straight. The master could be so cross at times with her even when she was good.

People looked over at her like she was crazy and she shouldn’t even be here shopping right now. Lily could not have agreed more. She felt uncomfortable walking like she had a limp around the store because her ass had been lit up just a few days ago. The master needed to be cared for though, so that was why she was here.

A few more evil stares later as she slowly got over to the baking section and Lily was able to pick up extra frosting, cake mix, and some decorative paper. There were still plenty of eggs back at the house so she didn’t need to concern herself with that. The cashier stared at her hard as she slid her body up to the register. Lily didn’t let it bother her, she just pulled out the credit card the master gave her for buying supplies and waited patiently as everything was rung up.

As soon as she was back in the car, her ass started to ache again from the pressure of the chair on her bottom. She fought through it and started the short drive home. If she was lucky, the master wouldn’t be home for at least thirty more minutes and that would give her just enough time to get together his cake without him ever finding out that she spilled the first one all over the floor.

Once she was back in her home, Lily worked quickly and efficiently, putting together all the ingredients in one big bowl and stirring it all by hand. She moved her wrist so fast and furiously, her forearm started to ache, matching her still raw ass cheeks. It was not easy being the main girl for this master.

She bent over at the waist and popped the cake into the oven. The time on the clock told her that she still had a good 20 minutes to go before she could even begin to expect her master to walk through the door. What could she do in the meantime?

Lily decided it might not be a bad idea to get in some quick pushups. The master was very big on fitness. He often told her that she as his slave was a reflection of him. In a similar way, when a man owns a nice car or a boat, he wants his possession to shine with a glossy finish when he takes it out. Lily wanted to make sure that she had that shiny gloss to her body when he took her out on those rare dates where she was allowed to dance and drink with him in public. Lily told John her husband to do as many pushups as his skinny body would allow as well!

The push ups were done in sets of twenty and she was able to get through three sets before the pain in her biceps and triceps started to put her on a shaky footing. Lily eased up and checked on her cake. It was coming along nicely. Then, as if on queue, she heard a sound that she did not want to hear right now. A vehicle was pulling up in front.

Her master stepped out and slammed the door shut. It looked like he was in a good mood, but that meant nothing. He could be smiling and then still want to smack her ass as soon as he got in the door. There was really no telling what her body might be in store for when he was around her.

Lily felt her body go into a panic. How could she stall him so that he wouldn’t notice that his delicious cake wasn’t done yet? Maybe something sexual. He was probably horny at this point. It had been a few days since he last dumped a hot load down her throat.

Each footstep outside made her pulse speed up. He was almost in the door. She quickly rushed over to open up the front door for him. The master waltzed with a smile, grinning as if he just won the lottery. What did that mean for her ass today? Would he go easy on her little bottom for once?

“You look troubled my dear. Is there something wrong? Surely there is nothing amiss since you don’t work and merely tend to the home.”

“Everything is as it should be master. Thank you.”

He leered at her, a hard stare that seemed to go right through her like twin lasers.

“For some reason, I think that you are lying to me. Why would you be lying to me you thieving harlot?”

“I am not making anything up master. Why don’t you trust me?”

“There is no trust to be found when I work all day and there is a stench of desperation in the air.”

Lily paused. It seemed as if he knew somehow that something was amiss. How was he so good at reading her? She would need to come up with something quickly to stall him. He liked it when she exercised. Perhaps she could claim something was wrong with her bike. That might work.

“If you could take a quick look at my bike master. I wanted to get some exercise so I could look even better for you and my chain was squeaking like a little mouse.”

The master sighed, but it seemed like her ruse worked. The master had the personality that required him to always be on, always looking for issues so that he could resolve them. Lily loved that about him and now it actually worked in her favor. As soon as he thought there was something wrong with her bike, his senses were heightened and he totally forgot about everything else.

He stalked into the garage, looking around for the problem. Lily held back and quietly opened up the oven to find her perfectly formed cake. She just need to ice it real quick and then they would be set. This was going to be a close one! John stayed in the background, playing with his hair as he stood there in his sissy looking maid outfit.

In the garage, the master was grumbling about having to yet again fix another thing that broke. Lily ignored him and quietly cracked open the fridge. The frosting she had there was cooling, ready to spread all over the master’s cake. Lily wanted to do a little dance when she saw that everything was going to work out. He would still be in there for at least thirty minutes trying to resolve an issue that didn’t exist in the first place.

Quiet as a mouse, she started to spread the vanilla frosting all over the cake, first one half and then all up and down the sides as well. Lily was having so much fun decorating, she didn’t even notice that the master was approaching from behind.

“Lily, are you sure it was the chain that you heard?”

Lily squeaked in surprise, almost dropping her spatula but somehow holding on to one end. The master quickly realized what she was up to and charged toward her.

“Ungrateful slave. You have me on a fool’s errand while you are in here making cakes that will just make you gain even more weight?”

Lily tried to tell him that it was a nice surprise for him. The words never left her mouth. He was furious, looking at her and the spatula in one hand. Then, a sudden calm came over the master. He laughed and that was when Lily realized that he had a devious punishment in mind for her.

“If you want to be such a plump little piggy, I can help you with that my love.”

The master put his hands firmly on both shoulders, lowering her down to the kitchen floor. Lily knew what he had in mind as he undid his belt and told her to unwrap his present for her. Lily felt her pussy flood with juice as soon as her knees hit the floor. He wanted her below him, mouth open, and ready to take his long member all the way down her throat.

As soon as Lily opened her mouth, his dick swooped in, plugging her mouth and churning deep in her throat. Lily gagged and spit up, saliva spurting out of her mouth as the master took her mouth like he would take her pussy, hard! Over and over he jabbed forward with his hips, plunging his enormous dick into her mouth and past her tongue until he slid past her tonsils and lodged himself deep into her clutching throat. John licked his lips, watching as this strong man took his wife at will.

“Go deeper Lily. This is how you pay me back for such insolence. All the way down on that cock.”

The master was getting increasingly frustrated. Lily was going down deep on his shaft, but he wanted to feel the whole thing disappear into her throat. Several inches of his giant cock remained outside of her mouth.

“All the way down. Make it vanish. I want to feel all of my cock in your throat you slut.”

Lily nodded since she couldn’t say a word with his massive prick probing her vocal chords. Her body shivered as he thrust his hips forward again, trying to get in as deep as possible. Her chest heaved as her body tried to pull in oxygen and Lily found that his snake like cock fully filled her air passage.

The master pulled his cock free and a huge amount of slime and saliva came out with his cock head, spraying everywhere and dripping down onto her shirt. He didn’t like the fact that she still had a shirt on and he reached down with his massive hands, gripping the collar of her thin t-shirt and ripping it in half. Her breasts jiggled and quivered like twin bowls of gelatin. The master gave her a hard slap on her right breast and ripped her bra free by grabbing onto the clasp in front. Both the bra and t-shirt were ruined now, laying in tatters on the floor.

“You need some motivation to take this all the way don’t you slut?”

The master shook his head and used a finger to dip into the white frosting of the cake that she had tried to make for him. A wicked grin spread over his face as he proceeded to smear the sweet frosting all over his hairy nut sack. The bull looked at John and told him that it was going to be clean up duty for him soon.

“You are such a fat slut hog, you probably need some motivation from me to get all the way down there right? You don’t want these big hairy nuts in that pretty mouth so I have to bait you just like the pig whore you are.”

Lily cast her eyes downward, not looking at her slave master. She turned away, ashamed that she was always screwing things up for him. First she ruined the cake, then she couldn’t replace his cake, and now, to make things worse, she couldn’t even deep throat him and take care of him sexually. She was a total disgrace.

The master sighed and he lathered up his nuts with frosting. It was like a chore to him. He viewed the women in his life like the tools that he used. They were there to work, to get the job done. If a tool wasn’t working correctly, it needed to be adjusted.

Once he was done with painting both nuts with white frosting, his grabbed the back of Lily’s head and commanded her to take his penis all the way until she tasted frosting on her tongue.

“The sword must be buried to the hilt if I am to be satisfied you strumpet.”

Lily moaned out a yes with his thick cock spreading out her lips to the max and stretching her jaw to the full amount. Further and further her lips traveled down his engorged member, never pausing to even take a breath. Dick was spreading out the narrow passage so far in her tight body.

“Deeper down this rabbit’s hole I go eh? This is so amazing, I am disappointed that I didn’t decide to film the debauchery. Don’t you dare quit on me. Do the work for the reward.”

Lily tried to nod but found that she couldn’t with such a massive thing trapped in her throat. She just had a few more inches to go before she would have the whole cock in her body. She reached out with her tongue, trying to bat at his frosted nuts with her tongue like a kitten playing with a ball of yarn.

No matter how hard she tried to stretch her tongue, the extra inches that wouldn’t go down her throat prevented her from tasting the frosting that was waiting for her. The master pulled free from her, his dick running along her tongue as he unsheathed his meat sword. She wanted it buried in her.

“Your throat is not properly lubricated. I understand now. Open wide for me.” John had a giant erection as he watched this man taking his wife in the most primal ways possible. He could never do the things that were happening to his loving wife. It was so hot.

Lily did as instructed, opening her mouth and allowing him to spit inside of it, the saliva landing on her tongue.

“Don’t swallow yet. I have something else for you.”

The master fished a can of whipped creamed from the fridge. A blast of cold air from the fridge hit her chest and made her nipples stick straight out.

“You are such a dirty fuck pig, you probably will enjoy this whipped cream better as a lubricant. Maybe finally you can get all the way down.”

The master covered his prick in whipped cream, his Johnson dripping with the white treat now.

“I can see how your eyes go big when presented with a fattening treat you chubby little minx. Open wide and this éclair may shoot cream right into your little wanting belly.”

Lily did as she was instructed and opened wide for her cream drenched cock. The master made sounds like a train approaching as he steered his massive prick toward her mouth and cradled his frosted balls like he was presenting her a prize that he cooked for hours in the kitchen.

The prick touched her lips and the taste was amazing. It was rare that the master allowed her such luxuries like a whipped cream cock. Most of the time, he was trying to get her to eat less sweets. The master was correct in that her throat was able to much more easily handle his big cock when it was coated in something slick. His meat shaft passed her tonsils and went in further without any help from the master’s hand on the back of her head. This was it! Now she could make him happy.

The final two inches were approaching and Lily knew this was the moment of truth. Would it be easy or hard for her to deepthroat him? The giant cock continued to slide down into her body, the big head pointing at her stomach and leaking precum into her digestive tract. With the whipped cream all over his penis, her throat was now lined with lubrication and she was able to easily handle his manhood.

“Yes, finally. You are being a good whore for me. Thank you Lily. You are making the master very happy. You made everything disappear in this hole you call a mouth. Now stretch out that tongue and get the frosting. Pretend you are licking a cake honey.”

Lily did as she was instructed, craning her neck and straining her neck muscles, reaching out with her tongue and tickling his nut sack with just the tip of her pink tongue.

“Further. Reach it out further slut. I know you can do this for me.”

Lily gagged on the cock lodged in her creamy throat but she fought through it, reaching her tongue out to the max length and rubbing it all over his nutsack. The master had to grip the kitchen counter to avoid falling over from the magic feeling of having his cock deep in a woman’s mouth while she fellated his balls as well.

His cock yanked out of her throat and all of the whipped cream was gone now. He sprayed another layer all over his wet prick and prepared to plumb the depths of her throat again, digging deep and getting his way with her body. Lily was happy that he was using her, getting into the deepest reaches of her body and taking his pleasure from her.

“You are doing good love, but here comes the challenge. You will get it all the way down now plus you will have my nuts in your mouth. Both of them!” The way the master was talking to his wife excited John as he started to jack off. It was great to see this man use his wife with those strong arms and thighs.

Lily nodded, knowing that any disagreement would not matter. The master wanted his cock and both balls stuffed into her mouth. She would make his dream a reality.

Once again, his cock started to descend into her throat, probing her, stuffing her throat so full that the bulge in her neck was fully visible. The master caressed her throat as he stretched it out and she got closer to his hanging nutsack.

“Don’t give out on me yet slave. You are almost there.”

His cock reached deeper and deeper, his heavy and cum filled balls waiting to dip into her tender mouth. The master nodded and started to breath heavy as his whole cock vanished and now it was just the hairy nutsack that she had to devour.

“Wider Lily. Take my balls. Wash my balls with that pink tongue in your mouth.” John was groaning in the background,  excited in a way that soon he was going to be clean up duty for what was happening.

Lily did as she was told, jacking her jaw open and accepting both of his balls as he placed them into her mouth. She had never felt so full in her life. It was like every inch of her mouth was stuffed now, fully taken over by the master as he pulled his pleasure from her body and stroked her hair lovingly.

He was in ecstasy and Lily enveloped every part of his manhood and devoured him whole. The master above her was shaking, almost to the point of orgasm, but holding it back, not content with just spilling his precious seed down her throat and into her waiting stomach.

“You don’t get my cum that easily my dear. No, not yet.” John muttered in the corner, still dressed like a sissy, that he could not wait to clean up all the cum.

The master slowly pulled his nuts free and backed up, allowing Lily to experience life without a giant cock in her throat. The master stroked her cheek and kissed her forehead.

“You screw up a lot slave, but I will forgive you for that. I am not even mad at this point. I want to reward you for all your hard work. This cake that you made, I want you to have it.”

Lily felt her face light up.

“Really master? You would give this cake to me?”

“Of course. What kind of master would I be if I did not provide for my subjects? Even on occasion a dog deserves a treat right?”

The master dipped his finger into the frosting and tasted a bit on the tip of his finger.

“It could do with something a bit extra. Can I borrow your hand for a moment?”

Lily nodded, offering her hand over to the master who promptly wrapped it around his growing and turgid cock. The master used his fingers to aim his cock head right at the top of the cake.

“It could stand to have a bit more frosting I say. Jack me off until I make this dessert right for you.”

He laughed as she began to jack him off, pointing his inflamed, purple head at the center of the cake the Lily had worked on so much. The master reached behind himself and grabbed at her cunt as she worked him, dipping his fingers in her hot hole and turning himself on. He roared as the first wave of semen began to pump out of his body and splash onto the cake. Huge splats of cum washed over the whole top of the cake and Lily swore that she saw at least twelve separate marks where each pump of his penis landed.

The cake was well and frosted now. Frosted in hot semen. The sticky substance was dripping all over it, sliding down the edges and pooling in white circles at the base of the cake as well. How did her master manage to shoot out this much jizz? It looked to be about ten shots of hot semen ready for her.

“Eat up bitch,” said the master as he pressed Lily’s face into the cake of her own creation.

“Eat up all that sticky jizz and remember this the next time you spill my dessert all over my own home.”

Lily ate the cum cake in silence, enjoying the flavor of the cake and wishing that it wasn’t so salty. The master watched with bated breath as she ate her way through all of the jizz icing.

“Make sure you get that part there honey. I see a bit of my special blend of frosting on the side.”

Lily obeyed every word, licking up the jizz that had started to slip down the side of the cake. John crawled over on his hands and knees, getting a taste of the slippery and wet goo. He had been waiting so long to taste this cream and he loved the way it slid down his throat. John smacked his lips, enjoying his clean up duty. He was making the master of his wife so happy by slurping up the jizz on the sticky cake.

“I am satisfied with how well you cleaned it up darlings, but now, I really must get back to work on your bike.”

“I don’t understand master,” pleaded Lily in surprise. “There really is no repair to be made to the bike. It was all a ruse that I cooked up out of spite and my own incompetence. The bike is fine. It really doesn’t need anymore care. I am sorry for what I did. There will not be another lie that slips from my lips.”

He laughed and picked up the rest of the cake, tossing it in the trash now that she was done licking up all the jizz icing.

“You don’t understand Lily. Number one, the fact you are telling me you will not fib anymore is the biggest lie of all. I know your nature just like the frog should have known the nature of the scorpion before allowing it in close. The second fact that you should be aware of is this. Your punishment is far from over.”

The master stalked back into the garage, grabbing his tools from the workbench where he set them originally.

“I think this bike could use some modifications before you ride it next. Your exercise regimen has been too easy. I realize that now. Probably why you have been gaining weight again.”

Lily stood there in the doorway, anxious to see what the master had in store for her. Slowly, meticulously, he removed his screwdriver from his big box of tools and began to undo the screws that held the seat of her bike in place.

It was hypnotizing for Lily to watch him work. She had always enjoyed watching men work with their hands and the master was no different. He did it as his job and he was good at what he did. A slight smile spread over his face as he worked on her bike, no longer concerned with a squeaky chain that didn’t actually exist. Lily knew that she was in trouble as soon as he got up and smiled at her broadly with her bike seat in one hand.

“Oh honey. I am going to have some fun with you. If you thought I was tough on you before, you haven’t seen anything yet. Eating cum cake and tasting my frosted balls is going to be a total vacation in comparison to the punishment that I am whipping up for you.”

Lily didn’t know what the master was planning, but he seemed confident as he brushed past her and began to mount the stairs to their bedroom. She hurried after him, the cum and cake in her stomach moving around as she jogged up the stairs. The punishment would be fair to her, but she was apprehensive. What was he planning?

Inside the bedroom, the master went into his closet, moving his nice dress shirts to the side. There was a large, metal case with a shine to it that glimmered like a coat of paint on a brilliant and beautiful car. The master took care of the things that he viewed as important.

In one swift motion, both of the locks were popped on the silver colored case and the master opened it with a flourish. Inside was the largest collection of sex toys that Lily had ever seen. Dildo’s and vibrators of every size. Handcuffs and penis pumps that would make his already large cock almost impossible to take insider her.

The master grabbed a thick, black dildo from the collection and then buttoned up the case again.

“I have what I came for. It is time to modify that bike and really make you work for that next orgasm slave. I hope you are in the mood for exercise and your pretty legs aren’t sore. As for your cuck husband, he is beyond saving at this point. It seems each time I feed him my semen in any form, he just likes it even more. He looks pretty in the cute, French maid outfit, but I think we can go a lot more slutty with him. Maybe he would like some lipstick on those lips that are always cleaning up my semen. Only time will tell.”
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She leaned forward and the master used his fingers to open up her pretty lips, sticking his dick in her mouth and using his hips to drive forward past her tongue. The master wasted no time in grabbing the back of her head so that she was going nowhere while he fucked her pink lips.

“Pump harder on those pedals. I want to hear it entering your ass over and over babe. Pump those little legs for me.”

Lily did the best she could, the burn all through her body really getting to her now. The ache would stay with her for weeks, but this was what the master wanted, a hard and deep ass fuck from her.
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