Turning Tables

You sighed deeply, looking around the small room that felt more like a walk-in closet than anything else. You are exhausted, overworked, and stressed. Falling down on a bed that was too small and as soft as a wooden plank.


How did that happen?


You worked so hard to get into this position, hoping it would improve your life, but it actually made it worse.


Working as a butler in a huge ass castle. You put in all of your effort only to be treated like shit for months. Being assigned to the most menial of tasks. Every mistake falls on your shoulders, even if you weren't close to the source of it. And every time you try to fight it, the conflict ends up at the owner of the castle, who makes matters worse for you in the end. You're irritated just thinking about that stupid penguin's fat ass face.


If you hadn't spent all of your time and money trying to get this job, you would have quit a long time ago.

The image of that stupid face comes to mind, followed by that irritating grin and laugh. Rage rises in your chest, prompting you to punch a nearby wall. It only took a few moments for the rage to fade and be replaced by exhaustion.

No, not exhaustion. The word "stress" was more appropriate. Another memory flashes through your mind as your eyes slowly begin to close. Your only friend told you about a location. Normally, you would not think of doing something like that. However, it was affordable, well-maintained, and well-cared for. From what you have heard. The thought lingers in your mind for a while before you finally stand up and put on your regular clothes. It's past time to have some fun in those months of misery.

________________________________________________________________


Finally, you're in front of the building. It wasn't far from the castle, but you ended up losing courage a couple of times, forcing you to walk back and forth. You were relieved no one saw you because they would have assumed you lost your mind.

It took a few more breaths before you could finally enter the building. You were taken aback by how nice and well-maintained it appeared. There was a small waiting area with expensive and brand new leather couches and armchairs. On the other side, there's a counter with a friendly-looking woman sitting behind it, reading a magazine or something like that. You slowly approach the counter, and the woman looks up, surprised for a brief moment, but then smiles friendly.

“May I assist you, Sir?"

You're perplexed by the sir, having not been addressed in anything resembling that manner in months. "Yeah, I got a recommendation from a friend," you say, clearing your throat slightly. "He recommended this place as a great spot to unwind."

The women nod and smile a little wider: "So I was right, you are the new Butler. Yeah, Damien told us about you and said you'd end up here."

You blinked a couple of times, not expecting that kind of response, a little taken aback by the whole thing to respond right away.

 "He paid greatly for your first time, saying it was as a thank you for treating him nicely and humanely."

This causes you to turn quite flustered because you don't know what to say. “He did? But I can't accept something like that."

 She simply shakes her head, causing her shoulder-length hair to move in a curious way. “Don't think about it too much. It's a gift, and based on what Damien told me, you deserve one." She takes out some folders and smiles again. “He paid for our most expensive offer. Toys, lubes, and everything else are included. The most lavish room, with no need for condoms. You can go all out with your selection for the evening."


You were clearly dazed by it all, feeling lightheaded after all those words.

 “You can pick whoever you want. However, if you don't mind having a male partner, we currently have a special offer. It will be his first time, because he is quite expensive.“

Looking at the women, you regain some of your thoughts. "Yeah, I'd prefer male honesty, but is it okay to not use condoms at all?"

 She simply chuckles and waves her hand. "Don't be concerned. We have ways of determining whether or not someone carries any illnesses. He is spotless and..." You can see her pushing some buttons behind the counter before smiling a little wider. “You appear to be in good health as well. So there's no need to be concerned." She pushes a folder in your direction. "All you have to do is pick a scenario and everything is set."

The situation is still overwhelming. You open the folder slowly, catching yourself shaking slightly. You progress through the various scenarios they provide, all of which are described and explained in great detail, with rules and everything. You slowly go through all the options page by page, mostly to calm yourself down. Until you get to one of the later pages. It appeared to be much newer than the others and displayed a hole in a wall. You were initially perplexed, until you realized what it was for. You point to the page. “Is this one fine?“

The woman looks at the page and nods, letting out a soft small chuckle. „This is one of our recent additions. You literally picked the new guy in the newest room for the whole night. Not to mention that everything is paid for three nights in advance. If you want, you can return and pick up where you left off. You are extremely fortunate."

 You can't help but smile back. This has the potential to be a lot of fun. You owe Damien a huge thank you tomorrow. "Is there anything else I need to do?"

 She shakes her head. „Not really, I just give you the key, and there's a phone in the room if you need anything. We only need a few minutes to get everything ready, so I recommend taking a nice shower and then using our massage option. So you're ready to have a good time." She smiles as she hands out a key. "Just through that door, all the way through, and you'll end up in a locker room with showers and fresh towels, after which you can seek assistance to get to your room."

You smile as you take the key. "I appreciate it." You then proceed to the door. This day has already improved significantly.

_______________________________________________________________

Taking a long shower and getting a massage, as the women suggested, was an excellent idea. You only wear a fluffy bathrobe and a pair of pool shoes. You were directed to the correct floor and proceeded to walk along the doors, looking for the right number. You came to a halt once you got there. That door was enormous in size. Before walking in, you slip the keycard through the digital lock and hear a click.

The room was fantastic. Big, full of different ways to relax, and topped off with a massive, extremely comfortable-looking bed. You can already see cupboards full of toys and other useful items. You had never expected to end up in a room like that in your life. Even now, standing in it, it was incredible. You discover a separate bathroom and, finally, the door to the room where everything will take place today.

As you stand in front of that door, you can feel your courage ebbing a little. You chuckle as you finally grasp the doorknob and turn it open. Inside, there was already a collection of various common toys. Some different chairs in various heights, depending on how much you want to relax, and the hole in the wall like described in the folder earlier. But this time filled with your playmate tonight.

Your gaze travels over that large round butt, revealing everything. Those big feet keep you in place, and the throbbing, even leaking, cock points down. If your mind hadn't been flooded with other images, it would have been a delicious sight. You're familiar with those feathers, the blue color, those big juicy feet, and that fat ass. This cannot be true. Your mind is tricking you. That was unmistakably the king himself. The person who has been making your life a living hell for months. King Dedede. After the initial shock slowly has worn off, a large devious grin appears on your lips.

You turn around and walk to the phone beside the bed, dialing the front desk as soon as possible. It only rings once before you hear the familiar voice of the women from the entrance.

 “Can I help you, Sir?“

 “I'm fine, I just wanted to make some things clear. Am I allowed to do anything?“

 “Yes sir, besides dangerously hurting him.“

 “So no other rules and he is my plaything for today and even two days more if I want?“

 “Exactly sir.“

You pause as a surge of adrenaline rushes through your body. „You knew it was him?“

 “Of course, Sir.“

 You have to hold back a laugh. “Does he know it is me?“

“No sir. He has no clue.“

You take one more deep breath and exhale a long sigh, feeling as if you're breathing for the first time in forever.  “Thank you.“

“Nothing to thank me for, Sir. Have fun.“

The call ends, leaving you alone with the person who had made everything a living nightmare for so long, and he was your plaything for the next couple nights. Karma is a beautiful thing.

You take a few more items from the shelves before returning to the room, where your playmate is waiting. The pre-cum is already running down the wall, indicating that he is very excited about this. That simply makes you grin. You arrange the items on the nearby table, deciding which to use first. Getting closer to that massive butt. You reach out slowly, rubbing one cheek, and feel a shiver coming over him as a reaction. You can't help but bite your lower lip when you see that. You place your hand between those cheeks, which are naturally spread apart in that position.  He is moaning while you move one finger over that pucker. Moving your hand slowly down to his balls, all the way to the tip of his leaking cock, eliciting various sounds and shivers from him. In your opinion, those reactions are superior to the highest quality of ambrosia. 

Looking at the presentation in front of you, you remove your hand and can't help but give a nice loud spank on one of those cheeks, making the whole butt wobble and, to your surprise, hearing the loudest moan yet, followed by a shot of pre on the ground. You grin even wider as you look at the throbbing cock. That penguin seems to like this kind of treatment.

You move your finger over the soles of those big juicy feet, getting a twitching and gasping response. This is going to be a lot of fun. You slowly take off your robe, as it was no longer necessary, before grabbing one of the devices you discovered earlier. You'd heard about them but had never seen them. On various parts, they have small soft brushes. You wrapped them around his toes and feet. Making certain that they are securely seated and cannot be easily removed. Your face already started to hurt from how much you are grinning. You gradually slip the last of those gadgets over his cock. You take hold of the remote and press the power button. The brushes begin to move, some back and forth, others in circles, tickling whatever they are on. Immediately invoking gasps, twitching, shivering, and suppressed laughter. You can feel your cock growing as you watch the reaction, which comes from somewhere between agony and pleasure.

You set the remote aside as you examine that pucker again, watching it clench and relax from the tickling. Both of your hands slowly move to those cheeks, rubbing and fondling them for a moment before slapping both of them again, getting another moan from the King. You look at the cock; no shot of pre this time, but the bands that hold the brushes in place are tight enough around his cock to keep that from happening. Your hand grabs the spanking paddle you got earlier. Trying to get a good grip on it before putting it to the test. You get into position and swing, trying not to be too powerful at first. You hear it connect with a nice loud slap, then a long loud moan, then a strong throb of your own member. It doesn't take long to start swinging again and again. Occasionally switching between those nice big cheeks, until both of them are glowing red even through the dense blue feathers. Your own member was dripping from the penguin's moans and other reactions. Your hand runs gently over those glowing cheeks, causing the king to twitch, followed by a whimper that sends shivers down your spine.

That was the end of the spanking for the time being. You'd been wanting to try something else for a long time. Your focus returns to the large member, who is currently being tortured by tickling. You smile as you remove the tight rubber bands with the brush, causing a large amount of pre to ooze out of the tip right away. You rub the tip, only to be rewarded with another moan. It doesn't take long before you're holding your next toy. A sounding rod, but not just any sounding rod; full metal, with a ring on the end to keep it in place around the glands, hollow so that pre and later cum can still easily escape. 

You grab the wet, slick cock and hold it steady before slowly slipping the sounding rod in. That immediately caused a strong reaction. You can see his lower back muscles contracting and his pucker winking for attention. You take your time getting the rod all the way in and secured before looking at the outcome. You grab a new remote with a smile on your lips. After only one button press, the sounding rod began to vibrate, creating an orchestra of sounds and moans. You have to hold back not to jump that big juicy ass and pummel it into next week.

And now is the time to start working toward that goal. You take one of the large lube bottles you have and insert the tip into that winking pucker. Before pushing hard and stuffing the king with a lot of it. You pull the tip out, allowing a good amount of lube to leak from its prison, which you immediately catch and smear all over the muscle. You push one finger in without much thought, which was much easier than expected, followed by a second and third, exploring the insides and spreading that hole. Everything action was followed by other sounds and moans from Dedede. You intended to start with smaller toys. However, it appears that this was unnecessary. Instead, you'll be looking at the main star, some nice-looking anal beats. They weren't small, but neither were they extremely large, still enough to make the king squirm. You slowly place one ball against the hole and make it pop in, followed by a gasp and a nice big squirt of pre which hits your leg. You can only laugh as you go, pop after pop after pop. The last couple gets bigger towards the end. The floor was a complete mess once they were all inside, but you didn't care about that. There will be more where that is coming from. After pressing a button, the beats began to vibrate, causing the penguin to literally sing and gush out pre-cum like a river.

Your feet take a step back, smiling as you look at your work. The penguin was a twitching mess, leaking profusely and vibrating in every possible pleasure spot. Your chest fills with pride, followed by an evil grin. Now comes the difficult part. To the side, there was a small door. You hadn't realized it earlier, but you were well aware of it now. You approach it slowly, taking the doorknob and pushing it down to open it, your gaze fixed on the buttocks to observe the reaction. There was a flinch of surprise, which made you even more excited for your next idea. You enter slowly and gaze at the king. You got more than you bargained for with the face. It was amazing to see those big eyes open wide in surprise, the chin nearly hitting the floor, and the intense blush from all the work you did before. You wished there was a camera nearby.

“Is my slut enjoying itself?“

 Your grin widened after those words, seeing the irritation in his face. You can see him try to get his composure back, opening his mouth with a half angry face. But before he could say anything you pull out a remote from behind your back and put it on full strength. His words turned into a loud throaty moan, as his eyes rolled to the back of his head.

“Well let's try this again, does my slut enjoy itself? Just nod if yes.“

You can see the conflict in his expression, his pride vs. his pleasure. You fiddle with the remote, changing speeds on the fly and switching between modes. His expression gradually changed to one of pure ecstasy, until finally a simple nod was his answer.

"That's a good slut. Now prepare your master so I can give you the pleasure you crave so much."

There is some resistance to those words, but it fades quickly and is replaced by more pleasure. After a few steps, the king drew you in, gulping down your cock like it was a bottle of water and he was on the verge of dying of thirst. You can't help but groan as he keeps on sucking and bobbing his head, licking and drinking every drop of pre he can get from your cock. You move your hands to his head, regaining some control. You begin to trust inside his mouth, not caring much about his throat, which the king does not seem to mind given that he was already deep throating on his own. You could feel the pressure rising inside your loins, biting your lip slightly before slowly pulling out and looking at your wet and saliva-dripping cock.

 „That was good work slut, you deserve a treat now.“

You teasingly rub his head, and instead of rebelling, Dedede beams with delight. You leave him alone and return to the other side of the wall, where you notice he is still dripping like a faucet. You smile as you grab the anal beads, not turning off the vibration before pulling hard on it, getting every last one of them out in one go. The volume and strength of the moan emanating from that action were the loudest yet. The first cumshot of the night hits the floor, wall, and your legs hard. You can only laugh for a few seconds as you push your cock all the way to the base, letting out a long moan for yourself and filling him up with your first load as well. You pause for a moment. It was only a few seconds before you began to trust. There was more than enough saved up stress to go around, and the weekend had only just begun.

______________________________________________________________


You mutter as you place your box in your cramped quarters. It was the last thing you owned and had to go into your new room. You'd worked long enough for King Dedede to deserve an upgrade in your living situation.

The stress level also decreased because the other maids and butlers could no longer blame their mistakes on you. Something that also came to an end after a few months of hard work. So it was much more comfortable than before; there was still a lot of work and a lot of screaming from the king, but it was bearable compared to prior to this.

A smirk appears on your lips as you look at the clock. It had finally arrived: your favorite time of day. You walk out of your room and down into the basement, stopping in front of a large hardwood door. You pull out your keycard and look at the key reader on the side. Which was designed in such a way that only you can use it. You smile as you pull it through, hear a click, and open the door.

As soon as you close it, you hear a submissive whimper, looking at the big comfortable bed, your big blue penguin slut was laying on. Prepared to be taken.

„Let's start our fun tonight~“

 A moan was all you needed as an answer from him.  
