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Beneath the Skirts of Albion Vol. 3

By Peter M. McMillan

The Portal to Posh Perversion




Chapter 1: A Tits-and-Cock Welcome

Colin’s sneakers squeaked on the polished floor of his Vancouver coffee shop, the espresso machine hissing like a lover in heat. He was 25, lanky, with a mop of chestnut hair and a bisexual itch he hadn’t scratched since that drunken threesome in college. Wiping down the counter, he noticed a strange shimmer behind the pastry case—a glowing, pulsating oval that looked like a sci-fi wet dream. Curious, he leaned closer, and with a whoosh that made his cock twitch, he was sucked into a vortex of light and heat.

He landed arse-first on a cobblestone street, the air thick with the scent of perfume and petrol. London, 1960s-style, but not the one from history books. Women and shemales strutted by, their colossal cans straining tight blouses and sweaters, their skirts so short they were practically invitations. Every chest was a marvel, G-cups at minimum, and the shemales—fuck, their bulges were obscene, cocks and balls barely contained by lacy knickers under flippy hems. Colin’s jeans tightened as he gawked, his bi-curious cock stirring at the sight.

Two shemales approached, their heels clicking like a metronome for sin. Daphne, a brunette with J-cup juggernauts, wore a crimson blouse that clung to her titanic tits, the top buttons undone to flash a lacy, industrial-strength bra. Her pleated skirt, barely mid-thigh, swished with every step, hinting at the massive package beneath. Violet, a blonde with equally prodigious pillows, rocked a teal sweater that hugged her whopping whoppers, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her garter, revealing satin panties stretched taut over her hefty bollocks. Colin’s mouth went dry, his prick throbbing as he imagined those balls in his hands.

“Lost, love?” Daphne purred, her voice a velvet caress. She patted his bum, her fingers lingering. “You look like you’ve never seen a proper pair of knockers before.”

Violet giggled, leaning forward so her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggled inches from Colin’s face. “Or a proper cock, maybe? You’re blushing like you want a taste.” Her skirt rode up as she shifted, her enormous balls straining the seams of her silk knickers, a 10-inch cock outlined like a promise.

Colin stammered, his cock now a full-on tent in his jeans. “I—I’m Colin. From Canada. I don’t know how I got here.”

The shemales exchanged a look, their lips curling into wicked smiles. “Canada, eh? Well, you’re in London now, pet,” Violet said, her hand brushing his thigh. “Come to our flat for a cuppa. We’ll sort you out.” Her bra straps peeked from her sweater, thick and reinforced to cradle her massive mounds.

They led him through bustling streets, their hips swaying, skirts flipping to flash their bulging panties. Every shemale they passed was a vision—tits like zeppelins, cocks and balls barely concealed by tight skirts or dresses. One bent to pick up a dropped glove, her skirt hiking to reveal balls so heavy they stretched her thong to breaking. Colin’s prick ached, his bi fantasies running wild. He imagined Daphne’s cock in his mouth, Violet’s tits smothering his face, and his own dick wept pre-cum.

Their flat was a riot of floral wallpaper and plush furniture, the air heavy with lavender and lust. Daphne kicked off her heels, her skirt riding up as she bent to light the gas fire. Her balls, massive and pendulous, swung in her lacy knickers, the outline of her 10-inch cock making Colin’s throat tighten. “Like what you see, love?” she teased, catching his stare. She tugged her blouse open, revealing a bra that could’ve doubled as a parachute, her titanic tits spilling over the cups.

Violet joined her, peeling off her sweater to expose a pink bra straining under her gargantuan gazongas. “Our boyfriends are at work,” she sighed, her skirt flipping as she bent to pour tea. Her balls, bigger than plums, dangled in silk panties, her cock semi-erect and thick. “Though their pricks are nothing compared to ours. Tiny, useless things.”

The doorbell chimed, and a neighbor sauntered in—a shemale named Rose with K-cup knockers wobbling in a tight blouse. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene. “Oh, girls, you’ve got a guest!” she cooed, patting Colin’s arse. Her bra, a marvel of engineering, peeked through her blouse as she leaned over to grab a biscuit, her balls swinging in satin knickers when her skirt rode up. “My boyfriend’s cock is a bloody disappointment,” she moaned, eyeing Daphne’s and Violet’s bulges. “Not like these monsters. You ever seen bollocks this big, Canadian?”

Colin’s face burned, his cock so hard it hurt. “N-no,” he managed, picturing Rose’s massive prick slapping his face while Daphne’s tits bounced above him. His bi side was screaming, torn between sucking their cocks and burying his face in their colossal cleavage.

Daphne smirked, her hand grazing his crotch. “You’re packing a nice one yourself, love. But you’re in our world now, and we play big.” She yanked her skirt up, revealing her cock—thick, veined, and fully erect, her balls heavy and begging to be licked. Violet followed, her own monster dick springing free, her bra barely containing her bouncing bazooms.

Colin’s knees wobbled, his prick leaking in his jeans. “I—I don’t know what’s happening,” he gasped, but his body knew, his hips twitching toward their massive endowments.

Rose giggled, her own cock tenting her skirt. “Oh, he’s a keeper. Bring him to the office party tonight, girls. The secretaries there have tits and cocks that’ll make his head spin.”

Violet nodded, her balls swaying as she bent to pick up a dropped spoon, her panties barely holding her package. “It’s at the ad agency. Skirts so short you’ll see every bollock in the room. You in, Colin?”

He nodded, too horny to think straight. The thought of a room full of busty shemales, their bras bursting and cocks throbbing under flippy skirts, was too much. His bi dreams were coming true, and he was already imagining Daphne’s cock in his arse while Violet’s tits smothered him.

As they led him to the door, Daphne’s hand squeezed his bum, her bra straps digging into her shoulders under her blouse. “Stick with us, love,” she whispered, her cock brushing his thigh through her skirt. “We’ll show you how London fucks.”

Colin’s prick pulsed, his mind a haze of tits, cocks, and balls. Whatever this world was, he was already addicted, and the night ahead promised to be a filthy, cum-soaked adventure.




Chapter 2: The Office Orgy Overflow

Colin’s cock was still half-hard from Daphne’s and Violet’s flat, his jeans a tight prison as he followed the shemales through London’s neon-lit streets. The night air was thick with perfume and promise, every corner revealing another busty beauty or shemale with tits like blimps and skirts that barely hid their massive packages. Daphne’s J-cup juggernauts wobbled in her crimson blouse, the lacy bra beneath straining to contain her colossal cans. Her pleated skirt swished, flashing glimpses of satin knickers stretched over her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up with every step to reveal silk panties clinging to her hefty bollocks, her prick a thick outline begging to be sucked. Colin’s bi fantasies were in overdrive, his prick leaking pre-cum as he imagined burying his face in their tits while jerking their massive dicks.

The ad agency’s office was a glass-and-chrome palace, the lobby buzzing with shemales in tight blouses and skirts so short they were practically belts. A receptionist with K-cup knockers leaned over her desk, her blouse gaping to show a bra that could’ve held melons, her pencil skirt riding up to flash balls so heavy they strained her thong. “Welcome, loves,” she purred, patting Colin’s arse. “Party’s upstairs. Mind the bulges.” Her cock tented her skirt, and Colin’s throat tightened, his own dick throbbing at the thought of her balls in his mouth.

Daphne and Violet led him to a packed conference room, the air heavy with gin and lust. Shemales strutted about, their gargantuan gazongas bouncing in sweaters and blouses, their skirts flipping to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. One shemale, her L-cup tits spilling over a corset top, bent to pick up a dropped glass, her skirt hiking to show balls so massive they ripped her panties’ seams. “Fuck, my boyfriend’s prick is a joke compared to this,” she muttered, eyeing Violet’s bulge. Colin’s cock twitched, his bi side screaming to taste her package while her tits smothered him.

Daphne grabbed a martini, her bra straps digging into her shoulders as her titanic tits jiggled. “This is where the real fun happens, Colin,” she said, her hand squeezing his bum. She tugged her skirt up, her cock semi-erect and dripping in her knickers, her balls swinging like pendulums. “See anything you like?” Violet joined her, her sweater half-unbuttoned to flash her pink bra, her balls dangling in silk panties as she bent to adjust her heel. “Our boyfriends are here somewhere,” she sighed, “but their tiny cocks can’t compete with ours. Or yours, maybe?” Her eyes flicked to Colin’s crotch, where his prick was a shameless tent.

A shemale named Iris approached, her M-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a marvel of engineering. Her flippy skirt barely covered her cock, the bulge obscene as her balls swayed in satin knickers. “Daphne, Violet, who’s this Canadian cutie?” she cooed, patting Colin’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking pathetic—barely four inches. Look at these monsters!” She nodded at Violet’s package, her own cock hardening under her skirt. Colin’s prick ached, his mind a haze of tits and balls, his bi-curious cock begging to join the fray.

The music shifted to a sultry beat, and the room became a writhing mass of bodies. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her blouse open, her bra barely holding her bouncing bazooms as she grinded against another shemale, their cocks rubbing through their skirts. Another bent over a table, her skirt flipping to reveal balls so heavy they stretched her thong to breaking, her partner’s hands groping her massive tits. Colin’s cock was rock-hard, his jeans soaked with pre-cum as he watched, torn between diving into the orgy or fleeing in horny panic.

Daphne pulled him close, her tits pressing against his chest, her cock brushing his thigh through her skirt. “Don’t be shy, love,” she whispered, her bra creaking under her colossal cans. She guided his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers, her balls heavy and warm. Violet joined them, her sweater off now, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies bounced. “Let’s show him how London fucks,” she said, yanking her skirt up to free her cock, thick and veined, her balls dangling like ripe fruit.

Iris giggled, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal her M-cup mounds, her cock fully erect under her skirt. “Oh, he’s gonna love this,” she said, bending to pick up a dropped olive. Her skirt rode up, her balls swinging in satin knickers, so massive they made Colin’s cock weep. “My husband’s never made me cum like these girls can,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s prick. Colin’s bi side took over, his hand reaching for Daphne’s cock, his lips craving her tits.

The party erupted into full debauchery. A shemale with K-cup knockers straddled a chair, her cock out and stroking, her bra discarded as her tits bounced. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties as her skirt flipped up. Colin’s prick was a pulsing rod, his mind lost in the sea of tits and cocks. Daphne pushed him onto a couch, her bra off now, her J-cup juggernauts swaying as she straddled him. Her cock slapped his chest, her balls heavy against his stomach. “Ready, love?” she purred, her knickers gone, her prick dripping.

Violet knelt beside him, her tits smothering his face, her cock in her hand. “Suck it, Colin,” she urged, her balls swaying as she leaned in. Iris joined, her M-cup mammaries bouncing as she jerked her own cock, her balls dangling in her ripped knickers. “Fuck, I need a real dick,” she moaned, eyeing Colin’s bulge. He fumbled with his jeans, his prick springing free—thick, not quite 10 inches, but enough to make Daphne whistle. “Not bad, Canada,” she said, stroking him while her own cock rubbed his thigh.

The room was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. Colin’s bi dreams were reality, his mouth on Violet’s prick, his hands on Daphne’s tits, Iris’s balls in his palm. He was drowning in smut, and he fucking loved it. As Daphne’s cock teased his arse, the party raged on, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting.

“Welcome to London, love,” Violet whispered, her tits jiggling as she came, her cock pulsing in his mouth. Colin’s own prick erupted, his bi-curious soul alight. Whatever this world was, he was hooked, and the night was far from over.




Chapter 3: The Backroom Bollocks Bash

Colin’s cock was still pulsing from the conference room orgy, his jeans sticky with his own cum as Daphne and Violet dragged him through the ad agency’s glass corridors. The air was thick with perfume and sex, every shemale they passed a vision of J-cup juggernauts and skirts so tight they outlined cocks and balls like a pornographic relief map. Daphne’s crimson blouse clung to her titanic tits, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, barely covering her 10-inch prick and hefty bollocks stuffed into satin knickers. Violet’s teal sweater was back on, stretched taut over her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up to flash silk panties straining against her massive balls. Colin’s bi-curious prick throbbed, his mind a haze of tits and cocks, his mouth still tasting Violet’s cum from the couch.

They led him to a dimly lit backroom, the door marked “Private: Executive Lounge.” Inside, the scene was a fucking fever dream. Shemales lounged on velvet sofas, their colossal cans spilling from unbuttoned blouses, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. A shemale with L-cup knockers leaned over a bar, her bra creaking as her tits wobbled, her pencil skirt riding up to show balls so heavy they stretched her thong to tatters. “My boyfriend’s prick is a bloody twig,” she moaned to another shemale, whose K-cup bazooms bounced as she nodded, her own cock tenting her flippy skirt. Colin’s prick twitched, his bi side screaming to dive into this sea of bulging packages and bouncing boobs.

Daphne smirked, patting his arse. “Welcome to the real party, love,” she purred, her bra straps digging into her shoulders as her J-cup juggernauts jiggled. She tugged her skirt up, her cock half-hard and dripping in her knickers, her balls swinging like pendulums. Violet joined her, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her massive mounds threatening to snap the fabric. “The execs here have the biggest tits and cocks in London,” she said, bending to pick up a dropped cigarette. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so fucking huge Colin’s cock wept pre-cum imagining them in his hands.

A shemale named Sylvia approached, her M-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace and steel. Her microskirt barely covered her cock, the bulge obscene as her balls swayed in satin knickers. “Daphne, Violet, who’s this foreign snack?” she cooed, her hand grazing Colin’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is a fucking disgrace—barely three inches. Look at these!” She nodded at Daphne’s package, her own prick hardening under her skirt. Colin’s cock ached, his bi fantasies running wild as he pictured Sylvia’s massive tits smothering him while her cock slapped his face.

The room pulsed with a low, sultry beat, and the shemales started to move. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her blouse open, her bra discarded as her tits bounced, her cock out and stroking under her flipped-up skirt. Another bent over a table, her balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up, her partner’s hands groping her colossal cans. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans soaked as he watched, torn between joining the fray or cumming in his pants from sheer horniness.

Violet pulled him to a plush armchair, her tits pressing against his chest, her cock brushing his thigh through her skirt. “Let’s give you a proper London welcome,” she whispered, her bra creaking under her stupendous sweater-puppies. She guided his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers, her balls heavy and warm. Daphne knelt beside him, her blouse off now, her J-cup juggernauts swaying as she straddled his lap. Her cock slapped his stomach, her balls heavy against his crotch. “Ready for round two, love?” she purred, her knickers gone, her prick dripping.

Sylvia joined, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal her M-cup mounds, her cock fully erect under her skirt. “Oh, he’s fucking delicious,” she said, bending to pick up a dropped glass. Her skirt rode up, her balls swinging in satin knickers, so massive they made Colin’s cock pulse. “My husband’s never made me scream like these girls can,” she moaned, stroking Daphne’s prick. Colin’s bi side took over, his hand wrapping around Violet’s cock, his lips craving her tits.

The backroom was a fucking orgy now. A shemale with K-cup knockers straddled a chair, her cock out and jerking, her bra tossed aside as her tits bounced. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls dangling from her panties as her skirt flipped up. Colin’s prick was a pulsing rod, his mind lost in the sea of tits and cocks. Violet pushed her cock into his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls swaying as she thrust. Daphne teased his arse with her prick, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she leaned in. Sylvia’s balls were in his hand, her M-cup mammaries jiggling as she jerked her own cock, moaning about her husband’s “useless little dick.”

Colin fumbled with his jeans, his prick springing free—thick, not quite 10 inches, but enough to make Sylvia gasp. “Fuck, Canada’s got game,” she said, stroking him while her own cock rubbed his thigh. The room was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. Colin’s bi dreams were a sweaty reality, his mouth full of Violet’s prick, his hands on Daphne’s tits, Sylvia’s balls heavy in his palm. He was drowning in smut, and he fucking loved it.

As Daphne’s cock slid into his arse, the party raged on, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. A shemale with L-cup tits came across the room, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came in his mouth, her tits jiggling wildly.

“Fuck, you’re a natural,” Daphne whispered, her cock pulsing in his arse, her balls slapping his thighs. Colin’s bi-curious soul was alight, his body a mess of cum and lust. The backroom was a temple of filth, and he was its newest worshipper.

Sylvia leaned in, her M-cup mounds swaying. “Stick around, love. Tomorrow’s the agency’s big pitch meeting. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll see every bollock in the room.” Colin nodded, too fucked-out to speak, his prick still twitching. Whatever this world was, he was in deep, and the next day promised even more debauchery.




Chapter 4: The Pitch Meeting Pounding

Colin woke on Daphne’s velvet couch, his cock stiff and his jeans crusty from last night’s backroom debauchery. The ad agency’s orgy had left him reeling—Violet’s 10-inch prick in his mouth, Daphne’s massive balls slapping his thighs, Sylvia’s M-cup mammaries bouncing as she jerked her cock. His bi-curious soul was fucking alive in this alternate London, where every shemale was a J-cup goddess with a cock that could choke a horse and balls barely contained by lacy knickers. He stumbled to the bathroom, splashing water on his face, his prick twitching at the memory of those titanic tits and bulging packages.

Daphne and Violet were already dressed for the agency’s big pitch meeting, their outfits a pornographic dream. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her J-cup juggernauts, the top buttons undone to flash a lacy bra that groaned under her colossal cans. Her pleated skirt, barely mid-thigh, swished to reveal satin panties stretched taut over her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to tie her heels, her silk knickers straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Colin’s cock tented his jeans, his bi fantasies screaming to bury his face in their tits while sucking their massive dicks.

“Morning, love,” Daphne purred, patting his arse. “Ready for the pitch meeting? It’s a fucking circus—tits and cocks everywhere.” Her bra straps dug into her shoulders, her titanic tits jiggling as she handed him a coffee. Violet smirked, leaning forward so her whopping whoppers nearly spilled from her sweater. “The execs love a show,” she said, her skirt riding up to flash her balls, so heavy they stretched her panties’ seams. “And we’re betting you’ll be the star.” Her cock twitched under her skirt, and Colin’s prick wept pre-cum, imagining her balls in his mouth.

The agency’s boardroom was a glass-walled temple of lust, packed with shemales in tight blouses and skirts so short they were practically obscene. A senior exec, Penelope, strutted in with L-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a marvel of engineering. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin knickers. “Let’s make this campaign fuckable,” she barked, bending to grab a marker. Her skirt rode up, her balls dangling so massively they ripped her thong, making Colin’s cock throb. Another shemale, Clara, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a bloody joke—barely four inches. Look at Penelope’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Colin’s bi side screamed to taste it.

Daphne and Violet took seats, their skirts flipping to flash their bulging knickers. Daphne’s cock was half-hard, her balls swinging as she crossed her legs, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Violet’s sweater gaped, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies bounced. They beckoned Colin to sit between them, their hands grazing his thighs, their bulges brushing his hips. “Just watch,” Violet whispered, her balls swaying in her silk panties as she leaned in. “This is where it gets filthy.”

Penelope launched into the pitch, a campaign for a new perfume called “Lust.” Shemale models paraded in, their M-cup mammaries spilling from corset tops, their microskirts revealing cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. One model, Ruby, bent to adjust her heel, her skirt flipping to show balls so heavy they stretched her thong to breaking. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless,” she muttered, eyeing Daphne’s bulge. Colin’s prick ached, his jeans soaked as he imagined Ruby’s cock in his arse while her tits smothered him.

The room erupted into chaos as the models started “demonstrating” the perfume’s effect. Ruby yanked her corset down, her M-cup mounds bouncing as she stroked her cock, her balls dangling in her ripped knickers. Another model sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own J-cup jugs jiggling as her skirt rode up. Penelope grinned, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal her L-cup knockers, her bra discarded as her tits bounced. “This is the vibe we’re selling,” she said, her cock out and jerking under her skirt, her balls swinging in satin panties.

Daphne pulled Colin close, her tits pressing against his arm, her cock rubbing his thigh through her skirt. “Time to join in, love,” she purred, guiding his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt before him, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Suck it, Canada,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls heavy and begging to be licked. Ruby joined, her M-cup mammaries jiggling as she jerked her own cock, her balls in Colin’s other hand. “Fuck, I need a real dick,” she moaned, her thong gone, her prick dripping.

The boardroom was a fucking orgy now. Clara straddled a chair, her K-cup bazooms bouncing as she rode a shemale’s cock, her skirt a crumpled heap. Another shemale came across the table, her J-cup jugs jiggling, her balls swinging in her ripped knickers. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans undone as Daphne stroked him, her J-cup juggernauts swaying. Violet’s cock filled his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls slapping his chin. Ruby’s prick teased his arse, her M-cup mounds bouncing as she leaned in.

Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came, her tits jiggling wildly. Daphne’s prick pulsed in his hand, her balls heavy as she moaned, “Fuck, you’re a natural.” Ruby’s cock slid into his arse, her balls slapping his thighs, her M-cup mammaries a vision of lust. The room was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging, skirts flying and bras snapping.

Penelope clapped, her L-cup knockers swaying. “That’s the fucking campaign! Colin, you’re hired—unofficial mascot. Stick with Daphne and Violet; they’ll show you the ropes.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Colin nodded, too fucked-out to speak, his prick still twitching. The pitch was a success, and he was deeper in this cock-and-tit-crazed world than ever.

As they left the boardroom, Daphne’s hand squeezed his arse, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. “Next stop, the client dinner,” she whispered, her cock brushing his thigh. “More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll cum just looking.” Colin’s bi-curious soul was hooked, ready for whatever filthy adventure came next.




Chapter 5: The Client Dinner Debauchery

Colin’s cock was still tingling from the boardroom orgy, his jeans a sticky mess as he trailed Daphne and Violet through London’s glittering streets. The city was a fucking wet dream, every shemale strutting with J-cup juggernauts and skirts so tight their cocks and balls were practically on display. Daphne’s crimson blouse clung to her titanic tits, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stretched over her 10-inch prick and massive bollocks. Violet’s teal sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up to reveal silk panties straining against her hefty balls and thick cock. Colin’s bi-curious prick throbbed, his mind reeling from the pitch meeting—Violet’s cock in his mouth, Daphne’s tits bouncing, Ruby’s balls slapping his thighs. He was drowning in this pervy paradise, and his cock fucking loved it.

They arrived at a posh restaurant, its chandeliers casting a glow over tables packed with shemales in tight dresses and blouses. A hostess with K-cup knockers leaned over to check their reservation, her blouse gaping to show a bra that could’ve doubled as a hammock, her pencil skirt riding up to flash balls so heavy they stretched her thong to breaking. “This way, loves,” she purred, patting Colin’s arse. “The client’s waiting.” Her cock tented her skirt, and Colin’s prick twitched, imagining her balls in his mouth while her tits smothered him.

The private dining room was a den of decadence, the air thick with wine and lust. Shemales lounged around a long table, their colossal cans spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. A client, Miranda, commanded the room, her L-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace. Her flippy skirt barely covered her cock, the bulge obscene as her balls swayed in satin knickers. “Daphne, Violet, who’s this Canadian dish?” she cooed, her hand grazing Colin’s thigh. “My husband’s prick is a fucking tragedy—barely three inches. Look at these!” She nodded at Violet’s package, her own cock hardening under her skirt. Colin’s cock ached, his bi fantasies screaming to taste her massive tits and throbbing prick.

Daphne smirked, patting his bum. “Colin’s our new mascot,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. She tugged her skirt up, her cock half-hard and dripping in her knickers, her balls swinging like pendulums. Violet leaned in, her sweater unbuttoned to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “He’s got a knack for handling big packages,” she teased, bending to pick up a dropped napkin. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so fucking huge Colin’s prick wept pre-cum imagining them in his hands.

The dinner began, but it was less about food and more about foreplay. A shemale with M-cup mounds yanked her blouse open, her bra discarded as her tits bounced, her cock out and stroking under her flipped-up skirt. Another bent over to grab a wine bottle, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her colossal cans. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Miranda’s bulge. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans soaked as he watched, his bi side begging to join the filthy fray.

Miranda stood, her L-cup knockers swaying as she proposed a toast. “To Lust—the perfume that’ll make every cock hard and every tit bounce!” She unbuttoned her blouse, her bra straining as her tits jiggled, her cock tenting her skirt. The room cheered, skirts flipping, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pulled Colin close, her tits pressing against his arm, her cock rubbing his thigh through her skirt. “Time to shine, love,” she whispered, guiding his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside him, her sweater off, her pink bra creaking as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Show them what Canada’s got,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be sucked.

A shemale named Hazel joined, her J-cup jugs bouncing in a tight blouse, her bra peeking through as her microskirt flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is useless,” she moaned, stroking Daphne’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, tenting her skirt, and Colin’s bi side took over, his hand wrapping around Violet’s prick, his lips craving her tits. The room was a fucking orgy now, plates forgotten as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with K-cup bazooms straddled a chair, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up.

Colin’s jeans were undone, his prick springing free—thick, not quite 10 inches, but enough to make Miranda whistle. “Fuck, Canada’s packing,” she said, stroking him while her own cock rubbed his thigh. Daphne’s prick teased his arse, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she leaned in. Violet’s cock filled his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls slapping his chin. Hazel’s balls were in his hand, her J-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock, moaning about her husband’s “pathetic little dick.”

The dining room was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with M-cup mammaries came across the table, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came, her tits jiggling wildly. Daphne’s prick pulsed in his arse, her balls slapping his thighs, her J-cup juggernauts a vision of lust.

Miranda clapped, her L-cup knockers swaying. “That’s the fucking spirit! Colin, you’re coming to the campaign shoot tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll see every bollock in the studio.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Colin nodded, too fucked-out to speak, his prick still twitching. The dinner was a success, and he was deeper in this cock-and-tit-crazed world than ever.

As they left the restaurant, Violet’s hand squeezed his arse, her bra creaking under her stupendous sweater-puppies. “Tomorrow’s gonna be filthier,” she whispered, her cock brushing his thigh. “You ready, Canada?” Colin’s bi-curious soul was hooked, his body a mess of cum and lust, ready for whatever smutty adventure came next.




Chapter 6: The Studio Smut Spectacle

Colin’s cock was still buzzing from the client dinner, his jeans a crusty reminder of the orgy—Violet’s thick prick in his mouth, Daphne’s massive balls slapping his thighs, Miranda’s L-cup knockers bouncing as she stroked her cock. He’d stumbled back to Daphne’s flat, crashing on her couch, his bi-curious mind swimming in this alternate London where every shemale was a J-cup goddess with a 10-inch cock and balls that stretched their lacy knickers to breaking. Now, bleary-eyed and horny, he followed Daphne and Violet to the ad agency’s studio for the “Lust” perfume campaign shoot, his prick already twitching at the thought of more tits and bulges.

The studio was a cavern of lights and mirrors, buzzing with shemales in outfits that screamed sex. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust a light, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Colin’s cock tented his jeans, his bi fantasies screaming to bury his face in their massive tits while jerking their dripping dicks.

A director, Scarlett, strutted in, her M-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a marvel of lace and steel. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin knickers. “Let’s make this shoot fuckable,” she barked, bending to grab a script. Her skirt rode up, her balls dangling so massively they ripped her thong, making Colin’s prick throb. Another shemale, Nora, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking joke—barely four inches. Look at Scarlett’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Colin’s bi side screamed to taste it.

Daphne and Violet pulled Colin to a set dressed like a boudoir, all velvet and silk. “You’re our prop, love,” Daphne purred, patting his arse. Her bra creaked under her J-cup juggernauts, her cock half-hard and dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt up. Violet smirked, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Just follow our lead,” she said, bending to pick up a prop bottle. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Colin’s cock wept pre-cum imagining them in his mouth.

The shoot began, but it was less about photos and more about porn. Shemale models strutted in, their L-cup knockers spilling from corset tops, their microskirts revealing cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. One model, Jade, bent to spritz the perfume, her skirt flipping to show balls so heavy they stretched her thong to tatters. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless,” she muttered, eyeing Violet’s bulge. Colin’s prick ached, his jeans soaked as he imagined Jade’s cock in his arse while her tits smothered him.

Scarlett called for action, and the set became a fucking orgy. Jade yanked her corset down, her L-cup mounds bouncing as she stroked her cock, her balls dangling in her ripped knickers. Another model sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own J-cup jugs jiggling as her skirt rode up. Scarlett grinned, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal her M-cup knockers, her bra discarded as her tits bounced. “This is the fucking vibe,” she said, her cock out and jerking under her skirt, her balls swinging in satin panties.

Daphne pulled Colin onto a plush bed, her tits pressing against his chest, her cock rubbing his thigh through her skirt. “Time to perform, love,” she whispered, guiding his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside him, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Suck it, Canada,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked. Jade joined, her L-cup mammaries jiggling as she jerked her own cock, her balls in Colin’s other hand. “Fuck, I need a real dick,” she moaned, her thong gone, her prick dripping.

The studio was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms straddled a prop chair, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another came across the set, her J-cup jugs jiggling, her balls swinging in her ripped knickers. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans undone as Daphne stroked him, her J-cup juggernauts swaying. Violet’s cock filled his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls slapping his chin. Jade’s prick teased his arse, her L-cup mounds bouncing as she leaned in.

Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came, her tits jiggling wildly. Daphne’s prick pulsed in his hand, her balls heavy as she moaned, “Fuck, you’re a star.” Jade’s cock slid into his arse, her balls slapping his thighs, her L-cup mammaries a vision of lust. The cameras rolled, capturing every sweaty thrust and bouncing boob, the shoot turning into a full-on porn production.

Scarlett clapped, her M-cup knockers swaying. “That’s the fucking campaign! Colin, you’re the face of Lust—unofficial, of course.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. “Join us at the launch party tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll cum just walking in.” Colin nodded, too fucked-out to speak, his prick still twitching. The shoot was a triumph, and he was deeper in this cock-and-tit-crazed world than ever.

As they left the studio, Violet’s hand squeezed his arse, her bra creaking under her stupendous sweater-puppies. “The launch party’s gonna be filthier,” she whispered, her cock brushing his thigh. “You ready, Canada?” Colin’s bi-curious soul was hooked, his body a mess of cum and lust, craving the next smutty adventure.




Chapter 7: The Launch Party Lustfest

Colin’s cock was still humming from the studio shoot, his jeans a sticky testament to the orgy—Violet’s thick prick in his mouth, Daphne’s J-cup juggernauts bouncing, Jade’s massive balls slapping his thighs. He’d barely slept, crashing at Daphne’s flat, his bi-curious mind lost in this alternate London where every shemale was a J-cup goddess with a 10-inch cock and balls that stretched their lacy knickers to the limit. Now, trailing Daphne and Violet to the “Lust” perfume launch party, his prick was already twitching, eager for more tits and bulges in a room full of horny, busty shemales.

The venue was a glittering ballroom, its chandeliers casting a sultry glow over a crowd of shemales in outfits that screamed fuck-me-now. Daphne’s crimson blouse clung to her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her heels, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Colin’s cock tented his jeans, his bi fantasies screaming to bury his face in their massive tits while sucking their dripping dicks.

A hostess, Elise, greeted them, her K-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin knickers. “Welcome, loves,” she purred, patting Colin’s arse. “The party’s just getting started.” She bent to pick up a dropped tray, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Colin’s prick throb. Another shemale, Fiona, with L-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a bloody disaster—barely three inches. Look at Elise’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Colin’s bi side screamed to taste it.

Daphne and Violet led him to a velvet-lined VIP area, where shemales lounged with colossal cans spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. A client, Giselle, held court, her M-cup mammaries bouncing in a corset top, her microskirt flashing her massive balls in satin knickers. “Daphne, Violet, who’s this Canadian stud?” she cooed, her hand grazing Colin’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking pathetic—barely four inches. Look at these!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Colin’s cock ached, his bi fantasies craving her massive tits and throbbing prick.

Daphne smirked, patting his bum. “Colin’s our secret weapon,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “He’s got a taste for big packages,” she teased, bending to grab a champagne flute. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Colin’s prick wept pre-cum imagining them in his mouth.

The party kicked into high gear, the music a sultry pulse as shemales started to move. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her blouse open, her bra discarded as her tits bounced, her cock out and stroking under her flipped-up skirt. Another bent over a table, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they stretched her thong to tatters, her partner’s hands groping her colossal cans. “My boyfriend’s dick is a fucking joke,” she moaned, eyeing Giselle’s bulge. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans soaked as he watched, his bi side begging to dive into the filthy fray.

Giselle stood, her M-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Lust” into the air. “To pleasure!” she toasted, unbuttoning her corset to reveal her tits, her bra gone as her cock tented her skirt. The room roared, skirts flipping, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pulled Colin onto a plush sofa, her tits pressing against his chest, her cock rubbing his thigh through her skirt. “Time to shine, love,” she whispered, guiding his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside him, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Suck it, Canada,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Fiona joined, her L-cup bazooms bouncing in a tight blouse, her bra peeking through as her microskirt flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is useless,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, tenting her skirt, and Colin’s bi side took over, his hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, his lips craving her tits. The VIP area was a fucking orgy now, champagne forgotten as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with K-cup bazooms straddled a chair, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up.

Colin’s jeans were undone, his prick springing free—thick, not quite 10 inches, but enough to make Giselle whistle. “Fuck, Canada’s got it,” she said, stroking him while her own cock rubbed his thigh. Violet’s prick filled his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls slapping his chin. Daphne’s cock teased his arse, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she leaned in. Fiona’s balls were in his hand, her L-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock, moaning about her husband’s “pathetic little dick.”

The ballroom was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with M-cup mammaries came across the room, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came, her tits jiggling wildly. Daphne’s prick pulsed in his arse, her balls slapping his thighs, her J-cup juggernauts a vision of lust.

Giselle clapped, her M-cup mounds swaying. “That’s the fucking launch! Colin, you’re coming to the afterparty at my penthouse. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll drown in bollocks.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Colin nodded, too fucked-out to speak, his prick still twitching. The party was a triumph, and he was deeper in this cock-and-tit-crazed world than ever.

As they left the ballroom, Daphne’s hand squeezed his arse, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. “The penthouse is next, love,” she whispered, her cock brushing his thigh. “You ready for more, Canada?” Colin’s bi-curious soul was hooked, his body a mess of cum and lust, craving the next smutty adventure.




Chapter 8: The Penthouse Pounding

Colin’s cock was still pulsing from the “Lust” launch party, his jeans a sticky mess from the orgy—Violet’s thick prick in his mouth, Daphne’s J-cup juggernauts bouncing, Giselle’s M-cup mounds swaying as she stroked her cock. He’d barely caught his breath, crashing at Daphne’s flat, his bi-curious mind drowning in this alternate London where every shemale was a J-cup goddess with a 10-inch cock and balls that stretched their lacy knickers to the brink. Now, following Daphne and Violet to Giselle’s penthouse for the afterparty, his prick was already throbbing, craving more tits and bulges in a room packed with horny, busty shemales.

The penthouse was a palace of glass and velvet, its skyline view overshadowed by a crowd of shemales in outfits that screamed raw sex. Daphne’s crimson blouse clung to her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to grab a cocktail, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Colin’s cock tented his jeans, his bi fantasies screaming to bury his face in their massive tits while jerking their dripping dicks.

A shemale, Chloe, greeted them, her L-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin knickers. “Welcome, loves,” she purred, patting Colin’s arse. “Giselle’s waiting.” She bent to pick up a dropped olive, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Colin’s prick throb. Another shemale, Lila, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking tragedy—barely three inches. Look at Chloe’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Colin’s bi side screamed to taste it.

Giselle lounged on a plush sofa, her M-cup mammaries bouncing in a corset top, her microskirt flashing her massive balls in satin knickers. “Daphne, Violet, bring me that Canadian stud,” she cooed, her hand grazing Colin’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Look at these!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Colin’s cock ached, his bi fantasies craving her massive tits and throbbing prick.

Daphne smirked, patting his bum. “Colin’s our star,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “He loves a big package,” she teased, bending to grab a champagne flute. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Colin’s prick wept pre-cum imagining them in his mouth.

The penthouse pulsed with a sultry beat, and the shemales started to move. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her blouse open, her bra discarded as her tits bounced, her cock out and stroking under her flipped-up skirt. Another bent over a bar, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they stretched her thong to tatters, her partner’s hands groping her colossal cans. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Giselle’s bulge. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans soaked as he watched, his bi side begging to dive into the filthy fray.

Giselle stood, her M-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Lust” into the air. “To excess!” she toasted, unbuttoning her corset to reveal her tits, her bra gone as her cock tented her skirt. The room roared, skirts flipping, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pulled Colin onto a velvet chaise, her tits pressing against his chest, her cock rubbing his thigh through her skirt. “Time to perform, love,” she whispered, guiding his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside him, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Suck it, Canada,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Chloe joined, her L-cup bazooms bouncing in a tight blouse, her bra peeking through as her microskirt flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Daphne’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, tenting her skirt, and Colin’s bi side took over, his hand wrapping around Violet’s prick, his lips craving her tits. The penthouse was a fucking orgy now, cocktails forgotten as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with K-cup bazooms straddled a chair, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up.

Colin’s jeans were undone, his prick springing free—thick, not quite 10 inches, but enough to make Giselle whistle. “Fuck, Canada’s packing,” she said, stroking him while her own cock rubbed his thigh. Violet’s prick filled his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls slapping his chin. Daphne’s cock teased his arse, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she leaned in. Chloe’s balls were in his hand, her L-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock, moaning about her husband’s “useless little dick.”

The penthouse was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with M-cup mammaries came across the room, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came, her tits jiggling wildly. Daphne’s prick pulsed in his arse, her balls slapping his thighs, her J-cup juggernauts a vision of lust.

Giselle clapped, her M-cup mounds swaying. “That’s the fucking afterparty! Colin, you’re coming to the underground club tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll drown in bollocks.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Colin nodded, too fucked-out to speak, his prick still twitching. The afterparty was a triumph, and he was deeper in this cock-and-tit-crazed world than ever.

As they left the penthouse, Violet’s hand squeezed his arse, her bra creaking under her stupendous sweater-puppies. “The club’s gonna be filthier,” she whispered, her cock brushing his thigh. “You ready, Canada?” Colin’s bi-curious soul was hooked, his body a mess of cum and lust, craving the next smutty adventure.




Chapter 9: The Underground Club Uproar

Colin’s cock was still buzzing from the penthouse afterparty, his jeans a crusty monument to the orgy—Violet’s thick prick in his mouth, Daphne’s J-cup juggernauts bouncing, Chloe’s L-cup bazooms swaying as she jerked her cock. He’d collapsed at Daphne’s flat, his bi-curious mind drowning in this alternate London where every shemale was a J-cup goddess with a 10-inch cock and balls that stretched their lacy knickers to the brink. Now, trailing Daphne and Violet to an underground club for the next leg of the “Lust” campaign, his prick was throbbing, craving more tits and bulges in a den of horny, busty shemales.

The club was a neon-lit dungeon, its walls pulsing with bass and the air thick with sweat and sex. Daphne’s crimson blouse clung to her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to flash her silk panties, straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Colin’s cock tented his jeans, his bi fantasies screaming to bury his face in their massive tits while sucking their dripping dicks.

A shemale bouncer, Zara, greeted them, her K-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin发言 knickers. “Welcome, loves,” she purred, patting Colin’s arse. “The real party’s downstairs.” She bent to check a list, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Colin’s prick throb. Another shemale, Ivy, with L-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking disaster—barely three inches. Look at Zara’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Colin’s bi side screamed to taste it.

Daphne and Violet led him down a spiral staircase to a basement packed with shemales, their colossal cans spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. A DJ, Raven, spun tracks, her M-cup mammaries bouncing in a corset top, her microskirt flashing her massive balls in satin knickers. “Daphne, Violet, who’s this Canadian snack?” she cooed, her hand grazing Colin’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Look at these!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Colin’s cock ached, his bi fantasies craving her massive tits and throbbing prick.

Daphne smirked, patting his bum. “Colin’s our mascot,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “He’s hooked on big packages,” she teased, bending to grab a glow stick. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Colin’s prick wept pre-cum imagining them in his mouth.

The club erupted into a writhing mass of bodies, the music a primal pulse. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her blouse open, her bra discarded as her tits bounced, her cock out and stroking under her flipped-up skirt. Another bent over a bar, her skirt riding up to reveal balls這麼 heavy they stretched her thong to tatters, her partner’s hands groping her colossal cans. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Raven’s bulge. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans soaked as he watched, his bi side begging to dive into the filthy fray.

Raven jumped onto the DJ booth, her M-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Lust” into the crowd. “To fucking chaos!” she shouted, unbuttoning her corset to reveal her tits, her bra gone as her cock tented her skirt. The room roared, skirts flipping, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pulled Colin onto a leather couch, her tits pressing against his chest, her cock rubbing his thigh through her skirt. “Time to shine, love,” she whispered, guiding his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside him, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Suck it, Canada,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Ivy joined, her L-cup bazooms bouncing in a tight blouse, her bra peeking through as her microskirt flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, tenting her skirt, and Colin’s bi side took over, his hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, his lips craving her tits. The club was a fucking orgy now, drinks forgotten as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with K-cup bazooms straddled a pole, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up.

Colin’s jeans were undone, his prick springing free—thick, not quite 10 inches, but enough to make Raven whistle. “Fuck, Canada’s packing,” she said, stroking him while her own cock rubbed his thigh. Violet’s prick filled his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls slapping his chin. Daphne’s cock teased his arse, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she leaned in. Ivy’s balls were in his hand, her L-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock, moaning about her husband’s “useless little dick.”

The club was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with M-cup mammaries came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came, her tits jiggling wildly. Daphne’s prick pulsed in his arse, her balls slapping his thighs, her J-cup juggernauts a vision of lust.

Raven clapped, her M-cup mounds swaying. “That’s the fucking vibe! Colin, you’re coming to the secret gala tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll drown in bollocks.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Colin nodded, too fucked-out to speak, his prick still twitching. The club was a triumph, and he was deeper in this cock-and-tit-crazed world than ever.

As they left the club, Daphne’s hand squeezed his arse, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. “The gala’s gonna be the filthiest yet,” she whispered, her cock brushing his thigh. “You ready, Canada?” Colin’s bi-curious soul was hooked, his body a mess of cum and lust, craving the final smutty adventure.




Chapter 10: The Secret Gala Climax

Colin’s cock was still tingling from the underground club, his jeans a sticky relic of the orgy—Violet’s thick prick in his mouth, Daphne’s J-cup juggernauts bouncing, Raven’s M-cup mounds swaying as she jerked her cock. He’d barely slept, his bi-curious mind drowning in this alternate alternate London where every shemale was a J-cup goddess with a 10-inch cock and balls that stretched their lacy knickers to the limit. Now, trailing Daphne and Violet to the secret gala, the final event of the “Lust” campaign, his prick was throbbing, craving one last plunge into the sea of tits and bulges.

The gala was held in a hidden mansion, its halls dripping with chandeliers and sin. Daphne’s crimson blouse clung to her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her heels, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Colin’s cock tented his jeans, his bi fantasies screaming to bury his face in their massive tits while sucking their dripping dicks.

A shemale usher, Sienna, greeted them, her L-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin knickers. “Welcome, loves,” she purred, patting Colin’s arse. “The gala’s in the ballroom.” She bent to pick up a dropped ribbon, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Colin’s prick throb. Another shemale, Tessa, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking disaster—barely three inches. Look at Sienna’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Colin’s bi side screamed to taste it.

Daphne and Violet led him to a grand ballroom packed with shemales, their colossal cans spilling from low-cut gowns, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. A hostess, Aurora, ruled the scene, her M-cup mammaries bouncing in a corset top, her microskirt flashing her massive balls in satin knickers. “Daphne, Violet, who’s this Canadian god?” she cooed, her hand grazing Colin’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Look at these!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Colin’s cock ached, his bi fantasies craving her massive tits and throbbing prick.

Daphne smirked, patting his bum. “Colin’s our star,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “He’s addicted to big packages,” she teased, bending to grab a rose. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Colin’s prick wept pre-cum imagining them in his mouth.

The gala erupted into a decadent frenzy, the orchestra a sultry pulse. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her gown open, her bra discarded as her tits bounced, her cock out and stroking under her flipped-up skirt. Another bent over a banquet table, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they stretched her thong to tatters, her partner’s hands groping her colossal cans. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Aurora’s bulge. Colin’s prick was rock-hard, his jeans soaked as he watched, his bi side begging to dive into the filthy fray.

Aurora ascended a stage, her M-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Lust” into the crowd. “To eternal pleasure!” she shouted, unbuttoning her corset to reveal her tits, her bra gone as her cock tented her skirt. The room roared, skirts flipping, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pulled Colin onto a silk-draped chaise, her tits pressing against his chest, her cock rubbing his thigh through her skirt. “Time for the grand finale, love,” she whispered, guiding his hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside him, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Suck it, Canada,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Tessa joined, her K-cup bazooms bouncing in a tight gown, her bra peeking through as her microskirt flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, tenting her skirt, and Colin’s bi side took over, his hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, his lips craving her tits. The ballroom was a fucking orgy now, champagne forgotten as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with L-cup bazooms straddled a statue, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up.

Colin’s jeans were undone, his prick springing free—thick, not quite 10 inches, but enough to make Aurora whistle. “Fuck, Canada’s the king,” she said, stroking him while her own cock rubbed his thigh. Violet’s prick filled his mouth, her tits smothering his face, her balls slapping his chin. Daphne’s cock slid into his arse, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she thrust. Tessa’s balls were in his hand, her K-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock, moaning about her husband’s “useless little dick.”

The ballroom was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with M-cup mammaries came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Colin’s own cock erupted, his cum mixing with Violet’s as she came, her tits jiggling wildly. Daphne’s prick pulsed in his arse, her balls slapping his thighs, her J-cup juggernauts a vision of lust.

Aurora clapped, her M-cup mounds swaying. “That’s the fucking climax! Colin, you’re London’s new legend.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. The crowd cheered, and a strange shimmer appeared behind her—a portal, pulsing like the one that brought him here. “Time to choose, love,” Daphne whispered, her hand squeezing his arse. “Stay in our world of tits and cocks, or go back to your boring one.”

Colin’s bi-curious soul was ablaze, his body a mess of cum and lust. He’d found his paradise, a place where his every fantasy—tits, cocks, balls, and all—was reality. He kissed Daphne’s lips, then Violet’s, their massive mounds pressing against him. “I’m staying,” he said, his prick twitching at the thought of endless debauchery.

As the gala raged on, Colin joined the orgy anew, his cock hard and ready. The portal faded, sealing his fate. He was home, in a London of infinite smut, forever fucking with the bustiest, cock-heaviest shemales he’d ever dreamed of.

The Feminist’s Filthy Fall




Chapter 1: Tits, Cocks, and Culture Shock

Bailey’s I-cup tits heaved in her “Smash the Patriarchy” tee as she waved a megaphone at a Seattle rally, her blonde ponytail bouncing with every shout. At 24, she was a fiery SJW, all curves and conviction, her massive knockers a constant annoyance under her activist gear. As she stepped off the stage, a weird shimmer caught her eye—a glowing, pulsating oval behind a protest banner. Curious, she reached out, and with a whoosh that made her pussy tingle, she was sucked into a vortex of heat and light.

She landed arse-first on a London cobblestone street, her tee ripped at the seams, her I-cup juggernauts wobbling free of her bra’s flimsy cups. The air was thick with perfume and petrol, the scene straight out of a 1960s fever dream—but dirtier. Women and shemales strutted by, their J-cup jugs bursting from tight blouses, their skirts so short they flashed lacy knickers stretched over massive cocks and balls. Bailey’s feminist brain screamed “objectification,” but her panties were already damp, her bi-curious urges stirring at the sight of those bulging packages and bouncing bazooms.

Two shemales approached, their heels clicking like a prelude to sin. Daphne, a brunette with J-cup juggernauts, wore a crimson blouse that strained over her titanic tits, the top buttons undone to reveal a lacy bra built like a battleship. Her pleated skirt, barely mid-thigh, swished to flash satin knickers stuffed with a 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet, a blonde with equally colossal cans, rocked a teal sweater that hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her garter, her silk panties straining over her hefty bollocks. Bailey’s mouth went dry, her pussy throbbing as she imagined those balls in her hands, her feminist ideals wobbling like her massive tits.

“Lost, darling?” Daphne purred, her voice dripping sex. She patted Bailey’s arse, her fingers lingering. “You’ve got knockers to rival ours, but you look like you’ve never seen a proper cock.” Violet giggled, leaning forward so her whopping whoppers jiggled inches from Bailey’s face. “Or maybe you have, love? You’re blushing like you want a taste.” Her skirt rode up, her 10-inch cock outlined in her knickers, her balls so heavy they stretched the silk. Bailey’s feminist outrage battled her soaking cunt, her bi side screaming to dive into this depraved world.

“I’m Bailey, from America,” she stammered, her I-cup tits heaving as her torn tee gaped. “This isn’t right—women shouldn’t be… like this!” But her eyes were glued to Daphne’s bulge, her pussy clenching at the thought of that massive prick.

Daphne and Violet exchanged a wicked grin. “America, eh? Well, you’re in London now, pet,” Violet said, her hand brushing Bailey’s thigh. “Come to our agency for a cuppa. We’ll sort you out.” Her bra straps peeked from her sweater, thick and reinforced for her J-cup mounds. They led her through bustling streets, their hips swaying, skirts flipping to flash their bulging knickers. Every shemale was a vision—tits like blimps, cocks and balls barely contained by tight skirts. One bent to pick up a dropped purse, her skirt hiking to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong. Bailey’s pussy dripped, her bi fantasies running wild—Daphne’s cock in her mouth, Violet’s tits smothering her face.

The ad agency was a glass-and-chrome palace, the lobby buzzing with shemales in tight blouses and skirts that barely covered their packages. A receptionist with K-cup knockers leaned over her desk, her blouse gaping to show a bra that could’ve held boulders, her skirt riding up to flash balls straining her knickers. “New typist?” she cooed, patting Bailey’s arse. “You’ll fit right in with those tits.” Bailey’s feminist brain roared, but her cunt was winning, her I-cup jugs tingling as she stared at the receptionist’s bulge.

Daphne and Violet led her to a plush office, the air heavy with lavender and lust. Daphne kicked off her heels, her skirt riding up as she bent to light a cigarette. Her balls, pendulous and massive, swung in her satin knickers, her 10-inch cock a thick outline. “Like the view, love?” she teased, catching Bailey’s stare. She tugged her blouse open, her bra barely containing her titanic tits. Violet joined, peeling off her sweater to reveal a pink bra straining under her stupendous sweater-puppies. “Our boyfriends are at the pub,” she sighed, her skirt flipping as she bent to pour tea. Her balls, bigger than oranges, dangled in silk panties, her cock semi-erect.

The door swung open, and a shemale coworker, Rose, sauntered in, her L-cup knockers wobbling in a tight blouse. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene. “New girl?” she cooed, patting Bailey’s thigh. Her bra peeked through her blouse as she leaned over to grab a pen, her balls swinging in satin knickers when her skirt rode up. “My boyfriend’s prick is a bloody tragedy,” she moaned, eyeing Daphne’s and Violet’s packages. “Not like these monsters. Ever seen bollocks this big, Yank?”

Bailey’s face burned, her pussy so wet it soaked her panties. “This is… oppressive!” she gasped, but her voice faltered, her bi side picturing Rose’s massive cock slapping her face while Daphne’s tits bounced above her. Her I-cup jugs ached, her nipples hard against her torn tee.

Daphne smirked, her hand grazing Bailey’s crotch. “You’re dripping, love. This world’s about pleasure, not politics.” She yanked her skirt up, revealing her cock—thick, veined, and fully erect, her balls begging to be licked. Violet followed, her own monster prick springing free, her bra creaking under her J-cup mounds. Bailey’s feminist resolve crumbled, her cunt screaming for those cocks despite her brain’s protests.

Rose giggled, her blouse unbuttoned to flash her L-cup mounds. “Bring her to the client meeting tonight, girls. The execs have tits and cocks that’ll make her head spin.” Violet nodded, her balls swaying as she bent to pick up a dropped spoon, her panties barely holding her package. “It’s at the top floor. Skirts so short you’ll see every bollock in the room. You in, Bailey?”

Bailey nodded, too horny to argue, her I-cup tits heaving. The thought of a room full of busty shemales, their bras bursting and cocks throbbing under flippy skirts, was too much. Her bi-curious urges were winning, and she was already imagining Daphne’s prick in her pussy while Violet’s tits smothered her.

As they led her out, Daphne’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra straps digging into her shoulders. “Stick with us, love,” she whispered, her cock brushing Bailey’s thigh through her skirt. “We’ll show you how London fucks.” Bailey’s pussy pulsed, her feminist ideals fading in a haze of tits, cocks, and balls. Whatever this world was, she was hooked, and the night ahead promised a filthy, cum-soaked adventure.




Chapter 2: The Perfume Pitch Perversion

Bailey’s I-cup tits wobbled in a borrowed pencil skirt and blouse, the satin fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she followed Daphne and Violet into the ad agency’s top-floor boardroom. Her feminist brain was still reeling from their flat—Daphne’s 10-inch cock bulging in satin knickers, Violet’s J-cup sweater-puppies bouncing, Rose’s L-cup knockers swaying as she moaned about her boyfriend’s “pathetic prick.” This alternate 1960s London was a sexist nightmare, but Bailey’s pussy was traitorously wet, her bi-curious urges screaming to dive into the sea of tits and cocks despite her SJW ideals. Her torn “Smash the Patriarchy” tee was gone, replaced by a tight outfit that made her I-cup mounds look like a porn star’s, and she hated how much she loved it.

The boardroom was a glass-walled den of decadence, packed with shemales in outfits that screamed raw lust. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust a chair, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. The exec, Scarlett, commanded the room, her K-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace and steel. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin knickers. Bailey’s cunt throbbed, her feminist outrage drowning in a haze of bi-curious lust.

“Welcome, loves,” Scarlett purred, patting Bailey’s arse. “Let’s make ‘Crave’ the filthiest campaign yet.” She bent to spritz the perfume, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her 10-inch cock tenting the fabric. Bailey’s pussy pulsed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened against her blouse. “This is objectification!” she wanted to scream, but her soaking knickers told a different story, her bi side craving Scarlett’s bulge.

Daphne smirked, leaning close so her J-cup juggernauts brushed Bailey’s arm. “Relax, darling,” she whispered, her cock half-hard in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet giggled, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “You’ll love this world once you taste it,” she teased, bending to grab a notepad. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt wept imagining them in her hands.

The pitch began, but it was less about marketing and more about mayhem. Shemales strutted in, their L-cup knockers spilling from corset tops, their microskirts flashing cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. A client, Hazel, with M-cup mammaries, moaned, “My boyfriend’s prick is a bloody joke—barely four inches. Look at Scarlett’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Bailey’s bi-curious frenzy kicked into overdrive, her pussy clenching as she stared at Hazel’s bulge. Scarlett sprayed “Crave” into the air, and the room erupted into a groping, cock-stroking frenzy. A shemale yanked her blouse open, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she jerked her cock under her skirt. Another bent over the table, her balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up, her partner’s hands fondling her colossal cans.

Bailey’s feminist resolve cracked as Daphne guided her hand to her bulge, the 10-inch prick throbbing in her satin knickers. “Feel that, love,” Daphne purred, her J-cup juggernauts swaying as she unbuttoned her blouse. Violet knelt before Bailey, her pink bra creaking under her stupendous sweater-puppies. “Taste it, Yank,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked. Hazel joined, her M-cup mounds bouncing as she stroked her own cock, her knickers ripped to shreds. “Fuck, I need a real dick,” she moaned, eyeing Bailey’s trembling hands.

Bailey’s cunt was a soaking mess, her I-cup tits heaving as her feminist ideals drowned in lust. “This is wrong!” she gasped, but her mouth was inches from Violet’s prick, her bi side screaming to suck it while Daphne’s tits smothered her. Scarlett grinned, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal her K-cup knockers, her bra discarded as her tits bounced. “This is ‘Crave,’ darling,” she said, her cock out and jerking under her skirt, her balls swinging in satin panties. The room was a fucking orgy now, shemales groping and thrusting, cocks slapping, and tits bouncing.

A glint caught Bailey’s eye—Scarlett’s necklace, a strange, swirling symbol that matched one she’d seen in the portal’s glow. Her feminist brain flickered, sensing a clue to why she was here, but her pussy was in charge, her hands wrapping around Daphne’s cock, her lips brushing Violet’s tits. Hazel’s prick teased her thigh, her M-cup mammaries jiggling as she moaned about her boyfriend’s “useless little dick.” Bailey’s blouse was undone, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as she surrendered to the chaos.

The boardroom was a symphony of moans, skirts flying, and bras snapping. A shemale with L-cup knockers came across the table, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Bailey’s own pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as Violet’s cock filled her mouth, Daphne’s prick rubbing her thigh, Hazel’s balls in her hand. She was drowning in smut, and she fucking loved it.

Scarlett clapped, her K-cup mounds swaying. “That’s the fucking pitch! Bailey, you’re coming to the product test party tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll drown in bollocks.” She winked, her cock still out, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Bailey nodded, too fucked-out to speak, her pussy still pulsing. The symbol on Scarlett’s necklace lingered in her mind, a hint that this world held secrets beyond its debauchery.

As they left the boardroom, Violet’s hand squeezed Bailey’s arse, her bra creaking under her stupendous sweater-puppies. “Tomorrow’s gonna be filthier,” she whispered, her cock brushing Bailey’s thigh. “You ready, Yank?” Bailey’s bi-curious soul was hooked, her feminist ideals a distant memory, her body a mess of lust. Whatever this world was, she was in deep, and the next night promised even more cum-soaked chaos.




Chapter 3: The Product Test Party Pandemonium

Bailey’s I-cup tits heaved in a borrowed emerald dress, the tight fabric barely containing her massive juggernauts as she trailed Daphne and Violet through London’s neon-lit streets. Her pussy was still throbbing from the boardroom orgy—Daphne’s 10-inch cock in her hand, Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Scarlett’s K-cup knockers bouncing as she jerked her own bulge. That strange symbol on Scarlett’s necklace, matching the portal’s glow, haunted her feminist brain, but her bi-curious cunt was in charge, soaking her knickers at the thought of more tits and cocks. This alternate 1960s London was a patriarchal hellhole, but Bailey’s body was hooked, her SJW ideals crumbling with every pulse of her dripping pussy.

The product test party was in a lavish underground club, its velvet walls pulsing with bass and the air thick with perfume and lust. Daphne’s crimson blouse clung to her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her heels, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt pulsed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened against her dress, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist fury.

A shemale hostess, Elise, greeted them, her L-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the bulge of her cock and balls obscene as they swayed in satin knickers. “Welcome, loves,” she purred, patting Bailey’s arse. “The party’s just getting started.” She bent to pick up a dropped tray, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Bailey’s pussy throb. Another shemale, Fiona, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking tragedy—barely three inches. Look at Elise’s package!” Her own cock tented her flippy skirt, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Fiona’s balls in her mouth.

Daphne and Violet led her to a plush VIP area, where shemales lounged with colossal cans spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. Scarlett was there, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a corset top, her microskirt flashing her massive balls in satin knickers. “Bailey, our Yank star,” she cooed, her hand grazing Bailey’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Look at these!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Bailey’s pussy ached, her bi fantasies craving Scarlett’s massive tits and throbbing prick, the symbol on her necklace glinting again, stirring a flicker of curiosity in her lust-addled mind.

Daphne smirked, patting Bailey’s bum. “Time to test ‘Crave,’ love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “You’ll be the main attraction,” she teased, bending to grab a perfume bottle. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her hands.

The party erupted into a writhing mass of bodies, the music a sultry pulse. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her blouse open, her bra discarded as her tits bounced, her cock out and stroking under her flipped-up skirt. Another bent over a bar, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they stretched her thong to tatters, her partner’s hands groping her colossal cans. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Scarlett’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she watched, her feminist ideals drowning in a sea of bi-curious lust.

Scarlett ascended a stage, her K-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Crave” into the crowd. “To fucking desire!” she shouted, unbuttoning her corset to reveal her tits, her bra gone as her cock tented her skirt. The room roared, skirts flipping, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pulled Bailey onto a velvet couch, her tits pressing against Bailey’s arm, her cock rubbing her thigh through her skirt. “Show them, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it, Yank,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Elise joined, her L-cup bazooms bouncing in a tight blouse, her bra peeking through as her microskirt flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, tenting her skirt, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The club was a fucking orgy now, drinks forgotten as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with M-cup mammaries straddled a table, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties as her skirt rode up.

Bailey’s dress was hiked up, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Scarlett stroked her thigh, her K-cup knockers swaying. “You’re perfect for ‘Crave,’” Scarlett said, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock teased her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she leaned in. Elise’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her L-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock, moaning about her husband’s “useless little dick.”

The club was a symphony of moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick, her skirt a crumpled heap. Bailey’s own pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick rubbing her clit. Scarlett’s necklace glinted, its symbol a nagging clue in Bailey’s fucked-out mind.

Scarlett clapped, her K-cup mounds swaying. “That’s the fucking test! Bailey, you’re coming to the campaign shoot tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and skirts so short you’ll drown in bollocks.” She winked, her cock still out. Bailey nodded, her pussy still throbbing, the symbol’s mystery lingering. As they left, Daphne’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra creaking. “Tomorrow’s filthier,” she whispered. Bailey’s bi-curious soul was hooked, her feminist ideals fading, ready for more smutty chaos.




Chapter 4: The Soho Club Initiation

Bailey’s I-cup tits wobbled in a borrowed satin dress, the crimson fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she followed Daphne and Violet through Soho’s shadowy alleys. Her pussy was still pulsing from the product test party—Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Daphne’s 10-inch cock rubbing her clit, Scarlett’s K-cup knockers bouncing as she sprayed “Crave.” That swirling symbol on Scarlett’s necklace, matching the portal’s glow, nagged at Bailey’s feminist brain, but her bi-curious cunt was calling the shots, soaking her knickers at the thought of more tits and cocks. This alternate 1960s London was a sexist fever dream, but Bailey’s body was hooked, her SJW ideals fading with every throb of her dripping pussy.

The Soho club was a dimly lit labyrinth, its air thick with incense and lust, the walls draped in velvet and pulsing with a low, primal beat. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to whisper to a bouncer, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt throbbed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened against her dress, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist fury.

A shemale usher, Celeste, greeted them, her L-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer robe, her bra a fortress of lace barely containing her colossal cans. Her flowing skirt hinted at a bulge, her 10-inch cock and massive balls swaying in satin knickers. “Welcome to the rite, loves,” she purred, patting Bailey’s arse. “You’re in for a revelation.” She bent to light a candle, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they stretched her thong to tatters, making Bailey’s pussy pulse. Another shemale, Lila, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking disaster—barely three inches. Look at Celeste’s package!” Her own cock tented her tight skirt, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Celeste’s balls in her hands.

Daphne and Violet led her into a circular chamber, where shemales in sheer robes lounged on silk cushions, their J-cup juggernauts spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. Celeste, the high priestess, stood at the center, her L-cup mammaries bouncing as she raised a goblet. “To the Goddess of Crave!” she chanted, her hand grazing Bailey’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Behold the true power!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Bailey’s pussy ached, her bi fantasies craving Celeste’s massive tits and throbbing prick, the portal symbol glinting on a pendant around her neck.

Daphne smirked, patting Bailey’s bum. “You’re our guest of honor, love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Join the rite, Yank,” she teased, bending to place a candle. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her mouth.

The ritual began, the shemales chanting as they disrobed, their colossal cans bouncing free, their cocks springing from knickers. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her robe open, her tits swaying as she stroked her cock, her balls swinging heavily. Another knelt before an altar, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her titanic tits. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Celeste’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she watched, her feminist ideals drowning in a sea of bi-curious lust.

Celeste beckoned Bailey to the center, her L-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Crave” into the air. “Embrace the rite!” she shouted, her bra gone, her cock tenting her skirt. The room erupted, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pulled Bailey close, her tits pressing against Bailey’s arm, her cock rubbing her thigh through her skirt. “Feel it, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt beside her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Lila joined, her K-cup bazooms bouncing, her bra peeking through as her skirt flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The chamber was a fucking orgy now, candles flickering as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with M-cup mammaries straddled a cushion, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties.

Bailey’s dress was hiked up, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Celeste stroked her thigh, her L-cup knockers swaying. “You’re one of us,” Celeste said, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock teased her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she leaned in. Lila’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her K-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock.

The chamber pulsed with moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick. Bailey’s pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick rubbing her clit. A hidden door creaked open, revealing a stone altar carved with the portal symbol, glowing as Bailey approached, her fucked-out mind buzzing with its call.

Celeste clapped, her L-cup mounds swaying. “The rite is complete! Bailey, join us at the sacred gathering tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and secrets to uncover.” She winked, her cock still out. Bailey nodded, her pussy throbbing, the altar’s symbol a mystery pulling her deeper. As they left, Violet’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra creaking. “Tomorrow’s filthier,” she whispered. Bailey’s bi-curious soul was hooked, her feminist ideals gone, ready for more smutty chaos.




Chapter 5: The Sacred Gathering Surrender

Bailey’s I-cup tits heaved in a borrowed black silk gown, the fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she trailed Daphne and Violet through a misty London night toward a hidden temple. Her pussy was still throbbing from the Soho club’s initiation—Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Daphne’s 10-inch cock teasing her clit, Celeste’s L-cup knockers swaying as the altar’s portal symbol glowed. That symbol, matching the one from the portal that brought her to this alternate 1960s London, haunted her feminist brain, but her bi-curious cunt was running the show, soaking her knickers at the thought of more tits and cocks. This world was a patriarchal nightmare, but Bailey’s body was addicted, her SJW ideals fading with every pulse of her dripping pussy.

The temple was a gothic relic tucked in a forgotten courtyard, its stone walls flickering with torchlight and heavy with the scent of musk and “Crave.” Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to push open a creaking door, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt pulsed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened against her gown, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist fury.

Celeste greeted them inside, her L-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer robe, her bra a fortress of lace barely containing her colossal cans. Her flowing skirt hinted at a bulge, her 10-inch cock and massive balls swaying in satin knickers. “Welcome to the sacred gathering, loves,” she purred, patting Bailey’s arse. “Tonight, you join the inner circle.” She bent to light a brazier, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Bailey’s pussy throb. Another shemale, Nora, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking tragedy—barely three inches. Look at Celeste’s package!” Her own cock tented her tight robe, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Nora’s balls in her hands.

Daphne and Violet led her into a vaulted chamber, where shemales in diaphanous robes knelt around a stone altar carved with the portal symbol, its glow casting shadows on their J-cup juggernauts. Celeste stood at the altar, her L-cup mammaries bouncing as she raised a chalice. “To the Eternal Crave!” she chanted, her hand grazing Bailey’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Embrace the true divine!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Bailey’s pussy ached, her bi fantasies craving Celeste’s massive tits and throbbing prick, the altar’s symbol pulsing like a heartbeat in her mind.

Daphne smirked, patting Bailey’s bum. “You’re the chosen, love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Surrender to it, Yank,” she teased, bending to place a ritual candle. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her mouth.

The gathering erupted into a chanting, writhing ritual, the shemales shedding their robes to reveal colossal cans bouncing free and cocks springing from knickers. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her robe open, her tits swaying as she stroked her cock, her balls swinging heavily. Another knelt before the altar, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her titanic tits. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Celeste’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she watched, her feminist ideals drowning in a sea of bi-curious lust.

Celeste pulled Bailey to the altar, her L-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Crave” over her. “Seal your place!” she shouted, her bra gone, her cock tenting her skirt. The room roared, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pressed against Bailey, her tits rubbing her arm, her cock teasing her thigh through her skirt. “Feel the power, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt before her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Nora joined, her K-cup bazooms bouncing, her bra peeking through as her robe flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The chamber was a fucking orgy now, torches flickering as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with M-cup mammaries straddled the altar, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her robe crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties.

Bailey’s gown was hiked up, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Celeste stroked her thigh, her L-cup knockers swaying. “You were called here,” Celeste said, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock slid into her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she thrust. Nora’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her K-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock.

The chamber pulsed with moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick. Bailey’s pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick filling her cunt. The altar’s symbol glowed brighter, and Bailey felt a jolt, like it was binding her to this world.

Celeste clapped, her L-cup mounds swaying. “You’re ours now! Bailey, join us at the grand revel tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and truths to uncover.” She winked, her cock still out. Bailey nodded, her pussy throbbing, the altar’s glow a mystery pulling her deeper. As they left, Daphne’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra creaking. “Tomorrow’s the filthiest yet,” she whispered. Bailey’s bi-curious soul was bound, her feminist ideals gone, ready for more smutty chaos.




Chapter 6: The Midnight Masquerade Mayhem

Bailey’s I-cup tits strained against a borrowed lace gown, the sheer fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she followed Daphne and Violet up the winding drive of a sprawling London estate. Her pussy was still pulsing from the temple’s sacred gathering—Daphne’s 10-inch cock in her cunt, Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Celeste’s L-cup knockers swaying as the altar’s portal symbol glowed. That symbol, tying her to the portal that yanked her into this alternate 1960s London, nagged at her feminist brain, but her bi-curious cunt was in charge, soaking her knickers at the thought of more tits and cocks. This world was a sexist hellhole, but Bailey’s body was hooked, her SJW ideals fading with every throb of her dripping pussy.

The estate’s ballroom was a gilded den of decadence, its chandeliers casting shadows over masked shemales in outfits dripping with lust. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her feathered mask, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt throbbed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened beneath her gown, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist fury.

The host, shemale noblewoman Isolde, glided through the crowd, her M-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer robe, her bra a fortress of lace barely containing her colossal cans. Her flowing skirt hinted at a bulge, her 10-inch cock and massive balls swaying in satin knickers. “Welcome to the revel, loves,” she purred, patting Bailey’s arse through her mask’s slits. “Tonight, we unmask our desires.” She bent to adjust her mask, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Bailey’s pussy pulse. Another shemale, Serena, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking disaster—barely three inches. Look at Isolde’s package!” Her own cock tented her tight gown, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Isolde’s balls in her hands.

Daphne and Violet led her onto the dance floor, where shemales in masked splendor twirled, their J-cup juggernauts spilling from low-cut robes, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. Isolde took Bailey’s hand, her M-cup mounds bouncing as she spun her. “You’re the star, darling,” she cooed, her hand grazing Bailey’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Feel this!” She pressed her bulge against Bailey, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Bailey’s pussy ached, her bi fantasies craving Isolde’s massive tits and throbbing prick, the portal symbol glinting on a brooch pinned to her robe.

Daphne smirked, patting Bailey’s bum. “Dance with us, love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Let go, Yank,” she teased, bending to pick up a dropped feather. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her mouth.

The ball erupted into a writhing mass of bodies, the orchestra’s waltz twisting into a sultry pulse. A masked shemale yanked her robe open, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she stroked her cock, her balls swinging heavily. Another bent over a banquet table, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her titanic tits. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Isolde’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she watched, her feminist ideals drowning in a sea of bi-curious lust.

Isolde led Bailey to a velvet-draped alcove, her M-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Crave” into the air. “To unmasked passion!” she shouted, her bra gone, her cock tenting her skirt. The room roared, masks falling, skirts flying, and bras snapping. Daphne pressed against Bailey, her tits rubbing her arm, her cock teasing her thigh through her skirt. “Feel it, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt before her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Serena joined, her K-cup bazooms bouncing, her bra peeking through as her gown flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The ballroom was a fucking orgy now, chandeliers swaying as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with L-cup mammaries straddled a chair, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her gown crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties.

Bailey’s gown was hiked up, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Isolde stroked her thigh, her M-cup knockers swaying. “You’re the key,” Isolde whispered, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock slid into her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she thrust. Serena’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her K-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock.

The ballroom pulsed with moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick. Bailey’s pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick filling her cunt. A tapestry parted, revealing a locked chest with the portal symbol, pulsing as Bailey approached, whispering her name in a voice that chilled her fucked-out mind.

Isolde clapped, her M-cup mounds swaying. “The revel is eternal! Bailey, join us at the private unmasking tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and truths to claim.” She winked, her cock still out. Bailey nodded, her pussy throbbing, the chest’s whisper a mystery pulling her deeper. As they left, Violet’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra creaking. “Tomorrow’s filthier,” she whispered. Bailey’s bi-curious soul was bound, her feminist ideals gone, ready for more smutty chaos.




Chapter 7: The Inner Sanctum Seduction

Bailey’s I-cup tits strained against a borrowed silk robe, the black fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she followed Daphne and Violet through the labyrinthine halls of Isolde’s sprawling estate. Her pussy was still throbbing from the masquerade ball—Daphne’s 10-inch cock in her cunt, Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Isolde’s M-cup knockers swaying as the portal symbol on the chest whispered her name. That symbol, tying her to the portal that yanked her into this alternate 1960s London, haunted her feminist brain, but her bi-curious cunt was in charge, soaking her knickers at the thought of more tits and cocks. This world was a patriarchal fever dream, but Bailey’s body was addicted, her SJW ideals fading with every pulse of her dripping pussy.

The inner sanctum was a candlelit chamber, its velvet walls adorned with erotic tapestries and heavy with the scent of “Crave” and musk. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to light a candle, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt pulsed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened beneath her robe, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist fury.

Isolde, the shemale matriarch, presided at the chamber’s center, her M-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer gown, her bra a fortress of lace barely containing her colossal cans. Her flowing skirt hinted at a bulge, her 10-inch cock and massive balls swaying in satin knickers. “Welcome to the unmasking, loves,” she purred, patting Bailey’s arse. “Tonight, we reveal truths.” She bent to open an ancient tome, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Bailey’s pussy throb. Another shemale, Clara, with K-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking tragedy—barely three inches. Look at Isolde’s package!” Her own cock tented her tight robe, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Isolde’s balls in her hands.

Daphne and Violet led her to a velvet dais, where shemales in sheer robes knelt, their J-cup juggernauts spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. Isolde raised the tome, her M-cup mounds bouncing as she chanted, “To the Bringer of Chaos!” Her hand grazed Bailey’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Behold the chosen!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Bailey’s pussy ached, her bi fantasies craving Isolde’s massive tits and throbbing prick, the portal symbol glowing on the tome’s cover.

Daphne smirked, patting Bailey’s bum. “You’re the star, love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Embrace it, Yank,” she teased, bending to place a ritual goblet. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her mouth.

The ceremony erupted into a chanting, writhing orgy, the shemales shedding their robes to reveal colossal cans bouncing free and cocks springing from knickers. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her robe open, her tits swaying as she stroked her cock, her balls swinging heavily. Another knelt before Isolde, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her titanic tits. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Isolde’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she watched, her feminist ideals drowning in a sea of bi-curious lust.

Isolde pulled Bailey to the dais, her M-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Crave” over her. “Claim your role!” she shouted, her bra gone, her cock tenting her skirt. The room roared, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pressed against Bailey, her tits rubbing her arm, her cock teasing her thigh through her skirt. “Feel the chaos, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt before her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Clara joined, her K-cup bazooms bouncing, her bra peeking through as her robe flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The chamber was a fucking orgy now, candles flickering as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with L-cup mammaries straddled a velvet bench, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her robe crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties.

Bailey’s robe was hiked up, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Isolde stroked her thigh, her M-cup knockers swaying. “You’re the Bringer,” Isolde whispered, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock slid into her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she thrust. Clara’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her K-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock.

The chamber pulsed with moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick. Bailey’s pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick filling her cunt. The tome’s symbol glowed brighter, and when Bailey touched it, it whispered, “Chaos is your crown,” hinting she’s destined to disrupt this world.

Isolde clapped, her M-cup mounds swaying. “The unmasking is complete! Bailey, join us at the forbidden archive tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and your truth awaits.” She winked, her cock still out. Bailey nodded, her pussy throbbing, the prophecy a mystery pulling her deeper. As they left, Daphne’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra creaking. “Tomorrow’s filthier,” she whispered. Bailey’s bi-curious soul was bound, her feminist ideals gone, ready for more smutty chaos.




Chapter 8: The Pleasure Yacht Pandemonium

Bailey’s I-cup tits wobbled in a borrowed satin gown, the emerald fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she stepped onto a sleek yacht moored on the Thames, guided by Daphne and Violet. Her pussy was still throbbing from Isolde’s inner sanctum—Daphne’s 10-inch cock in her cunt, Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Isolde’s M-cup knockers swaying as the tome’s portal symbol named her the “Bringer of Chaos.” That symbol, linking her to the portal that yanked her into this alternate 1960s London, haunted her feminist brain, but her bi-curious cunt was in charge, soaking her knickers at the thought of more tits and cocks. This world was a sexist nightmare, but Bailey’s body was hooked, her SJW ideals fading with every pulse of her dripping pussy.

The yacht’s deck was a floating palace, lit by lanterns and pulsing with sultry jazz, packed with shemales in outfits that screamed raw lust. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to grab a champagne flute, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt throbbed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened beneath her gown, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist fury.

The host, shemale heiress Valentina, strutted across the deck, her K-cup knockers wobbling in a tight corset, her bra a fortress of lace barely containing her colossal cans. Her microskirt barely covered her bulge, her 10-inch cock and massive balls swaying in satin knickers. “Welcome to my revel, loves,” she purred, patting Bailey’s arse. “Tonight, we indulge.” She bent to pour champagne, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Bailey’s pussy pulse. Another shemale, Fiona, with L-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking tragedy—barely three inches. Look at Valentina’s package!” Her own cock tented her tight gown, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Valentina’s balls in her hands.

Daphne and Violet led her to a plush lounge area, where shemales lounged with J-cup juggernauts spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. Valentina raised a glass, her K-cup mounds bouncing as she toasted, “To Crave and chaos!” Her hand grazed Bailey’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. Feel this!” She pressed her bulge against Bailey, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Bailey’s pussy ached, her bi fantasies craving Valentina’s massive tits and throbbing prick, the portal symbol glinting on a ring on her finger.

Daphne smirked, patting Bailey’s bum. “You’re the guest of honor, love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Dive in, Yank,” she teased, bending to pick up a dropped napkin. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her mouth.

The yacht erupted into a writhing mass of bodies, the jazz twisting into a primal pulse. A shemale yanked her corset open, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she stroked her cock, her balls swinging heavily. Another bent over a railing, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her titanic tits. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Valentina’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she watched, her feminist ideals drowning in a sea of bi-curious lust.

Valentina pulled Bailey to a velvet-draped cabin, her K-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Crave” into the air. “To unleashed desire!” she shouted, her bra gone, her cock tenting her skirt. The deck roared, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pressed against Bailey, her tits rubbing her arm, her cock teasing her thigh through her skirt. “Feel the chaos, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt before her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Fiona joined, her L-cup bazooms bouncing, her bra peeking through as her gown flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The yacht was a fucking orgy now, lanterns swaying as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with M-cup mammaries straddled a deck chair, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her gown crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties.

Bailey’s gown was hiked up, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Valentina stroked her thigh, her K-cup knockers swaying. “You’re the spark,” Valentina whispered, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock slid into her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she thrust. Fiona’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her L-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock.

The yacht pulsed with moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the deck, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick. Bailey’s pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick filling her cunt. In Valentina’s cabin, a captain’s log caught Bailey’s eye, its cover bearing the portal symbol and scribbled notes about a “rival circle” plotting to “chain the chaos.” Her fucked-out mind buzzed with the threat.

Valentina clapped, her K-cup mounds swaying. “The revel is eternal! Bailey, join us at the summit of elites tomorrow at my coastal fortress. More tits, more cocks, and your power awaits.” She winked, her cock still out. Bailey nodded, her pussy throbbing, the log’s warning a mystery pulling her deeper. As they left, Violet’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra creaking. “Tomorrow’s filthier,” she whispered. Bailey’s bi-curious soul was bound, her feminist ideals gone, ready for more smutty chaos.




Chapter 9: The Coastal Fortress Conspiracy

Bailey’s I-cup tits strained against a borrowed velvet gown, the sapphire fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she followed Daphne and Violet through the windswept cliffs to Valentina’s gothic coastal fortress. Her pussy was still throbbing from the yacht orgy—Daphne’s 10-inch cock in her cunt, Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Valentina’s K-cup knockers swaying as the captain’s log revealed a rival faction plotting to chain her chaos. That portal symbol, tying her to the vortex that yanked her into this alternate 1960s London, haunted her feminist brain, but her bi-curious cunt was in charge, soaking her knickers at the thought of more tits and cocks. This world was a patriarchal hellhole, but Bailey’s body was hooked, her SJW ideals fading with every pulse of her dripping pussy.

The fortress’s grand hall was a stone-walled den of decadence, its chandeliers casting shadows over elite shemales in outfits screaming raw lust. Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her heels, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt throbbed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened beneath her gown, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist fury.

The summit’s leader, shemale warlord Cassandra, dominated the hall, her M-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer robe, her bra a fortress of lace barely containing her colossal cans. Her flowing skirt hinted at a bulge, her 10-inch cock and massive balls swaying in satin knickers. “Welcome to the summit, loves,” she purred, patting Bailey’s arse. “Tonight, we shape destinies.” She bent to display a ceremonial dagger, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Bailey’s pussy pulse. Another shemale, Elise, with L-cup bazooms, sighed, “My boyfriend’s prick is a fucking disaster—barely three inches. Look at Cassandra’s package!” Her own cock tented her tight gown, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Cassandra’s balls in her hands.

Daphne and Violet led her to a marble dais, where shemales in sheer robes lounged, their J-cup juggernauts spilling from low-cut tops, their skirts hiked to reveal cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. Cassandra raised the dagger, her M-cup mounds bouncing as she chanted, “To the Bringer of Chaos!” Her hand grazed Bailey’s thigh. “My husband’s dick is fucking useless—barely four inches. You’re the key!” She tugged her skirt up, her 10-inch cock hardening, her balls swaying. Bailey’s pussy ached, her bi fantasies craving Cassandra’s massive tits and throbbing prick, the portal symbol glinting on a pendant around her neck.

Daphne smirked, patting Bailey’s bum. “Choose your side, love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Own it, Yank,” she teased, bending to place a goblet. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her mouth.

The summit erupted into a chanting, writhing orgy, the shemales shedding their robes to reveal colossal cans bouncing free and cocks springing from knickers. A shemale with J-cup jugs yanked her robe open, her tits swaying as she stroked her cock, her balls swinging heavily. Another knelt before Cassandra, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her titanic tits. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she moaned, eyeing Cassandra’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she watched, her feminist ideals drowning in a sea of bi-curious lust.

Cassandra pulled Bailey to the dais, her M-cup mounds swaying as she sprayed “Crave” over her. “Claim your power!” she shouted, her bra gone, her cock tenting her skirt. The hall roared, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pressed against Bailey, her tits rubbing her arm, her cock teasing her thigh through her skirt. “Shape the chaos, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing in her knickers. Violet knelt before her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

Elise joined, her L-cup bazooms bouncing, her bra peeking through as her gown flashed her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she moaned, stroking Violet’s cock. “This is what I need.” Her own cock hardened, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The hall was a fucking orgy now, chandeliers swaying as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with K-cup mammaries straddled a bench, her cock out and jerking, her tits bouncing as her gown crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties.

Bailey’s gown was hiked up, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Cassandra stroked her thigh, her M-cup knockers swaying. “Join us or fall,” Cassandra whispered, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg, her balls dangling in her torn panties. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock slid into her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she thrust. Elise’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her L-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock.

The hall pulsed with moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick. Bailey’s pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick filling her cunt. A hidden tapestry parted, revealing the portal symbol, and when Bailey touched it, a vision showed a rival faction chaining her in a ritual to bind her chaos. Her fucked-out mind reeled with the choice—join Cassandra or fight the rivals.

Cassandra clapped, her M-cup mounds swaying. “The summit seals your fate! Bailey, meet us at the final conclave in London tomorrow. More tits, more cocks, and your choice awaits.” She winked, her cock still out. Bailey nodded, her pussy throbbing, the vision’s warning a mystery pulling her deeper. As they left, Violet’s hand squeezed her arse, her bra creaking. “Tomorrow’s the filthiest,” she whispered. Bailey’s bi-curious soul was bound, her feminist ideals gone, ready for the final chaos.




Chapter 10: The Final Conclave Conversion

Bailey’s I-cup tits strained against a borrowed pencil skirt and blouse, the tight satin hugging her massive juggernauts as she trailed Daphne and Violet through London’s smoky streets to a grand hotel ballroom. Her pussy was still throbbing from the coastal fortress summit—Daphne’s 10-inch cock in her cunt, Violet’s thick prick in her mouth, Cassandra’s M-cup knockers swaying as the tapestry’s portal symbol exposed a rival faction’s plan to bind her chaos. Back in 2023 New York, Bailey’s “Smash the Patriarchy” rants had fueled her feminist crusade, but this alternate 1960s Britain—where men patted bums and shemales ruled with cocks and tits—had her bi-curious cunt soaking her knickers, shaming her lefty ideals. The portal symbol, linking her to the vortex that brought her here, pulsed in her mind, hinting at escape, but her body craved the sexist world she despised.

The ballroom, dubbed the Conclave, was a glitzy shrine to 1960s decadence, its chandeliers gleaming over shemales in tight skirts and low-cut blouses, the air thick with cigarette smoke and “Crave.” Daphne’s crimson blouse hugged her titanic J-cup juggernauts, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Violet’s teal sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, her microskirt flipping up as she bent to light a cigarette, her silk panties straining against her hefty bollocks and thick prick. Bailey’s cunt throbbed, her I-cup tits aching as her nipples hardened, her bi side screaming to dive into their massive endowments despite her feminist shame.

Cassandra, the shemale queen, commanded the room, her M-cup mammaries wobbling in a sheer blouse, her bra a fortress of lace. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, her 10-inch cock and massive balls swaying in satin knickers. “Welcome to the final conclave, darling,” she purred, smacking Bailey’s arse. “Time to ditch that Yank nonsense.” She bent to pour scotch, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so heavy they ripped her thong, making Bailey’s pussy pulse. A rival shemale, Sylvia (with L-cup bazooms and a 10-inch cock), sneered, “My boyfriend’s prick is a bloody joke—barely three inches. Cassandra’s world is the future!” Her own cock tented her tight skirt, and Bailey’s bi-curious urges roared, her cunt weeping as she imagined Sylvia’s balls in her hands.

Daphne and Violet pushed her toward a gilded stage, where shemales in curve-hugging outfits strutted, their J-cup juggernauts spilling from blouses, their skirts flashing cocks and balls barely contained by lacy lingerie. Cassandra pointed at Bailey, her M-cup mounds bouncing. “Your lefty drivel’s a laughingstock, love. This is a man’s world—tits, cocks, and proper women!” Sylvia laughed, “Join us, or stay a deluded Yank!” Her hand pinched Bailey’s thigh, her 10-inch cock hardening. The portal symbol glowed on a massive mirror behind the stage, whispering, “Submit or flee.” Bailey’s pussy ached, her feminist ideals crumbling under the weight of her bi-curious lust and the 1960s’ chauvinistic allure.

Daphne smirked, smacking Bailey’s bum. “Get with it, love,” she said, her bra creaking under her J-cup juggernauts. Her cock was half-hard, dripping in her knickers as she tugged her skirt higher. Violet leaned in, unbuttoning her sweater to flash her pink bra, her stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling. “Be a real bird, Yank,” she teased, bending to adjust her garter. Her skirt flipped, her balls dangling in silk panties, so huge Bailey’s cunt dripped imagining them in her mouth.

The conclave erupted into a jeering, writhing orgy, shemales shedding blouses as they mocked Bailey’s “demented” ideals. A shemale with J-cup jugs ripped her blouse open, her tits swaying as she stroked her cock, her balls swinging heavily. Another bent over a table, her skirt riding up to reveal balls so massive they ripped her thong, her partner’s hands groping her titanic tits. “My boyfriend’s dick is a bloody joke,” she laughed, eyeing Cassandra’s bulge. Bailey’s pussy was soaking, her I-cup tits heaving as she faced their scorn, her feminist beliefs shamed into silence by her lust.

Cassandra and Sylvia dragged Bailey to the stage, their cocks out, their M- and L-cup mounds swaying as they sprayed “Crave” over her. “Convert or crawl home!” they shouted, their bras gone, their balls dangling in torn panties. The ballroom roared, skirts flying, bras snapping, and bulges bursting. Daphne pressed against Bailey, her tits rubbing her arm, her cock teasing her thigh. “Be our dolly, love,” she whispered, guiding Bailey’s hand to her bulge, her 10-inch prick throbbing. Violet knelt before her, her sweater off, her pink bra straining as her stupendous sweater-puppies swayed. “Taste it,” she urged, her cock springing free, thick and veined, her balls begging to be licked.

A shemale, Nora, with K-cup bazooms, joined, her skirt flashing her massive balls in satin knickers. “Fuck, my husband’s prick is pathetic,” she sneered, stroking Violet’s cock. “Forget your daft protests.” Her own cock hardened, and Bailey’s bi side took over, her hand wrapping around Daphne’s prick, her lips craving her tits. The ballroom was a fucking orgy now, chandeliers swaying as shemales grinded and groped. A shemale with M-cup mammaries straddled a chair, her cock jerking, her tits bouncing as her skirt crumpled. Another sucked a shemale’s 10-inch prick, her own balls spilling from her panties.

Bailey’s blouse was torn open, her I-cup jugs spilling free, her nipples hard as Cassandra smacked her arse, her M-cup knockers swaying. “You’re ours, dolly,” she growled, her cock rubbing Bailey’s leg. Sylvia’s L-cup mounds pressed against her back, her prick teasing her arse. “No more lefty rot,” she hissed. Violet’s prick filled Bailey’s mouth, her tits smothering her face, her balls slapping her chin. Daphne’s cock slid into her pussy, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she thrust. Nora’s balls were in Bailey’s hand, her K-cup mounds jiggling as she jerked her own cock.

The ballroom pulsed with moans, tits bouncing, cocks slapping, and balls swinging. A shemale with K-cup bazooms came across the floor, her cock spurting as her balls swung in her ripped knickers. Another screamed, her J-cup jugs bouncing as she rode a shemale’s prick. Bailey’s pussy clenched, her bi-curious lust exploding as she came, Violet’s cock pulsing in her mouth, Daphne’s prick filling her cunt. Shamed and broken, her feminist ideals shattered, Bailey embraced the 1960s world, moaning, “I’m yours!” The mirror’s portal symbol flared, and she stumbled toward it, her touch igniting a vortex. “Take me home,” she whispered, converted but yearning for her world.

The vortex swallowed her, the shemales’ laughter fading as Bailey landed in her 2023 New York apartment, her I-cup jugs heaving in a tight 1960s-style dress, her “Smash the Patriarchy” tee gone. The portal symbol faded from her wrist, but her mind was changed—she craved the bum-patting, skirt-chasing world she’d left, her lefty ideology replaced by a submissive allure. Her phone buzzed with a protest invite, but Bailey smirked, tossing it aside, ready to flaunt her curves and embrace a new, unapologetic femininity.

The Witch’s Wanton Warp




Chapter 1: The Flames and the Flirt

Eleanor’s J-cup tits heaved against the coarse ropes binding her to the stake, the rough hemp biting into her creamy skin as the 1603 village square buzzed with jeers. Her chestnut curls clung to her sweat-damp brow, her emerald eyes wide with defiance despite the mob’s chants of “Witch!” The accusation was nonsense—her only crime was her beauty, those massive juggernauts that turned heads and sparked envy in the puritan hamlet. Goody Proctor, a pinched-faced crone, had pointed a bony finger, claiming Eleanor’s curves bewitched men into sin. Now, kindling crackled at her feet, and the torchbearer’s flame licked closer, the heat kissing her bare calves. Eleanor’s heart pounded, but her spirit stayed unbowed—she’d never grovel for these fools.

The crowd roared, their faces twisted with righteous glee, as the torch dipped toward the wood. Eleanor braced for the inferno, but a strange hum filled the air, like a celestial harp. A glowing symbol—swirling lines forming a starburst—flared on her wrist, searing but not painful. The mob gasped, some shrieking “Devil’s mark!” as the symbol pulsed, its light enveloping her. The flames roared up, but instead of burning, they warped into a shimmering vortex, swallowing Eleanor whole. Her J-cup mounds jiggled as she tumbled through a tunnel of light, the mob’s cries fading into a distant echo. Her stomach lurched, her curls whipping wildly, until she landed with a soft thud on a polished floor, the vortex snapping shut behind her.

Eleanor blinked, her ropes gone, her simple linen shift replaced by a glittery gown that hugged her J-cup juggernauts like a lover’s caress. The air was thick with cigarette smoke and a sweet, musky scent she’d later know as “Crave.” She was in a bustling London TV studio, circa 1960s, its bright lights and clattering cameras a far cry from her village’s muddy lanes. Crew members scurried, and a live audience clapped as a campy variety show unfolded on a garish set decked with pink curtains and a glittering sign: The Violet Vibe. Eleanor’s emerald eyes widened, her massive tits heaving as she took in the chaos—men in tight suits, women in mini-skirts, and… others, with curves and bulges that made her blush.

At the set’s center, shemale host Violet commanded the stage, her K-cup knockers wobbling in a tight blouse, the sheer fabric flashing a lacy bra stretched to its limits over her colossal cans. Her microskirt barely covered her hips, revealing silk panties stuffed with a 10-inch cock and heavy balls that swayed with every step. Violet’s blonde bob bounced as she tossed a wink to the audience, her voice a sultry purr. “Welcome to The Violet Vibe, darlings! We’ve got a cracking show tonight!” She bent to read a cue card, her skirt flipping up to flash her bulging knickers, her balls swaying playfully, making Eleanor’s cheeks burn but her lips twitch with a nervous giggle. This was no puritan hellfire—this was a world of brazen, cheeky fun.

Violet’s hazel eyes locked onto Eleanor, who stood frozen by a prop table, her J-cup tits drawing gasps from the crew. “Blimey, who’s this goddess?” Violet cooed, strutting over, her K-cup mounds jiggling. She patted Eleanor’s arm gently, not her bum, her touch warm and welcoming. “Lost, love? You’re safe with us.” Eleanor stammered, her 1600s accent thick. “I… I was to be burned… a witch, they called me.” The audience tittered, thinking it part of the show, but Violet’s smile softened, her hand squeezing Eleanor’s reassuringly. “No flames here, pet. Just fun and a bit of naughty. Stick with me, yeah?”

Another shemale, Daphne, joined them, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing in a crimson blouse, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. Daphne’s auburn curls framed her kind face as she bent to pick up a dropped script, her skirt riding up to reveal her hefty bollocks, making Eleanor blush deeper but chuckle. “Poor dear, you’ve landed in the right spot,” Daphne said, her voice a warm lilt. “We’re like sisters here, looking out for each other. Fancy a go on the show?” She offered a gentle nudge, not a push, her bum-pat light and playful, making Eleanor feel oddly at ease.

The studio buzzed as Violet led Eleanor to the set, the audience cheering for the “new girl.” A third shemale, Clara, with K-cup bazooms, sashayed over, her tight sweater straining over her bra, her microskirt flashing silk panties stuffed with her thick prick. Clara bent to adjust a prop microphone, her balls dangling in her knickers, and winked at Eleanor. “You’re a stunner, love. We’ll show you the ropes—none of that witch nonsense here.” Her tone was sisterly, her pat on Eleanor’s shoulder comforting, easing the knot in Eleanor’s chest. These shemales weren’t judging her curves or her past—they were welcoming her into their world.

Violet clapped, her K-cup mounds swaying. “Right, darlings, let’s give our mystery guest a proper Vibe welcome!” The show kicked off with a skit, the shemales performing a cheeky dance, their skirts flipping to reveal bulging knickers, their cocks and balls swaying as they gyrated. The audience roared, and Eleanor, though shocked, found herself giggling, her J-cup tits jiggling as Violet pulled her into a gentle twirl. “Just follow our lead, love,” Violet whispered, her hand on Eleanor’s waist, guiding without forcing. Eleanor’s pussy tingled, her bi-curious side stirring despite her puritan roots, the shemales’ kindness making her feel safe to explore.

As the skit ended, Eleanor noticed a prop script on the set, its cover etched with the portal symbol from her wrist, now faded but glowing faintly when she brushed it. A whisper in her mind hinted at home, but Violet’s warm smile held her attention. “Stick with us, pet,” Violet said, her K-cup knockers bouncing as she led Eleanor backstage. “We’ve got nine more days of fun to show you!” Daphne and Clara flanked her, their J- and K-cup mounds swaying, their bum-pats playful but kind. “You’re one of us now,” Daphne said, her voice full of sisterly love. Eleanor’s heart swelled, her fear of the flames fading as she embraced the chaotic, flirty world, ready for more studio shenanigans.




Chapter 2: The Skit and the Sparkle

Eleanor’s J-cup tits wobbled in the glittery gown, the sequins catching the studio lights as she stood backstage at The Violet Vibe, her heart still racing from her escape from the 1603 stake. The London TV studio buzzed with 1960s flair—cameras whirring, crew shouting, and the audience’s laughter echoing off the pink-curtained set. The air was thick with “Crave” and cigarette smoke, a far cry from her village’s smoky pyre. Her emerald eyes darted, taking in the shemales’ bold outfits and the cheeky energy that felt both alien and thrilling. Violet’s warm welcome, Daphne’s kind smile, and Clara’s gentle encouragement had eased her fear, their sisterly love making this strange world feel like a haven. Yet the portal symbol, glowing faintly on that prop script, nagged at her—had it saved her only to trap her here?

Violet, the shemale host, strutted backstage, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a tight blouse, the sheer fabric flashing a lacy bra stretched over her colossal cans. Her microskirt swished, revealing silk panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock and heavy balls. “Ready for round two, love?” Violet purred, patting Eleanor’s arm with a sisterly warmth that made her blush. “We’re doing a skit—bit of a lark, nothing heavy. You’ll be a natural!” She bent to grab a prop feather boa, her skirt flipping up to flash her bulging knickers, her balls swaying playfully. Eleanor’s cheeks burned, but she giggled, her puritan roots tickled by Violet’s carefree charm. “I know not this ‘skit,’” she admitted, her 1600s accent thick, “but I’ll try for thee.”

Daphne joined them, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling in a crimson blouse, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “You’re a brave one, pet,” Daphne said, her auburn curls bouncing as she offered a reassuring smile. She bent to adjust a prop chair, her skirt riding up to reveal her hefty bollocks, making Eleanor’s eyes widen but her lips curve into a shy grin. “It’s just play-acting, like a mummer’s show. We’ll guide you.” Her bum-pat was light, more a friendly nudge, and Eleanor felt a warmth spread through her, the shemales’ kindness melting her village-bred wariness.

Clara, with K-cup bazooms, sashayed over, her tight sweater straining over her bra, her microskirt flashing silk panties stuffed with her thick prick. “You’ll steal the show, love,” Clara said, her hazel eyes twinkling as she bent to pick up a script, her balls dangling in her knickers. “Think of it as a jest to make folk laugh.” Her pat on Eleanor’s shoulder was gentle, her sisterly tone easing Eleanor’s nerves. The audience’s applause swelled as the set transformed into a mock tea party, complete with a frilly tablecloth and plastic cakes. Eleanor’s J-cup tits heaved as she took a deep breath, her glittery gown sparkling under the lights. She was no witch, but she could play along with these kind souls.

Violet led Eleanor to the set, the audience cheering for the “mystery guest.” The skit’s premise was simple: a posh tea party gone naughty, with the shemales as cheeky hostesses and Eleanor as their “surprise visitor.” Violet kicked it off, her K-cup mounds bouncing as she poured imaginary tea, her microskirt riding up to flash her bulging knickers. “Oh, darlings, our guest is simply divine!” she cooed, winking at Eleanor. The audience roared, and Eleanor, clutching a prop teacup, managed a shy smile, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling as she sat. Daphne, as a flirtatious maid, bent to “serve” a cake, her skirt flipping to reveal her 10-inch cock tenting her satin panties, her balls swaying. “Care for a sweet, miss?” she teased, her sisterly grin encouraging Eleanor to play along.

Eleanor, her voice trembling but earnest, replied, “I thank thee for thy kindness.” The audience laughed, charmed by her old-world accent, and Clara, as a saucy guest, leaned in, her K-cup bazooms wobbling. “Kindness? Oh, love, we’re just warming up!” She bent to “fix” her shoe, her skirt flashing her thick prick, and tossed Eleanor a playful wink. The skit spiraled into controlled chaos, the shemales’ skirts flipping as they danced around the table, their cocks and balls swaying in their knickers, the audience howling with delight. Violet guided Eleanor’s hand to a prop fan, showing her how to flutter it flirtatiously, her touch gentle and encouraging. “Just like that, pet,” Violet whispered, her K-cup tits brushing Eleanor’s arm, sparking a tingle in Eleanor’s pussy despite her puritan shock.

The skit took a naughty turn as Daphne “accidentally” spilled tea, her blouse unbuttoning to flash her lacy bra, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing free. “Oh, what a mess!” she giggled, inviting Eleanor to dab at it with a napkin. Eleanor, blushing but laughing, played along, her J-cup tits jiggling as she leaned in, the audience cheering. Clara upped the ante, “tripping” to flash her silk panties, her balls dangling as she sprawled dramatically. “Help me up, love!” she called, and Eleanor, with a nervous giggle, offered a hand, her bi-curious side stirring as Clara’s touch lingered, warm and sisterly. The set was a riot of flipped skirts and wobbling whoppers, but the shemales kept Eleanor at ease, never pushing her beyond her comfort.

As the skit ended, the audience roared, and Violet pulled Eleanor into a gentle hug, her K-cup mounds pressing softly against her. “You were brilliant, pet!” she said, her bum-pat light and affectionate. Backstage, Daphne handed Eleanor a glass of water, her J-cup tits swaying. “See? Just a bit of fun,” she said, her smile kind. Clara pointed to a prop teapot on a table, its handle etched with the portal symbol, glowing faintly when Eleanor neared. “That’s a curious thing,” Clara said, her tone curious but not pressing. Eleanor’s heart skipped, the symbol’s whisper of home tugging at her, but the shemales’ warmth held her fast.

Violet clapped, her K-cup knockers bouncing. “Right, loves, we’ve got a musical number next! Eleanor, fancy a sing-song?” The crew reset the stage, and Eleanor, her J-cup tits heaving, nodded, her fear of the flames fading further. These shemales were her sisters now, their kindness a balm to her soul. As they prepped for the next act, Daphne’s hand brushed hers, her voice soft. “We’ve got you, pet. Let’s make more mischief!” Eleanor smiled, her pussy tingling with anticipation, ready for another round of studio chaos, the portal symbol’s mystery lingering like a playful tease.




Chapter 3: The Game Show Giggles

Eleanor’s J-cup tits wobbled in a borrowed polka-dot dress, the vibrant fabric hugging her massive juggernauts as she stood backstage at The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio pulsing with 1960s razzle-dazzle. Her emerald eyes sparkled under the bright lights, her chestnut curls bouncing as she adjusted to this wild world, a far cry from the 1603 village square where flames had nearly claimed her. The air buzzed with “Crave” and the audience’s eager cheers, the pink-curtained set now transformed into a garish game show stage with a spinning prize wheel and oversized props. Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth had steadied her nerves after the tea party skit, their kind words and gentle bum-pats making her feel like family. Yet the portal symbol, glowing on that prop script, lingered in her mind, its whisper of home both a comfort and a puzzle.

Clara, the shemale game show host, strutted onto the set, her K-cup bazooms heaving in a tight sweater, the knit fabric straining over a lacy bra that barely contained her colossal cans. Her microskirt swished, flashing silk panties stuffed with her thick 10-inch cock and heavy balls. “Welcome to Tickle Your Fancy, darlings!” Clara purred, her hazel eyes twinkling as she addressed the audience. She bent to spin the prize wheel, her skirt flipping up to reveal her bulging knickers, her balls swaying playfully, making Eleanor blush but giggle. “We’ve got a special guest tonight—our charming Eleanor!” The audience roared, and Eleanor, clutching the hem of her dress, managed a shy wave, her J-cup tits jiggling, her 1600s heart fluttering with nervous excitement.

Violet joined them, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a sheer blouse, the fabric flashing a bra stretched over her titanic mounds. Her microskirt revealed satin panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock, her blonde bob swaying as she patted Eleanor’s arm with sisterly warmth. “You’ll love this, pet,” Violet said, her voice a soothing lilt. “It’s all silly fun—think of it as a village fair, but naughtier!” She bent to pick up a prop feather, her balls dangling in her knickers, sparking Eleanor’s giggles despite her puritan roots. Eleanor nodded, her voice soft but eager. “I’ll do my best, for thee.”

Daphne, the other assistant, sashayed over, her J-cup juggernauts wobbling in a crimson blouse, her lacy bra peeking through as her pleated skirt swished, flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “You’re a natural, love,” Daphne said, her auburn curls bouncing as she offered a kind smile. She bent to arrange a stack of prop cards, her skirt riding up to reveal her hefty bollocks, making Eleanor’s cheeks burn but her lips curve into a grin. “Just follow Clara’s lead, and we’ll catch you if you stumble.” Her bum-pat was gentle, like a sister’s nudge, and Eleanor felt a warmth spread through her, the shemales’ kindness easing her into their playful world.

The game show, Tickle Your Fancy, was a riot of cheeky challenges—balancing feathers, guessing naughty riddles, and tossing oversized rings onto prop bottles. Clara explained the rules with a wink, her K-cup mounds bouncing as she spun the prize wheel, its segments promising “Kisses,” “Giggles,” or “Surprises.” Eleanor was teamed with Violet, while Daphne played against them with a shemale contestant, Nora, whose L-cup bazooms jiggled in a tight top, her skirt flashing her bulging knickers. The audience cheered as the first challenge began: balancing a feather on their noses. Eleanor fumbled, her J-cup tits heaving as she giggled, the feather fluttering to the floor. Violet caught it, her cock tenting her panties as she bent, and placed it back on Eleanor’s nose, her touch gentle. “You’ve got this, pet,” Violet whispered, her K-cup tits brushing Eleanor’s arm, sparking a tingle in Eleanor’s pussy.

The game escalated with a riddle round, Clara reading, “What’s long, hard, and makes you giggle?” The audience howled, and Eleanor, blushing, stammered, “A… a jest?” Clara laughed, her balls swaying as she leaned in. “Close enough, love!” Daphne, teasing, “dropped” her prop card, her skirt flipping to flash her 10-inch cock bulging in her satin knickers. “Oops, clumsy me!” she giggled, winking at Eleanor, who laughed, her puritan shock fading. Nora, tossing a ring, “missed” and bent to retrieve it, her L-cup mounds bouncing, her skirt revealing her thick prick. Eleanor, emboldened, tossed her ring, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling, and landed it, earning a cheer and a sisterly hug from Violet, their tits pressing together, her bi-curious side stirring.

The final challenge was a “surprise” spin, and Clara spun the wheel, her K-cup bazooms wobbling. It landed on “Naughty Dance,” and the set erupted into a cum-soaked romp, the shemales gyrating, their skirts riding up to reveal bulging knickers, their cocks and balls bouncing. Violet pulled Eleanor into a gentle sway, her hands on her waist, guiding her hips. “Just move with me, love,” Violet said, her cock brushing Eleanor’s thigh through her skirt, making her pussy throb. Daphne and Nora danced nearby, their J- and L-cup tits bouncing, their panties straining as they bumped playfully. Eleanor, laughing, joined in, her J-cup mounds jiggling, her hands grazing Violet’s bulge in a clumsy twirl, her lips near Daphne’s tits during a dip, all encouraged by their sisterly warmth.

The audience roared as the segment ended, confetti raining down. Clara clapped, her K-cup knockers swaying. “What a show, darlings!” The prize wheel, etched with the portal symbol, pulsed brighter when Eleanor passed it, whispering, “Time bends for thee.” Her heart skipped, the cryptic clue hinting her stay was fleeting, but Violet’s smile grounded her. Backstage, Clara handed Eleanor a prop tiara, her touch kind. “You were a star, pet,” she said. Daphne suggested a “rehearsal dinner” to celebrate, her J-cup tits bouncing. “More fun tomorrow, love!” Violet added, her bum-pat playful but gentle. Eleanor’s pussy tingled, her fear of the flames a distant memory, ready for more studio giggles, the portal symbol’s mystery a teasing spark in her joyful heart.




Chapter 4: The Audience Participation Antics

Eleanor’s J-cup tits heaved in a borrowed satin mini-dress, the electric blue fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she stood on the set of The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio alive with 1960s pizzazz. The air buzzed with “Crave” and the audience’s raucous cheers, the pink-curtained stage now decked out with a glittering archway and a banner proclaiming Fancy a Flutter. Her emerald eyes sparkled, her chestnut curls bouncing as she marveled at this world, so far from the 1603 village where she’d faced the flames for a false witchcraft charge. The game show giggles had left her giddy, with Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth making her feel like a cherished friend. Yet the portal symbol, pulsing on the prize wheel, nagged at her, its whisper—“Time bends for thee”—a cryptic hint that her stay in this cheeky world might be fleeting.

Daphne, the shemale host for this segment, strutted onto the set, her J-cup juggernauts wobbling in a crimson blouse, the sheer fabric flashing a lacy bra stretched over her titanic mounds. Her pleated skirt swished, revealing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “Welcome to Fancy a Flutter, darlings!” Daphne purred, her auburn curls bouncing as she winked at the audience. She bent to hand out prop wands—sparkly sticks for the game—her skirt riding up to flash her bulging knickers, her balls swaying playfully, making Eleanor blush but giggle. “Our lovely Eleanor’s joining us for some audience fun!” The crowd roared, and Eleanor, clutching a wand, gave a shy curtsy, her J-cup tits jiggling, her 1600s heart thumping with nervous excitement.

Violet joined them, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a tight blouse, the fabric revealing a bra straining over her colossal cans. Her microskirt flashed silk panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock, her blonde bob swaying as she patted Eleanor’s shoulder with sisterly warmth. “You’ll shine, pet,” Violet said, her voice a soothing purr. “It’s just a lark with the crowd—think of it as a village dance, but with more sparkle!” She bent to toss glitter into the air, her balls dangling in her knickers, sparking Eleanor’s giggles despite her puritan roots. “I’ll try, for thee,” Eleanor said, her accent charming the audience, who clapped wildly.

Clara, the other assistant, sashayed over, her K-cup bazooms heaving in a tight sweater, the knit straining over her bra, her microskirt flashing silk panties stuffed with her thick prick. “You’re a star already, love,” Clara said, her hazel eyes twinkling as she bent to distribute prop sashes, her cock tenting her knickers. “Just play along, and we’ll keep it fun.” Her bum-pat was gentle, like a sister’s nudge, and Eleanor’s nerves eased, the shemales’ kindness making this strange game feel like a joyful romp. The audience buzzed, eager for the segment’s flirty challenges.

Fancy a Flutter was a cheeky interactive game, with audience members joining the shemales for tasks like winking contests, glitter-tossing races, and “naughty charades.” Daphne explained the rules with a grin, her J-cup mounds bouncing as she waved her wand. “It’s all about charm and cheek, loves!” Eleanor was paired with Violet, while Clara teamed with an audience volunteer, Nora, a shemale with L-cup bazooms, her tight dress flashing her bulging knickers. The first challenge was a winking contest, and Eleanor, her J-cup tits heaving, faced Nora, her emerald eyes fluttering shyly. The crowd cheered, and Violet coached her softly, “Big wink, pet, like you’re teasing a lad!” Eleanor’s wink was clumsy but adorable, and Nora’s playful wink back sent the audience into giggles, her L-cup mounds jiggling.

The glitter-tossing race upped the ante, with teams racing to shower each other in sparkles. Violet tossed a handful, her skirt flipping to reveal her 10-inch cock bulging in her satin panties, her balls swaying as she laughed. “Go on, love!” she urged, and Eleanor, giggling, tossed glitter, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing, some landing on Violet’s bulge in a playful fumble. Clara, tossing glitter at Nora, “slipped,” her skirt riding up to flash her thick prick, her bum-pat to Eleanor encouraging her to keep going. The crowd roared, and Eleanor’s pussy tingled, her bi-curious side stirring as she leaned into the fun, the shemales’ sisterly warmth making her feel safe.

The final challenge, naughty charades, turned the set into a cum-soaked romp. Daphne acted out “saucy maid,” her blouse unbuttoning to flash her lacy bra, her J-cup tits bouncing as she mimed dusting, her cock tenting her knickers. The audience howled, and Eleanor, paired with Violet, guessed correctly, her J-cup mounds jiggling as she clapped. Violet mimed “cheeky flirt,” her K-cup knockers swaying, her skirt flashing her balls as she blew kisses. Eleanor, laughing, joined in, her hands brushing Violet’s bulge in a staged gesture, her lips near Clara’s tits during a group pose, all guided by their kindness. Nora’s charade, a “randy postman,” had her L-cup bazooms bouncing, her skirt revealing her thick prick, and Eleanor’s giggles echoed, her puritan shock fading.

The segment ended with a shower of confetti, the audience cheering wildly. Daphne clapped, her J-cup tits swaying. “What a flutter, darlings!” A prop banner behind her, emblazoned with the portal symbol, glowed brighter as Eleanor passed, whispering, “Thy presence weaves destiny.” Her heart skipped, the hint suggesting her time here held purpose, but Clara’s smile grounded her. Backstage, Clara handed Eleanor a prop sash, her touch warm. “You were magic, pet,” she said. Violet suggested a “script reading” for the next show, her K-cup mounds bouncing. “More fun tomorrow, love!” Daphne added, her bum-pat playful but gentle. Eleanor’s pussy throbbed, her fear of the flames a distant memory, ready for more studio antics, the portal symbol’s mystery a tantalizing spark in her joyful heart.




Chapter 5: The Prop Workshop Pranks

Eleanor’s J-cup tits heaved beneath a borrowed smock, the paint-splattered fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she stepped into the bustling prop workshop of The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio humming with 1960s flair. The air was thick with “Crave,” turpentine, and the clatter of tools, a far cry from the 1603 village square where flames had nearly devoured her for a false witchcraft charge. Her emerald eyes sparkled, her chestnut curls bouncing as she marveled at the chaotic creativity—tables piled with glitter, foam, and half-finished props for a skit called “The Naughty Nanny.” Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth had made the audience participation segment a riot of giggles, their gentle bum-pats and kind words easing her into this world. Yet the portal symbol, pulsing on the game show’s banner with its whisper—“Thy presence weaves destiny”—nagged at her, hinting her time here held a deeper purpose.

Daphne, the shemale leading the workshop, presided over the chaos, her J-cup juggernauts wobbling in a crimson blouse, the sheer fabric flashing a lacy bra stretched over her titanic mounds. Her pleated skirt swished, revealing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “Welcome to the prop shop, love!” Daphne chirped, her auburn curls bouncing as she handed Eleanor a paintbrush. She bent to grab a foam cutout, her skirt riding up to flash her bulging knickers, her cock tenting playfully, making Eleanor blush but giggle. “We’re crafting for the nanny skit—bit of fun, yeah?” The audience wasn’t here, but the workshop buzzed with crew and shemales, and Eleanor nodded, her 1600s accent soft. “I know not such craft, but I’ll learn for thee.”

Violet joined them, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a tight blouse, the fabric revealing a bra straining over her colossal cans. Her microskirt flashed silk panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock, her blonde bob swaying as she patted Eleanor’s arm with sisterly warmth. “You’ll be a whiz, pet,” Violet said, her voice a soothing purr. “Think of it as sewing a quilt, but naughtier!” She bent to pick up a glitter jar, her balls dangling in her knickers, sparking Eleanor’s giggles despite her puritan roots. Eleanor’s heart warmed, the shemales’ kindness making this strange task feel like a village gathering, albeit with more sparkle.

Clara, wielding a glue gun, sashayed over, her K-cup bazooms heaving in a tight sweater, the knit straining over her bra, her microskirt flashing silk panties stuffed with her thick prick. “You’re one of us now, love,” Clara said, her hazel eyes twinkling as she bent to grab a prop rattle, her cock tenting her knickers. “Just dive in, and we’ll sort any mess.” Her bum-pat was gentle, like a sister’s nudge, and Eleanor’s nerves melted, the shemales’ warmth inviting her to play. The workshop was a riot of activity—shemales painting, cutting, and “testing” props with cheeky flair, their laughter echoing off the studio walls.

The task was to craft props for “The Naughty Nanny”—oversized rattles, frilly bonnets, and a giant baby bottle. Daphne led Eleanor to a table, showing her how to paint a rattle with glittery pink. “Just a bit of pizzazz, love,” Daphne said, her J-cup mounds bouncing as she demonstrated, her skirt flipping to reveal her plum-sized balls. Eleanor, her J-cup tits jiggling, dipped her brush, her strokes hesitant but eager. Violet worked nearby, gluing feathers to a bonnet, her K-cup knockers swaying, her skirt flashing her 10-inch cock as she “tested” the bonnet, plopping it on Clara’s head. “Fit for a naughty nanny!” Violet teased, her balls swaying, making Eleanor laugh.

The workshop turned into a cum-soaked prank-fest as the shemales’ antics escalated. Clara, “testing” the giant bottle, squirted water across the table, her sweater unbuttoning to flash her lacy bra, her K-cup tits bouncing as she giggled. “Oops, slippery grip!” she said, winking at Eleanor, who dodged the spray, her smock clinging to her J-cup juggernauts, her giggles bubbling up. Daphne, painting a bonnet, “accidentally” flicked glitter onto Violet, her skirt riding up to flash her bulging knickers, her cock tenting as she laughed. “Take that, you minx!” Violet retaliated, tossing a foam pacifier, her balls dangling as she bent, hitting Daphne’s tits. Eleanor, caught in the crossfire, tossed a handful of glitter, her J-cup mounds jiggling, her hands brushing Daphne’s bulge in a playful handoff, her lips near Clara’s tits during a mock tussle, all encouraged by their sisterly warmth.

A new shemale, Nora, with L-cup bazooms, joined the fun, her tight dress flashing her bulging knickers as she “tested” a prop pram, pushing it with a sway that sent her cock and balls bouncing. “This’ll steal the show!” Nora said, her bum-pat to Eleanor gentle and encouraging. Eleanor’s pussy throbbed, her bi-curious side stirring as she painted, the shemales’ kindness making her feel bold. The workshop was a whirlwind of flipped skirts and wobbling whoppers, but the shemales kept Eleanor grounded, their laughter a balm to her soul.

As the session wound down, Eleanor noticed a prop paint can on the table, its label etched with the portal symbol, glowing brighter when she brushed it. A whisper echoed—“A spark in time’s weave”—suggesting her presence here was more than chance. Her heart skipped, but Daphne’s smile anchored her. “You’re a proper artist, pet,” Daphne said, her J-cup tits swaying as she admired Eleanor’s rattle. Clara suggested a “rehearsal skit” for the next segment, her K-cup mounds bouncing. “More larks tomorrow, love!” Violet added, her bum-pat playful but gentle. Eleanor’s fear of the flames was a distant echo, her J-cup juggernauts sparkling as she embraced the studio’s chaos, the portal symbol’s mystery a tantalizing tease in her joyful heart.




Chapter 6: The Shakespearean Farce Fiasco

Eleanor’s J-cup tits wobbled in a borrowed Elizabethan-style gown, the velvet bodice straining to contain her massive juggernauts as she stood on the set of The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio buzzing with 1960s camp. The air was thick with “Crave” and the rustle of taffeta, the pink-curtained stage transformed into a garish Globe Theatre replica, complete with wooden balconies and prop swords. Her emerald eyes widened, her chestnut curls pinned under a ruffled cap, as she recognized the trappings of her 1603 world—Shakespeare’s plays were the talk of her village, though she’d only heard them whispered in alehouses. The prop workshop’s glittery chaos had left her glowing, with Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth making her feel like kin. Yet the portal symbol, glowing on the paint can with its whisper—“A spark in time’s weave”—lingered, hinting her presence in this bawdy world was no accident.

Clara, the shemale director, strutted onto the set, her K-cup bazooms heaving in a mock-Renaissance doublet, the fabric flashing a lacy bra beneath, her tight breeches revealing silk panties stuffed with her thick 10-inch cock and heavy balls. “Welcome to our Shakespearean spectacular, darlings!” Clara purred, her hazel eyes twinkling as she addressed the audience. She bent to pick up a prop quill, her breeches splitting slightly to flash her bulging knickers, her balls swaying playfully, making Eleanor blush but giggle. “We’re doing a saucy farce—A Midsummer Night’s Wet Dream! Our Eleanor’s our star!” The crowd roared, and Eleanor, clutching a prop fan, gave a shy smile, her J-cup tits jiggling, her 1600s heart racing with a mix of familiarity and nervous thrill.

Violet joined them, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a low-cut gown, the fabric revealing a bra straining over her colossal cans, her skirt flashing satin panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock. Her blonde bob peeked from a feathered hat as she patted Eleanor’s arm with sisterly warmth. “You’ll dazzle, pet,” Violet said, her voice a soothing lilt. “It’s your time’s plays, but with a naughty twist—like a jest at a village fair!” She bent to adjust her prop crown, her balls dangling in her knickers, sparking Eleanor’s giggles despite her puritan roots. “I know Master Shakespeare’s tales,” Eleanor said softly, her accent charming the audience. “I’ll play for thee.”

Daphne, dressed as a cheeky Puck, sashayed over, her J-cup juggernauts wobbling in a skimpy tunic, her lacy bra peeking through, her short skirt revealing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “You’re a natural, love,” Daphne said, her auburn curls bouncing under a leafy crown as she offered a kind grin. She bent to scatter prop petals, her skirt riding up to flash her hefty bollocks, making Eleanor’s cheeks burn but her lips curve into a grin. “Just follow our lead, and we’ll make it a riot.” Her bum-pat was gentle, like a sister’s nudge, and Eleanor’s nerves eased, the shemales’ kindness bridging her past and this wild present.

The skit, a bawdy mashup of Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream and Twelfth Night, was a whirlwind of innuendo and costume mishaps. Clara played a lusty Oberon, Violet a flirty Titania, and Daphne a mischievous Puck, with Eleanor cast as a bewildered Viola stumbling into a “magical forest” of debauchery. The set was alive with prop vines and glittery moons, the audience buzzing as Clara kicked off, her K-cup mounds bouncing as she “enchanted” Violet with a saucy spell, her breeches tenting with her cock. “O Titania, yield thy charms!” Clara boomed, bending to sprinkle “magic dust,” her balls swaying in her knickers, making Eleanor giggle.

Violet, as Titania, responded with a sultry strut, her gown slipping to flash her lacy bra, her K-cup tits jiggling as she “swooned,” her skirt flipping to reveal her 10-inch cock bulging in her panties. “Oberon, thou art too bold!” she teased, winking at Eleanor, who entered as Viola, her J-cup juggernauts heaving as she delivered her line: “What land is this, so strange and merry?” The audience cheered, charmed by her accent, and Daphne, as Puck, somersaulted onto the set, her tunic riding up to flash her plum-sized balls, her cock tenting her knickers. “A land of love, sweet maid!” Daphne quipped, tossing petals that “accidentally” landed on Eleanor’s tits, making her laugh.

The skit spiraled into a cum-soaked farce, with costumes slipping and props misfiring. Clara’s doublet unbuttoned during a “duel,” her K-cup bazooms bouncing, her breeches splitting to flash her thick prick. Violet’s gown “tore,” revealing her satin panties, her balls swaying as she “chased” Daphne, who “tripped,” her J-cup mounds jiggling, her skirt flashing her cock. Eleanor, guided by their sisterly warmth, leaned into the chaos, her J-cup tits bouncing as she improvised, her hands brushing Violet’s bulge during a staged “rescue,” her lips near Clara’s tits in a comedic hug, her pussy tingling with bi-curious delight. The audience howled, the shemales’ bum-pats gentle and encouraging, keeping Eleanor at ease.

As the rehearsal ended, a prop scroll on the set, etched with the portal symbol, glowed brighter when Eleanor brushed it, whispering, “Thy spark binds time’s dance.” Her heart skipped, the hint tying her to her Shakespearean era, but Violet’s smile grounded her. “You were magic, pet,” Violet said, her K-cup knockers swaying as she hugged Eleanor. Backstage, Clara suggested a “camera test” for the live show, her K-cup mounds bouncing. “More fun tomorrow, love!” Daphne added, her bum-pat playful but kind. Eleanor’s fear of the flames was a faint memory, her J-cup juggernauts sparkling as she embraced the studio’s chaos, the portal symbol’s mystery a tantalizing spark in her joyful heart, her 1603 roots alive in this bawdy tribute.




Chapter 7: The Spy Farce Frenzy

Eleanor’s J-cup tits strained against a borrowed tight pencil skirt and blouse, the satin fabric hugging her massive juggernauts as she stepped onto the set of The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio pulsing with 1960s swagger. The air was thick with “Crave” and the clack of typewriters, the pink-curtained stage now a retro spy office with filing cabinets, a rotary phone, and a giant prop gun. Her emerald eyes widened, her chestnut curls swept into a beehive, as she took in the chauvinistic scene—shemale “secretaries” bending over desks, their tight skirts riding up, and “agents” tossing smug quips. The Shakespearean farce had left her giddy, her 1603 roots tickled by the familiarity, but this spy movie spoof, inspired by The Avengers and Bond, was a thrilling leap. Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth kept her grounded, their gentle bum-pats a balm. Yet the portal symbol, glowing on the prop scroll with its whisper—“Thy spark binds time’s dance”—nagged, suggesting her role here was pivotal.

Violet, the shemale star playing a suave agent, strutted onto the set, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a tailored suit jacket, the fabric flashing a lacy bra beneath, her tight trousers revealing silk panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock and heavy balls. “Welcome to License to Thrill, darlings!” Violet purred, her blonde bob sleek as she lit a prop cigarette, winking at the audience. She bent to “inspect” a file, her trousers splitting slightly to flash her bulging knickers, her balls swaying playfully, making Eleanor blush but giggle. “Our Eleanor’s our new secretary—top-notch typing, eh, love?” The crowd roared, and Eleanor, clutching a prop notepad, gave a shy nod, her J-cup tits jiggling, her 1600s heart pounding with nervous excitement in this chauvinistic world.

Clara joined them, playing a sultry femme fatale, her K-cup bazooms heaving in a low-cut dress, the fabric revealing a bra straining over her colossal cans, her pencil skirt flashing satin panties stuffed with her thick prick. “You’ll fit right in, pet,” Clara said, her hazel eyes twinkling as she patted Eleanor’s arm with sisterly warmth. She bent to “fix” her garter, her skirt riding up to reveal her balls dangling in her knickers, sparking Eleanor’s giggles despite her puritan shock. “’Tis a bold world,” Eleanor murmured, her accent charming the audience, “but I’ll serve for thee.”

Daphne, cast as a cheeky secretary, sashayed over, her J-cup juggernauts wobbling in a tight blouse, her lacy bra peeking through, her pencil skirt hugging her hips to flash satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “You’re a gem, love,” Daphne said, her auburn curls bouncing as she offered a kind smile. She bent over a desk to “file” papers, her skirt riding up to reveal her hefty bollocks, her cock tenting her knickers, making Eleanor’s cheeks burn but her lips curve into a grin. “Just play along, and we’ll keep it fun,” Daphne added, her bum-pat gentle, easing Eleanor into the sexist antics with sisterly care.

The skit, a bawdy spoof of The Avengers with a Bond twist, was a whirlwind of chauvinism and innuendo. Violet, as Agent Vixen, hunted a “stolen microfilm,” Clara played the seductive villainess Natasha, and Daphne was the flirty secretary Babs, with Eleanor as the “new girl” caught in the chaos. The set buzzed with chauvinistic flair—shemale secretaries bending over to “fetch coffee,” their skirts flashing bulging knickers, and agents smacking bums with smirks. Violet kicked off, her K-cup mounds bouncing as she “interrogated” Daphne, her trousers tenting with her cock. “Spill it, Babs!” Violet barked, bending to “search” a drawer, her balls swaying in her panties, making Eleanor giggle.

Daphne, as Babs, played coy, her blouse unbuttoning to flash her lacy bra, her J-cup tits jiggling as she “dropped” a file, bending low to flash her 10-inch cock bulging in her knickers. “Oh, Agent, you’re so forceful!” she teased, winking at Eleanor, who entered as the new secretary, her J-cup juggernauts heaving as she delivered her line: “Sirs, the files are ready!” The audience cheered, and Clara, as Natasha, slinked in, her dress slipping to flash her satin panties, her K-cup bazooms swaying as she “seduced” Violet, her balls dangling. “Join me, Vixen,” Clara purred, bending to “hide” the microfilm, her thick prick tenting her skirt.

Eleanor, guided by the shemales’ sisterly warmth, leaned into the farce, her J-cup tits bouncing as she “tripped” over a prop wire, landing near Daphne, her hands brushing Daphne’s bulge in a staged fumble, her pussy tingling with bi-curious delight. Violet “rescued” her, smacking her bum with a chauvinistic “Good girl!” but softened it with a kind wink, keeping Eleanor at ease. Clara’s dress “tore” during a “fight,” revealing her lacy bra, her balls swaying as she grappled with Violet, their cocks bouncing in their knickers. The audience howled, the set a riot of flipped skirts, wobbling whoppers, and sexist quips, but the shemales’ gentle bum-pats ensured Eleanor felt safe in the chaos.

As the rehearsal ended, a prop briefcase on the set, etched with the portal symbol, glowed brighter when Eleanor brushed it, whispering, “Thy light steers time’s course.” Her heart raced, the hint tying her to this world’s destiny, but Daphne’s smile anchored her. “You were a star, pet,” Daphne said, her J-cup knockers swaying as she hugged Eleanor. Backstage, Violet suggested a “sound test” for the live show, her K-cup mounds bouncing. “More capers tomorrow, love!” Clara added, her bum-pat playful but kind. Eleanor’s fear of the flames was a faint echo, her J-cup juggernauts sparkling as she embraced the studio’s chauvinistic chaos, the portal symbol’s mystery a tantalizing spark in her joyful heart.




Chapter 8: The Time-Tossed Reunion

Eleanor’s J-cup tits strained against a borrowed satin mini-dress, the sapphire fabric hugging her massive juggernauts as she lingered backstage at The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio pulsing with 1960s camp. The air was thick with “Crave” and the hum of studio lights, the pink-curtained set still cluttered with prop briefcases from the chauvinistic spy farce. Her emerald eyes sparkled, her chestnut curls swept into a loose ponytail, as she steadied her breath from the skirt-flipping chaos—shemale secretaries bending over, their tight skirts flashing bulging knickers, had been a wild spectacle. Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth had kept her 1603 puritan heart anchored, their gentle bum-pats making this strange world feel like a bawdy village revel. Yet the portal symbol, glowing on the spy briefcase with its whisper—“Thy light steers time’s course”—hinted her presence was weaving a grander fate.

Violet, the shemale star, sashayed backstage, her K-cup knockers wobbling in a sheer blouse, the fabric revealing a lacy bra stretched over her colossal cans. Her microskirt flashed silk panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “Ready for the next caper, pet?” Violet purred, patting Eleanor’s arm with sisterly warmth. She bent to grab a prop script, her balls swaying playfully, making Eleanor giggle despite her awe. “What new jest is this?” Eleanor asked, her 1600s accent thick, her J-cup tits jiggling as she adjusted her dress. Before Violet could answer, a crackle split the air—a shimmering vortex flared near a prop rack, spitting out a figure who landed in a heap, cursing in a distinctly modern tone.

Eleanor’s heart skipped as she glimpsed Colin, the 25-year-old coffee shop worker from Vancouver, his lanky frame sprawled on the floor, his chestnut hair mussed, his blue eyes wide with shock. His modern jeans and t-shirt, sticky with traces of cum from his adventures in The Portal to Posh Perversion, clung to his body, his thick, nearly 10-inch cock bulging faintly. Colin had been sucked from his Vancouver coffee shop into an alternate 1960s London of busty shemales, reveling in orgies until choosing to stay at a gala. Now, somehow, he was here, in The Violet Vibe’s studio. “Bloody hell!” he gasped, scrambling up, his eyes locking on Eleanor’s J-cup juggernauts, then the shemales, his bi-curious cock twitching. “Where am I now?”

Clara rushed over, her K-cup bazooms bouncing in a tight sweater, her microskirt flashing satin panties stuffed with her thick 10-inch prick. “Blimey, another stray!” Clara exclaimed, her hazel eyes twinkling as she bent to help Colin, her balls dangling in her knickers, making Eleanor blush but giggle. “You know this lad, love?” Clara asked, her bum-pat to Eleanor gentle. Eleanor shook her head, her 1603 village life offering no connection to this modern Canadian, yet the portal symbol on her wrist pulsed faintly, as if recognizing him. “Nay, he’s strange to me,” she murmured, her accent charming the audience, who thought it a skit.

Colin gaped, his prick throbbing as he took in Violet’s K-cup mounds and Daphne’s approaching form. “I’m Colin, from Vancouver,” he said, his voice rough. “Was in some mad London with shemales—tits and cocks everywhere—then a fucking portal yanked me here!” He glanced at his wrist, where a glowing portal symbol had appeared, matching Eleanor’s, a new mark tying their fates. His bi-curious eyes flicked to Eleanor’s tits, then the shemales’ bulges, his cock tenting his jeans from memories of Daphne and Violet’s massive packages in his alternate London.

Daphne, her J-cup juggernauts wobbling in a crimson blouse, her pleated skirt flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock, joined them, her auburn curls bouncing. “A Canadian, eh? You’re a long way from home, pet,” she said, her smile kind as she bent to offer Colin a prop water bottle, her cock tenting her knickers, sparking Eleanor’s giggles and Colin’s horny stare. “He’s lost, like I was,” Eleanor said softly, her emerald eyes meeting Colin’s, sensing a shared displacement despite their vastly different origins.

The studio crew, mistaking it for improv, rolled cameras, the audience roaring. Violet clapped, her K-cup knockers swaying. “Let’s make it a show, darlings!” She ushered Colin and Eleanor to the set, dressed as a “time-travel agency” with a glittery desk and prop clocks. The skit cast Colin as a “displaced agent” and Eleanor as his “guide,” with the shemales as flirty “time clerks.” Violet, playing the chief clerk, leaned over the desk, her blouse unbuttoning to flash her lacy bra, her K-cup tits jiggling as she “filed” papers, her balls swaying in her knickers. “Lost in time, eh, Canada?” she teased Colin, her bum-pat to Eleanor gentle, urging her to play along.

Clara, as a saucy assistant, “dropped” a prop pen, bending low to flash her thick prick bulging in her satin panties, her K-cup bazooms bouncing. “Oops, clumsy me!” she giggled, winking at Colin, whose cock grew, his modern sensibilities thrilled by the familiar shemale chaos. Daphne, another clerk, “sorted” files, her skirt riding up to flash her plum-sized balls, her J-cup mounds jiggling as she tossed Eleanor a line: “Guide him, love, he’s a bewildered pup!” Eleanor, her J-cup tits heaving, improvised, “Fear not, stranger, this be a merry place!” Colin, grinning, added, “Merry? It’s a fucking wet dream!” The audience howled, charmed by their chemistry.

The skit spiraled into a cum-soaked farce, with shemales’ skirts flipping to reveal bulging knickers, their cocks and balls bouncing as they “processed” Colin’s “case.” Colin, fueled by his orgy-filled past, leaned in, his hands brushing Violet’s bulge during a staged “search,” his lips near Clara’s tits in a comedic “briefing,” his nearly 10-inch cock throbbing in his jeans. Eleanor, her pussy tingling with bi-curious delight, joined the chaos, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling as she “helped” Daphne, her hands grazing Daphne’s cock in a playful fumble, all encouraged by their sisterly warmth. The set was a whirlwind of wobbling whoppers and innuendo, the shemales’ gentle bum-pats keeping both at ease.

As the skit ended, a prop clock on the set, etched with the portal symbol, glowed brighter when Eleanor and Colin neared, whispering, “Two sparks bind time’s weave.” Eleanor’s heart raced, the hint suggesting their meeting was fated, but Violet’s smile steadied her. “You two were smashing, pets,” Violet said, her K-cup mounds swaying as she hugged them. Backstage, Clara suggested a “costume test” for the next show, her K-cup tits bouncing. “More larks tomorrow, loves!” Daphne added, her bum-pat kind. Eleanor and Colin exchanged a puzzled glance, their shared portal mystery sparking a bond amidst the studio’s bawdy chaos, their hearts alight with curious joy.




Chapter 9: The Smitten Squire’s Secret

Eleanor’s J-cup tits wobbled in a borrowed emerald mini-dress, the satin fabric clinging to her massive juggernauts as she stood backstage at The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio buzzing with 1960s flair. The air was thick with “Crave” and the clatter of props, the pink-curtained set now a mock “time-travel lounge” with velvet sofas and a prop telescope. Her emerald eyes sparkled, her chestnut curls bouncing in a loose bun, as she steadied her nerves from the last skit’s chaos—shemale clerks flipping skirts, their bulging knickers flashing, had been a bawdy whirl. Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth kept her 1603 puritan heart grounded, their gentle bum-pats easing her into this brazen world. Yet the portal symbol, glowing on a prop clock with its whisper—“Two sparks bind time’s weave”—nagged, hinting her strange meeting with Colin, the modern Canadian, was fated.

Colin, lanky and flushed, hovered nearby, his chestnut hair mussed, his blue eyes darting between Eleanor’s J-cup juggernauts and the shemales’ curves. His jeans, still crusty from his orgy-filled romp in The Portal to Posh Perversion, strained over his thick, nearly 10-inch cock, which twitched with bi-curious hunger. In his Vancouver coffee shop days, he’d embraced shemale cocks and tits with abandon, but Eleanor’s innocent beauty—her soft accent, her shy giggles—had him smitten. Her 1603 purity stirred his heart, and he yearned to court her like a proper gent, not the cock-and-tit-crazed perv he’d become. Yet his eyes betrayed him, lingering on Violet’s K-cup mounds and Clara’s bulging knickers, his prick throbbing with memories of sucking 10-inch cocks in that other London.

Violet, the shemale star, sashayed over, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a sheer blouse, the fabric flashing a lacy bra stretched over her colossal cans. Her microskirt revealed silk panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “Ready for the next bit, pets?” Violet purred, patting Eleanor’s arm with sisterly warmth, then winking at Colin, whose cock twitched. She bent to adjust a prop lamp, her balls swaying, making Eleanor giggle but Colin’s jeans tighten, his bi-curious stare obvious. “Fuck,” he muttered, turning away, pretending to study a script, desperate to hide his lust from Eleanor’s emerald gaze.

Clara joined, her K-cup bazooms wobbling in a tight sweater, her microskirt flashing satin panties stuffed with her thick 10-inch prick. “You two were a hit last time,” Clara said, her hazel eyes twinkling as she bent to “fix” her garter, her balls dangling, sparking Eleanor’s giggles and Colin’s stifled groan. “You alright, Canada?” Clara teased, her bum-pat to Eleanor gentle but her smirk at Colin knowing. He nodded, his face burning, his prick aching as he forced his eyes to Eleanor’s face, her J-cup tits a safer focus—though they only fueled his smitten haze.

Daphne, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing in a crimson blouse, her pleated skirt flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock, approached, her auburn curls swaying. “Let’s make this skit a cracker, loves,” she said, her smile kind as she bent to grab a prop pen, her cock tenting her knickers, making Eleanor blush but Colin’s cock pulse. He bit his lip, picturing Daphne’s prick in his mouth from his other London, then shook his head, focusing on Eleanor’s shy smile. “You’re… bloody gorgeous,” he stammered to her, his modern slang clashing with her 1603 demeanor, his heart pounding as she blushed, her J-cup mounds jiggling.

The skit, a cheeky “time-travel romance” spoof, cast Eleanor as a “damsel lost in time” and Colin as her “suitor,” with the shemales as flirty “matchmakers.” The set buzzed with innuendo—Violet leaning over a sofa, her blouse unbuttoning to flash her lacy bra, her K-cup tits jiggling as her balls swayed in her knickers. “Find your spark, Canada!” Violet teased, her bum-pat to Eleanor gentle but her bulge brushing Colin’s thigh, making his cock throb. Clara, as a saucy matchmaker, “dropped” a prop fan, bending low to flash her thick prick in her satin panties, her K-cup bazooms bouncing. “Oops, my mistake!” she giggled, winking at Colin, whose eyes lingered too long, his bi-curious hunger betraying him.

Eleanor, her J-cup tits heaving, played her part, delivering lines like, “Good sir, wilt thou guide me in this strange land?” Her accent charmed the audience, but her emerald eyes caught Colin’s gaze straying to Clara’s bulge, then Daphne’s swaying balls as she “arranged” flowers, her skirt riding up to flash her cock tenting her knickers. Eleanor’s brow furrowed, her 1603 sensibilities puzzled yet curious. During a staged “dance,” Colin pulled her close, his hands on her waist, her J-cup juggernauts pressing against his chest, his prick throbbing with smitten desire. “I’m mad for you,” he whispered, his voice hoarse, but his eyes flicked to Violet’s K-cup mounds, his cock betraying his secret.

As the skit paused for a prop reset, Eleanor drew Colin aside, her expression earnest, not cruel. “Colin,” she said softly, her accent thick, “thy glances wander to these… ladies’ forms, their strange endowments. Art thou a sodomite, drawn to men’s pleasures in women’s guise?” The term, sharp in her 1603 tongue, wasn’t mean, just a curious probe from her puritan world, where such desires were whispered sins. Colin’s face burned, his prick wilting slightly, caught between shame and his smitten heart. “I… I like lasses, Eleanor,” he stammered, his Vancouver drawl shaky. “You’re bloody perfect. But… yeah, I’ve got a thing for… their bits, too. It’s not like back home.”

Eleanor’s emerald eyes softened, her J-cup tits jiggling as she touched his arm, her bi-curious spark flickering. “Thy heart speaks true,” she murmured, her 1603 innocence wrestling with the studio’s brazenness. “I judge thee not, for this world confounds me too.” The shemales, overhearing, gathered round, their sisterly warmth enveloping them. Violet’s K-cup mounds swayed as she hugged Eleanor. “He’s a gem, pet, just a bit greedy,” she teased, her bum-pat kind. Clara’s balls dangled as she bent to “comfort” Colin, her thick prick tenting her knickers. “No shame, Canada,” she said, winking. Daphne’s J-cup juggernauts bounced as she added, “Love who you fancy, love.”

The skit resumed, a chaotic dance of flipped skirts and wobbling whoppers, with Colin and Eleanor playing lovers, their chemistry electric despite his revealed secret. Colin’s hands grazed Eleanor’s J-cup tits in a staged embrace, his cock throbbing with smitten lust, while his eyes stole glances at Violet’s bulge, his bi-curious side unquelled. Eleanor, her pussy tingling, leaned into the farce, her hands brushing Daphne’s cock in a playful fumble, her giggles free of malice. The audience roared, the shemales’ gentle bum-pats ensuring both felt safe.

As the skit ended, a prop telescope on the set, etched with the portal symbol, glowed brighter when Colin and Eleanor passed, whispering, “Two hearts spark time’s dance.” Eleanor’s heart raced, the hint tying their strange bond to this world’s mystery, but Daphne’s smile steadied her. “You’re both stars, pets,” Daphne said, her J-cup knockers swaying as she hugged them. Backstage, Violet suggested a “rehearsal for the finale” for the next show, her K-cup mounds bouncing. “More fun tomorrow, loves!” Clara added, her bum-pat kind. Colin and Eleanor shared a shy smile, his smitten heart open, her 1603 curiosity alight, the portal symbol’s mystery a tantalizing spark in their joyful, lusty souls.




Chapter 10: The Soulmates’ Smutty Vow

Eleanor’s J-cup tits wobbled in a borrowed ivory mini-dress, the satin fabric hugging her massive juggernauts as she stood center stage at The Violet Vibe, the London TV studio ablaze with 1960s camp. The air was thick with “Crave” and the roar of the audience, the pink-curtained set transformed into a mock “wedding chapel” with velvet pews and a glittering altar. Her emerald eyes sparkled, her chestnut curls cascading in loose waves, as she steadied her nerves from the last skit’s chaos—shemale matchmakers flipping skirts, their bulging knickers flashing, had been a riotous romp. Violet, Daphne, and Clara’s sisterly warmth had anchored her 1603 puritan heart, their gentle bum-pats making this strange world a home. The portal symbol, glowing on a prop ring with its whisper—“Two hearts spark time’s dance”—hinted her bond with Colin was destined to reshape their fate.

Colin, lanky and beaming, stood beside her, his chestnut hair slicked back, his blue eyes locked on Eleanor’s J-cup juggernauts with smitten adoration. His borrowed tuxedo strained over his thick, nearly 10-inch cock, which twitched with bi-curious delight, no longer hidden. The Vancouver coffee shop worker, once sucked into a shemale-filled alternate 1960s London [The Portal to Posh Perversion], had found his soulmate in Eleanor, her 1603 innocence a balm to his cock-and-tit-crazed heart. Her acceptance of his bisexual glances at Violet’s K-cup mounds and Clara’s bulging knickers had freed him, their love a bridge across centuries. “You’re my bloody everything,” he whispered, his modern drawl melting her, his prick throbbing as her J-cup tits jiggled.

Violet, the shemale star, sashayed onto the set, her K-cup knockers bouncing in a sheer blouse, the fabric flashing a lacy bra stretched over her colossal cans. Her microskirt revealed silk panties stuffed with her 10-inch cock and plum-sized balls. “Welcome to the wedding of the century, darlings!” Violet purred, playing the “officiant,” her blonde bob bouncing as she bent to “bless” the altar, her balls swaying, making Eleanor giggle and Colin’s cock pulse. “These two are soulmates, aren’t they?” she teased, her bum-pat to Eleanor gentle, her wink at Colin encouraging his open lust.

Clara, as a “bridesmaid,” joined, her K-cup bazooms wobbling in a tight gown, her microskirt flashing satin panties stuffed with her thick 10-inch prick. “A match made in time, loves!” Clara cooed, her hazel eyes twinkling as she bent to “scatter” prop petals, her balls dangling, sparking Eleanor’s giggles and Colin’s bi-curious grin. “You’re a lucky man, Canada,” she said, her bum-pat to Colin kind, easing his nerves. Daphne, another “bridesmaid,” sashayed in, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing in a crimson gown, her pleated skirt flashing satin knickers stuffed with her 10-inch cock. “Let’s make it a proper bash,” she said, bending to “adjust” the altar, her cock tenting her knickers, making Eleanor blush but Colin’s prick throb.

The skit, a bawdy “wedding farce,” was a whirlwind of innuendo and chauvinistic flair. Violet, as the officiant, “read” vows, leaning over to flash her lacy bra, her K-cup tits jiggling as her balls swayed in her knickers. “Do you, Colin, take this lass and her whoppers?” she teased, her bulge brushing his thigh, making his cock twitch but his eyes stay on Eleanor. Clara, “tripping” over a pew, bent low to flash her thick prick in her satin panties, her K-cup bazooms bouncing. “Oops, my fault!” she giggled, winking at Colin, who grinned, his bisexuality free, his love for Eleanor unshaken. Daphne “dropped” a prop veil, her skirt riding up to flash her plum-sized balls, her J-cup mounds jiggling as she tossed Eleanor a line: “Kiss him, love, he’s yours!”

Eleanor, her J-cup tits heaving, leaned into the farce, her 1603 accent charming the audience: “I take thee, Colin, for all thy… merry ways.” Her bi-curious spark flared as she grazed Violet’s bulge in a staged fumble, her giggles free of judgment. Colin, his nearly 10-inch cock throbbing, pulled her close, his hands on her J-cup juggernauts, his lips whispering, “I’m yours, forever.” His eyes flicked to Clara’s balls, his bisexuality open, but his heart was Eleanor’s, their soulmate bond electric. The audience roared, the set a chaos of flipped skirts and wobbling whoppers, the shemales’ gentle bum-pats ensuring both felt cherished.

As the skit peaked, the prop ring, etched with the portal symbol, glowed blindingly when Colin slipped it on Eleanor’s finger, its whisper now a chant: “Two sparks seal time’s vow.” A vortex swirled behind the altar, the portal flaring, threatening to pull them to another reality—perhaps Colin’s Vancouver or a new unknown. Eleanor’s heart raced, her fear of the 1603 pyre a faint echo, but Colin’s hand squeezed hers. “We’re staying,” he said, his voice firm, his blue eyes locked on hers. “This is our home, with these mad, gorgeous shemales.” Violet, Daphne, and Clara gathered round, their K-cup and J-cup mounds swaying, their bulges tenting their knickers, their sisterly warmth a shield.

Eleanor nodded, her J-cup tits jiggling, her bi-curious soul alight. “Aye, my love, here we be free,” she said, her accent thick. Their kiss, deep and soul-binding, sent a pulse through the portal symbol, the vortex collapsing, the ring’s glow fading to a soft shimmer. The portal stabilized, anchoring them in this alternate 1960s London, safe from witch pyres and modern chaos, their love its anchor. The audience cheered, thinking it part of the skit, as Violet clapped, her K-cup knockers bouncing. “That’s love, darlings!” she cried, her balls swaying as she hugged them.

Backstage, the shemales planned a “honeymoon skit” for the next show, but Colin and Eleanor knew their real life was here, as studio stars and soulmates. Daphne’s J-cup juggernauts swayed as she teased, “You’ll need a bigger dressing room, pets.” Clara’s thick prick tented her knickers as she added, “And more costumes for those whoppers!” Their laughter filled the studio, a found family of shemales and lovers. Colin and Eleanor, hand in hand, their portal symbols pulsing in sync, stepped into their forever, their cum-soaked, tit-wobbling paradise a testament to their eternal, lusty love.
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