Bastian groaned as he awoke. Well, not really awoke. He had been awake for almost an hour, now, but hadn’t bothered to get out of bed, even when the two maids he had been “busy” with the night previous had left. Thus, he groaned as he finally forced himself to sit up, observing it was around half past eleven upon the small analog clock on his bedstand. Well, that’s the third day in a row I’ve missed breakfast. Hopefully I can still sneak—

“If you’re wondering about breakfast, Bastian, the other servants picked it clean already,” Ms. Lena, his mouse maid (and only one he had never had sex with, at that) stated, entering the room. “I waited quite patiently for you to get up, but eventually, well, I had better things to do.”

“Sorry,” he said groggily. That was rather literal, as well; he had at least two emptied bottles of unpronounceable and very expensive wine underneath the bed, and some more half-emptied. “Lena?”

“Yes?”

He laid back down on the bed, arms and wings spread wide. “I’m bored.”

“You do seem to be in a bit of a slump,” she observed. “As does your hair.”

He glanced up, and though he couldn’t actually see it, knew it must have been a catastrophe. “I’ll get myself cleaned up,” he decided, standing back up and immediately remembering he was naked when his massive balls swung low in response. “And dressed.”

Lena pushed her glasses up with her index finger. “Will you require assistance?”

“No, no, I can do this on my own.” Under his breath, he muttered, “at least it’s something to do other than drinking and emptying my nuts…”

“Very well,” Lena said, hearing his muttered statement perfectly and ignoring it. “I’ll inform you if anything comes up.”

She promptly turned around and stepped into the hallway outside, Bastian stepping into the hexagonal dressing room adjacent to his bedchamber (though he mostly used it to store alcohol and various knick-knacks, rather than actual clothing). Upon observing the few sets of clothes he did own, he picked out a rather simple three-piece-suit, pulling out the various articles and trying to remember how they fit together. After some time, and after untangling the blood-red tie from his arm, he had successfully assembled it. Pulling a comb from another dresser, he ran it through his hair a few times, soon looking something close to dignified.

“All right! Now what shall I do with my…” he trailed off, his sensitive ears twitching as they heard something interesting. He couldn’t make out the words, but it was still obvious as the distinctive high-pitched chattering of some rather young girls. Could it be…?

“Bastian?” Lena said, entering his bedchambers once more. “Ah, you did manage to get dressed all on your own.”

“I suppose now you’ll give me a gold star?” he retorted. “I can hear that we have guests, and since you came in here—“

“We do indeed have guests,” she said, a hint of distaste in her voice. “They’re waiting in the first floor lounge, currently, and are rather…eager to meet you.”

Guests? He hardly ever had guests, except for a few yearly social events, and nobody had ever just shown up in the middle of June unannounced like this.

“I’ll go and introduce myself, then,” he said, stepping past her and into the hall. He wasted no time going down the grand staircase that would have greeted these visitors as they entered, turning left and taking a few steps before remembering the actual location of the study and turning back around, hoping nobody saw. 

Time to meet my guests, he said, opening the door to the study and raising an eyebrow in surprise at what he saw.

He was no stranger to lolis, of course; the various guests at the extravagant parties he held insisted on bringing their children, and it was quite easy to slip away with some of their daughters while their parents were distracted, and promptly do all manner of things to them. It was a favorite pleasure he rarely got to indulge in, and the pictures he took afterwards simply didn’t do it justice. 

All that considered, it was only natural to pitch a tent in his clean black trousers when he saw three obviously under-ten girls sitting on the large couch in the center of the lounge, all three of them as naked as when he got out of bed. In the middle of the group sat a ferret, likely the oldest and clearly dominating the conversation. To her left sat a stark-white mouse, a bit younger, and eagerly listening, and to the right a brown squirrel, the youngest, and not looking entirely comfortable.

“Oh, there you are!” the ferret said, jumping out of her seat and walking up to him with confident steps. 

“Can I…help you?” he asked, looking down at her. She couldn’t have been more than a third his size, and yet she returned a look as if she thought she was at eye-level!

“I want to make a proposal, and you’d better listen, because we didn’t break out of the orphanage, hitch a ride on a train, and take down an international diamond-smuggling ring, steal a plane, and fly ourselves here to talk at a brick wall.”

“Wh-what?”

“You’ll have to ignore Katie,” the rat said. “She likes making things up. We just came up here to spend the weekend.”

Bastian frowned. “And who, exactly, said you could do that?”

“Lena,” said the ferret, apparently Katie. “Said you were bored and could use a pick-me-up.” She grinned, pulling her shirt down and giving him a peek of her nipple.

He raised an eyebrow. I’ll have to thank Lena later for this, he thought. “I see. Well, then, how about you tell me your names and how old you are?”

“Sure!” the ferret answered. “I’m Katie, and I’m seven.” She pointed at the rat beside her, “that’s Lauren, she’s six,” she moved to the squirrel, “and Amber, five.”

He smiled, looking straight at Katie. Nice and young. “Well, then, how about we get started?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” she said, stepping forward and reaching for the button on his pants. “I was afraid this thing was gonna break in half.”

When she managed to undo it, it sprang forth, nearly hitting her on the nose. It was impressive, almost as wide around as her whole body, and certainly longer from the massive melon-sized balls to the bell-like tip. 

“Still so sure of yourself?” he asked, standing up. 

“I’ve seen bigger.”

He frowned. “Just seeing something isn’t enough, you know.” With practiced ease, the rest of his clothing was removed and thrown crudely into a small pile. Now, he was just as naked as them, and he was intent on showing them up. “Time to play.”

He set his eyes on Amber, the youngest, stepping toward her. “You know, if I am to train you in the ways of being my servant, I should probably start with the youngest. Get some experience in, yes?”

“Uh…” Amber stammered, covering herself up with arms and tail. 

“Hey, come on, Amber, we came here to get laid, so give the guy some action!” Katie complained. “You’ll have to excuse her, she doesn’t get out much.”

“Whatever.” He picked her up regardless, reaching under her arms with just his hands, easily lifting her petite frame. His cock, hard and throbbing, reached up nearly to his chest now, and Amber gulped as he set her barely-used pussy against it.

“I hope you don’t mind if I get myself comfortable,” he said, sitting down on the couch and spreading his legs. “Now, if one of you fine ladies could get a rimjob going and another pleasures my balls while I turn this here squirrel into a furry condom, that would be phenomenal.”

“Now, how could I have guessed you like it when an innocent little loli sticks her tongue up your ass?” Lauren asked, rubbing her tail and putting a faux-innocent look on her face. “Ferrets have nicer tongues than little rats, though~”

“How generous of you,” Katie said, rolling her eyes though still stepping forward. “You clean?”

“I’ll have you know, I keep myself very clean,” Bastian said. “Usually.”

“Eh, I’ve done worse.” Katie lifted his balls up, struggling to move their impressive mass. Bastian noticed, shifting his position slightly so she wouldn’t have to move anything. “Thanks.” With a clear shot at his ass, she stuck her tongue out and pressed it against the ring, earning a sigh from the large bat above. She grinned, and pushed inside, finding only the taste of what she presumed to be raspberry-flavored soap. 

“Ah, that’s nice~” he moaned, rubbing the tip of his cock against Amber’s pussy. “Say, Lauren, do you have a phone?”

“Oh, yeah!” She dove into the pile of clothes, quickly pulling out a rather large smartphone, big enough that it didn’t quite fit in her hands right. “I think I can record video on this thing.”

“Perfect,” he said, grabbing Amber’s bushy tail. Lauren set up her recording as Bastian grinned widely. “Get ready.”

Without further warning, he pulled down hard, perfectly aiming to enter her young pussy, finding that it readily stretched around his massive cock. Amber cried out, eyes rolling up as she was stretched out by his impressive mass.

“Wow, I didn’t think Amber was that stretchy!” Lauren said, zooming in on the show. “She hasn’t taken anything as big as you yet!”

“I suppose I’ll be the first, then,” Bastian said, pulling her down further. A visible bulge, formed by the sheer size of his shaft, became visible in her body as more and more of him entered. As he continued, he could feel Katie’s tongue pulling away from his ass, shortly followed by the ferret taking a loud breath in. 

“Geh, now my tongue’s numb,” she complained. 

“My soap is rather strong,” Bastian said, pausing in his efforts to wrap the squirrel around his cock like she were an underage condom. “Mind getting my balls now?”

“How could I resist these huge things?” Katie asked, wrapping her arms around just one of them and dragging her tongue against it. “Just don’t hit me with Amber or anything.”

“I’ll be careful,” he said, resuming his effort. As he pushed straight into Amber’s womb, not hesitating slightly, the bulge grew larger and larger, the tip of it soon becoming level with Amber’s eyes, and there were still several more inches remaining! 

Lauren giggled at the sight of the young squirrel’s face, eyes rolled up as far as possible as her butt set against Bastian’s groin. He stuck his tongue out and sighed, savoring the feeling of such a fresh loli literally wrapped around his length. It had been far too long since he last got to do this, and he fully intended to take advantage of it.

“Amber’s pretty new at this kind of thing,” Lauren explained. “Katie and I, though…”

Some girls with more experience, he thought. That’ll be fun. But for now…

“You’re remarkably tight, Amber,” he said, pulling her back up and grinning widely as his slicked cock was exposed to the air once again. “Your friends must be telling the truth.”

He continued taking her back up, eventually popping back out of her young womb. He paused for a moment, contemplating the situation, before harshly pulling her back down without warning. In a mere fraction of a second, her stomach bulged massively and she set against Bastian’s bush, breath taken from her throat. New girls were always the most fun, no matter what age they were; their reactions to just how huge his cock was were always entertaining. And even better, after he fucked and inflated them, they always came back for more…

“You’re gonna enjoy this next part, Amber,” he whispered into her ear as he began moving her up and down his rod. She moaned softly as he began to properly fuck her, expertly maintaining the slow rhythm he was starting out with. 

He leaned back into the couch and allowed his body to relax, simply enjoying the young squirrel moving up and down his cock. She had little difficulty taking his length; good for her, since he planned on doing her very hard indeed.

He didn’t keep it up for very long; she was far too tight for even somebody of his self-professed skill. After some time, he threw his head back and released a slight growl, slamming Amber against himself as his balls pulled up with impressive force.

“Wow, look at that,” Lauren said as he started to cum inside his squirrel. It was easy to tell; the ropes of cum were so thick that, for the first few shots, they actually distorted Amber further. Of course, the effect didn’t last long as she was filled with so much cum that she began to round out properly, belly expanding rapidly around his cock. 

“Impressed, ladies?” Bastian asked, grinning loudly.

“I mean, I’ve done that before…” Katie said. “Though…that’s pretty big…”

It was indeed. Amber’s belly looked large enough to hold herself with room to spare, and it was only getting bigger and bigger. Soon enough, the pressure was too great, and rather than continue the inflation, Bastian’s cum started spurting out from her tightly stretched pussy, splashing onto the carpet with impressive force. 

“Oh, dear, look at that mess,” Bastian complained. “Oh, well. The servants have told me it comes out easily enough with some vinegar.”

“I’ll have to remember that…” Katie muttered. 

Eventually, Bastian managed to stop cumming, the loli wrapped around his cock (or more properly, hanging off of it) bloated beyond belief and a wide puddle of cum on the carpet, almost reaching the other two watching the whole business.

“Well, that was invigorating,” he said, pulling her off with ease and setting her on the floor, allowing more cum to leak out of her gaping pussy. “Now, then, after she recovers, I’ll take you all on a little tour. And believe me…”

He smiled down at the other two, stepping forward.
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