‘’My King, I wish to thank you for sending some men to help with the wild life stealing our crops, we were able to harvest quite a lot recently so will be able to feed those who have the coin to give us thanks to you.’’ A peasant farming twenty year old or so otter said to his king.
‘’Then you know what to do.’’ The king replied before taking a big gulp of wine
‘’Oh but sire, I want to thank you with some of the most beautiful of food we have managed to gather, pardon my expression but you will eat like a king with what we have collected.’’ He said with some shakiness in his voice.

‘’Servants, remind the peasant here how to thank his king, by placing him right here.’’ 

The King, a large, sweaty, musky, rat named John grabbed a hold of his dick and lifted it up to show off his massive rat balls that dripped with sweat and stank so bad that the room smelt just like them and some.

The kingdom was quite a beautiful one but with one of the nastiest rulers the kingdom has ever seen. Though he was kind and helped out the villagers, he loved to indulge his pleasures. 
He would drink plenty of wine throughout the day which either made him cheery or horny. He never bathed a single day of his life since becoming king, instead he made his servants and even the peasants give him tongue bathes and that’s why he was known as the nastiest of kings. 
So while the kingdom may have looked beautiful on the outside, on the inside of the castle walls it was much different. The entire castle smelt of rat musk and the closer you got to the throne, the more it stunk. 
Though there were those who lusted after him, doing his bidding and becoming a servant. They wish to worship him and clean him, bathing in his musk practically but also just happy to stay in the castle. 
But of course there were even more that hated that stench but it was their only way of survival, so though like the otter they would try other means to thank the king there was only one way to thank him for his good deeds, pleasing his body. 
Though some of them just dealt with it and obliged, others, like the otter didn’t ask for any help but the king would get bored and help out someone in the village and demanded that he was thanked. 
After all, the unwilling could be very fun, knowing he was their king after all, they had to do his bidding or else. At the same time he grew tired of forcing others and would love to have a servant be so obedient he would do anything he wanted, even enjoying his foulest place, his ass.  
His rat ass was the worst punishment he could give to anyone, even his servants didn’t like going back there, but having some willing want his putrid ass sounded like a dream, perhaps a new servant was needed. 
For now though he had an otter to deal with, the servants had grabbed the otter and was pulling him towards the king who had lifted his dick up to show off his unwashed ball sack. The otter was forced on his knees and he whimpered but understood he had no choice. The king though wasted no time and curled his leg around the otter’s head and held him right up against his nut sack forcing him to breathe in that awful stench. He sighed in pleasure and flopped his cock down over the top of his head.
‘’Now breathe in that stench, worship my nuts peasant and give them a good sucking and you, get over here.’’ He said pointing towards a servant.

‘’Yes sir.’’ He replied. 

The rat put an arm behind his head and showed off his sweat stained arm pit, the servant going right for it, nuzzling up against it and licking at the disgusting fur but never moving away, he did what his king ordered. The otter suffered quite a bit from the stink and taste of those balls but eventually he started sucking on them, taking the large orbs into his mouth as best as he could and sucking the sweat from them. John the rat king ordered another servant to fill up his wine glass and then ordered him to suck his dick while the otter continued to clean him. He took a large gulp of wine and started to laugh at how much fun he was having ruling over these peasants, making them clean his body with their tongues and service his cock, it was a dream come true. 

The next few days were no different, but he grew tired of ordering peasants to do his bidding, he wanted a full devoted servant at his beckon call at every second of the day, someone that truly enjoyed it. In the end he did have other needs he wanted to fulfil as well. 
Then one day he heard of a rumour of a peasant who was forced to wash the king’s clothes one night, had been seen sniffing them. As he overheard one of the servants mentioning this, he ordered for them to find that peasant and bring him to his throne. 
The next day came and it was a hot one, the sun was on full heat today, the rat sat in his throne sweating constantly, really stinking up the place much more than usual, his seat was covered in sweat stains. It was perfect as the guards had found the peasant and brought him to the throne room. It was a small white mouse, much thinner and smaller then the rat, it was almost too perfect.
The guards brought him to the room and exited, the servants standing by keeping watch while also trying not to breathe in the musky fumes too much. The mouse seemed to whimper a bit.

‘’Aw no need t be afraid mousey, here come closer to your king.’’
The rat only wore a loin cloth covering up his bits, his ass though was completely out but sitting on the throne, for now. Only his junk was hidden, for now. 

The mouse slowly walked up closer to the king, the smell of his musk hitting him completely like he was already stuffed into one of those armpits, but what the King John saw is what him truly happy. The mouse had gotten hard under his shaggy, ruined clothing and that was quite obvious, his cheeks had started to turn red the closer he got until he was a couple feet away from the king.

‘’So I hear you were sniffing some of my dirty laundry, am I right in what I heard about you little mouse?’’
‘’No Sir! I did no such thing sir!’’ The mouse said though with a quiver of shame in his voice.

‘’Oh that’s a shame, you mean you wouldn’t want to sniff me like my royal servants?’’ 

He raised his arms behind his head and relaxed on his throne but the servants seemed worried, though they would normally, even they had their limits on his stink. 
‘’Get over here servants!’’ 

The king raised his voice and so two nearby finally moved towards his swampy armpits and started sniffing them. They groaned in disgust but stayed where they were, the mouse watching and growing even harder.

‘’Or maybe you want something different to smell?’’
He raised his feet up, laying one foot on top of the other as he wiggled his big rat toes, the mouse practically drooling from the mouth.

‘’Go on, get between those toes ad start sniffing and maybe I will forgive you sniffing my laundry, perhaps i will give you more of the real thing and make you a new servant.’’

The little mouse couldn’t help himself, he couldn’t wait any longer as he got down on his knees and pressed his face right against one of the dirty paws. It was absolutely filthy with god knows what stuck in the fur, it was also mothered in a layer of sweat that soaked the fur. But the mouse let out a satisfying moan as he breathed in the foul air, he did indeed sniff between the toes and before the rat even asked took one of those toes into his mouth and sucked on it.

‘’Ah, you really did want me didn’t you little mousey?’’ The king said with a grin and sigh of pleasure.

The mouse didn’t answer as he was just lost in the musky stench. His mind in a haze, all he could focus on was pleasing the king and he happily kept sucking on the toe, moving off to the other and the next one and then the next one until he sucked on each one. He then moved to licking between them, slowly mind you to enjoy that awful salty, sweaty taste. Then slowly he would drag his tongue down and suck on the soft flesh and drink down the awful sweat and then lick all the way back up the foot to the toes. 
John let out a little moan of pleasure and then pushed his servants away as he put his foot under the mouse’s muzzle and lifted his head up to look right at him.

‘’I want you to know what’s expected of you as a servant, you saw these pathetic servants sniffing me, well I want you lick my armpits, I want you to dig your face right into this here.’’ He said pointing to one of them, dragging his fingers along it and showing just how sweaty they were as his fingers became damp. ‘’

‘’Yes Sir! Whatever you want Sir!’’ The mouse said eagerly like a true submissive slut.

He came over around the side of the throne but the rat pulled him to his chest forcing him to sit right in his lap. This made him feel just how hard the rat was as it pressed up along his stomach. The rat then clawed at the mouse’s clothing, ripping it apart until he was naked, the king too ripping off his loin cloth so the mouse cold really feel that cock press against him. 

‘’Go on, get in their mouse.’’

He grabbed the back of his head and pressed his firmly into one of his pits, letting out a moan of pleasure but even more so as the mouse didn’t fight back and nuzzled right into it happily. The king sighed and watched the mouse rub his face all over the pit, hearing him sniff with his nose twitching and then he felt his little tongue press against his pit and start licking. 

‘’That’s a good boy, I’m so sweaty today and even my men hate it when i get this bad so having a musk slut like yourself come in and enjoy it...im keeping you.’’ 
The mouse’s own cock was hard and pressing firmly against the rat’s cock, both being squished between them while the mouse’s face pressed firmly into the rat’s pits cleaning it as best as he could. He licked every inch of it, moaning as he drank down sweat, his tongue cleaning it of musk. He would take some damp fur into his mouth and suck it clean until his armpit was practically covered in mouth drool. 

‘’Your cock is twitching so much little mouse, i think i know what will make it explode, get up, your going to be cleaning the worst place on my body that not even my servants will go.’’ John said.

The servants gulped, knowing exactly what he meant and they were afraid for the mouse. Even if you did like his musk, there was no way you could enjoy that too. 
So The mouse got off him, showing just how hard his little mouse cock was as it drooled pre over his nut sack. The rat also got himself up and then grabbed the mouse and pulled him to his throne, pushing him down on to his knees and then making him lay his head back into the sweat stained throne cushion. The rat grinned as he turned himself around, the mouse realising his face was about to be sat on by this very sweaty, dirty rat and he couldn’t be any happier. 
The rat came down full force on to the mouse’s face, sighing as he rested himself on top of him, the mouses muzzle pressing firmly against his smelly asshole. The king wiggled his rump a bit to get nice and comfy as he sat in his throne on top of the mouse’s face. His nose pressed against the sweaty asshole, it felt so wet and gross but he breathed in the stench, it was nothing but pure ass musk from a dirty rat and it was amazing. Eventually he managed to calm himself down to start sniffing the air and soon enough start licking up against the butt hole. His legs would still squirm a bit while his cock would still continue to twitch and leak pre as he ate out the rat’s ass. His tongue pressing firmly against it and the sweat easily made it slide up inside, hell his muzzle would slightly too as it pressed against the moist donut. 
His little maw opening up and spreading the ass hole to lick deep inside it, cleaning it out and then licking all around it, his lips coming down against it and sucking on the sweaty pucker. The rat let out a long moan of pleasure, his cock growing quite hard from having his ass eaten out.

‘’You see servants, this is how you treat your king! I have no need of you now, leave us be.’’ He ordered.

They all left the room, though were pretty happy too so they could breathe in the fresh air outside. The rat then pressed his musky foot against the mouse’s cock and let it slip between his toes, the mouse practically humping between them now as he continued licking the sweaty ass. All he could breathe in was the smell of rat ass musk and it was beautiful, he would breathe in so loudly the rat could hear him which just made him sit down harder against him almost suffocating him. This was enough to make the mouse jerk and squirm and suddenly release a hot load of cum all over the rat’s paws, making the rat laugh.

‘’You really came while eating out my sweaty ass! Ha you must really be a musk slut, well my turn now.’’ 

The rat gave him no time to relax as he hopped off his face, he breathed in the air that was only slightly better before suddenly being turned around. The mouse let out a little shriek from the suddenness as the rat flipped him over and pressed his hand firmly against the back of the mouse’s head, pressing him right into his sweaty throne cushion.

‘’My ass has been seating their all day long, it is completely soaked in my sweat isn’t it? Clean it for me while I use your ass my new servant.’’ John said.
The mouse took no objection to it and started to scrap is tongue along the wet cushion, moaning as he did so. John couldn’t help but grin, he had found what he been looking for and happily pressed his cock right against the small mouse rump and thrust inside without care, the mouse let out a satisfying squeak of pleasure and then right back to licking the throne clean. The rat gripped a hold on his firm rump, spreading it apart to look at the mouse hole as he rammed into it repeatedly, he watched as his large rat dick sunk deep into the mouse’s bowels. Both of them starting to moan loudly, echoing throughout the castle as he thrust harder and harder into the mouse. The mouse pressing his maw down into the cushion and sucking the sweat from it, now and then drooling it out of his mouth when he was unable to control himself. The rats balls would slap against the mouse’s own balls each time he thrust in, going balls deep with each thrust now, really making the mouse moan. He kept his hand down against the back of his head, really pushing him into the cushion as he let out a loud pleasurable moan as he filled the mouse’s ass with his kingly seed, filling it right up. He kept himself deep inside, waiting until he completely unloaded inside him before pulling out, cum drooling out of the used hole. He let the mouse go allowing him to gasp up for air and collapse alongside the throne, panting heavily, his ass full of cum and his own cock having cummed again after being filled, was still rock hard and soaked in his own seed. The rat sat down in his throne and then pulled the mouse right into his sweaty nut sack, holding his face there and grinning as the mouse started giving it little smooches.
‘’You’re definitely a keeper.’’ 
