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Beneath the Skirts of Albion Vol. 2

By Peter M. McMillan

The Misadventures of Millicent & Maude




Chapter 1: A Matter of Containment (and Coin)

The kettle was whistling a frantic little tune, quite forgotten on the gas ring, but Millicent Dubois barely registered it over the sound of her own frustrated sigh. The sigh, unfortunately, caused the already straining buttons on her favourite powder-blue blouse to protest with alarming tension. One more deep breath, she suspected, and little pearlescent discs would be pinging off the floral wallpaper like shrapnel.

“Maude, darling,” she called out, her voice muffled slightly by the sheer topography of her own chest – two magnificent, J-cup globes that defied gravity and sensible tailoring in equal measure. “Could you possibly give a girl a hand? This blasted blouse seems determined to expose my better assets to the milkman again.”

From the cramped confines of their shared bedroom, Maude Abernathy grunted. The grunt was followed by the distinct thump-thump of something heavy hitting the floorboards, then a muttered curse. “Only if you promise not to ask me to retrieve whatever just fell off my dressing table. I think one of those ridiculous porcelain poodles finally met its end under the weight of… well, you know.”

Millicent chuckled, carefully angling her body to reach the whistling kettle without putting undue stress on the blouse’s beleaguered fastenings. It required a contortionist’s skill, keeping her truly staggering frontage well clear of the hot stove while simultaneously preventing her rather fetching (if slightly short) gingham skirt from riding up too indecently at the back. She poured steaming water into two chipped mugs, the cheap ceramic seeming utterly inadequate compared to the monumental scale of her own anatomy.

Maude finally emerged, a vision in strained canary yellow. Her own chest, a pair of breathtakingly cantilevered orbs easily matching Millicent’s for sheer volume and audacity, was barely contained by a ribbed sweater that clung to every impossible curve. Below the sweater, a tight pencil skirt in hunter green hugged her hips and stretched taut over the significant bulge between her thighs. Unlike Millicent’s slightly more forgiving A-line skirt, Maude’s chosen attire left absolutely nothing to the imagination regarding the impressive length and heft of the male appendage tucked beneath the straining fabric of her lavender satin panties.

“Honestly, Milly,” Maude sighed, accepting a mug. Her enormous breasts swayed slightly with the movement, threatening the structural integrity of the wool. “Sometimes I think we’d have an easier time smuggling cannonballs than just getting dressed in the morning. Did you manage the hooks on that brassiere? The Battleship Mark IV, wasn’t it?”

Millicent patted her chest fondly. Beneath the powder-blue cotton, an understructure of heroic proportions was doing its formidable best. “The very same. Took me ten minutes and nearly dislocated a shoulder, but the girls are hoisted and separated, thank heavens. Wouldn’t want anyone thinking I only had one colossal bosom, would we?” She took a sip of her tea, her eyes sweeping over Maude’s ensemble. “Very daring today, darling. That skirt doesn’t leave much room for… expansion.”

Maude smirked, shifting her weight. The movement caused the thick ridge beneath her skirt to stir, pressing more insistently against the green fabric. “Needs must when the devil drives, Milly. Besides, Mrs Higgins downstairs complained about my ‘indecent display’ when I wore the floral print yesterday. Said seeing my knickers when I bent over to pick up the post was enough to put her off her kippers.” Maude paused, a thoughtful look on her face. “Though she didn’t seem to mind quite so much when young Timothy from the butcher’s shop got an eyeful last week. Funny, that.”

Millicent snorted tea through her nose, narrowly avoiding a button catastrophe. “Perhaps Timothy appreciates substantial… foundations,” she gasped, dabbing her nose with a napkin. “Unlike poor Mr Henderson. Did you hear Agnes complaining again last night? Said his little winkie is barely worth the bother. Honestly, some men haven’t the decency to be properly equipped.”

“Tell me about it,” Maude sighed dramatically, taking a large gulp of tea. “Makes one appreciate one’s own… blessings.” She patted the prominent bulge beneath her skirt with a rueful fondness. Her massive testicles shifted heavily within the confines of her panties.

Their moment of shared anatomical appreciation was shattered by the sudden rattle of the letterbox, followed by the unmistakable thud of an envelope hitting the worn linoleum in the tiny hallway. Both women froze, their eyes meeting over the rims of their teacups.

“Oh, bugger,” Millicent breathed. “Please don’t let it be brown.”

“It’s always brown, Milly,” Maude said grimly, setting her mug down with a clatter. “And it always arrives three days before rent is due.”

Steeling herself, Millicent navigated the narrow hallway. Her hips swayed, the gingham skirt brushing against the wall. She bent down – carefully, deliberately keeping her knees bent to minimise the upward trajectory of her skirt hem. Even so, the fabric rode high, offering a generous view of her stocking tops, the sturdy garters holding them in place, and the undeniable curve of her tightly-clad backside. The pale pink silk of her knickers was stretched to its absolute limit, barely containing the heavy, round shapes of her testicles nestled snugly against the base of her equally impressive, currently dormant cock. She snatched the brown envelope before completing the perilous manoeuvre back to verticality.

“Landlord,” she announced unnecessarily, waving the offending item.

Maude groaned, slumping onto one of their mismatched kitchen chairs. The chair creaked ominously beneath her weight – more her phenomenal bosom than anything else. “How much do we owe him this time? And more importantly, how in God’s green earth are we going to get it?”

Millicent ripped open the envelope. “The usual exorbitant amount,” she confirmed, scanning the curt demand note. “And as for how… well.” A slow, mischievous grin spread across her face, making her look suddenly much less like a damsel in distress and much more like a woman – well, a person – with a dangerously large plan forming behind her eyes. She glanced down at the substantial bulge beneath her own skirt, then across at Maude’s equally formidable presence.

“Perhaps,” Millicent said thoughtfully, tapping a perfectly manicured fingernail against her chin, “it’s time we leveraged our… unique selling propositions?”

Maude raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite herself. The tip of her own considerable length twitched beneath the pencil skirt, a silent acknowledgement of the possibilities. “Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting, Milly?”

“I’m suggesting,” Millicent declared, tossing the rent demand onto the cluttered table, “that if this city won’t pay us fairly for typing or serving tea while accommodating these,” she gestured vaguely towards her spectacular chest, “then perhaps we need to find clients who appreciate all our considerable assets.” She leaned forward conspiratorially, her powder-blue blouse finally giving up the ghost as the top button popped clean off, revealing a breathtaking expanse of creamy cleavage spilling from the lace-trimmed cup of The Battleship Mark IV. “Starting tonight.”




Chapter 2: Wardrobe Warfare and the Gentleman Caller

Maude stared at Millicent, whose spectacular cleavage was now threatening total liberation from the remains of the powder-blue blouse. One magnificent, milky orb, straining against the heavy-duty lace of the Battleship Mark IV, seemed poised to make a break for freedom entirely. “Leverage our assets, Milly?” Maude repeated slowly, her eyes wide. The thick, impressive ridge beneath her own pencil skirt gave an involuntary twitch. “Are you talking about… that?”

Millicent, nonplussed by her near-total state of undress from the waist up, simply beamed. “Precisely, darling! Why should Agnes down the lane get all the perks just because she married that butcher with fists like hams and, reportedly, the equipment of a startled field mouse? We,” she declared, gesturing grandly between the two of them, encompassing acres of bosom and the significant bulges beneath their respective skirts, “are goddesses! Walking temples of feminine pulchritude, blessed with… well, blessed with rather more than meets the eye initially.”

“Initially being the operative word,” Maude muttered, glancing down at the unavoidable prominence straining the hunter green fabric between her own legs. “Honestly, Milly, sometimes I feel less like a temple and more like a badly packed suitcase.” She sighed, the sound ruffling the tight wool of her canary yellow sweater over her own gravity-defying mounds of flesh. “But the rent is due. And my lavender satin panties are developing a rather alarming ladder right over my… most prominent feature.”

“See?” Millicent cried triumphantly. “We need new panties! And rent money! And possibly gin. It’s practically our civic duty to go out there and acquire these things by any means necessary. Or at least, any means involving gentlemen willing to appreciate superior engineering.”

Thus decided, the great wardrobe offensive began. Their tiny bedroom became a whirlwind of discarded garments, rustling tissue paper, and the scent of floral talcum powder. The primary challenge, as always, was finding outfits that were simultaneously alluring yet capable of containing their extraordinary anatomies without immediate structural failure.

“This red silk?” Millicent asked, holding up a dress that looked barely capable of containing one of her arms, let alone her entire upper torso. “It screams ‘come hither’, doesn’t it?”

Maude eyed it critically. “It screams ‘wardrobe malfunction waiting to happen the moment you inhale too deeply’, Milly. Remember what happened at Mrs Pemberton’s tea dance? You sneezed, and Mr Abernathy nearly choked on his cucumber sandwich when your entire frontage launched itself at him.” She rummaged deeper in the shared wardrobe, displacing a cascade of feather boas. “How about the navy blue velvet? It’s dreadfully sophisticated, and the reinforced bodice might stand a chance against your… volcanic cones of desire.”

Millicent considered the navy blue. It was sturdy. But sophisticated wasn’t quite the vibe she was aiming for. She wanted blatant. She wanted available. She finally settled on a black wiggle dress, tight as sin, with a daring sweetheart neckline designed to showcase the astonishing upper slopes of her bosom. Getting into it required Maude’s assistance, bracing a foot against the wall while Millicent wriggled and gasped, the fabric groaning in protest as it stretched over her hips and the significant weight and length of her cock and balls, already tightly packaged in a fresh pair of lace-trimmed pink knickers.

“God’s teeth, Milly, breathe out!” Maude grunted, yanking the zipper up inch by painful inch. “It’s like trying to gift-wrap a prize marrow.”

“Beauty is pain, darling,” Millicent gasped, finally encased. The dress hugged every curve, the sweetheart neckline plunging perilously low, displaying a truly staggering vista of cleavage. Below the waist, the tight black fabric clung fiercely, outlining the impressive bulge of her semi-aroused manhood with startling clarity. “How do I look?”

“Like you’re smuggling a particularly enthusiastic baguette,” Maude stated frankly, before turning to her own attire. She chose a leopard-print blouse, tied strategically at the waist to emphasize the swell of her hips and draw attention upwards towards her own celestial orbs, which were barely restrained by a formidable underwired contraption promising ‘uplift and separation’. Below, she donned a black faux-leather skirt, short enough to be scandalous, tight enough to hint strongly at the treasure beneath. Her lavender panties were exchanged for a pair of black satin ones, already straining valiantly against the heavy droop of her balls and the thick length of her cock.

“Ready?” Maude asked, adjusting the knot on her blouse, her colossal breasts jiggling with the movement.

“As I’ll ever be,” Millicent replied, applying a final slash of crimson lipstick. She gave her reflection a critical glance. Huge tits straining the seams, check. Impressive bulge stretching the fabric of her dress, check. Heavy balls noticeable if she moved the wrong way, double check. Perfect.

Their target destination was The Gilded Cage, a slightly down-at-heel establishment known less for its watered-down gin and more for its clientele’s appreciation of… variety. Getting there involved a perilous journey down three flights of narrow stairs, requiring careful sideways navigation to avoid snagging their monumental chests on the banister, followed by a short walk during which they attracted stares ranging from slack-jawed disbelief to outright lecherous appraisal. Several gentlemen doffed their hats with perhaps more enthusiasm than usual, their eyes lingering quite obviously on the straining fabric below Millicent and Maude’s waistlines.

Inside, The Gilded Cage was dimly lit, smoky, and smelled faintly of stale beer and desperation. A few solitary men nursed pints at the bar, their eyes immediately swivelling towards the new arrivals. A couple of other shemales occupied a corner booth, their own spectacular frontages displayed in low-cut tops, their painted smiles looking slightly weary.

Millicent took a deep breath, the movement causing the neckline of her dress to dip even lower. “Right. Operation Rent Money is a go. Look charming, darling. And try not to accidentally deck anyone with those dairy pillows of yours.”

They perched on two bar stools near a portly gentleman in a tweed jacket who was attempting to read a newspaper, though his eyes kept flicking nervously towards Maude’s leopard-print blouse and the insistent bulge beneath her short skirt.

“Evening,” Millicent chirped brightly, leaning forward just enough for the tweed-clad gentleman to get a truly panoramic view down her dress. Her own substantial package pressed firmly against the underside of the bar.

The man swallowed hard, his gaze dropping from her chest to the undeniable prominence straining the black fabric of her dress, then darting towards Maude’s equally impressive outline. “Good… good evening, ladies,” he stammered, folding his newspaper with trembling hands. “Rather… ah… striking attire.”

“We aim to please,” Maude purred, crossing her legs. The movement caused her short skirt to ride up dangerously high, offering a fleeting glimpse of black satin stretched taut over the heavy curve of her balls. The man’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

“Can we buy you lovely… individuals… a drink?” asked a new voice. A younger man, slick-haired and smelling of cheap cologne, slid onto the stool next to Millicent. His eyes, however, were fixed firmly on the lower half of her torso. “Name’s Barry. And you two are quite the… eyeful.”

Millicent smiled sweetly. “Millicent. And this is Maude. And yes, Barry, a gin would be lovely.”

Barry signalled the barman, his gaze still glued to Millicent’s bulge. “Don’t often see… girls… quite so… blessed… around here,” he commented, his voice thick. “Most chaps prefer something a bit more… traditional.”

“Ah, but where’s the fun in traditional?” Maude countered, leaning slightly so her own massive breast brushed Barry’s arm. He jumped as if scalded. “Some gentlemen appreciate a surprise package, wouldn’t you say?” She gave her own straining skirt a subtle glance.

Barry licked his lips, his eyes darting between Millicent’s staggering cleavage and Maude’s leather-clad lap. “Surprises can be… exciting,” he admitted hoarsely. He leaned closer to Millicent, lowering his voice. “Look, love, cut the chat. How much for an hour? For… you know.” His gaze dropped pointedly to the impressive ten-inch outline straining her wiggle dress. “Both barrels, as it were?”

Millicent felt a thrill shoot through her, quickly followed by a wave of nausea. This was it. The leveraging. She glanced at Maude, who gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. Rent day was looming.

“Well, Barry,” Millicent began, pitching her voice low and sultry, ignoring the sudden, insistent hardening beneath her own tight dress. “A goddess doesn’t come cheap. Especially one with… hidden talents.” She named a price, high enough to cover the rent and perhaps acquire several pairs of reinforced satin panties.

Barry blinked, then grinned, revealing slightly yellowed teeth. “Steep. But for a piece of… exotic artistry like you?” He slapped a wad of notes onto the bar. “You’ve got yourself a deal, darling. My flat’s just around the corner. Shall we?”

Millicent took the money, her hand surprisingly steady. Maude watched, her own impressive length stirring beneath the tight black skirt. Operation Rent Money had just achieved its first, slightly grubby, success. The question was, could they stomach the follow-through?




Chapter 3: Barry's Boudoir and the Business End

The walk from The Gilded Cage to Barry’s flat was mercifully short, conducted under the jaundiced glow of sparse streetlights. Millicent focused on keeping her stride measured, acutely aware of the tight black wiggle dress restricting her movement and the way Barry’s eyes kept dropping, again and again, to the prominent ridge stretching the fabric between her thighs. He walked slightly too close, his cheap cologne an acrid cloud around them.

“Not far now, love,” Barry announced, his voice a little too loud in the quiet street. He gestured towards a peeling green door tucked between a launderette and a closed-down fishmonger. “Home sweet home.”

Millicent offered a tight smile, gripping the wad of notes in her hand. Her own formidable length, semi-hard beneath the straining lace of her pink knickers and the unforgiving black dress, pulsed uncomfortably. It wasn’t desire, not for Barry anyway, but a mixture of nerves, adrenaline, and the sheer physical reality of having ten inches of prime manhood crammed into clothing designed for significantly less. Her heavy balls felt constricted, aching slightly against the tight silk.

Barry fumbled with his keys, finally shoving the door open to reveal a narrow, dimly lit staircase that smelled overwhelmingly of boiled cabbage and dust. “Mind the step,” he muttered, practically pushing past her to lead the way.

Millicent ascended carefully, her high heels clicking on the bare wood. The climb was awkward; the tight dress forced her to take small steps, and she had to consciously angle her body to prevent her truly monumental bosom from colliding with the grimy banister rail. Barry waited on the landing above, his gaze fixed unwaveringly on her approaching cleavage.

His flat was… underwhelming. A single room served as living area and bedroom, dominated by an unmade bed strewn with clothes. A greasy armchair slumped near a small table covered in empty beer bottles and overflowing ashtrays. The air hung thick with the smell of stale smoke and unwashed socks. It was a far cry from the sophisticated boudoirs Millicent sometimes imagined herself gracing.

“Make yourself at home,” Barry said, waving vaguely at the chaos. He immediately turned to a small sideboard and poured two generous measures of amber liquid into smudged tumblers. “Whisky?”

“Thank you,” Millicent replied, remaining standing near the door. She felt absurdly out of place, a black-clad, crimson-lipped bird of paradise inexplicably perched in a grimy pigeon coop. Her Battleship Mark IV brassiere felt like armour, holding her spectacular frontage aloft, while the tight dress below simultaneously showcased and concealed the truth of her anatomy.

Barry downed his whisky in one gulp and approached her, shoving the other glass into her hand. His eyes roamed her body with an unnerving intensity, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, and settling, inevitably, on the significant bulge straining the front of her dress.

“Right then,” he said, licking his lips again. “Let’s have a proper look at the… merchandise, shall we?” His hand reached out, clumsy and eager, aiming for the zipper at the back of her dress.

Millicent sidestepped neatly, almost spilling her whisky. “Patience, Barry,” she said, her voice smoother than she felt. “Let a girl catch her breath.” She needed to control this, steer it. Letting him paw at her felt suddenly unbearable. She took a small sip of the cheap, fiery whisky, hoping it would steady her nerves.

“Alright, alright,” Barry conceded, though his eyes remained fixed on her groin. “But I paid for the full experience, yeah? All the… extra bits.”

Millicent placed her untouched whisky tumbler on the cluttered table. She took a deep breath, the fabric of her dress straining alarmingly across her chest. This was it. No more preamble. She turned her back to him, presenting the zipper. “If you insist on playing the valet.”

Barry’s fingers fumbled with the catch, his knuckles brushing against her skin. The zipper descended with agonizing slowness, the sound loud in the small, shabby room. Cool air hit Millicent’s back as the dress loosened. She held it up at the front, preventing it from falling completely, and turned back to face him.

The dress now hung slightly open, revealing the tops of her sheer stockings, the sturdy garters clipped high on her thighs, and the tight expanse of her pink silk panties stretched to their absolute limit over her impressive endowment. Barry stared, his mouth slightly agape, his gaze locked onto the undeniable shape beneath the flimsy fabric – the thick shaft, the heavy weight of the balls nestled at its base.

“God Almighty,” he breathed, his voice thick with a mixture of awe and raw lust. “It’s… bigger than I thought.”

“They usually are,” Millicent replied coolly, though her heart was hammering against the reinforced structure of her bra. She slowly eased the dress down over her hips, letting it pool around her ankles. She stood before him now in just her formidable brassiere, which hoisted her planet-sized breasts into two perfect, creamy hemispheres, her pink lace knickers, garters, and stockings. The effect was startling: outrageously feminine curves paired with the unavoidable, magnificent bulge of her male genitalia.

Barry reached out again, slower this time, his fingers tracing the outline of her cock through the thin silk of her panties. Millicent flinched involuntarily but held her ground. His touch was surprisingly gentle now, almost reverent. Her cock, already semi-hard, responded instantly, thickening and lengthening further against his touch, pressing insistently against the straining fabric.

“Take ’em off,” Barry whispered, his eyes glazed over.

With slightly trembling fingers, Millicent reached down and slid the pink panties down her legs, stepping out of them. She stood fully exposed now from the waist down. Her cock, a full ten inches of thick, heavy flesh, sprang fully erect, glistening slightly at the tip. Her large, heavy balls hung low beneath it, pale and smooth.

Barry let out a low whistle. “Bloody Nora,” he murmured, seemingly forgetting his earlier impatience. He stared, mesmerised by the sheer size and unexpected beauty of her erection. He knelt clumsily before her, his eyes level with her impressive manhood.

What followed was less an act of passion and more one of focused veneration. Barry seemed utterly captivated by her cock, running his hands over its length, cupping her heavy balls with surprising care. He took her into his mouth with an eagerness that bordered on desperation, his technique clumsy but enthusiastic. Millicent closed her eyes, trying to detach herself, focusing on the feel of the rough carpet beneath her high heels, the lingering scent of cabbage in the air. She thought of the rent money, safe in her handbag by the door. She thought of Maude, hopefully having better luck (or at least, dealing with a less inept admirer) back at The Gilded Cage.

She felt a flicker of physical pleasure despite herself as Barry’s ministrations grew more intense, but it was distant, clinical. This was a transaction. He worked diligently, his focus absolute, until she finally shuddered, releasing her orgasm with a muffled gasp.

Barry sat back on his heels, looking slightly dazed but satisfied. Millicent quickly bent to retrieve her panties and dress, acutely aware of her nakedness, the heavy swing of her softening cock and balls against her thighs. The movement, the bending over, offered Barry a full view of her backside and the impressive male anatomy nestled between her legs from behind, but she didn't care. She just wanted to be dressed, to be gone.

She pulled the dress back on with practiced speed, not bothering with the zipper completely. She scooped up her handbag, checked the money was still there.

“Right then,” Barry said, scrambling to his feet. He looked slightly sheepish now. “That was… something else, love. Really something.”

“Indeed,” Millicent replied briskly, heading for the door. “Pleasure doing business with you, Barry.”

She didn’t wait for a reply, just slipped out of the flat and hurried back down the grimy staircase, her heels echoing in the silence. Out on the street, the night air felt blessedly cool against her flushed skin. She clutched the rent money tightly in her hand. Operation Rent Money was underway, the first objective secured. But as she walked back towards the dubious lights of The Gilded Cage, a wave of something cold and slightly bitter washed over her. The leveraging had begun, but the cost felt higher than just the price Barry had paid.




Chapter 4: Maude's Maneuvers and the Perils of Patience

While Millicent was navigating the dubious charms of Barry’s flat, Maude Abernathy remained perched precariously on her bar stool at The Gilded Cage, nursing a rapidly warming gin and tonic. The departure of Millicent and the odious Barry had left a small conversational vacuum, filled only by the clinking of glasses and the low murmur of other patrons.

Maude sighed, the movement causing her own spectacular J-cup globes to strain against the leopard-print fabric of her blouse. The knot tied just above her waist felt tight, emphasizing the dramatic curve from her ribs to her hips, where the black faux-leather skirt clung like a second skin. Beneath it, her black satin panties were doing heroic work containing her own considerable ten-plus inches of cock and the heavy, attendant balls, which felt particularly weighty tonight. She subtly shifted her position on the stool, trying to find a more comfortable arrangement for her impressive package without accidentally giving the barman a full frontal view.

The portly gentleman in tweed, who had been momentarily forgotten during Barry’s blunt proposition, cleared his throat nervously. “Your… ah… friend seems to have found company?” he ventured, his eyes flicking towards the door Millicent had disappeared through, then immediately snapping back to Maude’s astonishing cleavage.

“Millicent has a knack for attracting… enthusiasts,” Maude replied smoothly, taking a delicate sip of her gin. She crossed her legs again, this time more deliberately, allowing the short skirt to ride up a fraction higher. The tweed-clad man’s Adam’s apple bobbed violently. Oh, this was too easy. But easy didn’t always pay the bills, especially not the kind of bills their landlord sent.

“And yourself, madam?” the man stammered, emboldened perhaps by the gin or Maude’s proximity. “Are you… also seeking… enthusiasm tonight?” His gaze dropped, unmistakably, to the prominent bulge clearly outlined by her tight skirt.

Maude gave him a slow smile, letting her lashes flutter. “A girl always keeps her options open, wouldn’t you agree?” She leaned forward slightly, resting her elbow on the bar, a move calculated to give him an even more generous view down her blouse while simultaneously pressing the side of her truly enormous breast against his arm. He flinched, but didn't pull away, his face flushing a delightful shade of puce.

Before the tweed gentleman could formulate a response (or possibly expire from sensory overload), a different sort of attention arrived. One of the other shemales from the corner booth detached herself and sauntered over. This one, Maude vaguely recalled, went by the name of ‘Crystal’. Crystal was poured into a sequined green dress that threatened imminent disintegration under the strain of containing her own magnificent chest, possibly even rivalling Maude’s own prodigious assets. Her platinum blonde hair was piled high, and her makeup was applied with the subtlety of a trowel.

“Well, well,” Crystal drawled, her eyes sweeping over Maude with undisguised assessment, lingering for a moment on the bulge beneath the faux-leather. “Look what the cat dragged in. Haven’t seen you slumming it in here for a while, Maude darling.”

“Just sampling the local colour, Crystal,” Maude replied coolly, refusing to be ruffled. There was a certain hierarchy, even in establishments like The Gilded Cage, and Crystal clearly considered herself several rungs above Maude and Millicent. “And you? Still managing to keep those sequins attached?”

Crystal laughed, a harsh sound. “Barely, darling, barely. These things,” she gestured vaguely at her own staggering bosom, “have a mind of their own. Almost took out Alderman Pringle’s eye last Tuesday when I bent over to pick up my dropped purse.” She winked, a gesture made slightly terrifying by her inch-long false eyelashes. “Speaking of bending over… you seem to be drawing flies tonight.” She nodded towards the still-flustered tweed gentleman.

“Just admiring the… decor,” the man mumbled, hastily draining his drink.

“He was admiring my decorations, more like,” Maude corrected sweetly, patting the insistent ridge beneath her skirt. Crystal’s eyes narrowed slightly, a flicker of professional jealousy crossing her heavily powdered features. Even among goddesses, comparisons were inevitable.

“Be careful you don’t promise more than you intend to deliver, dearie,” Crystal purred, leaning closer. “Some men get awfully disappointed when they find… unexpected architecture.”

Maude bristled. “Some men appreciate superior craftsmanship, Crystal. Unlike the flimsy little twigs some girls’ boyfriends are packing. Or so I hear.” She let her gaze drift pointedly towards Crystal’s own sequined lap, implying doubt about the scale of her hidden assets.

Before a full-scale territorial dispute could erupt over whose bulge was more magnificent, salvation (or perhaps further complication) arrived in the form of a tall, elegantly dressed man who approached the bar. He looked utterly out of place, his tailored suit a stark contrast to the cheap cologne and worn tweed surrounding them. He had dark, intelligent eyes and a mouth that hinted at both amusement and boredom. He ordered a scotch, his gaze sweeping coolly over the bar’s occupants, pausing for a fraction longer than necessary on Maude.

He didn’t stare overtly at her chest or her groin like the others. Instead, his eyes met hers directly, a spark of something unreadable in their depths. Intriguing. And potentially solvent.

Crystal, sensing a more promising prospect, immediately turned her considerable charms towards the newcomer, practically draping her sequined frontage over the bar. “Well hello there, handsome. New in town?”

The man offered a polite, distant smile. “Just passing through. Alistair Finch, at your service.” He accepted his scotch from the barman, his eyes flicking back to Maude for a brief moment.

Maude felt a prickle of interest. This Alistair Finch was different. He seemed… discerning. And perhaps dangerous. She decided to play it cool, letting Crystal make the initial, clumsy overtures. She casually reached down to adjust the hem of her skirt, a deliberate move that required her to bend slightly at the waist. The short faux-leather rode high up her thighs, exposing the full curve of her backside and, more importantly, offering a clear view from behind of the heavy, undeniable shape of her large testicles pressing against the straining black satin of her panties. She held the pose for just a second longer than necessary before straightening up, catching Alistair Finch’s eye in the mirror behind the bar. Was that a flicker of appreciation? Or just surprise?

The tweed gentleman, forgotten and overwhelmed, mumbled his excuses and scurried away. Crystal continued her assault on the newcomer, her voice becoming increasingly shrill. Maude simply sipped her gin, waiting. Patience, she reminded herself. Sometimes the best catches required a little finesse, a carefully dangled lure. And Maude Abernathy, with her spectacular frontage and her equally spectacular secret weapon, had plenty of lure to dangle. The question was, would Mr Alistair Finch bite? And if he did, could she handle whatever came next? The night, like the potential beneath her skirt, felt full of possibilities.




Chapter 5: The Discerning Eye and a Dangerous Invitation

Crystal clung to the bar beside Alistair Finch like a sequined limpet, her voice rising slightly in pitch as she regaled him with a tedious anecdote about a dropped handbag and a flustered Duke. Her own magnificent chest, easily a match for Maude’s in sheer volume, jutted forward aggressively, practically demanding his attention. Yet, Alistair’s gaze kept drifting, coolly and deliberately, back towards Maude.

Maude, sensing the shift in the currents of attention, maintained her pose of elegant indifference. She finished her gin and tonic with a slow, deliberate swallow, setting the empty glass down softly. The movement allowed her leopard-print blouse to gape just slightly, offering a tantalizing glimpse of the heavy curve of her breast escaping the confines of its industrial-strength brassiere. She pretended not to notice Alistair watching, instead making a show of subtly adjusting the set of her tight faux-leather skirt over her lap. The gesture naturally drew attention to the very prominent, thick ridge beneath the fabric – the undeniable evidence of her substantial male endowment pressing against the strained black satin of her panties. Her heavy balls shifted beneath the length of her cock, a subtle but definite movement under the tight skirt.

“...and the Duke said he’d never seen such remarkable… resilience,” Crystal was chirping, oblivious to the fact she’d lost her audience entirely.

Alistair finally turned his head slightly, offering Crystal a smile so thin it could have cut glass. “Fascinating, my dear. Truly. But if you’ll excuse me…” He gracefully disengaged himself, turning pointedly towards Maude. “Might I trouble you for a moment of your time, Miss…?”

“Abernathy,” Maude supplied, meeting his gaze directly. His eyes were sharp, intelligent, and held a hint of amusement that made her own cock give an interested twitch beneath its satin confinement. “Maude Abernathy. And trouble is often my middle name, Mr. Finch.”

Crystal huffed, her sequined bosom quivering with indignation. “Well! Some people have no appreciation for good company!” she sniffed, flouncing back towards her booth, leaving a faint trail of glitter and resentment in her wake.

Alistair watched her go with mild amusement before turning his full attention back to Maude. He leaned against the bar, mirroring her pose, though with considerably more Savile Row tailoring involved. His proximity allowed Maude to catch his scent – expensive cologne, clean linen, and something else, something metallic and intriguing.

“Maude Abernathy,” he repeated softly, letting the name roll off his tongue. “A pleasure. You possess a certain… presence that quite outshines the general fluorescence of this establishment.” His eyes didn’t linger crudely on her chest or her groin, but somehow, his gaze felt more intimate, more assessing, than the blatant leers she usually endured. It was as if he saw everything – the impossible curves, the straining fabrics, the secret beneath – and found the entire composition intriguing rather than merely shocking.

“One does one’s best with the raw materials one is given, Mr. Finch,” Maude replied, tilting her head slightly. The movement caused the heavy weight of her colossal breasts to shift within her blouse. “Though sometimes the packaging presents… challenges.” She allowed her gaze to drift pointedly down to the unavoidable bulge straining the front of her skirt.

Alistair chuckled, a low, pleasant sound. “Indeed. The art of containment versus the urge for expression. A classic dilemma.” He took a sip of his scotch. “Tell me, Miss Abernathy, do you find the… structural reinforcements required detract from the aesthetic, or enhance it?”

Maude raised an eyebrow. This was unexpected territory. No fumbling propositions, no slack-jawed awe at her frontage. He was engaging her, teasing her almost, about the very nature of her being. “That depends entirely on the eye of the beholder, wouldn’t you say? Some appreciate the… underlying architecture.” Her semi-erect cock pressed more insistently against its satin restraint. This man was getting under her skin, and perhaps other places too.

“Ah, but a discerning eye appreciates both the facade and the foundations,” Alistair countered smoothly. “The sweep of a roofline and the strength of the supporting columns, wouldn’t you agree?” His gaze flickered down, briefly but significantly, towards her lap. “Especially when the columns are… unexpectedly magnificent.”

Maude’s breath caught. He knew. Of course, he knew. The way he looked at her, the careful phrasing – he wasn’t just guessing, he knew she was a shemale, knew about the substantial cock and balls hidden beneath the skirt, and far from being repulsed, he seemed… captivated. This changed everything. This wasn't Barry, looking for a cheap thrill. This was something else entirely. Something potentially far more dangerous, and infinitely more exciting.

“You have a keen eye for architecture, Mr. Finch,” Maude murmured, her voice dropping to a lower register. The heat between her legs intensified, her cock straining hard against the confines of her panties and skirt.

“I appreciate quality craftsmanship wherever I find it,” he replied, his eyes holding hers. “And I find myself suddenly fatigued by the… ambiance of The Gilded Cage.” He finished his scotch, placing the glass precisely on the bar top. “Perhaps you would allow me to escort you somewhere… quieter? Somewhere we might discuss aesthetics, architecture, and perhaps… future collaborations… in more detail?”

The invitation hung in the air, heavy with unspoken possibilities. This wasn't a crude offer of cash for sex. It felt like an invitation into a different world, a world of sophistication, intrigue, and potentially, exquisite perversion. It was undoubtedly risky. Alistair Finch exuded an aura of controlled power that hinted at hidden depths. But the thought of Barry’s greasy flat, the smell of cabbage, the starkness of the transaction Millicent had endured… this felt different. This felt like a game she might actually enjoy playing.

Maude thought of the rent, still only half-secured. She thought of Millicent, probably already back at their flat, counting the slightly grubby notes. Then she looked back at Alistair Finch, at his knowing eyes and the subtle curve of his lips.

She slid off the bar stool, deliberately giving him the full effect of her impossible figure – the staggering bosom, the nipped-in waist, the tight skirt clinging desperately to the impressive bulge between her thighs, the sheer stockings showcasing her legs. Her heavy balls swung slightly with the movement, contained but undeniably present beneath the faux-leather and satin.

“Mr. Finch,” Maude said, her voice a low purr that promised untold delights and potential dangers. “I believe I would like that very much indeed.” She held out her hand, not in supplication, but as an equal partner entering into an intriguing negotiation.

Alistair Finch’s lips curved into a genuine smile this time, reaching out to take her hand. His touch was cool, firm, sending an unexpected shiver down her spine. The game, it seemed, was well and truly afoot.




Chapter 6: The Carriage Ride and Calculated Constraints

Alistair Finch’s hand remained cool and firm around Maude’s as he led her away from the sticky bar top and towards the heavy front door of The Gilded Cage. The few remaining patrons watched their departure with varying degrees of slack-jawed curiosity and envious resentment. Maude ignored them, her focus entirely on the man beside her and the electric current his simple touch seemed to send straight to the base of her already throbbing cock.

Stepping out into the cool night air felt like surfacing from murky depths. The streetlights cast long shadows, making the mundane alleyways seem somehow more mysterious. Alistair paused at the kerb, releasing her hand only to raise his own in a crisp, authoritative gesture. Almost immediately, a sleek, dark carriage, utterly incongruous amongst the shabby surroundings, detached itself from the shadows further down the street and glided silently towards them, pulled by two perfectly matched black horses. A liveried coachman hopped down, opening the door with practiced efficiency.

“After you, Miss Abernathy,” Alistair murmured, his eyes gleaming in the dim light as he took in the full spectacle of Maude attempting to navigate the carriage step.

It was, as always, an exercise in careful engineering. Maude had to turn sideways, hoist her short faux-leather skirt slightly to avoid catching the hem, and somehow maneuver her truly galactic bosom through the doorway without causing herself or the carriage serious injury. The movement inevitably tightened the fabric across her backside and thrust the prominent bulge between her legs into sharp relief under the gaslight. She felt Alistair’s gaze on her, not leering, but observing with that same unnerving, appreciative intensity. Her heavy balls seemed to swing more noticeably beneath the straining satin of her panties and the unforgiving faux-leather.

She finally settled onto the plush velvet upholstery, the carriage springs dipping alarmingly under her weight – mostly, she suspected, due to the sheer density of her upper half. Alistair slid in beside her, the carriage door closing with a solid, expensive thunk, instantly cocooning them in a world of dim light, polished wood, and the faint scent of leather. The coachman remounted, and the carriage pulled away smoothly, leaving The Gilded Cage and its denizens behind.

Inside the carriage, the intimacy was immediate and intense. The space felt small, charged with unspoken questions and simmering possibilities. Maude smoothed down her skirt, acutely aware of the way the black faux-leather clung, outlining every detail of the thick, ten-plus inch length of her cock and the heavy globes nestled beneath it. She could feel the heat radiating from Alistair’s thigh, mere inches from her own.

“Comfortable?” he asked, his voice a low murmur that vibrated pleasantly in the enclosed space.

“Adequately,” Maude replied, deciding honesty was perhaps the best policy with this man. “Though certain… foundational garments tend to assert themselves after a while.” She shifted slightly, the movement causing her colossal breasts to press against the confines of her leopard-print blouse and the heavy-duty bra beneath. “One sacrifices comfort for structural integrity.”

Alistair chuckled softly. “A sacrifice many edifices must make. But tell me,” he leaned slightly closer, his dark eyes fixed on hers, “do you ever tire of the… constraints? Does the architecture ever yearn to break free?”

Maude felt a jolt go through her. Was he talking about her clothes? Or something more profound? Her cock gave a hard throb against the restraining satin, pushing insistently against the tight skirt. “Sometimes the constraints are part of the appeal, Mr. Finch. Both for the wearer… and the observer.” She let her gaze drop meaningfully to his lap, noting the tailored perfection of his trousers, wondering what lay beneath his facade.

His lips curved into that knowing smile again. “Indeed. Anticipation can be… exquisite.” He reached across, not to touch her, but to pick up a small, silk-tasselled cord. He gave it a gentle tug. A moment later, a hidden panel slid open, revealing a small cabinet containing crystal decanters and glasses. “Brandy? To ward off the night chill?”

“Thank you,” Maude accepted, watching as he poured two generous measures into heavy crystal tumblers. The smooth, confident way he moved spoke of wealth and a lifetime of expecting service. He handed her a glass, his fingers brushing hers for a fraction of a second longer than necessary. The brief contact sent another wave of heat straight to her groin.

They drank in silence for a few moments, the only sounds the rhythmic clop of the horses’ hooves on the cobbles and the gentle swaying of the carriage. Maude studied Alistair over the rim of her glass. He was handsome, certainly, but it was more than that. It was the intelligence in his eyes, the hint of cruelty around his mouth, the air of absolute self-possession. He wasn't intimidated by her magnificent frontage or the blatant evidence of her male anatomy beneath her skirt. If anything, he seemed intrigued, perhaps even aroused, by the dichotomy.

“You seem… unsurprised by my particular configuration, Mr. Finch,” Maude ventured, swirling the brandy in her glass.

“My dear Miss Abernathy,” he replied, his voice smooth as velvet, “London is full of fascinating juxtapositions, if one knows where to look. I appreciate unique beauty in all its forms. The unexpected curve, the surprising strength… the delightful paradox.” His gaze lingered for a moment on the straining knot of her blouse, then dipped lower to the undeniable bulge pressing against her skirt. “Why should I be surprised by perfection simply because it defies conventional categorization?”

Maude felt a flush creep up her neck. No one had ever described her body, her entire body, with such sophisticated appreciation before. It was unnerving, and deeply, deeply seductive. Her nipples hardened against the lace of her bra, and the ache between her legs intensified, her cock straining painfully against its confinement. She desperately wanted to reach down, to adjust herself, to free the throbbing length from the tight satin and faux-leather, but she resisted. The constraints, as she’d said, were part of the appeal. For now.

“And where are you taking me, Mr. Finch?” she asked, her voice a little huskier than intended. “To admire more… architecture?”

He smiled, a slow, predatory curve of his lips. “To my modest pied-à-terre. A place where appreciation can be indulged… privately. Where facades can, perhaps, be gently dismantled.” He reached out, his forefinger tracing the leopard print pattern on her sleeve, stopping just short of the swell of her breast. “And foundations can be thoroughly explored.”

The carriage slowed, turning into a quieter, more elegant square lined with tall, imposing townhouses. It drew to a halt before one particularly grand example, its windows dark save for a soft glow behind heavy curtains on the ground floor. The coachman was already opening the door.

Alistair drained his brandy and set the glass down. “Shall we?” he murmured, offering his hand once more.

Maude took it, her own hand trembling slightly this time. As she stepped out of the carriage, gathering her courage and adjusting her straining skirt, she knew she was crossing a threshold. Whatever lay behind that imposing front door, it promised to be far more interesting, and infinitely more perilous, than Barry’s sad little flat or the sticky floors of The Gilded Cage. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a counterpoint to the insistent throbbing between her legs. The game was escalating, and Maude Abernathy, with her J-cup bosom and her ten-inch secret, was ready to play.




Chapter 7: The Velvet Cage and the Unveiling

The heavy front door closed behind them with a quiet, decisive click that seemed to seal Maude off from the outside world entirely. The contrast with the raucous Gilded Cage or the cabbage-scented hallway of Barry’s building was staggering. Here, the air was still, cool, and faintly scented with beeswax and something else… something expensive and vaguely spicy, like old books and hidden intentions.

A discreet, almost invisible manservant materialized from the shadows of the grand hallway – all soaring ceilings and dark, polished wood – to take Alistair’s coat and hat. He barely glanced at Maude, his face a mask of professional indifference, though Maude caught the briefest flicker of his eyes towards the impossible swell of her leopard-print bosom before he retreated as silently as he had appeared.

“Impressive foyer,” Maude commented, trying to sound nonchalant as she took in the opulent surroundings. A massive, ornate mirror reflected her image back – a splash of gaudy animal print and strained faux-leather amidst the sombre grandeur. Her J-cup breasts looked even more preposterous here, and the bulge beneath her tight skirt seemed almost offensively prominent against the backdrop of quiet good taste.

“Mere entryway,” Alistair murmured, placing a light hand on the small of her back, steering her gently towards a pair of tall, mahogany doors. His touch, even through the fabric of her blouse, sent a shiver down her spine and made her cock give another insistent throb against the confines of her black satin panties. “The real points of interest lie within.”

He pushed open the doors, revealing not a drawing-room, but a library. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined three walls, filled with leather-bound volumes that looked genuinely read. The fourth wall was dominated by a large fireplace where embers glowed softly beneath an ornately carved mantelpiece. Thick velvet curtains, the colour of dried blood, were drawn against the night. Two deep armchairs faced the fire, and a low table held another crystal decanter and glasses. The room felt intimate, masculine, and deeply private. A luxurious cage, indeed.

“Please, make yourself comfortable,” Alistair invited, gesturing towards one of the armchairs. “Can I replenish your brandy?”

Maude hesitated. Sinking into that deep armchair felt like surrender. And comfortable wasn't exactly achievable in her current attire. The tight faux-leather skirt dug into her waist when she sat, and the formidable underwiring of her bra felt like a medieval instrument of torture after several hours. Not to mention the persistent, aching throb of her ten-plus inches of hard cock pressed relentlessly against the straining satin of her knickers.

“Perhaps in a moment,” she demurred, choosing instead to wander towards the fireplace, pretending to examine the carvings. The movement allowed her to subtly adjust her posture, trying to ease the pressure between her legs. Her heavy balls felt constricted, trapped between her thighs and the unforgiving skirt. She ran a hand over the cool marble of the mantelpiece, acutely aware of Alistair watching her every move.

He didn't press her to sit, instead moving to pour himself another drink. “You seem… restless, Miss Abernathy. Are the constraints proving too burdensome?” His voice was soft, laced with that knowing amusement she was finding increasingly difficult to resist.

“Let’s just say this ensemble wasn't designed for lounging, Mr. Finch,” Maude replied, turning to face him. She leaned back slightly against the mantelpiece, a pose that thrust her magnificent bosom forward and emphasized the sharp curve of her waist above the tight skirt. The firelight flickered, catching the cheap sheen of the faux-leather and highlighting the undeniable bulge it barely contained. “It’s designed for… impact.”

“And the impact,” Alistair said, swirling his brandy, his eyes fixed on her, “is considerable. Almost overwhelming.” He took a slow step towards her, closing the distance between them until only a few feet remained. “But I find myself wondering about the substance behind the spectacle. The truth beneath the… very effective… packaging.”

Maude’s breath hitched. Her heart hammered against the rigid structure of her brassiere. The heat between her legs was becoming almost unbearable. “And what makes you think I’m inclined to reveal my secrets, Mr. Finch?”

He smiled, that slow, predatory curve of his lips that did strange things to her insides. “Curiosity, my dear. And appreciation. I suspect the reality is even more magnificent than the promise.” He took another step, stopping directly in front of her. He didn’t reach for her, not yet. He simply looked, his gaze sweeping from the incredible swell of her breasts, down her tightly clad torso, lingering on the heavy prominence between her thighs, before returning to meet her eyes. “You spoke earlier of foundations supporting the facade. I find myself intensely curious about yours.”

The air crackled with tension. Maude could feel the pulse beating in her throat, could feel the hard, aching length of her cock straining for release. This man, with his quiet intensity and unnerving perception, was stripping away her defences without laying a hand on her. He saw her, all of her, and wasn't just undeterred – he was fascinated. It was terrifying, and exhilarating.

“Perhaps,” Maude whispered, her voice husky, “the foundations require a more… intimate inspection.”

Alistair’s eyes darkened, a spark of something hotter igniting within their depths. “Perhaps they do.” He reached out, not grabbing, but letting his fingers hover centimetres from the straining knot of her leopard-print blouse. “Shall we begin the survey?”

Maude’s gaze dropped to his hand, then back to his eyes. The decision hung in the air, thick and heavy as the velvet curtains. This was the point of no return. She thought fleetingly of Millicent, of the rent, but mostly, she thought of the insistent ache between her legs, the desperate need to shed these confining layers under this man’s appreciative gaze.

She gave a slow, deliberate nod.

His fingers brushed against the knot, then moved with surprising dexterity, loosening it. The front of her blouse fell open, revealing the formidable architecture of her brassiere – a feat of engineering in cream-coloured satin and lace, hoisting and separating her truly colossal breasts, pushing them upwards into two breathtaking mounds of flesh.

“Remarkable structure,” Alistair murmured, his eyes drinking in the sight. His knuckles brushed the upper swell of her breast as he reached for the first tiny button below the knot. “But even the most impressive facade must occasionally be… unveiled.” He flicked the button undone. Then the next.

Maude held her breath, her nipples aching beneath the heavy satin, her cock throbbing violently against the confines of her skirt and panties. The unveiling had begun.




Chapter 8: Mountains Unveiled and Foundations Assessed

Button by tiny button, Alistair continued his deliberate unfastening of Maude’s leopard-print blouse. Each small pop of thread releasing fabric felt like a minor explosion in the quiet library. Maude stood frozen against the mantelpiece, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her entire being focused on his slow, methodical actions and the intense concentration in his dark eyes.

The blouse gaped wider, revealing more and more of the formidable cream-coloured brassiere beneath. It was a true feat of structural engineering, clearly custom-made, constructed from heavy satin panels reinforced with intricate stitching and formidable underwiring that curved beneath the astonishing weight of her colossal breasts like buttresses supporting a cathedral. Wide satin straps disappeared over her shoulders, doubtless bearing an incredible load. The centre gore, where the cups met, was wide and strong, ensuring separation between the two planet-sized orbs. Lace trim softened the upper edges of the cups, but it did little to disguise the sheer industrial strength required to hoist and contain such magnificent upper architecture.

Finally, the last button was undone. Alistair gently eased the leopard-print fabric off Maude’s shoulders, letting the blouse slither down her arms and pool around her elbows. She stood before him now, clad only from the waist up in the truly awe-inspiring brassiere. Her J-cup bosom, barely contained even by this heavy-duty contraption, swelled proudly, the upper curves gleaming like polished marble in the firelight. The sheer scale of them was breathtaking – deep, heavy, and perfectly round, straining against the confines of the satin cups. Her nipples, hidden beneath the fabric, were pebble-hard, aching with a mixture of sensitivity and burgeoning arousal.

Alistair let out a soft, almost reverent sigh. “Magnificent,” he breathed, his eyes sweeping over the incredible vista of her chest. He didn’t reach out to touch immediately, instead seeming to appreciate the sheer spectacle, the triumph of flesh and engineering. “Truly… monumental.”

Maude swallowed hard, feeling incredibly exposed yet strangely empowered by his undisguised admiration. Most men gawped or made crude remarks. Alistair studied her breasts as if they were priceless sculptures, appreciating both their form and the structure that supported them.

“The… foundations seem adequate?” Maude managed, her voice trembling slightly.

“Adequate?” Alistair echoed, a slow smile touching his lips. He finally reached out, his fingers tracing the lace edge along the top of one enormous cup. His touch was feather-light, yet it sent jolts of electricity through her. “My dear Miss Abernathy, they are sublime. A testament to both nature’s extravagance and the corsetiere’s art.” His fingers trailed lower, following the curve of the heavy satin cup, mapping the incredible swell beneath. “But even the most sublime foundations must occasionally be… tested.”

His gaze flickered down, past her waist, to where the tight black faux-leather skirt still clung tenaciously, outlining the thick, hard length of her cock and the heavy weight of her balls beneath. The contrast between the unveiled, hyper-feminine abundance of her upper body and the blatant, straining masculinity below was stark, thrilling.

“Indeed,” Maude whispered, emboldened by his appreciation and the brandy singing in her veins. The ache between her legs was now a demanding throb. “Though I suspect you’re equally interested in the… lower levels of the architecture?”

Alistair’s smile widened, a flash of predatory hunger in his eyes. “A thorough survey requires attention to all aspects, does it not? One cannot appreciate the spire without understanding the strength of the base.” His hand left her breast, trailing down her ribcage, over the tight fabric of her skirt at her waist, his knuckles deliberately brushing against the swell of her hip. “And this particular base…” his fingers hovered just above the most prominent part of the bulge straining her skirt, “…promises extraordinary fortitude.”

Maude’s breath hitched. Her cock pulsed violently against the constraining satin of her panties, pushing harder against the faux-leather barrier. She could almost feel his touch through the layers, a phantom caress that made her knees weak.

“Perhaps,” Alistair continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, his eyes locked on the bulge, “we should assess its… load-bearing capacity?”

Before Maude could respond, before she could even process the implication, his hand descended. Not crudely, not grabbing, but with a firm, deliberate pressure, his palm settling directly over the thickest part of her erection through the layers of skirt and panties.

A choked gasp escaped Maude’s lips. The direct contact, even through fabric, was electric. She felt the full, hard length of her cock press back against his hand, trapped but undeniably responsive. Her heavy balls tightened beneath, aching with contained pressure.

Alistair’s thumb moved slowly, tracing the thick ridge of her shaft through the faux-leather. “Impressive rigidity,” he murmured, his eyes fixed on her face now, watching her reaction. “And considerable… length. Ten inches? Perhaps more?”

Maude couldn’t speak, could only nod mutely, her eyes wide. He knew. He’d estimated her size with unnerving accuracy. The heat intensified, spreading through her belly, making her thighs tremble.

“And the foundations beneath?” he continued, his fingers sliding lower, cupping the heavy weight of her balls through the tight skirt. He tested their weight, his thumb brushing against the taut skin beneath the satin. “Equally substantial, it seems. A perfectly balanced composition.”

Maude whimpered softly as he gently squeezed. Pleasure, sharp and unexpected, shot through her, mingling with the ache of confinement. She instinctively arched her hips forward, pressing her straining erection more firmly into his palm.

“Eager, are we?” Alistair chuckled softly, the sound vibrating through the hand still firmly pressed against her groin. “Patience. Deconstruction requires care.”

He removed his hand, leaving Maude trembling, aching, desperate for more. He stepped back slightly, his eyes once again sweeping over her, taking in the whole picture: the colossal, barely-contained breasts straining in their formidable bra, the tight skirt clinging to her hips and showcasing the impressive bulge between her legs, her flushed face and rapid breathing.

“First,” he said decisively, his gaze returning to her chest, “we must liberate these.” He reached behind her, his fingers searching for the hooks and eyes securing the Battleship-class brassiere. Maude felt his knuckles brush against her bare back, felt the warmth of his body close to hers.

Finding the fastenings, he worked them with an expertise that suggested practice. One by one, the hooks released. The tension across Maude’s back eased, and the wide satin straps loosened on her shoulders. The front of the bra sagged slightly, the only thing holding it up now the sheer upward pressure of the monumental globes beneath.

Alistair moved back in front of her, his eyes alight with anticipation. “Ready for the grand unveiling, Miss Abernathy?”

Maude nodded again, mute, her heart pounding like a drum against her ribs. He reached forward, grasped the centre gore of the bra, and slowly, deliberately, pulled it away.




Chapter 9: The Liberation of Giants and the Connoisseur's Touch

With the hooks undone, the formidable brassiere lost its structural integrity. Alistair pulled the heavy satin construction away, and Maude’s breasts tumbled free with breathtaking weight and volume. They spilled forward, two colossal, perfect spheres of flesh, so heavy they seemed barely tethered to her chest wall, their sheer mass pulling downwards even as they jutted proudly outwards.

Freed from the uplifting confinement of the bra, they revealed their true nature: impossibly large, deeply rounded, with the soft, creamy skin gleaming in the firelight. Her areolae were wide, dusky rose circles surrounding nipples that were thick, longish, and now puckered into hard points from the cool air and burgeoning arousal. They pointed almost straight out, crowning the magnificent mounds like defiant signals. They swayed slightly with Maude’s breathing, their immense weight undeniable, the epitome of hyper-feminine abundance taken to an almost unbelievable extreme.

Maude instinctively brought a hand up, a half-formed gesture of modesty, but stopped herself. She felt strangely vulnerable, yet also incredibly powerful. The sheer physical presence of her breasts, now unrestrained, was overwhelming even to her. She could feel their weight pulling on her shoulders, feel the sensitive peaks aching for a touch.

Alistair made a soft sound in his throat, a low hum of pure, unadulterated appreciation. He didn't lunge or grab. Instead, he stood back for a moment, his dark eyes dilated, taking in the full spectacle with the intensity of an art historian discovering a lost masterpiece.

“Astonishing,” he breathed, his voice thick with something akin to reverence. “Truly… astonishing. The reality surpasses even the most vivid imagination.” He took a step closer, his gaze fixed on the twin orbs that dominated Maude's torso. “They are… architectural marvels in their own right.”

He reached out, slowly, deliberately, his hands hovering just above the creamy slopes. Maude held her breath, her entire body tingling, her gaze locked on his hands. Then, finally, he touched her.

His palms settled gently on the underside of her breasts, cupping their incredible weight. His touch was cool, firm, yet surprisingly gentle, supporting the heavy flesh. Maude let out a shuddering sigh, leaning into his touch almost involuntarily. The relief of having their weight supported, combined with the sheer intimacy of his grasp, was intoxicating.

“So heavy,” he murmured, his thumbs stroking reverently over the soft undersides. “And yet so… perfect.” His gaze lifted to meet hers. “Are they sensitive?”

Maude could only nod, her throat tight. Her nipples felt like they were on fire, aching, begging for attention.

As if reading her mind, Alistair’s thumbs swept upwards, grazing lightly over the hard points. Maude gasped, arching her back slightly, pushing her monumental chest further into his grasp. The sensation was electric, shooting straight down to her groin where her cock, still trapped beneath the tight skirt and panties, pulsed with agonizing need.

“Exquisite,” Alistair whispered, rolling one thick nipple gently between his thumb and forefinger. Maude whimpered, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. He gave the other nipple equal attention, his touch maddeningly light yet incredibly stimulating. He seemed fascinated by their texture, their responsiveness.

He spent several moments simply exploring the incredible landscape of her chest – tracing the faint blue veins visible beneath the pale skin, mapping the heavy curves, testing the yielding softness of the flesh, returning again and again to tease the sensitive peaks until Maude was trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. He didn't kiss them, didn't bury his face in them, not yet. His focus was entirely tactile, a careful, appreciative exploration.

“Such magnificence demands… freedom,” he murmured, finally lifting his hands away, leaving Maude’s breasts aching and heavy, her skin tingling where he had touched. His eyes dropped lower, returning once more to the unavoidable, straining bulge between her thighs. “Just as these foundations demand release from their… rather restrictive confines.”

He knelt before her then, sinking gracefully onto the plush rug in front of the fireplace. His eyes were now level with her waist, his gaze fixed intently on the straining black faux-leather skirt. The firelight cast flickering shadows, highlighting the thick, ten-plus inch ridge pressing insistently against the fabric.

“The facade above has been unveiled,” he said, his voice a low, husky purr. He reached out, placing one hand flat against the bulge, feeling the heat and hardness beneath. Maude shivered violently, her heavy breasts swaying slightly above him. “Shall we now attend to the… cornerstone?”

His fingers found the zipper tab at the side of her skirt. Maude’s breath hitched in her throat. This was it. The final layer before the full truth of her anatomy was revealed to this sophisticated, appreciative connoisseur. The contrast was dizzying – her colossal, naked breasts displayed above, her massive, straining erection about to be freed below.

She gave another slow, deliberate nod, her eyes locked on his face.

With painstaking slowness, Alistair began to draw down the zipper.




Chapter 10: The Cornerstone Revealed

The rasp of the zipper descending felt deafeningly loud in the quiet library. Each downward tug of Alistair’s fingers brought Maude closer to complete exposure, ratcheting up the tension in the room to an almost unbearable pitch. She stood utterly still, her colossal, naked breasts heavy and aching above, her gaze locked on Alistair’s hands as they performed their deliberate work. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic counterpoint to the slow, insistent throb of her erection, which seemed desperate to escape its confinement.

The tight faux-leather skirt loosened its grip inch by agonizing inch. First, the curve of her hip was freed, then the top of her thigh, revealing the black satin panties stretched taut beneath. Finally, the zipper reached its end, nestled near the hem just above her knee.

Alistair paused, his eyes lifting to meet Maude’s. He saw the apprehension warring with arousal in her expression, the slight tremor in her hands clenched at her sides. He offered a small, reassuring smile, though his own eyes burned with barely concealed hunger.

“Courage, my dear,” he murmured. “True beauty deserves the light.”

He gently pulled the edges of the skirt apart. The faux-leather peeled away, revealing the black satin panties beneath in their full, straining glory. They were stretched to their absolute limit, barely containing the formidable package beneath. The thick, unmistakable shape of her ten-plus inch cock strained vertically against the flimsy fabric, its impressive length and girth clearly defined. Beneath it, the heavy, rounded shape of her large testicles pressed against the satin, creating a substantial bulge at the base. Even through the final layer of silk, the sheer size and power of her male anatomy were breathtakingly evident.

Maude took a shaky breath, feeling incredibly vulnerable now. Her magnificent breasts were bare, her impressive manhood straining against its last restraint, all under the intense scrutiny of this sophisticated stranger kneeling before her.

Alistair’s gaze devoured the sight. He reached out, his fingers tracing the outline of her cock through the satin, feeling the hard, rigid length beneath. “Even contained… spectacular,” he whispered. His fingers slid lower, cupping the heavy weight of her balls through the fabric, testing their fullness. Maude shivered, her hips giving an involuntary little push forward against his hand.

“But confinement,” Alistair continued, his voice husky, “denies the true form.” His fingers moved to the elastic waistband of her panties, hooking beneath the edge at her hips. “Shall we?”

Maude closed her eyes for a brief second, then opened them and gave a final, decisive nod.

With infinite care, Alistair eased the black satin panties down over her hips. Maude instinctively lifted one foot slightly, then the other, allowing him to slide the flimsy garment down her legs and toss it aside onto the plush rug.

And then she was fully naked from the waist down, save for her sheer stockings and garters held high on her thighs.

Her cock sprang free with an almost audible sigh of relief, jutting proudly forward and slightly upward, a magnificent shaft of thick, heavy flesh, fully ten inches long and impressively wide. The smooth, helmet-shaped head was a deep plum colour, glistening slightly with precum. Pale veins traced paths along the thick shaft, testament to its engorgement. Beneath it, her balls hung heavy and low, two perfectly formed, smooth globes, looking incredibly large and full against the pale skin of her inner thighs. The contrast with her colossal, creamy breasts above was startling, almost shocking, yet utterly harmonious in its own strange way. She was a walking paradox, a symphony of extreme femininity and potent masculinity.

Alistair knelt before her, utterly silent for a long moment, his gaze fixed on her revealed anatomy with an intensity that was almost hypnotic. He wasn’t leering; he was studying. Appreciating. His expression was one of profound satisfaction, like a collector finally beholding the rarest gem in his collection.

“Perfection,” he finally breathed, the word barely a whisper. “Utter, paradoxical perfection.”

He reached out again, his touch now directly on her bare flesh. His fingers gently encircled the base of her thick cock, feeling the heat radiating from it, the powerful pulse beating within. Maude gasped softly, her knees threatening to buckle. His other hand cupped her heavy balls, lifting them slightly, testing their weight with reverence.

“The cornerstone,” he murmured, his thumb stroking slowly along the underside of her rigid shaft, sending shivers of pure pleasure coursing through Maude. “Solid. Impressive. Beautifully proportioned.” His fingers explored the sensitive skin where her balls met the base of her cock, eliciting another soft whimper from her.

He looked up at her, his eyes blazing. “You are a masterpiece, Maude Abernathy. A living work of art.”

He lowered his head then, his lips hovering just inches from the glistening head of her cock. Maude’s breath hitched, her entire body trembling with anticipation. The heat from his breath ghosted over her sensitive skin. Her magnificent breasts felt incredibly heavy, her nipples aching pebbles, mirroring the desperate hardness between her legs.

The moment stretched, thick with unspoken promises and unbearable tension. Alistair, the connoisseur, was about to give his ultimate seal of approval. Maude braced herself against the mantelpiece, her knuckles white, ready for the final stage of the assessment to begin.




Chapter 11: The Connoisseur's Kiss and Rising Tides

The seconds stretched into an eternity, thick with heat and anticipation. Maude watched, mesmerized, as Alistair’s lips parted slightly, hovering just a hair's breadth from the plum-dark, glistening head of her cock. Her entire body was alight with sensation – the heavy ache of her colossal, naked breasts swaying slightly above, the frantic pounding of her heart, and the almost painful throb of her erection under his intense scrutiny.

Then, finally, he closed the small distance.

His lips, surprisingly soft, brushed against the sensitive tip. Maude gasped sharply, her knees buckling slightly, forcing her to grip the marble mantelpiece tighter for support. A jolt, fierce and immediate, shot straight from the head of her cock to the base of her spine, making her toes curl inside her high heels.

It wasn't a rough or desperate kiss, not initially. It was exploratory, reverent almost. His tongue flicked out, tasting the bead of precum at the urethral opening, a delicate, deliberate lap that sent shivers cascading through her. He hummed softly, a low sound of profound satisfaction, before taking the entire head into the warm, wet heat of his mouth.

Maude cried out then, a low sound torn from her throat, arching her hips instinctively, pushing her magnificent erection deeper into his embrace. The sensation was overwhelming – the wet heat, the gentle suction, the skilled play of his tongue against the sensitive corona. He wasn't just sucking; he was savouring. His lips moved with practiced skill, applying just the right amount of pressure, his tongue swirling, teasing, worshipping.

His hands weren’t idle either. One remained cupped gently around her heavy balls, lifting and supporting their weight, his thumb stroking rhythmically against the taut skin. The other hand rested possessively on her hip, fingers splayed against her bare skin just above the lacy band of her stocking top, holding her steady, claiming her.

Maude looked down, past the astonishing globes of her own breasts, at the sight of this elegant, sophisticated man kneeling before her, expertly fellating her massive cock. The sheer visual paradox of it – the Savile Row suit jacket slightly askew, the dark, well-groomed head bent in devotion to her startlingly masculine anatomy – was incredibly potent, adding a layer of psychological arousal to the already intense physical pleasure.

She reached down tentatively, her hand trembling, and rested her fingers lightly on his hair. It was thick and soft, just as she’d imagined. He didn’t flinch, didn’t pause in his ministrations, accepting her touch as his due. Emboldened, she threaded her fingers deeper, gripping his hair more firmly, guiding his movements slightly, urging him on.

He responded instantly, taking more of her thick shaft into his mouth, his throat working as he accommodated her impressive length. The suction increased, becoming stronger, more demanding, pulling relentlessly on her sensitive flesh. He took as much of her ten-plus inches as he could manage, his lips sealed tightly around her shaft, his tongue working magic deep inside.

Maude threw her head back, moaning softly, her huge breasts jiggling heavily with the tremors running through her body. Her nipples were hard, aching pebbles, exquisitely sensitive. She could feel the pleasure building rapidly within her, a deep, coiling heat gathering low in her belly, radiating outwards along her nerves. It was different from the quick, almost impersonal release with Barry. This was slower, more intense, fueled by genuine appreciation and undeniable skill.

Alistair seemed attuned to her every reaction, sensing the rising tide within her. His pace quickened slightly, the strokes of his mouth becoming deeper, more insistent. His hand tightened its grip on her balls, adding another layer of intense sensation. He pulled back just enough to lave the entire length of her shaft with his tongue before taking her deep once more, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

"Almost..." Maude gasped, her knuckles white where she gripped the mantelpiece, her other hand fisted tightly in Alistair's hair. Her hips began to buck uncontrollably against his mouth.

Alistair made a low growl deep in his throat, a sound of primal satisfaction, and increased the pressure, sucking harder, faster, his tongue working relentlessly at the sensitive frenulum beneath the head. He knew exactly what he was doing, expertly guiding her towards the precipice.

The library seemed to spin around Maude, the firelight blurring, the only reality the incredible sensations rocketing through her body – the heavy weight of her breasts, the tight grip on her balls, and the exquisite friction of Alistair's mouth devouring her cock. Release was imminent, unavoidable, promising to be shattering.




Chapter 12: The Cornerstone's Culmination

The world narrowed to the exquisite sensations bombarding Maude’s body. The plush rug beneath Alistair’s knees, the flickering firelight, the rows upon rows of silent books – all faded into insignificance, overwhelmed by the relentless pleasure radiating from her core. Her magnificent, naked breasts felt incredibly heavy, swaying slightly with her ragged breaths, the nipples drawn into tight, aching points that mirrored the agonizing tension building between her legs.

Alistair seemed to sense the precise moment the tide turned, the exact instant Maude tipped over the precipice. With a final, deep pull that took nearly the entire length of her thick shaft into his throat, he intensified the suction, his tongue working frantically against the sensitive underside while his hand tightened its grip on her heavy balls, squeezing gently but firmly.

A strangled cry tore from Maude’s throat. Her eyes flew wide, seeing nothing but the ceiling swimming above her. Her back arched sharply off the mantelpiece, pressing her groin harder against Alistair’s devoted mouth. Her toes curled so tightly inside her heels she thought the leather might split. The orgasm crashed over her not as a wave, but as a fucking tsunami, a cataclysmic release that shuddered through every inch of her body.

Her hips slammed forward uncontrollably, fucking Alistair’s face with desperate, involuntary thrusts. Her massive cock pulsed violently, leaping against his palate, threatening to choke him with its sheer size and force. A guttural moan ripped from her lungs, echoing in the quiet library, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure bordering on pain. Her colossal breasts shook violently with the force of her shudders, gleaming under the firelight like ivory mountains caught in an earthquake.

Then came the flood.

With a final, desperate cry, Maude erupted. Thick ropes of pearly semen spurted forcefully from the head of her cock, jetting deep into Alistair’s throat. It wasn’t a trickle; it was a deluge, pulsing out in thick, heavy waves, testament to the sheer scale of her anatomy and the intensity of her release. She felt the powerful contractions seize the base of her cock, pumping out load after load, emptying her completely.

Throughout the deluge, Alistair didn't flinch. He didn’t pull away. He met each pulsing spurt with dedicated focus, his throat working rhythmically, swallowing down every single drop of her thick, copious offering. His eyes, locked on hers, held a look of intense concentration and profound satisfaction, as if savouring the rarest, most potent vintage. He consumed her climax utterly, leaving no doubt as to his complete appreciation of her ‘cornerstone’.

Finally, the last shuddering pulse faded. Maude sagged against the mantelpiece, trembling violently from head to toe, utterly spent. Her breath came in ragged, sobbing gasps. Her magnificent cock, still impressively thick but softening rapidly now, throbbed with residual sensitivity, slick with saliva and the remnants of her release. Her heavy balls hung even lower, depleted and tender. Her knees felt like jelly; only the marble mantelpiece kept her upright. Her colossal breasts felt tender, the nipples exquisitely sensitive, still hard but aching now in the aftermath.

Alistair slowly released her cock, withdrawing his mouth with a soft sigh of satisfaction. He remained kneeling before her for a moment, his lips glistening, his eyes dark and intense as he studied her post-orgasmic state – the trembling limbs, the flushed skin, the tear tracks possibly starting at the corners of her eyes, the utterly magnificent, naked breasts still heaving with her ragged breaths, the spent but still formidable manhood nestled between her thighs.

He reached out, gently taking the softening length of her cock in his hand again, his thumb stroking soothingly along the shaft. “Magnificent,” he murmured again, his voice husky. “Truly… a remarkable culmination.” He used the other hand to gently cradle her heavy testicles, his touch now infinitely gentle, almost reverent.

Then, with surprising grace, he rose to his feet, retrieving a silk handkerchief from his jacket pocket. He carefully, almost tenderly, wiped away the lingering moisture from her cock and the surrounding skin, his touch impersonal yet deeply intimate.

Maude watched him through a haze of lingering pleasure and exhaustion, her mind struggling to catch up with the intensity of what had just happened. She had been utterly unravelled, completely consumed, and yet… she felt strangely powerful, deeply seen in a way she never had before. This wasn’t just sex; it was… appreciation. Worship, almost.

Alistair finished his ministrations and stepped back, tucking the handkerchief away. He regarded her again, his expression calm now, but with a lingering heat in his eyes. “Perhaps now,” he suggested softly, gesturing towards the plush armchair she had previously avoided, “you might find comfort more appealing?”

Maude nodded mutely. The thought of sinking into soft velvet, of resting her trembling limbs, suddenly seemed like the best idea in the world. Alistair offered his arm, not condescendingly, but as a gesture of support. Leaning on him slightly, acutely aware of her near-complete nudity – bare breasts swaying heavily, cock and balls nestled between her stockinged thighs – Maude allowed him to guide her the few steps to the armchair.

She sank into its depths with a grateful sigh, the velvet cool against her heated skin. Her immense breasts settled heavily against her ribcage, the nipples still exquisitely sensitive. Her spent cock rested limply against her thigh, nestled beside her full balls. She felt drained, open, vulnerable, yet strangely safe in this luxurious cage with her discerning captor.

Alistair retrieved her brandy glass from the low table, refreshing it from the decanter before handing it to her. “Drink,” he commanded gently. “You’ve earned it.”

Maude took the glass with a trembling hand, the fiery liquid welcome as it slid down her throat. She looked at Alistair, standing before her now, perfectly composed once more, save for the slight sheen on his lips and the lingering intensity in his gaze. The power dynamic had shifted, momentarily at least. He had brought her to completion, worshipped her unique form, but now he was back in control, the gracious host in his opulent domain.

The night, Maude suspected, was far from over. The cornerstone had been revealed and thoroughly appreciated, but the rest of the architecture still awaited further exploration.




Chapter 13: The Game Resumes and the Price of Pleasure

Maude sank deeper into the velvet embrace of the armchair, her brandy glass cradled loosely in her hand. The firelight played across her bare skin, casting soft shadows over the monumental curves of her breasts and the now softened, but still impressive, length nestled between her stockinged thighs. Her body hummed with the afterglow of release, a languid warmth that contrasted sharply with the sharp clarity returning to her mind. Alistair Finch stood before her, his tailored suit immaculate, his expression one of calm satisfaction, though his dark eyes still burned with a hunger that suggested their interlude was merely a prelude.

The silence in the library stretched, heavy with possibility. Maude took another sip of brandy, the liquid fire grounding her. She felt exposed—gloriously, terrifyingly so—but also powerful. Alistair had seen her, all of her, and had not recoiled. Instead, he had worshipped her paradox with a connoisseur’s precision. Yet, as the haze of pleasure cleared, a nagging question surfaced: what did he want next? This wasn’t The Gilded Cage, and Alistair wasn’t Barry. The stakes here felt higher, the rules less defined.

“You look pensive, Miss Abernathy,” Alistair observed, his voice smooth as the brandy. He poured himself a fresh measure, settling into the armchair opposite her, his posture relaxed yet commanding. “Is the comfort not to your liking, or does something else trouble you?”

Maude met his gaze, her lips curving into a wry smile. “Comfort is relative, Mr. Finch, when one’s foundations are so thoroughly… exposed.” She gestured vaguely at her naked breasts, the heavy globes resting against her ribcage, and the still-prominent outline of her cock and balls against her thigh. “But I’ll admit, I’m wondering what comes next in this… architectural survey of yours.”

Alistair chuckled, a low, rich sound that sent a fresh shiver through her. “Direct, as always. I admire that.” He leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on his knees, the crystal tumbler dangling between his fingers. “What comes next depends entirely on you, Maude. I’ve had the privilege of admiring your cornerstone, but a masterpiece like you offers far more than a single point of interest.”

Her cock gave a faint twitch at his words, a reminder of its persistent sensitivity. She crossed one leg over the other, a deliberate move that drew his eye to the shift of her heavy balls against the velvet cushion. “Flattery is a fine currency, Mr. Finch, but I suspect you deal in something more… tangible.”

His smile sharpened, a predator’s edge glinting beneath the civility. “You’re not wrong. I value beauty, rarity, and… reciprocity. You’ve given me a taste of your magnificence, and I’d like to propose a continuation—a deeper exploration, if you will.” He paused, swirling his brandy, letting the words hang. “But such explorations require mutual investment.”

Maude’s pulse quickened. Here it was—the catch. She thought of Millicent, of the rent money tucked into her handbag back at The Gilded Cage, of the grimy transaction with Barry that had left her friend hollow. Alistair’s offer felt different, cloaked in sophistication, but it was still a transaction at its core. The question was, what was the price, and was she willing to pay it?

“Spell it out, Alistair,” she said, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest. “What kind of investment are we talking about?”

He leaned back, studying her with that unnerving intensity. “Time, for one. Your presence, your… unique talents, shared exclusively with me for a period. In return, I offer resources—security, comfort, perhaps even luxury. No more scrabbling for rent in dingy bars. No more Barrys.” His lip curled slightly at the name, a flicker of disdain. “You’d be valued, Maude, as you deserve to be.”

The words landed like a velvet hammer. A kept woman—or rather, a kept paradox. A gilded cage of her own, far grander than the one she shared with Millicent, but a cage nonetheless. Her mind raced. The practicality was undeniable—rent, new panties, gin, all secured without the stench of cabbage or the leers of men like Barry. But the cost… her freedom, her partnership with Millicent, the chaotic, messy life they’d carved out together.

“And Millicent?” Maude asked, her tone sharper than she intended. “My friend, my… collaborator. Where does she fit in your grand vision?”

Alistair’s expression didn’t waver, but a faint tightening around his eyes betrayed a calculation. “Miss Dubois is a remarkable creature in her own right, I’m sure. Should she wish to join our arrangement, I’d be open to discussions. But my interest, for now, lies with you.” He set his glass down, the clink against the table deliberate. “One masterpiece at a time.”

Maude’s jaw tightened. Millicent, left to fend for herself, navigating the Barrys of the world alone? Unacceptable. Yet the allure of Alistair’s offer tugged at her—a life where her body, her very being, was celebrated rather than ogled, where she could breathe without the constant threat of eviction. Her cock stirred again, traitorous, responding to the memory of his touch, his reverence.

She stood abruptly, needing movement to clear her head. Her heavy breasts swayed, catching the firelight, and she felt Alistair’s gaze follow them, then drop to the semi-hard length between her thighs. Naked save for stockings and garters, she paced towards the bookshelves, trailing a finger along the spines of ancient tomes. The tactile distraction grounded her, but only just.

“An intriguing proposal,” she said finally, turning to face him. “But I’m not a solitary exhibit, Mr. Finch. Millicent and I are a package deal—two goddesses, not one. If you want my… cornerstone, you get her battleship as well.”

Alistair raised an eyebrow, a spark of amusement mingling with respect. “A bold counteroffer. I hadn’t anticipated such loyalty.” He rose, closing the distance between them with slow, deliberate steps. He stopped just short of touching her, his presence a warm pressure against her bare skin. “Very well. Let’s say I’m open to expanding the collection. But I’d need to see the full display—both of you, together, to assess the… synergy.”

Maude’s breath caught. The image flashed unbidden—herself and Millicent, their impossible bodies intertwined under Alistair’s discerning gaze, their bulges straining, their breasts colliding in a spectacle of excess. Her cock hardened fully at the thought, pressing insistently against her thigh, betraying her arousal.

“You’re a dangerous man, Alistair Finch,” she murmured, her voice husky. “But you don’t get to dictate the terms just yet.” She stepped closer, letting her naked breasts brush against his chest, the contact sending a jolt through her sensitive nipples. Her erection nudged his trouser leg, a bold declaration. “If we play this game, it’s on equal footing. No cages, gilded or otherwise.”

His eyes darkened, a flicker of surprise giving way to intrigue. “Equal footing,” he echoed, his hand rising to trace the curve of her jaw, stopping just short of her lips. “A challenge I find… immensely appealing.”

The air crackled between them, a new game taking shape. Maude felt the weight of her decision, the pull of loyalty to Millicent, the allure of Alistair’s world. Her body screamed for more of his touch, but her mind held firm. Whatever came next, she’d face it with Millicent by her side, their unique assets leveraged not just for survival, but for power.

“Fetch your carriage, Mr. Finch,” she said, stepping back, her breasts swaying heavily, her cock proud and unashamed. “I need to collect my partner. The real survey starts when we’re both here.”

Alistair’s lips curved into a slow, genuine smile, one that promised both peril and pleasure. “As you wish, Miss Abernathy. The night is young, and I suspect the architecture has only begun to reveal its wonders.”

As he moved to summon his coachman, Maude gathered her discarded garments, her mind alight with possibilities. The rent might be secured, but the future—hers and Millicent’s—was a far grander prize, one she intended to claim on her own terms.




Chapter 14: The Return and the Reunion

The carriage ride back to The Gilded Cage was a study in contrasts to the earlier journey. Maude sat opposite Alistair, her leopard-print blouse hastily rebuttoned, the formidable brassiere abandoned on the library rug as a casualty of their encounter. Her colossal breasts, now free beneath the thin fabric, swayed with every jolt of the carriage, their weight a constant reminder of her exposure. The faux-leather skirt was back in place, though it felt looser now, less confining after Alistair’s hands had peeled it away. Her cock, still sensitive from its recent release, rested semi-hard against her thigh, the black satin panties a flimsy barrier against the cool velvet upholstery.

Alistair watched her with that same unnerving intensity, though his posture was relaxed, one arm draped casually over the back of the seat. The brandy decanter sat untouched between them, the earlier intimacy replaced by a charged silence. Maude felt the weight of his gaze, not crude but assessing, as if cataloguing every shift of her body, every flicker of expression. She met his eyes squarely, refusing to shrink beneath his scrutiny. If this was to be a game of equals, she’d start by holding her ground.

“You’re quiet, Miss Abernathy,” he remarked finally, his voice a low murmur over the rhythmic clop of the horses. “Second thoughts?”

Maude’s lips twitched into a half-smile. “Hardly. Just planning my next move, Mr. Finch. A goddess doesn’t leap without looking, especially when there’s another deity to consider.”

His chuckle was soft, appreciative. “Your loyalty to Miss Dubois is… admirable. Rare, even. I look forward to seeing how it shapes our arrangement.”

“Arrangement,” Maude echoed, testing the word. It felt too neat, too controlled for the chaotic reality of her life with Millicent. “Let’s call it a collaboration, shall we? Sounds less like a contract and more like… art.”

Alistair’s eyes gleamed. “Art it is, then. I’m eager to see the full canvas.”

The carriage slowed, the dim lights of The Gilded Cage coming into view through the window. The street was quieter now, the late hour thinning the crowd of hopefuls and hustlers. Maude’s pulse quickened at the thought of Millicent—had she stayed, waiting, or had she already returned to their cramped flat, counting Barry’s grubby notes? The uncertainty gnawed at her, a sharp counterpoint to the lingering heat of Alistair’s library.

Alistair stepped out first, offering his hand with a courtly gesture that felt both mocking and sincere. Maude took it, navigating the carriage step with care, her unbound breasts threatening to spill from the straining blouse. The cool night air hit her like a slap, sharpening her senses. She straightened, tossing her hair back, and strode towards the bar’s heavy door, Alistair a silent shadow at her side.

Inside, The Gilded Cage was a haze of smoke and muted laughter, the crowd thinner but no less desperate. Maude scanned the room, her height and presence drawing eyes as always. Crystal was still in her corner booth, her sequined dress catching the light as she leaned into a new prospect, her painted smile brittle. The tweed-clad gentleman was gone, likely fled from sensory overload. And there, at the bar, was Millicent.

She sat alone, a half-empty gin glass before her, her black wiggle dress still clinging fiercely to every curve. Her powder-blue blouse was gone, replaced by a borrowed scarf draped loosely over her shoulders, barely concealing the breathtaking expanse of cleavage spilling from her Battleship Mark IV brassiere. Her face was a mix of defiance and weariness, her crimson lipstick slightly smudged. At her feet, her handbag bulged with the weight of Barry’s payment, a small victory in a night of compromises.

Maude’s heart clenched. Millicent looked like a warrior queen after battle—battered but unbowed. She crossed the room in three strides, ignoring the leers and whispers, and slid onto the stool beside her friend.

“Milly,” she said softly, her voice cutting through the bar’s din. “You alright, darling?”

Millicent’s eyes flicked up, relief flooding her features at the sight of Maude. “Maude! Thank heavens. I thought you’d been whisked off by some toff to a life of silk sheets and caviar.” Her gaze darted past Maude to Alistair, who stood a discreet distance away, his presence commanding even in stillness. “And… I see I wasn’t entirely wrong.”

Maude laughed, a low, genuine sound that eased the tension in her chest. “Not quite caviar, but close. Had a bit of an adventure, Milly. And I’ve brought company.” She gestured subtly towards Alistair, who inclined his head in acknowledgment, his expression unreadable.

Millicent’s brow arched, her exhaustion giving way to curiosity. “Company, is it? Looks like he could buy this dive and still have change for a yacht.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping. “What’s the play, Maude? Another Barry, or something… bigger?”

“Bigger,” Maude confirmed, her eyes holding Millicent’s. “Much bigger. But it’s not just me he’s after. I told him we’re a package deal, Milly. You and me, together, or not at all.”

Millicent’s lips parted, surprise mingling with a spark of intrigue. She glanced again at Alistair, taking in his tailored suit, the quiet confidence in his stance. “Both of us?” she murmured, her hand tightening around her glass. “That’s… bold. What’s he offering?”

“Security. Luxury. A chance to be valued, not just ogled.” Maude’s voice was steady, but her hand reached for Millicent’s, squeezing gently. “But it’s a cage, Milly, even if it’s gilded. I won’t go without you, and I won’t let him clip our wings.”

Millicent’s gaze softened, a rare vulnerability flickering beneath her bravado. “You daft cow,” she said fondly, squeezing back. “Always looking out for me, even when you’re half-naked and up to your eyeballs in toffs.” She glanced down at Maude’s blouse, noting the absence of a bra, the heavy sway of her breasts. “Had a proper unveiling, did you?”

Maude grinned, unashamed. “Proper enough to shake the foundations. But the real show starts with us, Milly. If we do this, we do it our way. Equal footing, no compromises.”

Millicent drained her gin, setting the glass down with a decisive clink. “Right, then. Let’s meet this toff of yours and see if he’s got the stones to handle us both.” She stood, adjusting her scarf to better frame her spectacular cleavage, the bulge beneath her wiggle dress unapologetically prominent. “But if he thinks he’s getting a bargain, he’s in for a shock.”

Maude rose, linking arms with Millicent, their combined presence a force of nature in the dingy bar. Alistair approached, his smile a mix of amusement and anticipation, clearly aware of the shift in dynamics.

“Ladies,” he greeted, his voice smooth as ever. “Miss Dubois, I presume? Alistair Finch. I understand you and Miss Abernathy are… inseparable.”

Millicent tilted her chin, appraising him like a general sizing up a rival. “That’s right, Mr. Finch. Maude says you’re offering something grander than this.” She gestured vaguely at the bar, her other hand resting on her hip, emphasizing her curves. “But grand comes with strings, doesn’t it?”

Alistair’s eyes flicked between them, taking in their united front, the sheer spectacle of their bodies. “Strings, perhaps, but finely woven. I propose a partnership—your unique gifts, my resources. A collaboration, as Maude so eloquently put it.” He stepped closer, his voice lowering. “I’d like to see you both in my home, to discuss… possibilities. No obligations, merely an exploration.”

Millicent glanced at Maude, a silent question passing between them. Maude nodded, her grip on Millicent’s arm tightening. They’d faced worse than a charming devil in a suit. Together, they were unstoppable.

“Alright, Finch,” Millicent said, her tone bold. “We’ll take a look at your palace. But don’t mistake us for trinkets to be collected. We’re the whole bloody museum.”

Alistair’s laugh was genuine, a rare crack in his polished facade. “I wouldn’t dream of it, Miss Dubois. Shall we?”

As they followed him to the waiting carriage, Maude felt a surge of exhilaration. The night had begun with survival, with leveraging their assets for rent money. Now, it promised something more—a chance to redefine their worth, to wield their power on their own terms. With Millicent by her side, Maude was ready to face whatever Alistair’s gilded world held, their colossal breasts and formidable bulges a defiant banner of their unbreakable bond.




Chapter 15: The Palace of Promises

The carriage glided through the quiet streets, its interior a cocoon of velvet and polished wood that felt worlds away from the sticky floors of The Gilded Cage. Maude sat beside Millicent, their shoulders brushing, a silent anchor in the face of the unknown. Across from them, Alistair Finch reclined with the ease of a man accustomed to getting his way, his dark eyes flicking between them, appraising, intrigued, but never impatient. The air was thick with unspoken questions, the promise of his ‘pied-à-terre’ looming larger with every turn of the wheels.

Millicent adjusted her scarf, the flimsy fabric doing little to contain the breathtaking swell of her J-cup breasts, which jostled slightly with the carriage’s motion. Beneath her black wiggle dress, the prominent ridge of her ten-inch cock was unmistakable, a bold statement against the tight fabric. She caught Maude’s eye, her lips twitching into a conspiratorial smirk. “If this toff’s place is half as fancy as his ride, we might need to up our game, Maude. My knickers are barely surviving as it is.”

Maude snorted, the sound easing the knot in her chest. “Yours? I’m one deep breath from splitting this blouse clean open.” Her own colossal breasts, unbound beneath the leopard-print fabric, felt heavier without the brassiere’s support, their sensitive peaks rubbing against the cotton with every sway. Her cock, still tingling from Alistair’s attentions, stirred faintly beneath her faux-leather skirt, a reminder of the stakes they were playing for.

Alistair’s lips curved, catching their exchange. “I assure you, ladies, my home is designed for comfort as much as elegance. Your… ensembles will find ample space to breathe.” His gaze lingered on Millicent’s straining dress, then Maude’s barely contained chest, a spark of amusement mingling with desire. “Though I suspect they’re engineered for impact over endurance.”

“Impact’s our specialty,” Millicent shot back, leaning forward just enough to give him a panoramic view of her cleavage. “Question is, Mr. Finch, can your palace handle it?”

His chuckle was low, approving. “I look forward to finding out, Miss Dubois.”

The carriage slowed, pulling into the same elegant square Maude had seen earlier. The townhouse loomed before them, its grand facade all tall windows and discreet opulence, the soft glow behind the curtains promising warmth within. The coachman opened the door, and Alistair stepped out first, offering a hand to each of them in turn. Millicent took it with a regal air, her high heels clicking on the cobblestones as she navigated the step, her dress clinging desperately to her curves. Maude followed, conscious of her unbound breasts swaying freely, the night air teasing her nipples through the thin blouse.

Inside, the grand hallway welcomed them again, its soaring ceilings and polished wood a stark contrast to their cramped flat. The same silent manservant appeared, taking Alistair’s coat with practiced efficiency, his eyes carefully averted from the spectacle of Maude and Millicent’s combined presence. Maude caught Millicent’s raised eyebrow, a shared acknowledgment of the sheer absurdity of their arrival—two goddesses in straining outfits, stepping into a world that reeked of old money and new possibilities.

Alistair led them through the mahogany doors to the library, the same velvet-draped sanctuary where Maude’s unveiling had unfolded. The fire still glowed, casting flickering shadows over the bookshelves and plush armchairs. Maude’s discarded brassiere lay folded neatly on a side table, a mute testament to the night’s earlier events. Millicent’s gaze flicked to it, then to Maude, a question in her eyes that Maude answered with a slight nod. Later, they’d share the details. For now, the game was on.

“Welcome, ladies,” Alistair said, gesturing to the armchairs. “Please, make yourselves comfortable. Brandy?” He moved to the decanter, pouring three glasses without waiting for a reply, his movements fluid, assured.

Millicent perched on the edge of an armchair, her dress creaking faintly as it strained over her hips and bulge. “Comfortable’s a stretch when you’re smuggling artillery, Mr. Finch,” she said, accepting the glass with a wry smile. “But I’ll take the brandy.”

Maude sank into the opposite chair, her breasts settling heavily, the blouse gaping slightly to reveal a sliver of creamy cleavage. She took her glass, the brandy’s warmth a familiar anchor. “Nice setup,” she remarked, her tone deliberately casual. “Bit grander than our usual haunts. Makes a girl wonder what’s behind all this… hospitality.”

Alistair settled into the third chair, his posture relaxed but his eyes sharp. “Curiosity is a fine trait, Miss Abernathy. I’ll be plain: I collect experiences, rare and extraordinary ones. You two,” he gestured between them, encompassing their impossible curves and defiant bulges, “are the rarest I’ve encountered. I propose a partnership where your talents—your art, as you put it—are celebrated, not exploited.”

Millicent’s laugh was sharp, cutting through the room’s warmth. “Celebrated, is it? Sounds like a pretty way of saying you want us on display, Mr. Finch. What’s the catch? There’s always a catch.”

He leaned forward, his gaze steady, unflinching. “No catch, Miss Dubois, only terms. Your time, your presence, exclusively mine for a period—say, a month to start. In return, I provide everything: a home, funds, freedom from the grind of places like The Gilded Cage. You’d be muses, not captives, free to create your own terms within our agreement.”

Maude’s fingers tightened around her glass. Muses. The word was seductive, painting a picture of silk sheets and endless gin, of nights without the threat of brown envelopes. But it was still a tether, however finely spun. She glanced at Millicent, reading the same wariness in her friend’s eyes. They’d clawed their way through too many hard nights to trust a promise this polished.

“And if we say no?” Maude asked, her voice soft but edged. “What then?”

Alistair’s smile didn’t waver, but a shadow crossed his eyes. “Then you walk away, back to your flat, your landlord, your… Barrys. No strings, no reprisals. But I think you’ll find my offer more compelling than the alternative.”

Millicent set her glass down with a deliberate clink, leaning forward to mirror his posture. Her scarf slipped, revealing the full, creamy expanse of her cleavage, the Battleship Mark IV straining heroically beneath. “You’re selling a dream, Mr. Finch, and it’s a pretty one. But dreams don’t pay the rent unless they’re real. Show us the goods—prove this isn’t just talk.”

Alistair’s gaze flicked to her chest, then lower to the unmistakable bulge pressing against her dress, before returning to her face. “A demonstration, then,” he said, rising smoothly. He crossed to a small, ornate desk in the corner, unlocking a drawer with a key from his pocket. From it, he withdrew a slim leather case, returning to place it on the low table between them.

He opened it with a flick, revealing a stack of crisp banknotes, a velvet pouch, and a single, glittering object—a gold bracelet set with a single, winking sapphire. “A gesture of good faith,” he said, nudging the case towards them. “Enough to cover your rent for a year, plus a token of appreciation. Consider it an advance, should you accept.”

Maude’s breath caught. The money was real, tangible, more than they’d ever scraped together from a dozen nights at The Gilded Cage. The bracelet gleamed like a promise, its sapphire catching the firelight. Millicent’s hand hovered over the case, then withdrew, her eyes narrowing.

“Shiny,” she said, her tone dry. “But we’re not magpies, Mr. Finch. You want our time, our… talents. What’s to stop you tossing us out once the novelty wears off?”

Alistair closed the case, his movements deliberate. “My word, for one. And my interest, which is far from fleeting. But I understand trust is earned.” He leaned back, his gaze shifting between them. “Stay tonight, both of you. See my world, test its limits. If it doesn’t suit, you leave with the contents of that case, no questions asked.”

Maude exchanged a long look with Millicent. The offer was a gamble, but one with a safety net—money, freedom, a chance to walk away. And beneath the practicality, a deeper pull: the chance to be seen, not as freaks or curiosities, but as the goddesses they knew themselves to be. Millicent’s nod was subtle, but it carried the weight of their shared resolve.

“Alright, Finch,” Millicent said, standing, her dress clinging defiantly to every curve. “One night. But don’t expect us to swoon just because you’ve got a fancy library and a fat wallet.”

Maude rose beside her, their combined presence filling the room, their breasts and bulges a defiant symphony of excess. “We’ll see your world, Alistair,” she said, her voice steady. “But it’s our show now.”

Alistair’s smile was slow, genuine, a spark of excitement breaking through his composure. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, ladies. Shall we begin?”

As he led them deeper into the house, towards rooms unknown, Maude felt Millicent’s hand brush hers, a fleeting touch that grounded her. Whatever lay ahead—luxury, danger, or something entirely new—they’d face it together, their unique assets not just leveraged, but weaponized. The palace of promises awaited, and Maude Abernathy was ready to claim her share.




Chapter 16: The Chamber of Revelations

Alistair led Maude and Millicent through a series of dimly lit corridors, each turn revealing more of the townhouse’s understated grandeur—gleaming wood panels, heavy drapes, the occasional glint of crystal or gold. The air grew warmer, scented faintly with sandalwood and something muskier, as if the house itself anticipated what was to come. Maude’s unbound breasts swayed heavily beneath her leopard-print blouse, the fabric clinging to her sweat-dampened skin, while Millicent’s wiggle dress creaked with every step, her own colossal chest threatening to burst free. Their shared glance held a mix of defiance and anticipation—this was their stage now, and they intended to own it.

He paused before a set of double doors, carved with intricate vines that seemed almost alive in the flickering light of a nearby sconce. “My private salon,” Alistair murmured, his voice low, resonant. “A space for… deeper conversations.” His eyes lingered on Millicent’s straining dress, then Maude’s barely contained curves, a spark of hunger breaking through his polished restraint.

Millicent smirked, adjusting her scarf to reveal more of her breathtaking cleavage. “Conversations, is it? Hope your furniture’s sturdy, Mr. Finch.” Her tone was teasing, but her gaze was sharp, assessing.

Alistair’s lips twitched. “I assure you, it’s built for… impact.” He pushed the doors open, revealing a chamber that was less a room and more a fantasy made solid.

The salon was bathed in soft, golden light from a chandelier dripping with crystal, its glow reflecting off walls draped in deep burgundy silk. A massive four-poster bed dominated one end, its dark wood carved with sensual curves, piled high with velvet cushions and silk sheets that shimmered like liquid obsidian. A low chaise lounge sat near a roaring fireplace, its upholstery a rich emerald green, inviting yet decadent. Mirrors lined one wall, their gilded frames catching every angle of the room’s opulence—and its occupants. A faint scent of jasmine hung in the air, mingling with the heat of the fire.

Maude’s breath caught, her cock stirring beneath her faux-leather skirt at the sheer decadence of it all. This wasn’t The Gilded Cage’s grimy desperation or Barry’s sad flat—this was a temple to pleasure, designed for indulgence. Millicent let out a low whistle, her hand grazing Maude’s arm, a silent acknowledgment of the stakes.

“Well, bugger me,” Millicent muttered, her eyes sweeping the room. “This is a far cry from our chipped mugs and peeling wallpaper.”

Alistair closed the doors behind them with a soft click, the sound final, intimate. “I trust it meets your approval?” He moved to a side table, pouring three glasses of something dark and fragrant from a crystal decanter. “A digestif, to set the mood.”

Maude accepted her glass, the liquid warm and spicy on her tongue, loosening the last of her reservations. “Mood’s already set, Alistair,” she said, her voice husky. “Question is, how do you want to play it?”

He stepped closer, handing Millicent her glass, his fingers brushing hers deliberately. “I want you both,” he said simply, his gaze unflinching, taking in their impossible bodies—breasts that defied gravity, bulges that promised power. “Unrestrained, unscripted. A performance, not for me, but with me. Equal partners in… creation.”

Millicent drained her glass in one gulp, setting it down with a clink. “Equal, eh? Then let’s see you keep up, toff.” She turned to Maude, her eyes glinting with mischief and desire. “What do you say, Maude? Shall we give him the full show?”

Maude’s cock hardened fully at the challenge, pressing painfully against her satin panties. She set her glass aside, stepping into Millicent’s space, their breasts brushing, a spark of electricity igniting between them. “Full show, Milly. No holding back.”

What followed was a dance of deliberate provocation. Millicent reached for Maude’s blouse, her fingers deftly undoing the buttons, letting the fabric fall open to reveal the creamy, unbound globes beneath. Maude’s nipples were already hard, aching, as Millicent’s thumbs grazed them, eliciting a soft moan. Maude retaliated, tugging Millicent’s scarf away, then yanking down the neckline of her wiggle dress to free her massive breasts from the Battleship Mark IV. They spilled out, heavy and perfect, their dusky areolae wide, nipples thick and erect.

Alistair watched, his breath audibly quickening, but he didn’t interrupt. He shed his jacket, tossing it onto the chaise, his shirt taut over a lean, muscled frame. His trousers tented slightly, a sign he was far from unaffected.

Millicent’s hands roamed lower, unzipping Maude’s faux-leather skirt and shoving it down her hips. The black satin panties followed, Maude’s ten-plus-inch cock springing free, thick and glistening, her heavy balls swaying beneath. Maude gasped at the sudden freedom, her erection pulsing in the warm air. Millicent knelt, her own dress still clinging to her hips, and ran her tongue along Maude’s shaft, a slow, teasing lick that made Maude’s knees buckle.

“Fuck, Milly,” Maude groaned, her fingers tangling in Millicent’s hair, guiding her closer.

Millicent didn’t rush. She took Maude’s cock into her mouth, lips stretching around its girth, her tongue swirling against the sensitive head. Her hands cupped Maude’s balls, squeezing gently, rolling their weight with practiced skill. Maude’s head fell back, her colossal breasts heaving, pleasure coiling tight in her belly.

Alistair moved then, his restraint snapping. He knelt behind Millicent, his hands finding the zipper of her dress, peeling it down to reveal her pale pink knickers stretched taut over her own massive endowment. He yanked them down, Millicent’s ten-inch cock springing free, as thick and hard as Maude’s, her balls heavy and full. Alistair’s fingers traced her length, a low hum of approval in his throat, before he leaned in, his tongue flicking against the base of her shaft, then lower, teasing the sensitive skin of her balls.

Millicent moaned around Maude’s cock, the vibration sending a jolt through Maude’s core. The mirrors reflected their tableau—Maude standing, breasts swaying, cock buried in Millicent’s mouth; Millicent on her knees, her own erection glistening under Alistair’s skilled tongue; Alistair, still half-dressed, worshipping Millicent’s paradox with a connoisseur’s focus.

Maude pulled Millicent up, needing more, needing them together. They tumbled onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and curves, their cocks brushing, sparking pleasure with every contact. Millicent straddled Maude, their breasts colliding, nipples rubbing, a delicious friction. Maude gripped Millicent’s cock, stroking its length, her thumb smearing precum over the head. Millicent mirrored her, their hands moving in sync, cocks throbbing under mutual touch.

Alistair joined them, his shirt gone now, revealing a taut chest dusted with dark hair. His trousers followed, freeing a cock that was impressive—not as massive as theirs, but thick, veined, and hard as iron. He positioned himself behind Millicent, his hands spreading her cheeks, his tongue delving into her tight entrance, preparing her with slow, deliberate licks. Millicent shuddered, her strokes on Maude’s cock faltering, pleasure overwhelming her.

“God, Alistair,” Millicent gasped, pushing back against his mouth. “You don’t mess about.”

He chuckled, the sound muffled, before rising to slick his cock with oil from a discreet vial by the bed. He pressed the head against Millicent’s entrance, easing in slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. Millicent’s moan was raw, her body trembling as she adjusted to his girth, her cock jerking in Maude’s hand.

Maude watched, mesmerized, her own arousal spiking at the sight. She shifted, guiding Millicent’s cock to her own entrance, slicked with her own precum. “Together, Milly,” she whispered, and Millicent nodded, pushing forward, her thick shaft stretching Maude’s tight heat.

The three moved as one, a symphony of gasps and moans. Alistair thrust into Millicent, each stroke driving her deeper into Maude, their cocks sliding in perfect rhythm. Maude’s breasts bounced with every thrust, her nipples grazing Millicent’s, the sensation pushing her closer to the edge. Millicent’s hands gripped Maude’s hips, her own breasts swaying, her face a mask of ecstasy as Alistair’s relentless pace filled her.

Pleasure built, a tidal wave threatening to crash. Maude’s cock pulsed between them, trapped against Millicent’s belly, slick with sweat and precum. She felt the first tremors, her balls tightening, and cried out, “Milly, I’m—”

“Me too,” Millicent gasped, her thrusts erratic, desperate.

Alistair growled, his own climax nearing, and with a final, deep thrust, he spilled into Millicent, his cock pulsing inside her. The sensation tipped Millicent over, her cock erupting, thick ropes of cum flooding Maude’s depths, spilling out around her shaft. Maude followed, her orgasm tearing through her, her cock spurting between them, painting Millicent’s breasts and belly with pearly streaks.

They collapsed, a sweaty, trembling heap, cocks softening, bodies spent. The mirrors reflected their aftermath—breasts heaving, cum glistening, limbs entwined. Alistair’s chest rose and fell rapidly, his usual composure shattered, a rare vulnerability in his eyes as he looked at them.

“Bloody hell,” Millicent panted, a grin breaking through her exhaustion. “That’s one way to start a partnership.”

Maude laughed, breathless, her hand finding Millicent’s, squeezing tight. “Equal footing, Alistair,” she murmured, her voice raw but firm. “That’s what this is.”

He nodded, still catching his breath, a genuine smile touching his lips. “Equal, indeed. And worth every moment.”

As they lay there, the fire crackling softly, Maude felt a shift. This wasn’t just survival—it was power, shared and unyielding, between two goddesses and a man who saw their worth. The night had revealed more than their bodies; it had laid bare their strength, and Maude knew, whatever came next, they’d face it as equals.




Chapter 17: The Morning After and the Terms of Power

The first rays of dawn crept through the heavy burgundy curtains, casting a soft, rosy glow across the salon’s decadent sprawl. Maude stirred, her body deliciously sore, the velvet sheets clinging to her sweat-dampened skin. Her colossal breasts rested heavily against her ribcage, tender from last night’s fervor, while her cock lay soft but still impressively thick against her thigh, nestled beside her heavy balls. Beside her, Millicent sprawled, one arm flung across Maude’s waist, her own massive chest rising and falling with deep, contented breaths. Her pink knickers, discarded in the heat of their entanglement, dangled precariously from a bedpost, a silent trophy of their abandon.

Alistair was already awake, seated in a high-backed chair by the fireplace, now reduced to glowing embers. He’d donned a silk dressing gown, its deep sapphire hue accentuating the sharp lines of his face. A tray of coffee and pastries sat on the low table before him, the aroma of fresh grounds mingling with the lingering scent of jasmine and sex. His eyes, no longer clouded by lust, held a calculating clarity as he watched them, a faint smile playing on his lips.

Maude eased herself up, careful not to wake Millicent, her unbound breasts swaying as she propped herself against the carved headboard. The mirrors caught her reflection—disheveled hair, flushed skin, the undeniable bulge between her legs even at rest. She felt exposed, but not diminished. Last night had been a revelation, a claiming of pleasure on their terms, and it had shifted something fundamental between them all.

“Morning, Mr. Finch,” she said, her voice husky from sleep and exertion. “You’re up early for a man who kept such… vigorous company.”

Alistair’s smile widened, a touch of genuine warmth breaking through his reserve. “Sleep is overrated when the company is so extraordinary, Miss Abernathy.” He gestured to the tray. “Coffee? I suspect you’ll need fortifying for the day ahead.”

Maude arched a brow, accepting a steaming cup, the bitter richness grounding her. “Day ahead? Planning to tire us out again, or is this the part where you lay out the fine print?”

He chuckled, pouring a second cup as Millicent stirred, muttering something incoherent before blinking awake. Her eyes narrowed at Alistair, then softened at the sight of Maude, a lazy grin spreading across her face. “Bloody hell, Maude, did we really…?” She glanced around, taking in the opulent chaos—the scattered clothes, the bed’s rumpled splendor—before spotting the coffee. “Gimme that, toff, before I start questioning my life choices.”

Alistair handed her a cup, his movements graceful, unfazed by her bluntness. “No regrets, I hope, Miss Dubois?”

Millicent snorted, sipping deeply. “Regrets are for amateurs. That was a proper performance, Finch. But,” she leaned forward, her breasts spilling slightly over the sheet she’d pulled up, “Maude’s right. What’s next? You got us here, naked and knackered. Time to talk business.”

Maude hid a smile behind her cup. Millicent, ever the pragmatist, cutting through the afterglow to the heart of it. She felt a surge of pride—they were a team, unbreakable, even in this gilded trap.

Alistair set his cup down, steepling his fingers. “Business, then. Last night was… a prelude, a testament to what we could create together. My offer stands: a month of your exclusive company, here, with all your needs met—housing, funds, luxuries beyond your current means. In return, I gain the privilege of your presence, your… artistry, shared as we did last night, and perhaps in other ways, as inspiration dictates.”

Maude’s stomach tightened. The memory of their bodies intertwined—cocks thrusting, breasts colliding, Alistair’s skilled hands and mouth—was still vivid, a siren call to accept. But his words echoed the same velvet cage she’d sensed before. “Exclusive,” she repeated, her tone measured. “That’s a heavy word, Alistair. Means no Gilded Cage, no side hustles, no freedom to walk away when we please.”

Millicent nodded, her gaze hard. “And what about after the month? You get bored, we’re out on our arses with nothing but memories and maybe a fancy bauble or two? We’ve played that game before, Finch, just with shittier beds.”

Alistair’s expression didn’t falter, but his eyes flicked between them, assessing. “A fair concern. Let me clarify: the month is a trial, not a sentence. Should we part ways, you’d leave with a substantial sum—enough to secure your flat for years, or start anew elsewhere. And during our time, you’d have autonomy within these walls—your own rooms, your own schedules, provided you honor our… mutual commitments.”

Maude exchanged a glance with Millicent, reading the same mix of temptation and caution in her friend’s eyes. The money was a lifeline, the luxury a dream, but autonomy wasn’t freedom, not truly. And yet, the alternative—back to scraping by, dodging landlords, and enduring Barrys—felt like a slow suffocation.

“What’s to stop you changing the rules once we’re in?” Maude asked, setting her cup down. “You’ve got the cash, the power. We’re just two girls with big tits and bigger cocks, betting on your goodwill.”

Alistair leaned forward, his voice low, earnest. “My goodwill is self-serving, Maude. I thrive on rarity, on experiences no one else can offer. You two are that rarity. I’d be a fool to break what makes you extraordinary.” He paused, a flicker of vulnerability in his eyes. “But if it’s assurances you need, name your terms. A contract, witnesses, whatever secures your trust.”

Millicent’s laugh was sharp, but not unkind. “A contract for shagging? That’s a new one.” She sobered, glancing at Maude. “He’s smooth, I’ll give him that. But he’s right about one thing—we’re not just anybody. If we do this, Maude, we set the rules, not him.”

Maude nodded, her mind racing. Last night had been power, not just pleasure—a claiming of their worth. They could wield that here, shape Alistair’s world as much as he shaped theirs. “Alright, Alistair,” she said, her voice firm. “We’ll consider your month, but on our terms. First, no exclusivity beyond these walls—we keep our gigs, our contacts, our lives. Second, we get that sum you promised upfront, in our hands, no strings. Third, Millicent and I answer to each other, not you. You’re a partner, not a bloody sultan.”

Millicent grinned, adding, “And we want a say in what ‘artistry’ means. No barking orders, Finch. If we’re muses, we inspire on our terms, not yours.”

Alistair’s silence stretched, his gaze moving between them, weighing their demands. Then, slowly, he smiled—a real one, laced with respect. “Bold terms, ladies. I accept, with one caveat: you stay tonight, and every night of the month, here. This house becomes your base, your sanctuary, even if you roam by day. Agreed?”

Maude felt Millicent’s hand brush hers under the sheet, a silent vote. It wasn’t perfect freedom, but it was power—power to shape their future, to live as goddesses, not pawns. “Agreed,” Maude said, Millicent echoing her a beat later.

Alistair rose, retrieving the leather case from the library, placing it on the bed between them. He opened it, revealing the stack of notes and the sapphire bracelet, now joined by a second, identical one. “Your advance,” he said, sliding it closer. “And a token for each of you, to seal our pact.”

Millicent plucked a bracelet, slipping it onto her wrist, the sapphire winking against her skin. “Fancy,” she said, but her eyes were on Maude, checking, confirming.

Maude took the other, its weight cool and solid. “To art, then,” she said, raising her coffee cup in a mock toast, her breasts shifting, her cock stirring faintly at the promise of what lay ahead.

Alistair mirrored her, his cup clinking softly against theirs. “To art, and to equals.”

As they drank, Maude felt the dawn’s light warm her skin, a new day breaking over a world they’d begun to reshape. The rent was secured, the cage gilded but not locked. With Millicent by her side, Maude was ready to paint their masterpiece—one bold, unapologetic stroke at a time.




Chapter 18: The First Brushstrokes

The late morning sun filtered through the salon’s curtains, painting the room in hues of gold and amber. Maude and Millicent had retreated to one of the townhouse’s many bathrooms—a marble-clad marvel with a clawfoot tub large enough for both of them—to wash away the night’s excesses. The hot water soothed Maude’s tender muscles, her colossal breasts floating slightly in the scented suds, while Millicent lounged across from her, her own massive chest glistening, the sapphire bracelet glinting on her wrist. Their cocks, softened but still formidable, rested against their thighs beneath the water, a quiet reminder of their shared power.

“Bloody hell, Maude,” Millicent said, flicking a bubble at her. “We’re in deep now, aren’t we? Sapphires, cash, a posh bath—feels like we’ve stumbled into someone else’s life.”

Maude caught the bubble, her lips curving. “Our life, Milly. We earned this.” She glanced at the leather case, now tucked safely on a nearby stool, its contents their lifeline and leverage. “But we’re not here to play princesses. We’re here to make sure Finch keeps his word.”

Millicent nodded, her expression hardening. “Right. No slipping into his pocket, no matter how pretty the promises. We’ve got our terms, and I’ll be damned if we let him forget it.” She stretched, her breasts rising above the water, nipples puckering in the cool air. “Still, can’t say I mind the perks.”

Maude laughed, the sound echoing off the marble. “Perks are fine, as long as they don’t come with chains.” She sank deeper, letting the water lap at her shoulders. “What do you reckon we do first? Test the limits of this ‘sanctuary’?”

Millicent’s eyes gleamed. “Oh, I’ve got ideas. If we’re muses, let’s muse—our way. Maybe shake up his fancy world a bit, see how he handles a proper show.”

The idea sparked something in Maude, a vision of them commanding Alistair’s opulent spaces, their bodies and boldness rewriting his rules. “A show,” she murmured, her cock stirring faintly at the thought. “Something he won’t forget.”

They emerged from the bath, toweling off with plush linens, their skin flushed and fragrant. Alistair had provided a wardrobe—silk robes, lace-trimmed chemises, even custom corsets designed to cradle their extraordinary anatomies without crushing them. Maude chose a deep emerald robe that draped over her breasts like a caress, leaving her bulge subtly outlined beneath. Millicent opted for a crimson chemise, its neckline plunging to showcase her cleavage, the hem barely covering the thick ridge of her cock.

Dressed, they ventured downstairs, the leather case tucked under Maude’s arm. The house was quiet, save for the soft tread of unseen servants. Alistair awaited them in a sunlit dining room, its long table set with silver and porcelain, a spread of fruits, pastries, and smoked fish that made Maude’s stomach rumble. He rose as they entered, his casual linen shirt and trousers a contrast to last night’s formality, though his gaze was as piercing as ever.

“Ladies,” he greeted, pulling out chairs for them. “I trust you slept well?”

“Well enough,” Millicent said, sinking into her seat, her chemise riding up to reveal a flash of thigh and the curve of her balls. “Though I’m more interested in what’s on the menu today, Finch. Besides breakfast.”

Alistair’s smile was knowing, unhurried. “The day is yours to shape, Miss Dubois. This house is your canvas—explore it, use it, make it your own. My only request is that we dine together tonight, to… discuss your inspirations.”

Maude set the case on the table, a deliberate reminder of their terms. “We’ll explore, alright,” she said, helping herself to a croissant, its buttery flakes crumbling under her fingers. “But don’t expect us to sit pretty and wait for your cues. We’ve got plans.”

His eyes flicked to the case, then back to her, a spark of intrigue in their depths. “I’d expect nothing less, Miss Abernathy. I look forward to seeing what you create.”

Breakfast passed in a dance of light banter and subtle challenges, each testing the other’s boundaries. Alistair was gracious, attentive, but Maude caught the undercurrent of control in his gestures—the way he directed the servants, the careful phrasing of his questions about their past. He was probing, learning, and she and Millicent gave just enough to keep him hooked without baring their souls.

Afterward, they roamed the house, a labyrinth of elegance and secrets. They found a music room with a gleaming pianoforte, a conservatory bursting with exotic blooms, and a locked door that Millicent swore hid a dungeon or worse. Each discovery fueled their imagination, their earlier idea of a ‘show’ taking shape. By afternoon, they’d claimed a small ballroom—its parquet floor polished to a mirror sheen, its walls hung with tapestries—for their stage.

“We’ll need props,” Millicent said, sprawled on a velvet settee they’d dragged in, her chemise hiked up to reveal her cock, semi-hard from their scheming. “Something to make his jaw drop.”

Maude paced, her robe swishing, her breasts bouncing slightly with each step. “Feathers, maybe. Silk scarves. Something to play with light and shadow.” She paused, grinning. “And music—something that throbs, like our pulses last night.”

They raided Alistair’s stores, charming a flustered maid into fetching bolts of silk, ostrich plumes, and a gramophone with records of sultry jazz. By evening, the ballroom was transformed—a web of draped fabrics creating intimate alcoves, feathers scattered like fallen stars, the gramophone ready to hum. They’d fashioned costumes from the wardrobe—Maude in a sheer black sheath that clung to her curves, her cock and balls a bold silhouette beneath, Millicent in a gold-trimmed corset that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts to impossible heights, her bulge barely contained by a satin thong.

Alistair arrived as the first notes of a saxophone wailed, summoned by a note they’d left on his study door: Join us. Bring wine. Expect art. He carried a bottle of burgundy, his eyes widening as he took in the scene—Maude lounging against a tapestry, her sheath slipping to reveal one creamy breast, Millicent swaying to the music, her corset glinting, her cock straining the thong’s limits.

“Ladies,” he said, his voice catching slightly, “you’ve outdone yourselves.”

Millicent sauntered over, plucking the bottle from his hand, her breasts brushing his chest. “We’re just warming up, Finch. Pour us a glass and take a seat. Show’s about to start.”

He obeyed, settling into a cushioned chair they’d positioned center-stage, his gaze never leaving them as he poured three glasses. Maude joined Millicent, their bodies moving in sync to the jazz’s pulse, silk and feathers trailing. They danced, not for him but with him in mind, their cocks hardening, breasts swaying, every motion a deliberate tease. Maude let her sheath fall, standing naked save for the sapphire bracelet, her ten-inch erection proud and glistening. Millicent shed her thong, her own cock jutting, the corset framing her like a gilded statue.

They closed in, Maude straddling his lap, her breasts grazing his face, her cock nudging his thigh. Millicent leaned in from behind, her hands roaming his chest, her erection pressing against his back. Alistair’s breath hitched, his trousers tenting, but he held still, letting them lead.

“This is our art,” Maude whispered, her lips brushing his ear, her cock sliding against his shirt. “Our terms, our power.”

Millicent’s fingers undid his buttons, her nails grazing his skin. “You’re part of it, Finch, but don’t forget who’s painting.”

The wine sat forgotten as they pulled him into their rhythm, clothes shed, bodies colliding in a dance that was less performance and more communion. It wasn’t last night’s frenzy but a slower burn, each touch a brushstroke claiming their place in his world. Maude felt Millicent’s hand on her cock, guiding it against Alistair’s, a shared pulse of heat. Millicent’s breasts pressed against her back, their bodies a united front, rewriting the rules with every moan.

As the gramophone looped, Maude knew this was only the beginning. They’d claimed the ballroom, the night, and a piece of Alistair’s carefully controlled world. With Millicent by her side, their sapphires glinting, they were no longer just surviving—they were creating, on their terms, and the canvas was theirs to command.




Chapter 19: The Canvas Deepens

The ballroom’s air thrummed with the dying notes of the gramophone, the jazz fading into a sultry hum that mirrored the heat pulsing through Maude’s veins. The silk-draped alcoves cast flickering shadows across her naked skin, her ten-inch cock standing proud, glistening with precum under the chandelier’s soft glow. Her colossal breasts swayed as she shifted on Alistair’s lap, their weight brushing his chest, her sapphire bracelet catching the light like a defiant star. Beside her, Millicent’s gold-trimmed corset gleamed, her own massive erection pressing against Alistair’s back, her heavy balls swaying with each subtle movement. The wine bottle stood untouched, their focus entirely on the living art they were crafting.

Alistair’s shirt lay open, his lean torso taut with restrained desire, his trousers straining over a thick, pulsing bulge. His eyes, dark and hungry, darted between Maude’s breathtaking frontage and Millicent’s commanding presence, a man caught in the orbit of two goddesses. Yet his hands remained still, fingers gripping the chair’s arms, honoring their lead with a discipline that only heightened the tension.

Maude leaned closer, her breath hot against his neck, her cock sliding deliberately against his clothed thigh, leaving a slick trail. “You’re holding back, Alistair,” she murmured, her voice low, teasing. “Afraid you can’t keep up with our… inspiration?”

Millicent’s laugh was soft, predatory, as she pressed her breasts against his shoulders, her cock nudging the base of his spine. “He’s trying to be a gentleman, Maude. But we don’t need gentle tonight.” Her fingers trailed down his chest, nails grazing his nipples, eliciting a sharp inhale from him.

Alistair’s restraint cracked, a low groan escaping as he tilted his head back, meeting Millicent’s gaze. “No gentleman could resist this… masterpiece,” he said, voice rough. “Show me more.”

That was the spark they needed. Maude slid off his lap, her breasts bouncing, and tugged at his trousers, freeing his cock—a solid eight inches, thick and veined, already weeping at the tip. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly, her thumb circling the head, drawing a shudder from him. Millicent moved to his front, shedding her corset with a flick of her wrists, her J-cup breasts spilling free, nipples hard and dusky. She knelt, her own cock brushing Maude’s thigh, a jolt of heat passing between them.

“Together, Milly,” Maude whispered, and Millicent nodded, their synergy instinctive.

Maude leaned in, her tongue flicking over Alistair’s cockhead, tasting salt and musk, while Millicent joined her, their lips meeting around his shaft, tongues tangling in a wet, deliberate dance. Alistair’s hands fisted in the chair, a strangled moan tearing from his throat as they worked him, Maude sucking the tip, Millicent licking the base, their mouths a perfect, synchronized assault. Maude’s free hand found Millicent’s cock, stroking its thick length, feeling it pulse under her fingers, while Millicent mirrored her, gripping Maude’s erection, their mutual touch amplifying the heat.

Alistair’s hips bucked, his control fraying. “God, you’re… unreal,” he gasped, eyes locked on their colossal breasts swaying below, their cocks hard and glistening in each other’s hands.

Maude pulled back, her lips slick, and climbed onto the chair, straddling him again, this time aligning her cock with his. She ground against him, shaft to shaft, the friction sparking pleasure that made her nipples ache. Millicent rose, positioning herself behind Maude, her hands spreading Maude’s cheeks, her tongue delving into her tight entrance with slow, teasing licks. Maude moaned, her body trembling, caught between Alistair’s hardness and Millicent’s skilled mouth.

“Need you, Milly,” Maude panted, and Millicent complied, slicking her cock with oil from a vial tucked among the feathers. She pressed the head against Maude’s entrance, easing in inch by thick inch, stretching her with a delicious burn. Maude’s breath hitched, her breasts heaving, her cock throbbing against Alistair’s as Millicent filled her completely, their bodies locked in a primal rhythm.

Alistair watched, mesmerized, his hands finally moving to grip Maude’s hips, guiding her as she rocked against him. “More,” he urged, voice hoarse, and Maude obliged, leaning forward to capture his mouth, their tongues clashing, her breasts crushing against his chest, nipples scraping his skin.

Millicent thrust deeper, each stroke driving Maude’s cock harder against Alistair’s, their precum mingling, slicking the way. She reached around, cupping Maude’s balls, squeezing gently, then slid a hand to Alistair’s, rolling their weight, a shared sensation that made both groan. The mirrors reflected their tangle—Maude impaled, her breasts bouncing, Alistair’s face taut with need, Millicent’s powerful thrusts setting the pace.

Pleasure coiled tight, a storm gathering. Maude broke the kiss, gasping, her cock pulsing violently. “Close,” she warned, and Millicent sped up, her own breath ragged, her cock swelling inside Maude. Alistair’s hands tightened, his hips jerking, his cock leaping against Maude’s.

Millicent came first, a guttural moan as her cock erupted, flooding Maude’s depths with thick, hot spurts, spilling out around her shaft. The sensation pushed Maude over, her orgasm crashing through her, her cock spraying cum across Alistair’s chest and belly, ropes of it glistening on his skin. Alistair followed, his cock pulsing, cum jetting to mingle with Maude’s, painting their joined bodies in a shared release.

They collapsed, panting, Maude slumped against Alistair, Millicent draped over her back, their cocks softening, slick with cum and sweat. The mirrors caught every detail—breasts heaving, cum-streaked skin, sapphires glinting like promises kept. Alistair’s arms encircled them both, a rare tenderness in his touch, his breath warm against Maude’s neck.

“Art,” he murmured, voice raw. “Pure fucking art.”

Maude laughed softly, her body still trembling, Millicent’s chuckle vibrating against her spine. “Our art,” Maude corrected, squeezing Millicent’s hand, their bond unbreakable. “And we’re just getting started.”

They disentangled slowly, the gramophone silent now, the ballroom a shrine to their creation. Alistair fetched the wine, pouring with shaking hands, his composure fractured but his eyes alight with possibility. Maude and Millicent sipped, naked and unashamed, their cocks resting, their breasts proud. This wasn’t just a night—it was a declaration. They’d claimed his world, painted it with their essence, and the month ahead stretched like a canvas, ready for their next masterpiece.

Eight Days a Week with Ten Inches




Chapter One: A Cheeky Start at the Top

The morning sun spilled through the lace curtains of Penelope Puddington’s London flat, casting delicate shadows across her voluptuous figure as she stood before her wardrobe. Her J-cup endowments, a pair of gloriously pendulous orbs, strained against the satin confines of her peach-colored brassiere, its underwire groaning softly under the weight. She adjusted the straps, ensuring her prodigious assets were lifted to eye-catching perfection. Below, her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls nestled snugly in a pair of silk panties, the fabric stretched taut, outlining every generous curve. A short, pleated skirt in emerald green hung from her hips, barely grazing her thighs, chosen deliberately to hint at the treasures beneath without revealing too much. After all, Penelope was a lady of finesse, even if her endowments—both above and below—demanded attention.

She slipped into a tight cream blouse, the buttons straining across her monumental bosom, each one threatening to pop free with the slightest breath. A quick glance in the mirror confirmed her look: sophisticated yet scandalously provocative, just the way she liked it. Penelope was no ordinary woman, nor was she precisely a man. In this world, where women’s liberation remained a distant dream and society reveled in the curvaceous charms of its fairer sex, Penelope was a transwoman—a radiant beauty with a feminine grace that belied the colossal manhood swinging between her legs.

Today was her first day as personal secretary to Mr. Reginald Throckmorton, a portly advertising executive known for his roving hands and penchant for hiring secretaries with figures that could stop traffic. Penelope had no illusions about the job. It would involve typing, yes, but also an endless parade of bending over filing cabinets, fetching tea, and enduring the occasional pat on her plump posterior. She didn’t mind. In fact, she rather enjoyed the attention, provided it came with a paycheck and the chance to flaunt her assets.

As she stepped onto the bustling London street, her heels clicked against the pavement, and her skirt swished provocatively with each step. Heads turned—men gawked, women pouted enviously, and a few fellow transwomen offered knowing smiles. One such beauty, a statuesque brunette named Cassandra, sashayed past in a pencil skirt so tight it seemed painted onto her curvaceous hips. Her G-cup treasures bounced merrily in a crimson sweater, and when she paused to adjust her handbag, her skirt rode up just enough to reveal the straining bulge of her hefty bollocks beneath lacy knickers.

“New job, Penny?” Cassandra purred, her voice dripping with mischief as she eyed Penelope’s outfit.

“Secretary to Throckmorton,” Penelope replied, tossing her auburn curls. “Should be a laugh.”

Cassandra’s eyes flicked downward, lingering on the pronounced swell beneath Penelope’s skirt. “With that package, darling, you’ll have him eating out of your hand—or something else entirely.”

Penelope giggled, giving her skirt a playful tug that did little to conceal her endowments. “We’ll see. His last girl said he’s got a tiny todger. Barely four inches, poor sod.”

“Tragic,” Cassandra sighed, her own skirt twitching as if her substantial stones were sympathizing. “My Harold’s the same. I swear, I’ve half a mind to find a proper transwoman to show him how it’s done.”

They parted with air kisses, and Penelope continued to the office, her mind buzzing with possibilities. The Throckmorton Agency occupied a sleek building in Soho, all glass and chrome, with a reception desk manned by a blonde named Daphne. Daphne’s H-cup wonders were barely contained by a pink angora sweater, the fuzzy fabric clinging to every curve. Her miniskirt, a scandalous scrap of black leather, rode high as she bent over to retrieve a dropped pen, offering Penelope a glimpse of her satin-clad posterior and the faint outline of her own impressive sack.

“Morning, love,” Daphne chirped, straightening up with a wiggle that set her bountiful baps jiggling. “You must be the new girl. Mr. T’s waiting upstairs. Mind his hands—he’s a grabber.”

“Duly noted,” Penelope said, smoothing her skirt and feeling her own hefty orbs shift beneath. She took the lift to the fifth floor, her heart quickening as the doors slid open to reveal a plush office buzzing with activity. Secretaries in tight skirts and towering brassieres flitted about, their skirts flipping up as they bent to file papers or fetch coffee. One transwoman, a raven-haired beauty named Vanessa, leaned over a desk to sign a form, her tartan skirt riding up to expose the massive bulge of her bollocks, barely contained by sheer panties. A nearby clerk nearly dropped his tea, his eyes glued to the spectacle.

Penelope knocked on Throckmorton’s door, her knock drowned out by a hearty “Come in!” She entered to find him behind a mahogany desk, his jowls quivering as he surveyed her. His eyes widened at her stupendous rack, then dipped to the unmistakable outline of her manhood beneath her skirt.

“Miss Puddington, I presume?” he said, rising to offer a sweaty handshake. “Welcome aboard. Let’s get you settled.”

What followed was a whirlwind of tasks, each designed to showcase Penelope’s assets. She was sent to fetch files from the lowest drawer of a cabinet, her skirt flipping up as she bent, revealing her silk-encased balls to the delight of a passing intern. She poured tea, her blouse straining as she leaned forward, her gargantuan globes threatening to spill free. Throckmorton’s hand found her backside more than once, each pat accompanied by a chuckle and a “Good girl.” Penelope smiled sweetly, knowing full well the power she held.

By midday, she’d caught the eye of Clara, another transwoman secretary with I-cup beauties and a cock that rivaled Penelope’s in girth, if not length. Clara’s navy dress hugged her curves, its hem scandalously short, and when she dropped a pencil, her bend revealed a pair of lacy knickers struggling to contain her prodigious stones.

“Reginald’s a terror,” Clara whispered as they shared a moment by the water cooler. “My boyfriend says I should quit, but he’s got nothing to complain about with his little willy. Honestly, Penny, when I saw your bulge earlier, I nearly fainted. You’re packing a proper beast, aren’t you?”

Penelope smirked, adjusting her skirt to emphasize her assets. “It’s a burden, but I manage.”

The afternoon brought more of the same: bending, stretching, and the occasional grope. But Penelope was no passive player. During a private moment in the supply closet, tasked with fetching staples, she found herself cornered by Clara, whose dress had ridden up to reveal her semi-erect cock, thick and pulsing against her thigh.

“Thought you might need help,” Clara murmured, her hand grazing Penelope’s skirt. Before she could protest—not that she wanted to—Clara’s fingers slipped beneath, stroking the length of Penelope’s massive prick through her panties.

“Naughty,” Penelope gasped, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she yanked Clara’s dress higher, freeing her hefty balls to swing freely. Their lips met in a hungry kiss, hands roaming, until Penelope’s cock sprang free, ten inches of throbbing heat. Clara dropped to her knees, her own endowments bouncing as she took Penelope’s length into her mouth, moaning around the girth.

It was quick, messy, and glorious, ending with both of them giggling as they adjusted their skirts, cum glistening on Clara’s lips. “Welcome to the team,” Clara winked, sashaying out.

Penelope leaned against the wall, catching her breath. This job, she decided, was going to be far more entertaining than she’d imagined.




Chapter Two: A Saucy Afternoon

Penelope Puddington adjusted her emerald skirt as she emerged from the supply closet, her J-cup treasures heaving slightly from the exertion of her encounter with Clara. The satin of her peach brassiere clung to her stupendous orbs, its straps biting deliciously into her shoulders under the strain of her monumental bosom. Below, her ten-inch cock and equally prodigious balls were tucked back into her silk panties, though the fabric did little to hide the pronounced bulge that swayed with each step. She smoothed her cream blouse, noting with a smirk that one button had popped free, offering a tantalizing glimpse of her cavernous cleavage. Let it stay, she thought. This office thrived on such displays.

The Throckmorton Agency buzzed with its usual chaos as Penelope returned to her desk. Secretaries in scandalously tight skirts darted about, their massive brassieres straining under blouses and sweaters that seemed designed to burst. One transwoman, a blonde named Beatrice with H-cup wonders, leaned over to adjust a typewriter, her pleated miniskirt flipping up to reveal the hefty swell of her bollocks, barely contained by a pair of lacy knickers. A junior clerk tripped over his own feet, his eyes glued to the sight, and Penelope stifled a laugh. This was no place for subtlety.

Her desk sat just outside Mr. Throckmorton’s office, strategically positioned so he could summon her with a bellow or a lecherous grin. She’d barely settled when his voice boomed through the door. “Miss Puddington! Files, if you please!”

With a theatrical sigh, Penelope rose, knowing full well what this entailed. She sauntered to the filing cabinet, her hips swaying, and bent low to retrieve a folder from the bottom drawer. Her skirt rode up, exposing the taut silk stretched over her colossal stones, their weight shifting enticingly as she lingered a moment longer than necessary. From the corner of her eye, she caught Throckmorton’s gaze, his jowls quivering with appreciation. A junior executive passing by dropped his briefcase, muttering an apology as he scrambled to recover it. Penelope straightened, tossing her auburn curls, and delivered the file with a smile that promised more than paperwork.

“Good girl,” Throckmorton said, his hand grazing her plump backside as she turned to leave. The pat was predictable, almost comforting in its routine, and Penelope didn’t flinch. She was in control, her assets—both above and below—her currency in this world of winks and gropes.

Lunchtime brought a reprieve, and Penelope joined Clara and Daphne at a nearby café, a quaint spot known for its cramped tables and waitresses whose uniforms left little to the imagination. Daphne’s pink sweater hugged her H-cup bounties, the fuzzy fabric outlining every curve, while her leather miniskirt rode high as she slid into the booth, flashing a glimpse of her satin-clad sack. Clara, in her navy dress, crossed her legs with deliberate slowness, her own impressive bulge shifting beneath the fabric. Penelope’s skirt, barely containing her own endowments, drew stares from a table of businessmen, their ties loosening as they whispered among themselves.

“Reginald’s been handsy today,” Daphne said, sipping her tea. Her lips, painted cherry red, curved into a pout. “My boyfriend says I should slap him, but honestly, what’s the point? Poor dear’s got a cock like a cocktail sausage. I caught a glimpse of Penny’s package this morning, and let’s just say I’m jealous.”

Clara laughed, her I-cup glories jiggling in their silken prison. “You’re not wrong. I had a go in the closet with her, and my knees are still weak. My Harold’s sweet, but his willy’s a sad little thing compared to that beast.”

Penelope blushed, though she relished the praise. She adjusted her skirt, feeling her massive prick stir at the memory of Clara’s lips. “You’re both terrible. But I’ll admit, it’s nice to be appreciated.”

Their chatter was interrupted by a waitress, a transwoman named Lily with G-cup treasures bouncing in a low-cut blouse. Her apron barely concealed the bulge beneath her short skirt, and when she bent to clear a plate, her knickers strained against her hefty bollocks, drawing a low whistle from a nearby patron. “Anything else, ladies?” Lily asked, winking at Penelope.

“Just keep those buns coming,” Clara teased, and they all dissolved into giggles.

Back at the office, the afternoon dragged with mundane tasks, but Penelope found ways to spice it up. Sent to deliver a memo to the art department, she navigated a maze of cubicles, her skirt swishing provocatively. In one corner, a transwoman named Sylvia, her K-cup wonders spilling from a floral dress, was bent over a drafting table, her skirt hiked up to reveal her enormous stones swaying in sheer panties. The artist beside her was red-faced, his pencil trembling. Penelope caught Sylvia’s eye, and they shared a knowing grin. This was their world—bold, brazen, and unapologetically lush.

The real excitement came late in the day, when Throckmorton called Penelope into his office for a “private meeting.” She entered to find him reclining in his chair, a glass of scotch in hand, his eyes roving over her form. “Miss Puddington,” he said, his voice thick, “you’ve been a delight today. Care to assist with something… personal?”

Penelope arched a brow, sensing opportunity. She closed the door behind her, locking it with a click, and sauntered to his desk. “What did you have in mind, sir?” she purred, leaning forward so her stupendous globes strained against her blouse, one button finally giving way to reveal the peach satin beneath.

Throckmorton’s breath hitched, but Penelope wasn’t here to play his game. She straightened, then deliberately dropped her pen, bending low to retrieve it. Her skirt flipped up, exposing her silk-clad balls, their weight pulling the fabric taut. She lingered, letting him gawk, then rose and tugged her skirt higher, revealing her massive cock, semi-erect and throbbing against her thigh.

“Bloody hell,” Throckmorton gasped, then caught himself. “I mean… good heavens, Miss Puddington.”

She smirked, stepping closer, her prick swaying hypnotically. “You wanted personal, sir. This is as personal as it gets.” Before he could stammer a reply, she guided his hand to her length, letting him feel its girth. His eyes widened, his tiny manhood no doubt shrinking in comparison.

What followed was swift and shameless. Penelope perched on the edge of his desk, her skirt hiked to her waist, her cock and balls freed from their silken prison. Throckmorton, flustered but eager, knelt before her, his lips trembling as he took her in, his hands cupping her hefty stones. She moaned softly, guiding him, her J-cup treasures bouncing with each thrust. It was over quickly, his inexperience no match for her prowess, and she left him panting, his tie askew, as she adjusted her skirt and sauntered out.

Back at her desk, Clara caught her eye, sensing the mischief. “You didn’t,” she whispered.

“Oh, I did,” Penelope replied, popping another button for good measure. “And tomorrow, I’ll do it again.”

As the day ended, Penelope gathered her things, her body humming with satisfaction. This job, this world, was hers to conquer—one bend, one pat, one glorious reveal at a time.




Chapter Three: A Nighttime Frolic

Penelope Puddington stepped out of the Throckmorton Agency into the cool London evening, her J-cup splendors swaying gently in their peach satin brassiere, the straps digging into her shoulders under the weight of her magnificent orbs. Her cream blouse, now missing two buttons from the day’s antics, gaped open to reveal a tantalizing expanse of cleavage, drawing stares from passersby. Below, her emerald skirt clung to her hips, its hem teasingly short, barely concealing the silk panties that strained over her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls. Each step sent a subtle jolt through her hefty endowments, a reminder of her power in this world where curves and bulges reigned supreme.

She’d planned a quiet night at home, but Clara had other ideas, texting an invitation to a Soho nightclub known for its risqué clientele. “Wear something scandalous,” the message read, and Penelope grinned. Scandalous was her specialty. Back at her flat, she swapped her office attire for a black velvet dress, its neckline plunging to her navel, framing her stupendous bosom like a work of art. The dress’s skirt flared out, ending mid-thigh, perfect for flipping up with a twirl—or a strategic bend. Her bra, a crimson lace confection, cradled her enormous assets with heroic effort, while her panties, also crimson, hugged her colossal prick and stones, the fabric outlining every curve. A pair of stilettos completed the look, adding a sway to her walk that promised trouble.

The club, called The Velvet Vixen, pulsed with life as Penelope arrived. The air thrummed with music, and the dance floor was a sea of bodies—women and transwomen alike, their figures accentuated by tight dresses and towering brassieres. One transwoman, a redhead named Fiona with G-cup treasures, twirled past in a sequined minidress, her skirt riding up to reveal the weighty bulge of her bollocks in sheer knickers. A man nearby spilled his drink, his jaw slack, and Penelope chuckled. This was her element.

Clara was already there, perched at the bar in a sapphire gown that hugged her I-cup glories, its slit exposing one thigh and the faint outline of her substantial sack beneath lacy panties. Daphne joined them, her H-cup wonders bouncing in a gold lamé top, paired with a leather skirt so tight it seemed to groan with each movement. When she leaned over to order a gin, her skirt hitched up, flashing her satin-clad stones to the delight of a bartender who fumbled his shaker.

“Penny, you’re a vision,” Clara purred, eyeing the way Penelope’s dress strained across her prodigious bosom. “That dress is begging to be ripped off.”

“Patience, love,” Penelope teased, sipping a martini. “The night’s young.”

They chatted over drinks, their voices rising above the music. Daphne lamented her boyfriend’s shortcomings—literally. “He’s sweet, my Tom, but his cock’s barely a nibble. I saw Penny’s bulge today, and I swear I wept for what I’m missing.”

Clara nodded, her own endowments jiggling as she laughed. “My Harold’s the same. I keep telling him to step up, but then I see someone like Penny, and I think, why bother?”

Penelope smirked, crossing her legs to emphasize the swell beneath her skirt. “You’re both welcome to test the waters anytime.”

The conversation paused as a transwoman named Margot approached, her K-cup beauties spilling from a corset dress in emerald silk. Her skirt, a flouncy affair, flipped up as she spun to greet them, revealing her massive bollocks straining against polka-dot panties. “Ladies!” she chirped. “Care to dance?”

The four hit the floor, their bodies swaying to a sultry beat. Penelope’s dress swirled, her skirt lifting just enough to hint at her crimson-clad assets, drawing gasps from nearby dancers. Clara’s gown slipped higher with each step, her lacy bulge bouncing enticingly, while Daphne’s skirt rode up to expose her satin-encased sack, earning a cheer from a group of lads. Margot was the boldest, bending low during a dip, her skirt flipping to showcase her hefty stones, the polka dots stretched to their limit.

The night heated up when Penelope caught the eye of a man across the room—tall, handsome, with a boyish grin. He introduced himself as Oliver, a graphic designer with a penchant for transwomen. His eyes lingered on her stupendous rack, then dipped to the pronounced swell beneath her dress. “You’re trouble, aren’t you?” he said, his voice low.

“Only the best kind,” Penelope replied, leading him to a quieter corner. They chatted, his hand grazing her thigh, and she felt her cock stir, pressing against her panties. Oliver’s boldness grew, his fingers tracing the outline of her bulge, and she didn’t stop him. Instead, she guided his hand beneath her skirt, letting him feel the weight of her massive balls, their warmth filling his palm.

“Christ,” he muttered, his trousers tenting. “My girlfriend’s got nothing on this.”

Penelope smirked, tugging her skirt higher to free her prick, ten inches of throbbing heat springing forth. Oliver’s eyes widened, but he didn’t hesitate, dropping to his knees in the shadowed alcove. His lips closed around her length, tentative at first, then eager, his hands cupping her hefty stones as he worked. Penelope moaned, her J-cup glories bouncing with each thrust, the lace of her bra chafing deliciously against her skin. It was quick, intense, and left Oliver gasping, his face flushed as he wiped his lips.

“Not bad,” Penelope said, adjusting her dress. “But next time, bring your girlfriend. I’d love to show her up.”

He laughed, promising to call, and Penelope rejoined her friends, her body humming with satisfaction. Clara raised a brow, sensing the mischief. “You’re incorrigible,” she said.

“And you love it,” Penelope shot back.

The night ended with more dancing, more drinks, and a final round of gossip. Margot confessed her husband’s cock was “a pitiful thing” compared to the transwomen she’d met tonight, her eyes lingering on Penelope’s bulge. Daphne giggled, admitting she’d snuck a peek at Penelope’s assets in the office loo and was “properly gobsmacked.” Clara, ever the instigator, suggested a sleepover next weekend, “just us girls and our toys.”

As Penelope hailed a cab home, her dress clinging to her curves, she felt alive, powerful. This world, with its endless parade of pats, bends, and reveals, was hers to command. She slid into the cab, her skirt riding up to flash her crimson-clad bollocks, and the driver nearly swerved. “Careful, mate,” she teased, settling back. “I’m more than you can handle.”

Back at her flat, she stripped to her lingerie, admiring her reflection. Her J-cup treasures spilled from their lace prison, her cock and balls heavy in their silken cage. Tomorrow was another day at the agency—more files, more gropes, more chances to rule. She climbed into bed, her mind already plotting the next adventure, her body a symphony of curves and power.




Chapter Four: A Weekend Escapade

Penelope Puddington woke to the soft glow of Saturday morning filtering through her bedroom curtains, her J-cup splendors rising and falling with each breath, barely contained by a lavender satin brassiere that strained heroically under their weight. The lace edging dug into her skin, a delicious reminder of her voluptuous assets. Below, her ten-inch cock and equally formidable balls nestled in matching lavender panties, the silk stretched taut over their prodigious bulk. She stretched languidly, her auburn curls spilling across the pillow, and considered the day ahead. Clara’s sleepover loomed, promising a night of giggles, gossip, and perhaps something naughtier. But first, she had errands to run, and in this world of brazen displays, even a trip to the shops was an adventure.

She chose her outfit with care: a tight white sweater that hugged her monumental bosom, its V-neck plunging to showcase the lavender lace beneath, paired with a pleated red skirt that barely grazed her thighs. The skirt’s flouncy hem was perfect for flipping up with a breeze—or a deliberate bend—revealing her silk-clad treasures. Her heels, a glossy black pair, clicked satisfyingly as she stepped onto the bustling London street, her hips swaying with each stride. Heads turned, as they always did. A grocer dropped a crate of apples, his eyes glued to her stupendous rack, while a transwoman passing by—a brunette with H-cup glories in a floral dress—offered a wink, her own skirt twitching to hint at her substantial bulge.

Penelope’s first stop was a lingerie boutique, a haven of satin and lace where women and transwomen alike flaunted their assets. The shop assistant, a transwoman named Rosie with G-cup wonders spilling from a teal blouse, greeted her with a grin. Rosie’s miniskirt rode high as she bent to retrieve a catalog, her lacy knickers straining over her hefty bollocks, their weight swaying enticingly. “Looking for something special, love?” Rosie asked, her eyes lingering on Penelope’s pronounced swell.

“Something to scandalize my mates tonight,” Penelope replied, adjusting her skirt to emphasize her own endowments. “Clara’s hosting a sleepover. You know how she gets.”

Rosie laughed, leading her to a rack of brassieres designed for the truly endowed. Penelope selected a black lace number, its cups deep enough to cradle her J-cup treasures, and a pair of matching panties with a reinforced pouch for her colossal prick and stones. Trying them on, she admired her reflection, the lace framing her massive orbs like a masterpiece, her bulge a bold statement below. Rosie peeked into the changing room, her skirt hiked up from leaning against the doorframe, her own sack outlined in satin. “You’ll have them all on their knees,” she purred.

Purchases in hand, Penelope headed to a café for lunch, where she met Daphne, who’d texted about a quick catch-up. Daphne arrived in a pink sundress, its bodice clinging to her H-cup bounties, the skirt flaring out to reveal her satin-clad assets when she sat. As she leaned forward to sip her coffee, her dress gaped, flashing her lacy bra and the faint outline of her substantial stones. “Penny, you’re glowing,” Daphne said, eyeing her sweater’s strain. “Had a good week?”

“You could say that,” Penelope replied, crossing her legs to let her skirt ride up, her lavender panties peeking out. “Work’s a riot, and tonight’s bound to be wilder.”

Daphne sighed, her glories jiggling. “Wish I could join you, but Tom’s got plans. He’s sweet, mind, but his cock’s so tiny I barely feel it. When I saw your package at the office, I nearly cried.”

Penelope smirked, stirring her tea. “Come by next time. I’ll show you what you’re missing.”

The afternoon passed in a blur of shopping and flirting, each errand an excuse to flaunt her assets. At a bookstore, she bent to browse a low shelf, her skirt flipping up to reveal her silk-encased bollocks, drawing a gasp from a clerk who dropped his glasses. At a bakery, she leaned over the counter to point at a pastry, her sweater straining as her J-cup orbs threatened to spill free, the baker’s apprentice blushing furiously. By the time she returned home to prepare for the sleepover, she was buzzing with anticipation.

Clara’s flat was a cozy affair in Camden, its walls adorned with risqué art. Penelope arrived to find Clara in a sheer nightie, her I-cup treasures bouncing freely, her lacy knickers barely containing her hefty sack. Margot was there too, her K-cup glories stuffed into a red satin negligee, her skirt-like hem riding up to flash her polka-dot-clad stones. The trio settled on plush sofas, sipping wine and trading stories. Clara complained about Harold’s “pathetic little willy,” her eyes flicking to Penelope’s bulge, now accentuated by tight satin shorts she’d changed into, paired with a crop top that left her J-cup assets half-exposed.

“Honestly, Penny,” Clara said, leaning forward so her nightie gaped, “your cock’s a bloody marvel. Harold wouldn’t know what to do with half that.”

Margot nodded, her negligee slipping to reveal one massive orb. “My husband’s the same. I caught a glimpse of you at the club, Penny, and I swear I’ve been dreaming of that bulge ever since.”

Penelope grinned, stretching so her shorts rode lower, her colossal prick and balls straining the satin. “Care to see it up close?”

The challenge hung in the air, and Clara was the first to act, crawling across the sofa to tug Penelope’s shorts down. Her ten-inch cock sprang free, thick and pulsing, her stones heavy below. Margot gasped, her own knickers tenting as she joined them, her hands cupping Penelope’s weighty orbs. Clara’s lips found Penelope’s length, her tongue teasing the tip, while Margot’s fingers explored, her own cock freed from her polka-dot prison, a respectable eight inches but dwarfed by Penelope’s.

The room filled with moans as they tangled, skirts and nighties hiked up, brassieres discarded. Penelope’s J-cup treasures bounced with each thrust, her bra long gone, her nipples hard against Clara’s palms. Margot bent over the coffee table, her skirt flipped up, her bollocks swaying as Penelope took her from behind, her massive prick filling her with slow, deliberate strokes. Clara watched, stroking her own cock, her I-cup glories jiggling until Penelope pulled her close, their lips meeting as they shared the heat.

It was a glorious mess, wine forgotten, inhibitions shed. They collapsed in a heap, giggling, their bodies slick and sated. “You’re a menace, Penny,” Clara panted, her nightie crumpled. “But I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Margot nodded, adjusting her negligee. “Next time, I’m bringing my husband. He needs to see what a real cock looks like.”

Penelope laughed, pulling her shorts back on, her bulge defiant as ever. “Bring him. I’ll give him a proper education.”

As she left Clara’s flat, the night air cool against her skin, Penelope felt invincible. Her sweater clung to her stupendous bosom, her skirt swished over her prodigious assets, and every step was a promise of more. Monday loomed, with its files and gropes, but for now, she was queen of her world, her body a celebration of excess and desire.




Chapter Five: A Monday Mischief

Penelope Puddington strode into the Throckmorton Agency on Monday morning, her J-cup splendors bouncing with each step, cradled by a sapphire satin brassiere that strained to contain their majestic heft. The lace-trimmed cups hugged her stupendous orbs, their weight pulling the straps taut against her shoulders. Her tight lilac blouse, buttoned just enough to hint at the sapphire treasure beneath, clung to every curve, while her black pencil skirt hugged her hips, its hem teasingly high. Beneath, her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls were nestled in silk panties, the fabric stretched to its limits, outlining her colossal bulge with brazen clarity. She’d chosen the skirt deliberately—it rode up with the slightest bend, perfect for the office’s endless parade of fetching and filing.

The weekend’s revelry at Clara’s sleepover lingered in her mind, her body still humming from the tangle of limbs and lust. But work demanded focus, and Penelope was nothing if not professional—at least between her more scandalous moments. The agency buzzed with its usual chaos: secretaries in tight skirts and towering brassieres flitted about, their curves accentuated by sweaters and blouses that seemed one breath from bursting. A transwoman named Evelyn, her G-cup glories spilling from a polka-dot dress, bent to adjust a printer, her skirt flipping up to reveal her hefty bollocks swaying in lacy knickers. A clerk nearby fumbled his coffee, his eyes wide, and Penelope smirked. Some things never changed.

She settled at her desk, just outside Mr. Throckmorton’s office, and began typing memos, her J-cup assets jiggling with each keystroke. The phone rang, and as she reached to answer, her blouse strained, a button threatening to pop. “Throckmorton Agency,” she purred, catching the eye of a junior executive who nearly walked into a doorframe, mesmerized by her prodigious bosom.

“Miss Puddington!” Throckmorton’s voice boomed from his office. “Files, now!”

With a knowing smile, Penelope rose, smoothing her skirt, and sauntered to the filing cabinet. She bent low, deliberately slow, her skirt riding up to expose her silk-clad stones, their weight pulling the panties taut. A passing intern dropped his clipboard, his face flushing, while Throckmorton’s door creaked open, his jowls quivering as he took in the view. Penelope straightened, tossing her auburn curls, and delivered the files with a wink. “Anything else, sir?”

Throckmorton’s hand found her plump backside, a familiar pat accompanied by a chuckle. “Good girl,” he said, his eyes lingering on her bulge, now more pronounced as her cock stirred at the attention. She didn’t mind the grope—it was currency here, and she wielded her assets like a queen.

Mid-morning brought a new face: a client named Victoria, a transwoman with I-cup treasures that strained her emerald sweater, its neckline plunging to reveal a black lace bra. Her miniskirt, a scandalous scrap of leather, barely contained her substantial bulge, and when she leaned over Penelope’s desk to sign a contract, her skirt hitched up, flashing her satin-clad bollocks. Penelope’s eyes flicked downward, impressed by the display, and Victoria caught her gaze.

“Like what you see?” Victoria teased, adjusting her skirt to emphasize her endowments. “My husband’s a dear, but his cock’s a sad little thing. I saw your package when I walked in, and let’s just say I’m tempted.”

Penelope laughed, crossing her legs to let her skirt ride higher, her own bulge a bold counterpoint. “Flatterer. Stick around, and I might give you a proper tour.”

Victoria’s visit set the tone for the day, with tasks designed to showcase Penelope’s assets. Sent to fetch tea, she leaned over the trolley, her blouse gaping to reveal her sapphire bra, her J-cup orbs threatening to spill free. A senior clerk choked on his biscuit, his eyes glued to her cleavage. Later, tasked with reorganizing a storeroom, she bent to lift a box, her skirt flipping up to expose her massive stones, their silk prison drawing a low whistle from a maintenance worker who’d wandered in.

Lunch was a quick affair at the office canteen, where Penelope joined Clara and Daphne. Clara’s red dress hugged her I-cup glories, its slit revealing her lacy bulge with each step, while Daphne’s yellow sweater clung to her H-cup wonders, paired with a denim skirt that rode up when she sat, flashing her satin-clad sack. They swapped stories from the weekend, Clara’s eyes gleaming as she recounted their sleepover. “My knees are still wobbly, Penny,” she said, her dress slipping to reveal one massive orb. “Harold’s got no chance after that.”

Daphne sighed, her glories jiggling. “Tom’s the same. I keep thinking about your cock, Penny. It’s unfair, really—his little willy’s like a tease that never delivers.”

Penelope smirked, stirring her soup. “You’re both welcome for a repeat anytime.”

The afternoon brought a surprise: a team meeting in the boardroom, where Penelope was tasked with taking notes. The room was packed with executives and secretaries, their eyes roving over her as she stood to distribute agendas. Her skirt rode up as she leaned across the table, her silk panties outlining her hefty bollocks, and a senior partner dropped his pen, his face red. Clara, seated nearby, stifled a giggle, her own dress hiked to flash her lacy assets.

As the meeting dragged, Penelope grew restless. Excusing herself to “fetch water,” she slipped into a nearby supply closet, only to find Victoria waiting, her emerald sweater unbuttoned to reveal her black lace bra, her skirt hiked to free her thick cock and stones. “Thought you might need company,” Victoria murmured, her hand grazing Penelope’s bulge.

Penelope didn’t hesitate, tugging her skirt up to release her massive prick, ten inches of throbbing heat. Victoria’s eyes widened, but she sank to her knees, her lips closing around Penelope’s length, her hands cupping her weighty orbs. The closet echoed with soft moans, Penelope’s J-cup treasures bouncing as she thrust, her sapphire bra chafing deliciously. Victoria’s own cock bobbed, her bollocks swaying, until Penelope pulled her up, bending her over a stack of boxes. She entered her slowly, her prick filling Victoria’s tightness, their bodies rocking in rhythm.

It was quick, urgent, and left them both panting, their skirts crumpled, their bulges barely contained. “You’re a marvel,” Victoria gasped, adjusting her sweater. “My husband’s going to hear about this—and he’ll hate how much I loved it.”

Penelope laughed, smoothing her blouse, her missing buttons a badge of honor. “Tell him to step up, or I’ll step in.”

Back in the boardroom, she resumed her notes, her body still tingling. Clara caught her eye, sensing the mischief, and mouthed, “Naughty.” Penelope just winked, her J-cup assets jiggling as she wrote, her bulge defiant beneath her skirt.

As the day ended, Throckmorton called her into his office for a “review.” She entered to find him flushed, his eyes on her gaping blouse. “You’re settling in nicely,” he said, his hand twitching toward her backside.

She leaned forward, letting her stupendous bosom spill further, her voice low. “Happy to please, sir. Anything else I can do?” Her skirt twitched, hinting at her colossal assets, and he stammered, undone.

Penelope left the office with a grin, her heels clicking, her body a symphony of power. Tomorrow promised more—more bends, more pats, more chances to rule her world, one glorious reveal at a time.




Chapter Six: A Tantalizing Tuesday

Penelope Puddington swept into the Throckmorton Agency on Tuesday morning, her J-cup splendors swaying majestically in a crimson satin brassiere, its sturdy cups straining to contain her voluptuous orbs. The lace-edged straps bit into her shoulders, a sweet ache that underscored her prodigious assets. Her emerald sweater, tight as a second skin, hugged every curve, its neckline dipping to reveal a glimpse of crimson lace, while her pleated white skirt flared scandalously short, swishing with each step. Beneath, her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls were cradled in silk panties, their generous bulge a bold statement under the skirt’s flimsy fabric. She’d chosen the outfit for maximum impact, knowing the office thrived on such displays, and her heels—ivory stilettos—clicked with purpose as she entered.

The agency hummed with its usual fervor: secretaries in clinging dresses and towering brassieres darted about, their curves accentuated by fabrics stretched to their limits. A transwoman named Lillian, her H-cup treasures bouncing in a lavender blouse, bent to retrieve a dropped pen, her miniskirt flipping up to reveal her hefty bollocks straining against satin knickers. A nearby typist fumbled his stapler, his eyes locked on the spectacle, and Penelope stifled a grin. This was her playground, and she ruled it with every sway of her hips.

Settling at her desk outside Mr. Throckmorton’s office, Penelope began sorting mail, her J-cup assets jiggling with each movement, the sweater’s fibers groaning softly. The phone rang, and as she leaned to answer, her skirt rode up, flashing the silk outline of her colossal stones to a passing clerk who tripped over his own feet. “Throckmorton Agency,” she purred, her voice a velvet tease, aware of the eyes lingering on her gaping neckline.

“Miss Puddington!” Throckmorton’s bellow echoed from his office. “Coffee, pronto!”

With a playful sigh, Penelope rose, smoothing her skirt, and sashayed to the kitchenette. She bent low to fetch a tray, her skirt flipping up to expose her silk-clad bollocks, their weight swaying enticingly. A junior executive, hovering nearby, dropped his briefcase, his face flushing, while Throckmorton himself poked his head out, his jowls quivering at the sight. Penelope delivered the coffee with a smile, leaning forward so her stupendous bosom strained her sweater, the crimson bra peeking out. “Anything else, sir?” she asked, her tone dripping with mischief.

Throckmorton’s hand grazed her backside, a predictable pat. “That’s the spirit,” he chuckled, his eyes flicking to her bulge, now more pronounced as her cock stirred. She winked and sauntered out, leaving him flustered, her power undeniable.

Mid-morning brought a visitor: a transwoman named Celeste, a new client with G-cup glories spilling from a coral dress, its bodice so tight it seemed painted on. Her skirt, a flouncy affair, rode high as she leaned over Penelope’s desk to review papers, revealing her lacy panties stretched over her substantial sack. “My boyfriend’s useless in bed,” Celeste confided, her eyes lingering on Penelope’s bulge. “Tiny cock, no stamina. When I saw you walk in, I thought, now there’s a proper package.”

Penelope smirked, crossing her legs to let her skirt hike higher, her silk panties outlining her massive assets. “Flattery will get you everywhere, love. Care to compare notes later?”

Celeste’s laugh was throaty, promising trouble, and Penelope filed the idea away for a quieter moment. The day rolled on with tasks tailored to her assets: fetching files from low drawers, her skirt flipping to flash her hefty stones; delivering memos, her sweater gaping to reveal her crimson bra; reorganizing a shelf, her J-cup orbs bouncing as she stretched, drawing gasps from a gaggle of clerks. Each move was deliberate, her body a weapon she wielded with glee.

Lunch was at a nearby bistro with Clara, who arrived in a navy sweater that clung to her I-cup treasures, paired with a leather skirt that barely contained her lacy bulge. As she leaned to grab a napkin, her skirt rode up, flashing her satin-clad bollocks, and a waiter nearly dropped his tray. “Penny, you’re radiant,” Clara said, eyeing her emerald sweater’s strain. “That bulge of yours is causing a scene.”

Penelope chuckled, sipping her wine. “Can’t help it. Poor Throckmorton’s half in love, and I’m not sure his tiny todger can handle it.”

Clara sighed, her glories jiggling. “Harold’s the same. I keep thinking about our sleepover—your cock’s ruined me for him.”

“Anytime you need a refresher,” Penelope teased, her skirt twitching to hint at her assets.

The afternoon brought a team briefing, with Penelope tasked with setting up the projector. She bent to plug it in, her skirt riding up to expose her silk-encased stones, their weight pulling the panties taut. A senior partner coughed, his pen rolling away, while Clara, seated nearby, bit her lip to keep from laughing. The meeting was dull, but Penelope spiced it up, “accidentally” dropping her notepad and bending to retrieve it, her J-cup assets threatening to burst free, her bulge a defiant swell.

Post-meeting, she found herself cornered in the copy room by Celeste, who’d lingered after signing contracts. Celeste’s coral dress was unbuttoned to reveal her lacy bra, her skirt hiked to free her thick cock and bollocks. “Couldn’t resist,” she murmured, her hand grazing Penelope’s skirt.

Penelope tugged her own skirt up, releasing her massive prick, ten inches of pulsing heat. Celeste’s eyes widened, but she dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around Penelope’s length, her hands cupping her weighty orbs. The hum of the copier masked their moans, Penelope’s J-cup treasures bouncing as she thrust, her crimson bra chafing deliciously. Celeste’s own cock bobbed, her stones swaying, until Penelope pulled her up, bending her over the copier. She entered her swiftly, her prick filling Celeste’s heat, their bodies rocking in sync.

It was fast, messy, and left them giggling as they adjusted their skirts, their bulges barely contained. “You’re a devil,” Celeste panted, smoothing her dress. “My boyfriend’s going to hear about this, and he’ll hate how much I want more.”

“Bring him along,” Penelope said, popping a sweater button for effect. “I’ll show him how it’s done.”

Back at her desk, Clara caught her flushed cheeks and smirked. “You’re unstoppable,” she whispered.

“Just warming up,” Penelope replied, her J-cup assets jiggling as she typed.

As the day wound down, Throckmorton summoned her for a “quick chat.” She entered his office to find him red-faced, his eyes on her gaping sweater. “You’re a gem, Miss Puddington,” he said, his hand twitching toward her backside.

She leaned forward, her stupendous bosom spilling further, her bulge pressing against her skirt. “Happy to serve, sir. Anything special in mind?” Her voice was a purr, her assets a challenge, and he stammered, undone.

Penelope left the office with a sway, her heels clicking, her body alive with power. The week stretched ahead, promising more bends, more pats, more chances to reign supreme. She stepped into the evening, her skirt swishing, her bulge a proud declaration, ready to conquer whatever—or whomever—came next.




Chapter Seven: A Wicked Wednesday

Penelope Puddington sashayed into the Throckmorton Agency on Wednesday morning, her J-cup splendors bouncing with regal authority, encased in a violet satin brassiere that groaned under the weight of her colossal orbs. The lace-trimmed cups clung to her stupendous assets, their straps carving delicate grooves into her shoulders. Her cream blouse, scandalously tight, strained across her bosom, a single button undone to reveal a sliver of violet lace, while her navy miniskirt hugged her hips, its hem daringly short. Beneath, her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls were tucked into silk panties, their prodigious bulk outlined with shameless clarity, shifting with each step. Her black stilettos clicked assertively, announcing her arrival, and she relished the heads that turned as she crossed the office.

The agency was a whirlwind of its usual antics: secretaries in clinging skirts and towering brassieres darted about, their curves accentuated by fabrics stretched to breaking points. A transwoman named Amelia, her G-cup treasures spilling from a peach sweater, bent to fix a jammed typewriter, her skirt flipping up to reveal her hefty bollocks swaying in lacy knickers. A nearby clerk dropped his ledger, his jaw slack, and Penelope smirked. This was her kingdom, and she wielded her assets like a scepter.

She settled at her desk outside Mr. Throckmorton’s office, sorting correspondence with a flourish, her J-cup glories jiggling as her fingers danced over the typewriter. The phone trilled, and as she reached to answer, her skirt rode up, flashing her silk-clad stones to a junior executive who nearly collided with a filing cabinet. “Throckmorton Agency,” she purred, her voice a velvet lure, fully aware of the eyes lingering on her partially unbuttoned blouse.

“Miss Puddington!” Throckmorton’s voice roared from his office. “Reports, now!”

With a mischievous grin, Penelope rose, smoothing her skirt, and glided to the filing cabinet. She bent low, her skirt hiking up to expose her silk-encased bollocks, their weight pulling the panties taut. A passing intern gasped, his tray of tea wobbling, while Throckmorton’s door cracked open, his eyes gleaming at the display. Penelope straightened, tossing her auburn curls, and delivered the reports with a coy smile. “Anything else, sir?” she asked, leaning forward so her stupendous bosom strained her blouse, the violet bra peeking out.

Throckmorton’s hand brushed her backside, a familiar pat. “Keep up the good work,” he said, his gaze dropping to her bulge, now more pronounced as her cock twitched. She winked and sauntered out, leaving him flushed, her power palpable.

Mid-morning brought a new secretary, a transwoman named Fiona with H-cup wonders bouncing in a scarlet dress, its neckline plunging to reveal a white lace bra. Her skirt, a flouncy affair, rode high as she leaned over Penelope’s desk to ask about procedures, flashing her satin-clad sack. “My boyfriend’s sweet,” Fiona whispered, her eyes on Penelope’s bulge, “but his cock’s barely there. I saw you bending over earlier, and I’m half in love already.”

Penelope chuckled, crossing her legs to let her skirt ride higher, her silk panties outlining her massive assets. “Stick around, love. I’m full of surprises.”

Fiona’s arrival spiced up the day, with tasks designed to flaunt Penelope’s endowments. Sent to fetch stationery, she bent to rummage through a low drawer, her skirt flipping up to reveal her hefty stones, drawing a low whistle from a deliveryman. Delivering memos, she leaned across desks, her blouse gaping to flash her violet bra, her J-cup orbs threatening to spill free. A senior clerk choked on his pipe, his eyes wide. Later, tasked with dusting a high shelf, she stretched on tiptoes, her skirt rising to hint at her bulge, her bosom bouncing to the delight of a gaggle of typists.

Lunch was at the office canteen with Clara and Daphne. Clara’s teal dress hugged her I-cup glories, its slit flashing her lacy bulge as she sat, while Daphne’s pink blouse clung to her H-cup treasures, paired with a denim skirt that rode up to reveal her satin-clad sack Herself satchel of coins fell to the floor, her skirt flipping up to reveal a pair of silk knickers, stuffed with her massive ten-inch cock. A waiter fumbled a tray nearby, his face red, and Penelope smirked. Clara sighed, her dress slipping to reveal one massive orb. “You’re glowing, Penny,” she said. “That package of yours is causing chaos.”

Penelope sipped her tea, her skirt twitching to emphasize her assets. “Can’t help it. Poor Throckmorton’s half-mad, and I’m not sure his little willy can cope.”

Daphne nodded, her bosom jiggling. “Tom’s the same. I keep replaying our sleepover—your cock’s spoiled me rotten.”

“Anytime you fancy a encore,” Penelope teased, her J-cup assets bouncing as she laughed.

The afternoon brought a client meeting, with Penelope tasked with serving tea. She glided into the boardroom, her skirt swishing, and bent to pour, her blouse gaping to reveal her violet bra, her stupendous orbs swaying. A client dropped his pen, his face flushed, while Clara, seated nearby, hid a grin. The meeting dragged, but Penelope kept it lively, “accidentally” spilling sugar and bending to scoop it up, her skirt flipping to flash her silk-clad bollocks, their weight hypnotic. A partner coughed, his glasses fogging.

Post-meeting, she slipped into the stationery cupboard for a breather, only to find Fiona there, her scarlet dress unbuttoned to reveal her white lace bra, her skirt hiked to free her thick cock and stones. “Fancy a break?” Fiona murmured, her hand grazing Penelope’s bulge.

Penelope tugged her skirt up, her massive prick springing free, ten inches of throbbing heat. Fiona’s eyes widened, but she knelt, her lips enveloping Penelope’s length, her hands cupping her weighty orbs. The cupboard hummed with their gasps, Penelope’s J-cup treasures bouncing as she thrust, her violet bra chafing sweetly. Fiona’s own cock bobbed, her stones swaying, until Penelope lifted her, bending her over a shelf. She entered her swiftly, her prick filling Fiona’s heat, their bodies rocking in rhythm.

It was quick, fervent, and left them breathless, their skirts crumpled, their bulges defiant. “You’re a bloody marvel,” Fiona panted, smoothing her dress. “My boyfriend’s going to weep when I tell him.”

“Invite him over,” Penelope said, popping another button. “I’ll give him a lesson.”

Back at her desk, Clara caught her glow and smirked. “Incorrigible,” she mouthed.

“Just getting started,” Penelope replied, her J-cup assets jiggling as she typed.

As the day closed, Throckmorton called her in for a “debrief.” She entered to find him red-faced, his eyes on her gaping blouse. “Splendid work, Miss Puddington,” he said, his hand twitching toward her backside.

She leaned forward, her stupendous bosom spilling further, her bulge pressing against her skirt. “Anything special, sir?” Her voice was a purr, her assets a dare, and he stammered, undone.

Penelope left the office with a sway, her heels clicking, her body thrumming with power. The week stretched ahead, ripe with more bends, more pats, more chances to reign. She stepped into the dusk, her skirt swishing, her bulge a proud banner, ready to conquer whatever came next.




Chapter Eight: A Thrilling Thursday

Penelope Puddington glided into the Throckmorton Agency on Thursday morning, her J-cup splendors swaying with hypnotic grace, cradled by a black satin brassiere that strained heroically under their colossal weight. The lace-edged cups clung to her magnificent orbs, their straps biting sweetly into her shoulders. Her scarlet blouse, stretched taut across her bosom, gaped slightly at the top, revealing a sliver of black lace, while her teal miniskirt clung to her hips, its hem scandalously short, swishing with each step. Beneath, her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls were nestled in silk panties, their prodigious bulk outlined with brazen clarity, shifting enticingly as she moved. Her crimson stilettos clicked assertively, and she savored the stares that followed her through the office, her body a beacon of desire.

The agency pulsed with its usual chaos: secretaries in tight dresses and towering brassieres flitted about, their curves accentuated by fabrics pushed to their limits. A transwoman named Nora, her G-cup treasures bouncing in a yellow sweater, bent to retrieve a dropped file, her skirt flipping up to reveal her hefty bollocks swaying in lacy knickers. A nearby typist fumbled his pen, his eyes wide, and Penelope smirked. This was her domain, and she ruled it with every provocative sway.

Settling at her desk outside Mr. Throckmorton’s office, Penelope began typing letters, her J-cup assets jiggling with each keystroke, the scarlet blouse creaking softly. The phone rang, and as she leaned to answer, her skirt rode up, flashing her silk-clad stones to a passing clerk who nearly dropped his tray of documents. “Throckmorton Agency,” she purred, her voice a silken tease, fully aware of the eyes lingering on her partially unbuttoned blouse.

“Miss Puddington!” Throckmorton’s voice boomed from his office. “Files, immediately!”

With a playful grin, Penelope rose, smoothing her skirt, and sauntered to the filing cabinet. She bent low, her skirt hiking up to expose her silk-encased bollocks, their weight pulling the panties taut. A junior executive gasped, his coffee cup tilting, while Throckmorton’s door creaked open, his jowls quivering at the sight. Penelope straightened, tossing her auburn curls, and delivered the files with a coy smile. “Anything else, sir?” she asked, leaning forward so her stupendous bosom strained her blouse, the black bra peeking out.

Throckmorton’s hand grazed her backside, a predictable pat. “Excellent work,” he said, his gaze dropping to her bulge, now more pronounced as her cock stirred. She winked and glided out, leaving him flustered, her power thrumming through her veins.

Mid-morning brought a visitor: a transwoman named Sylvia, a consultant with I-cup glories spilling from a sapphire dress, its neckline plunging to reveal a pink lace bra. Her skirt, a flouncy affair, rode high as she leaned over Penelope’s desk to discuss a campaign, flashing her satin-clad sack. “My husband’s a darling,” Sylvia confided, her eyes on Penelope’s bulge, “but his cock’s so small I barely notice it. I saw you earlier, and I’m half-tempted to ditch him for a night.”

Penelope chuckled, crossing her legs to let her skirt ride higher, her silk panties outlining her massive assets. “Careful, love. I’m a lot to handle.”

Sylvia’s grin was wicked, and Penelope tucked the flirtation away for later. The day rolled on with tasks tailored to her endowments: fetching stationery from low shelves, her skirt flipping to flash her hefty stones; delivering contracts, her blouse gaping to reveal her black bra; dusting a high cabinet, her J-cup orbs bouncing as she stretched, drawing gasps from a cluster of interns. Each move was calculated, her body a symphony of seduction.

Lunch was at a nearby café with Clara and Fiona. Clara’s emerald sweater hugged her I-cup treasures, its slit flashing her lacy bulge as she sat, while Fiona’s scarlet dress clung to her H-cup wonders, paired with a leather skirt that rode up to reveal her satin-clad sack. As Fiona leaned to grab a menu, her skirt hitched higher, her bollocks swaying, and a waiter fumbled his notepad. “Penny, you’re trouble,” Clara said, eyeing her scarlet blouse’s strain. “That package of yours is causing riots.”

Penelope sipped her wine, her skirt twitching to emphasize her assets. “Just doing my part. Throckmorton’s half-mad, and I’m betting his tiny todger’s no match.”

Fiona sighed, her glories jiggling. “My boyfriend’s the same. I keep thinking about you bending over yesterday—your cock’s ruined me for him.”

“Anytime you want a closer look,” Penelope teased, her J-cup assets bouncing as she laughed.

The afternoon brought a presentation, with Penelope tasked with setting up slides. She bent to adjust the projector, her skirt riding up to expose her silk-clad stones, their weight hypnotic. A client dropped his glasses, his face red, while Clara, seated nearby, bit her lip to keep from giggling. The presentation was tedious, but Penelope kept it lively, “accidentally” dropping a marker and bending to retrieve it, her blouse gaping to flash her black bra, her bulge a defiant swell.

Post-presentation, she slipped into the break room for a moment’s peace, only to find Sylvia there, her sapphire dress unbuttoned to reveal her pink lace bra, her skirt hiked to free her thick cock and stones. “Thought you might need a distraction,” Sylvia murmured, her hand grazing Penelope’s bulge.

Penelope tugged her skirt up, her massive prick springing free, ten inches of pulsing heat. Sylvia’s eyes widened, but she knelt, her lips enveloping Penelope’s length, her hands cupping her weighty orbs. The break room hummed with their gasps, Penelope’s J-cup treasures bouncing as she thrust, her black bra chafing deliciously. Sylvia’s own cock bobbed, her stones swaying, until Penelope lifted her, bending her over a table. She entered her swiftly, her prick filling Sylvia’s heat, their bodies rocking in sync.

It was fast, fervent, and left them breathless, their skirts crumpled, their bulges defiant. “You’re a bloody wonder,” Sylvia panted, smoothing her dress. “My husband’s going to hate how much I loved that.”

“Bring him along,” Penelope said, popping another button. “I’ll show him up.”

Back at her desk, Clara caught her flush and smirked. “Naughty girl,” she mouthed.

“Just warming up,” Penelope replied, her J-cup assets jiggling as she typed.

As the day wound down, Throckmorton summoned her for a “review.” She entered to find him red-faced, his eyes on her gaping blouse. “You’re a star, Miss Puddington,” he said, his hand twitching toward her backside.

She leaned forward, her stupendous bosom spilling further, her bulge pressing against her skirt. “Anything special, sir?” Her voice was a purr, her assets a challenge, and he stammered, undone.

Penelope left the office with a sway, her heels clicking, her body alive with power. The week stretched ahead, ripe with more bends, more pats, more chances to reign. She stepped into the evening, her skirt swishing, her bulge a proud declaration, ready to conquer whatever—or whomever—came next.




Chapter Nine: A Fiery Friday

Penelope Puddington swept into the Throckmorton Agency on Friday morning, her J-cup splendors bouncing with commanding allure, encased in a turquoise satin brassiere that strained valiantly under their monumental weight. The lace-trimmed cups hugged her voluptuous orbs, their straps digging deliciously into her shoulders. Her white blouse, stretched to its limits, gaped at the chest to reveal a hint of turquoise lace, while her scarlet miniskirt clung to her hips, its hem scandalously short, swishing provocatively. Beneath, her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls were cradled in silk panties, their colossal bulk outlined with shameless clarity, swaying with each step. Her black stilettos clicked with authority, and she relished the gasps that followed her through the office, her body a beacon of raw desire.

The agency thrummed with its usual frenzy: secretaries in tight skirts and towering brassieres darted about, their curves accentuated by fabrics on the verge of surrender. A transwoman named Beatrice, her G-cup treasures spilling from a coral dress, bent to fix a paper jam, her skirt flipping up to reveal her hefty bollocks straining against satin knickers. A nearby clerk dropped his calculator, his eyes wide, and Penelope smirked. This was her arena, and she owned it with every sultry stride.

Settling at her desk outside Mr. Throckmorton’s office, Penelope began sorting invoices, her J-cup assets jiggling with each movement, the blouse creaking softly. The phone rang, and as she leaned to answer, her skirt rode up, flashing her silk-clad stones to a passing intern who tripped over a wastebin. “Throckmorton Agency,” she purred, her voice a silken lure, fully aware of the eyes on her partially unbuttoned blouse.

“Miss Puddington!” Throckmorton’s voice bellowed from his office. “Contracts, now!”

With a wicked grin, Penelope rose, smoothing her skirt, and glided to the filing cabinet. She bent low, her skirt hiking up to expose her silk-encased bollocks, their weight pulling the panties taut. A junior executive gasped, his pen rolling away, while Throckmorton’s door cracked open, his jowls quivering at the sight. Penelope straightened, tossing her auburn curls, and delivered the contracts with a coy smile. “Anything else, sir?” she asked, leaning forward so her stupendous bosom strained her blouse, the turquoise bra peeking out.

Throckmorton’s hand brushed her backside, a familiar pat. “Top-notch,” he said, his gaze dropping to her bulge, now more pronounced as her cock twitched. She winked and sauntered out, leaving him flushed, her power electric.

Mid-morning brought a familiar face: Clara, who’d taken a half-day but stopped by to drop off a report. Her teal sweater hugged her I-cup glories, its slit flashing her lacy bulge as she leaned over Penelope’s desk. “My boyfriend’s driving me mad,” Clara whispered, her eyes on Penelope’s bulge. “His cock’s so small it’s a tease. After our sleepover, I can’t stop thinking about yours.”

Penelope chuckled, crossing her legs to let her skirt ride higher, her silk panties outlining her massive assets. “Fancy a quick reminder before you go?”

Clara’s grin was answer enough, and they slipped into the office’s rarely used archive room, a dusty haven of old files and privacy. The door clicked shut, and Clara tugged her sweater off, her I-cup treasures spilling from a black lace bra, her skirt hiked to free her thick cock and stones. Penelope yanked her own skirt up, her massive prick springing free, ten inches of throbbing heat, her weighty bollocks swaying below. Clara’s eyes widened, but she dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around Penelope’s length, her tongue swirling as her hands cupped Penelope’s heavy orbs, kneading their warmth.

Penelope moaned, her J-cup assets bouncing as she thrust, her turquoise bra chafing deliciously against her nipples. Clara’s mouth was eager, her own cock bobbing, her stones swaying in their lacy prison. “Fuck, you’re huge,” Clara gasped, pulling back to stroke Penelope’s prick, her fingers barely circling its girth.

Penelope lifted her, bending Clara over a filing cabinet, her skirt bunched at her waist. She spread Clara’s cheeks, her fingers teasing her tight entrance before guiding her massive cock inside, inch by inch, filling her with slow, deliberate thrusts. Clara groaned, her I-cup glories pressed against the cold metal, her own cock leaking as Penelope’s bollocks slapped against her thighs, their weight a rhythmic pulse. “Harder,” Clara begged, and Penelope obliged, pounding deeper, her J-cup orbs bouncing wildly, her blouse half-unbuttoned, turquoise bra fully exposed.

The room echoed with their gasps, the creak of the cabinet, the wet slide of flesh. Penelope reached around, stroking Clara’s cock, its heat pulsing in her hand, her stones tightening. Clara came first, her cum splattering the cabinet, her moans muffled against her arm. Penelope followed, her prick pulsing as she filled Clara, her bollocks tightening with each spurt. They collapsed against the cabinet, panting, their skirts crumpled, their bodies slick.

“Bloody hell,” Clara panted, smoothing her sweater. “Harold’s got no chance.”

Penelope laughed, adjusting her blouse, her bulge defiant as ever. “Tell him to take notes.”

They parted with a kiss, Clara slipping out first, leaving Penelope to tidy up, her body still tingling. The day rolled on with familiar tasks: fetching tea, her blouse gaping to flash her turquoise bra; filing papers, her skirt flipping to reveal her hefty stones; dusting shelves, her J-cup assets bouncing to the delight of a gaggle of clerks. Each move was a performance, her body a masterpiece of seduction.

Lunch was solo at the canteen, but Daphne texted, lamenting her boyfriend’s “pathetic willy” and begging for details of Penelope’s exploits. “Caught a glimpse of your package yesterday,” she wrote. “I’m ruined.” Penelope smirked, replying with a winking emoji, her skirt twitching as she savored the attention.

The afternoon brought a team huddle, with Penelope tasked with handing out agendas. She bent to pass them around, her skirt riding up to expose her silk-clad bollocks, their weight hypnotic. A client coughed, his notepad slipping, while Fiona, seated nearby, hid a grin. The huddle was dull, but Penelope kept it lively, “accidentally” dropping a pen and bending to retrieve it, her blouse gaping to flash her turquoise bra, her bulge a bold swell.

As the day closed, Throckmorton summoned her for a “quick word.” She entered to find him red-faced, his eyes on her gaping blouse. “You’re a treasure, Miss Puddington,” he said, his hand twitching toward her backside.

She leaned forward, her stupendous bosom spilling further, her bulge pressing against her skirt. “Anything special, sir?” Her voice was a purr, her assets a dare, and he stammered, undone.

Penelope left the office with a sway, her heels clicking, her body thrumming with power. The weekend loomed, ripe with possibilities—more bends, more pats, more chances to reign. She stepped into the dusk, her skirt swishing, her bulge a proud banner, ready to conquer whatever—or whomever—came next.




Chapter Ten: A Sizzling Saturday

Penelope Puddington woke to the soft hum of Saturday morning in her London flat, her J-cup splendors rising and falling with each breath, cradled by a pink satin brassiere that strained heroically under their prodigious weight. The lace-edged cups hugged her voluptuous orbs, their straps biting sweetly into her shoulders. She stretched languidly, her auburn curls spilling across the pillow, and felt her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls shift in their silk panties, the fabric stretched taut over their colossal bulk. The weekend beckoned, free from the office’s demands, and Penelope had plans—a shopping trip followed by drinks with Fiona, who’d texted about a new bar in Soho. But first, she needed an outfit to set pulses racing.

She chose a tight lavender sweater that clung to her monumental bosom, its neckline plunging to reveal a glimpse of pink lace, paired with a black pleated skirt that barely grazed her thighs, perfect for flipping up with a twirl or a strategic bend. Her stilettos, glossy red, added a sway to her hips, and as she stepped onto the bustling street, her skirt swished, hinting at the silk-clad treasures beneath. Heads turned—a cabbie honked, a shopper dropped her bags, and a transwoman passing by, her G-cup glories bouncing in a teal dress, offered a knowing grin, her own skirt twitching to flash her lacy bulge.

Penelope’s first stop was a boutique known for its daring designs, a haven where women and transwomen flaunted their assets. The shop assistant, a transwoman named Laura with H-cup wonders spilling from a white blouse, greeted her warmly. Laura’s miniskirt rode high as she bent to fetch a catalog, her satin-clad bollocks swaying enticingly, drawing a gasp from a customer nearby. “Something special today, love?” Laura asked, her eyes lingering on Penelope’s pronounced swell.

“Something to make jaws drop,” Penelope replied, adjusting her skirt to emphasize her endowments. She tried on a emerald dress, its bodice so tight her J-cup assets threatened to burst free, the skirt flaring to reveal her silk panties with each spin. Laura’s skirt hitched higher as she adjusted a mirror, her own stones outlined in satin, and their shared glances sparked mischief.

“Fancy a private fitting?” Laura purred, leading Penelope to a back room curtained off for discretion. The door barely closed before Laura tugged her blouse open, her H-cup glories spilling from a red lace bra, her skirt hiked to free her thick cock and bollocks. Penelope yanked her own skirt up, her massive prick springing free, ten inches of throbbing heat, her weighty stones swaying below. Laura’s eyes widened, but she knelt, her lips wrapping around Penelope’s length, her tongue swirling as her hands cupped Penelope’s heavy orbs, kneading their warmth with reverence.

Penelope moaned, her J-cup treasures bouncing as she thrust, her pink bra chafing deliciously against her nipples. Laura’s mouth was ravenous, her own cock bobbing, her stones swaying in their satin prison. “Fuck, you’re enormous,” Laura gasped, pulling back to stroke Penelope’s prick, her fingers struggling with its girth.

Penelope lifted her, bending Laura over a velvet chaise, her skirt bunched at her waist. She teased Laura’s entrance with her fingers, slicking her with spit, then guided her massive cock inside, inch by inch, filling her with slow, deliberate thrusts. Laura groaned, her H-cup glories pressed against the chaise, her own cock leaking as Penelope’s bollocks slapped against her thighs, their weight a rhythmic pulse. “Deeper,” Laura begged, and Penelope complied, pounding harder, her J-cup orbs bouncing wildly, her sweater half-pulled down, pink bra fully exposed.

The room filled with their gasps, the creak of the chaise, the wet slide of flesh. Penelope reached around, stroking Laura’s cock, its heat pulsing in her hand, her stones tightening. Laura came first, her cum splattering the velvet, her moans muffled against the cushion. Penelope followed, her prick pulsing as she filled Laura, her bollocks contracting with each spurt. They collapsed together, panting, their skirts crumpled, their bodies slick with sweat.

“You’re a bloody marvel,” Laura panted, smoothing her blouse. “My girlfriend’s got nothing on this—she’s got a sad little willy that barely tickles.”

Penelope laughed, adjusting her sweater, her bulge defiant as ever. “Bring her next time. I’ll show her how it’s done.”

They parted with a kiss, Penelope leaving with the emerald dress and a grin. The afternoon passed in a blur of shopping, each stop an excuse to flaunt her assets. At a shoe store, she bent to try on heels, her skirt flipping up to reveal her silk-clad stones, drawing a gasp from the clerk. At a café, she leaned over to order, her sweater gaping to flash her pink bra, her J-cup assets swaying to the delight of a barista who fumbled his espresso machine.

Evening found her at the new Soho bar, a sleek spot pulsing with music and crowded with curves. Fiona was already there, her H-cup wonders bouncing in a silver dress, its slit flashing her lacy bulge as she waved Penelope over. “You’re a vision,” Fiona said, eyeing her lavender sweater’s strain. “My boyfriend’s out of town, and I’m itching for trouble.”

Penelope smirked, sipping her cocktail, her skirt twitching to hint at her assets. “Trouble’s my specialty.”

They danced, their skirts swirling, their bulges swaying to the beat. Fiona’s dress rode higher with each spin, her satin-clad bollocks peeking out, drawing cheers from nearby patrons. Penelope’s skirt flipped up as she twirled, her silk panties outlining her massive stones, and a man spilled his drink, his jaw slack. The night heated up when Fiona pulled her to a shadowed booth, her hands roaming Penelope’s thighs. “I can’t stop thinking about your cock,” Fiona whispered, her dress hiked to reveal her own stiffening prick.

Penelope didn’t hesitate, tugging her skirt up to free her massive length, her bollocks heavy below. Fiona’s fingers wrapped around it, stroking slowly, her own cock freed from its lacy prison. They kissed, hungry and urgent, their J-cup and H-cup treasures pressed together, bras chafing. Fiona sank lower, her lips closing around Penelope’s prick, sucking eagerly as her hands kneaded her stones. Penelope groaned, her sweater pulled down, her pink bra exposed, her nipples hard.

It was quick, messy, and left them giggling, cum glistening on Fiona’s lips as they adjusted their skirts. “You’re ruining me,” Fiona said, her dress crumpled. “My boyfriend’s cock’s a joke after this.”

“Invite him over,” Penelope teased, popping a button for effect. “I’ll give him a masterclass.”

They parted with plans for another night, and Penelope hailed a cab home, her body thrumming. The driver’s eyes widened as her skirt rode up, flashing her silk-clad bollocks, and she winked, settling back. Tomorrow promised more—more bends, more thrills, more chances to rule her world, one glorious reveal at a time.




Chapter Eleven: A Grand Finale

Penelope Puddington woke on Sunday morning, the golden light of her London flat bathing her J-cup splendors, which rose and fell with each breath, cradled by a gold satin brassiere that strained heroically under their immense weight. The lace-edged cups clung to her voluptuous orbs, their straps biting deliciously into her shoulders. She stretched, feeling her ten-inch cock and equally massive balls shift in their silk panties, the fabric stretched taut over their colossal bulk. It was her day off, a rare chance to revel in her world without the office’s demands, and she’d planned a grand outing—a brunch with Clara, Fiona, and a new friend, followed by an evening of whatever mischief arose. This was her life, and she intended to end the week with a bang.

She chose her outfit with flair: a tight coral sweater that hugged her monumental bosom, its neckline plunging to reveal a glimpse of gold lace, paired with a flouncy white skirt that barely grazed her thighs, perfect for flipping up with a breeze or a deliberate bend. Her stilettos, glossy gold, added a provocative sway to her hips, and as she stepped onto the bustling street, her skirt swished, hinting at the silk-clad treasures beneath. Heads turned—a cyclist wobbled, a vendor dropped his tray, and a transwoman passing by, her G-cup glories bouncing in a violet dress, flashed her lacy bulge with a wink. Penelope smirked. This was her kingdom, and she ruled it with every step.

Brunch was at a chic café in Covent Garden, a hotspot for the city’s curvaceous elite. Clara was already there, her I-cup treasures spilling from a sapphire dress, its slit flashing her satin-clad sack as she waved. Fiona arrived next, her H-cup wonders bouncing in a crimson blouse, paired with a leather skirt that rode up to reveal her lacy bollocks when she sat. The new friend, a transwoman named Elise with G-cup assets in a teal sweater, leaned to adjust her handbag, her skirt flipping to show her hefty stones in silk knickers, drawing a gasp from a waiter. Penelope settled among them, her J-cup orbs jiggling as she laughed, her skirt twitching to hint at her massive bulge.

“You’re radiant, Penny,” Clara purred, eyeing her coral sweater’s strain. “Harold’s cock’s a lost cause after you. I’m half-tempted to ditch him for good.”

Fiona nodded, her glories bouncing. “My boyfriend’s the same. I keep replaying our night—your prick’s a bloody legend.”

Elise, new to the group, sighed, her skirt riding higher. “My husband’s sweet, but his willy’s pathetic. I saw your bulge when you walked in, Penny, and I’m already smitten.”

Penelope smirked, crossing her legs to let her skirt hike up, her silk panties outlining her colossal assets. “You’re all terrible. But I’m game for a proper send-off if you’re up for it.”

The suggestion hung in the air, and after brunch, they piled into Clara’s flat nearby, a cozy den of plush sofas and risqué art. The wine flowed, and inhibitions melted. Clara tugged her dress off, her I-cup glories spilling from a black lace bra, her satin panties barely containing her thick cock and stones. Fiona’s blouse hit the floor, her H-cup treasures bouncing in a red bra, her skirt hiked to free her lacy bulge. Elise’s sweater followed, her G-cup assets swaying in a silk bra, her skirt flipped to reveal her hefty bollocks. Penelope stood, yanking her skirt up to unleash her massive prick, ten inches of throbbing heat, her weighty stones swaying below, her coral sweater pulled down to expose her gold bra.

Clara moved first, her lips wrapping around Penelope’s length, sucking eagerly as her hands kneaded her heavy orbs. Fiona joined, her tongue teasing Penelope’s tip, her own cock bobbing as she knelt. Elise watched, stroking her own prick, her stones tightening, until Penelope pulled her close, bending her over the sofa. She slicked Elise’s entrance with spit, then guided her massive cock inside, inch by inch, filling her with slow, deliberate thrusts. Elise moaned, her G-cup glories pressed against the cushions, her cock leaking as Penelope’s bollocks slapped against her thighs, their weight a rhythmic pulse.

Clara and Fiona weren’t idle. Clara straddled Fiona, her thick cock sliding into Fiona’s heat, their I-cup and H-cup treasures bouncing as they rocked, bras discarded, nipples hard. The room filled with gasps, the creak of furniture, the wet slide of flesh. Penelope pounded Elise harder, her J-cup orbs bouncing wildly, her gold bra chafing deliciously. She reached around, stroking Elise’s cock, its heat pulsing in her hand, her stones tightening. Elise came first, her cum splattering the sofa, her moans muffled against the fabric. Penelope followed, her prick pulsing as she filled Elise, her bollocks contracting with each spurt.

They shifted, a tangle of limbs and lust. Clara took Penelope next, bending her over a table, her cock filling Penelope’s tightness as Fiona sucked Penelope’s prick, her lips stretched wide. Elise watched, stroking herself, her G-cup assets jiggling until she joined, her cock sliding into Fiona’s mouth. It was messy, fervent, a symphony of moans and thrusts. Clara came, her cum dripping down Penelope’s thighs, while Fiona swallowed Penelope’s load, her own prick spurting across the floor. Elise finished last, her cum painting Fiona’s lips, their bodies slick and sated.

They collapsed in a heap, giggling, their skirts and sweaters crumpled, their bulges defiant. “You’re a bloody goddess,” Clara panted, smoothing her hair. “Harold’s done for.”

Fiona nodded, her bra askew. “My boyfriend’s cock’s a joke next to yours, Penny. I’m yours for life.”

Elise laughed, adjusting her skirt. “My husband’s going to hear about this, and he’ll hate how much I want more.”

Penelope grinned, pulling her sweater back on, her J-cup assets bouncing. “Anytime, loves. I’ve got plenty to share.”

They parted with kisses, promising another round soon. Penelope wandered home through the dusk, her skirt swishing, her bulge a proud banner. The café owner from brunch had slipped her his number, hinting at a private “tasting,” and she tucked it away, her mind buzzing with possibilities. Her world was one of bends, pats, and glorious reveals, and she’d mastered it—her body a celebration of excess, her power undeniable.

Back in her flat, she stripped to her lingerie, admiring her reflection. Her J-cup treasures spilled from their gold prison, her cock and balls heavy in their silken cage. The week had been a triumph, from office antics to weekend debauchery, and tomorrow promised more. She climbed into bed, her body thrumming, her dreams filled with curves and conquests. Penelope Puddington was no mere secretary—she was a queen, her reign built on desire, and she’d rule it forever, one scandalous sway at a time.
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