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Beneath the Skirts of Albion Vol. 4

by Peter M. McMillan

Balls and Brassieres: A Year of Mayfair Mischief




Chapter One: A Morning in Mayfair

In the bustling heart of London's Mayfair district, where the air hummed with the chatter of well-heeled shoppers and the occasional honk of a black cab, lived two extraordinary shemales named Felicity and Beatrice. They shared a cozy flat above a quaint teashop, a place where the scent of fresh scones wafted up through the floorboards each morning. Felicity, at five feet eight inches, possessed a figure that turned heads wherever she went—her waist cinched elegantly, her hips swaying with a natural rhythm that spoke of pure femininity. Beatrice, just an inch taller, mirrored her roommate's allure, with skin like porcelain and eyes that sparkled with mischief. Both were blessed with endowments that defied the ordinary: their chests heaved with tremendous spheres of softness, each one a marvel of nature straining against the confines of their attire. Felicity's were like overripe melons begging to burst free, while Beatrice's resembled plush pillows designed for endless admiration.

This particular Friday dawned bright and crisp, the kind of day that made one grateful for the peculiarities of their world—a society where chivalry reigned supreme, and the fairer sex, including those with a little something extra, were pampered and adored without question. Women and shemales alike dressed to accentuate their assets, their wardrobes a symphony of fabrics that hugged and revealed in equal measure. Pants were a rarity for shemales like Felicity and Beatrice; how could one possibly conceal the prodigious packages nestled between their thighs? Instead, they favored skirts and dresses that flirted with the wind, offering glimpses that kept the men—and occasionally other shemales—on their toes.

Felicity stirred first, stretching languidly in their shared king-sized bed, her silk nightie riding up to expose the lacy edge of her panties. Those panties, a delicate confection of pink satin, were pulled taut over her impressive manhood, the fabric outlining every inch of her ten-inch shaft and the hefty orbs beneath it that swung like pendulums when she moved. She glanced over at Beatrice, who was still dozing, her own monumental domes rising and falling with each breath, barely contained by the sheer negligee that did little to hide the stiffening bulge in her undergarments.

"Morning, love," Felicity whispered, leaning over to plant a kiss on Beatrice's cheek. As she did, her hand instinctively reached out to give her roommate's pert bottom a playful pat. It was second nature in their world—pats, squeezes, and affectionate gropes were as common as handshakes. Beatrice murmured in response, her eyes fluttering open, and she returned the favor with a gentle smack on Felicity's rear.

They rose together, slipping into their morning routines with the ease of long-time companions. Felicity selected a tight blouse from the wardrobe, its buttons straining over her prodigious peaks, each one a bountiful hillock that jiggled enticingly as she fastened it. Beneath, her brassiere was a engineering triumph: a massive contraption of reinforced lace and underwire, designed to hoist her enormous udders into a gravity-defying display. The cups were vast, like satellite dishes cradling treasures, and the straps dug slightly into her shoulders from the sheer weight they supported. For her lower half, she chose a short flippy skirt in tartan plaid, the kind that twirled up at the slightest breeze, threatening to reveal the satin thong struggling to contain her massive cock and those swollen, pendulous balls that hung low and full.

Beatrice, not to be outdone, opted for a sweater that clung to her like a second skin, the wool knit stretching thin over her gargantuan globes, nipples poking through like insistent buttons. Her bra was equally heroic, a behemoth of silk and boning that cupped her voluptuous swells with loving firmness, the overflow creating a cleavage deep enough to lose a pen in. She paired it with a tight skirt that hugged her thighs, riding just high enough to hint at the formidable bulge pressing against the front—a testament to her eleven-inch rod and the hefty sack that accompanied it, balls so large they created a visible outline even through the fabric.

As they prepared breakfast in their tiny kitchen, the shemales couldn't resist the opportunities to bend over. Felicity dropped a spoon—quite accidentally, of course—and leaned down to retrieve it, her flippy skirt flipping up to expose her rounded cheeks and the thong bisecting them. But more prominently, her enormous balls dangled free for a moment, heavy and smooth, swaying like ripe fruit ready for plucking. Beatrice watched with a grin, her own arousal stirring as she "accidentally" knocked a tea towel to the floor and bent to pick it up. Her tight skirt rode up her thighs, revealing the satin panties stretched obscenely over her prodigious scrotum, those massive orbs bulging out on either side, far more noticeable than the thick shaft tucked alongside.

"Darling, your jewels are putting on quite the show this morning," Felicity teased, reaching out to pat Beatrice's bum again as she straightened.

Beatrice laughed, adjusting her skirt with a wiggle. "Can't help it if they're eager for attention. Speaking of which, we've got that brunch with Lydia today. Remember her? The shemale from the office party last month, with those stupendous mounds that rival our own."

How could Felicity forget? Lydia was a vision, her chest featuring lavish orbs that bounced with every step, always encased in blouses so tight they seemed one deep breath away from popping open. And beneath her skirts, rumors swirled of a package that, while respectable, paled in comparison to what Felicity and Beatrice sported.

They headed out, arm in arm, into the lively streets of Mayfair. The neighborhood was alive with activity: women in short skirts bending to adjust their stockings, shemales leaning over shop counters to examine wares, their skirts hiking up to flash glimpses of lingerie-clad secrets. Pats on the bottom were exchanged freely— a gentleman tipping his hat to a passing lady might add a cheeky squeeze, and she'd respond with a giggle and a reciprocal pat.

At the corner café, they spotted Lydia waiting at a table, her outfit a masterclass in temptation. She wore a sweater vest over a blouse that did battle with her immense balloons, the fabric taut and revealing the outline of her gigantic brassiere beneath—a fortress of satin and lace holding her prodigious pillows aloft. Her skirt was short and flirty, and as she stood to greet them, it flipped up slightly in the breeze, offering a peek at her lace panties and the modest bulge they concealed.

"Felicity! Beatrice! So glad you could make it," Lydia exclaimed, hugging each in turn. Her hands lingered, patting their bums with enthusiasm. "You two look ravishing as always. Those skirts—goodness, they must be a nightmare to keep down with what you're packing."

Beatrice chuckled, returning the pat. "Oh, we manage. Though pants are out of the question unless we're in the mood to flaunt our bulges. Last time I wore tight trousers, poor Mr. Hargrove at the bank nearly fainted."

They settled in, ordering teas and pastries. Conversation flowed easily, laced with the flirtatious banter that defined their era. Lydia bent over to retrieve her napkin from the floor—purely by chance—and her skirt rode up, exposing her pert rear and the panties hugging her smaller endowment. Felicity and Beatrice exchanged knowing glances; Lydia's balls were neat and tidy, nothing like the hefty pendants they themselves possessed.

As the meal progressed, a handsome waiter named Tom approached, his eyes widening at the trio's collective assets. He patted Lydia's shoulder affectionately as he refilled her cup, and she responded by giving his bum a light smack. "Cheeky," he grinned, turning to Felicity. "And for you, miss?"

Felicity leaned forward, her tremendous spheres pressing against the table edge, threatening to spill from her blouse. "Another scone, please. Oh, and do be a dear and fetch that menu from over there—I seem to have dropped my fork."

Tom obliged, but it was Felicity who bent to "help," her flippy skirt flipping entirely, baring her satin-clad rear. Her massive balls swung into view, heavy and prominent, drawing gasps from nearby patrons. Tom's trousers tented noticeably as he stared.

Lydia's eyes widened too. "My word, Felicity, those are... impressive. My husband, Reginald—he's sweet, but his equipment is rather underwhelming. Barely six inches, and his balls? Like little marbles. After seeing that, I might have to rethink things."

Beatrice smirked, crossing her legs to emphasize the bulge in her tight skirt. "We get that a lot. Care for a closer look sometime?"

The invitation hung in the air, charged with possibility. Tom, overhearing, fumbled the plates, his face flushing. Before long, the group decided to adjourn to Felicity and Beatrice's flat for "dessert." Lydia, intrigued, tagged along, her own curiosity piqued.

Back in the privacy of their home, clothes began to shed. Felicity yanked her skirt up first, revealing her massive, semi-erect cock springing free, but it was her enormous balls that stole the show, hanging low and full, begging for attention. Beatrice followed suit, her tight skirt peeled away to unleash her eleven-inch beast and the pendulous sack beneath, each orb the size of a plump orange.

Lydia gasped, her hands exploring tentatively. "Reginald could never compare to this. His prick is so... inadequate." She stripped her own skirt, her smaller member twitching enviously.

What followed was a tangle of limbs and laughter. Felicity took Lydia from behind, her ten-inch shaft plunging deep while her heavy balls slapped rhythmically against Lydia's thighs. Beatrice joined in, her mouth enveloping Lydia's modest cock, then switching to let Lydia suck on her own prodigious rod, those massive balls resting on Lydia's chin.

Tom, who had "coincidentally" followed them home after his shift, watched wide-eyed before being pulled in. He patted bums all around, his hands squeezing Felicity's tremendous spheres as he entered Beatrice, marveling at how her enormous prick bobbed with each thrust, her balls swinging wildly.

The room filled with moans and explicit declarations: "Your cock feels so huge inside me!" Lydia cried, as Felicity's balls smacked against her. Beatrice, riding Tom, yanked her blouse open, her gargantuan globes bouncing free from their brassiere prison, nipples hard as diamonds.

By the time they collapsed in a heap, spent and satisfied, the sun was dipping low. Lydia dressed slowly, adjusting her massive brassiere over her lavish orbs. "That was brilliant. Reginald will have to step up—or perhaps I'll find a shemale couple like you two."

Felicity and Beatrice shared a knowing smile, patting each other's bums as they saw their guests out. Another typical day in their delightfully uninhibited world, with plenty more adventures on the horizon.




Chapter Two: Tea at the Country Estate

The invitation arrived on heavy cream card, embossed with the crest of Harrington Hall, a sprawling estate nestled in the rolling hills of Berkshire. Lady Penelope Hargrove, an old school chum of Beatrice’s from their finishing days, had scrawled a personal note in looping ink: Do come for the weekend, darlings. The weather promises to be divine, and I’m simply dying for company that appreciates a proper frolic.

Felicity and Beatrice wasted no time packing. Summer dresses were selected with care—light, flirty fabrics that skimmed their curvaceous figures and threatened to reveal everything at the slightest provocation. Felicity chose a pale lemon sundress with a fitted bodice that wrestled valiantly with her stupendous swells, the neckline plunging just enough to showcase the lacy edge of her enormous brassiere. The skirt was full and flippy, perfect for twirling on the lawn and offering glimpses of the satin panties stretched tight over her prodigious manhood and those pendulous, weighty balls that shifted with every step. Beatrice opted for emerald green, the thin straps of her dress doing little to support the vast pillows straining against the front, her matching brassiere a marvel of engineering that hoisted her lavish orbs into proud prominence. Beneath, her skirt fluttered around her thighs, barely concealing the impressive bulge created by her eleven-inch shaft and the hefty sack that accompanied it.

They arrived on Friday afternoon, the gravel crunching beneath the taxi’s tires as Harrington Hall came into view—an elegant Georgian mansion surrounded by manicured gardens and sweeping lawns. Lady Penelope greeted them at the door herself, a vision in flowing white chiffon that clung to her ample figure. Her own tremendous spheres rose and fell with excitement, barely contained by a blouse so sheer the outline of her gigantic brassiere was unmistakable. She embraced them warmly, her hands sliding down to deliver affectionate pats to their rears.

“Beatrice, Felicity, you angels! You both look good enough to eat.” Penelope’s eyes lingered appreciatively on the way Felicity’s dress hugged her hips, then flicked to the subtle but unmistakable swell at the front of Beatrice’s skirt. “Come in, come in. The others are already on the terrace.”

The house party was a delightful assemblage of women and shemales, all dressed for the warm weekend in outfits designed to tease and tempt. Short tennis dresses abounded, skirts so brief that every reach for a ball would expose lace-trimmed bottoms. Sundresses like Felicity’s fluttered in the breeze, and tight blouses stretched over bountiful domes of every magnificent proportion. A few husbands and boyfriends milled about, but the true stars were the ladies and shemales, bending gracefully to arrange flowers or retrieve dropped handkerchiefs, their skirts riding up to reveal satin-clad secrets.

Croquet was suggested almost immediately, and the group spilled onto the south lawn. Mallets in hand, the players took turns leaning low to line up shots. Penelope bent first, her chiffon dress drifting upward to expose rounded cheeks and the delicate thong bisecting them—her neat package tucked modestly away, balls far smaller than the protagonists’. Felicity followed, her flippy skirt betraying her entirely as she stretched forward; her enormous balls swung heavily into view, smooth and full, drawing soft gasps from the onlookers. Beatrice, not to be outdone, took her turn with deliberate slowness, her dress flipping up to showcase those massive orbs dangling low, the satin of her panties pulled taut around them.

Lord Archibald, Penelope’s current beau—a charming viscount with a neat mustache and an unfortunate tendency toward tight breeches—stood watching with a glass of Pimm’s in hand. His own bulge, though respectable for an ordinary gentleman, looked positively dainty compared to the outlines Felicity and Beatrice presented even when standing still. He flushed prettily each time a skirt revealed more than intended, especially when Beatrice “accidentally” backed into him while retrieving her ball, pressing the firm curve of her rear against his thigh.

“Steady on, old girl,” he stammered, though his hand instinctively patted her bottom in return.

Tea was served on the terrace afterward—tiny sandwiches, scones with clotted cream, and champagne that flowed freely. The conversation turned, as it invariably did, to matters of endowment. A shemale named Clarissa, whose voluptuous swells spilled generously over the top of her tennis dress, sighed dramatically. “My dear Harold is devoted, but heavens, his equipment is so… bijou. One does long for something with a bit more heft from time to time.”

Penelope laughed, refilling glasses. “Archie tries, bless him. Sweet man, but when he wears those breeches one can scarcely detect anything at all. I’ve half a mind to send him to the tailor for looser cuts.”

All eyes turned slyly to Felicity and Beatrice, who exchanged amused glances. Felicity crossed her legs demurely, the motion causing her skirt to ride up and reveal the unmistakable outline of her ten-inch cock resting atop those swollen balls, the fabric of her dress tenting noticeably. Beatrice leaned back in her chair, her own prodigious package creating a ridge that drew admiring stares.

After tea, the party migrated indoors for billiards as the sun dipped lower. The room was warm, the champagne warmer, and soon a playful wager was proposed: losers to remove an article of clothing. Penelope lost the first frame on purpose—or so it seemed—peeling away her chiffon overdress to reveal a slip that clung to her lavish orbs like a second skin, her brassiere a confection of ivory lace struggling to contain them.

Felicity and Beatrice proved formidable, sinking balls with practiced ease. When Lord Archibald scratched spectacularly, he was persuaded to relinquish his breeches, revealing boxer shorts that did indeed confirm Penelope’s earlier complaint: a modest mound where something far grander might have been preferred.

By the time the table was cleared for more intimate games, skirts and blouses lay discarded in heaps. Penelope, flushed and giggling, pulled Beatrice aside. “Darlings, I must confess I’ve been utterly neglected in certain departments. Would you… show a lonely widow what she’s been missing?”

The invitation was all that was needed. In the adjoining drawing room, curtains drawn against the twilight, clothes fell away entirely. Felicity hiked her sundress up and over her hips, freeing her massive cock—already semi-erect and thickening rapidly—while her enormous balls hung low and heavy, swaying as she moved. Beatrice followed, her emerald dress pooling at her feet to reveal her eleven-inch shaft standing proud, those plump, pendulous orbs beneath drawing Penelope’s immediate attention.

Penelope dropped to her knees, hands reverent as she cupped Beatrice’s weighty sack, marveling at the size and warmth. “My word… Archie’s are like walnuts by comparison.” She took Beatrice into her mouth eagerly, lips stretching around the girth while her fingers kneaded those massive balls.

Felicity positioned herself behind Penelope, lifting the widow’s slip to expose her eager entrance. With a single thrust, her ten-inch rod sank deep, her heavy balls slapping rhythmically against Penelope’s thighs with each motion. The room filled with the sounds of pleasure—wet, enthusiastic sucking as Penelope worshipped Beatrice’s length, muffled moans as Felicity drove deeper.

Clarissa and two other shemales joined, skirts flipped up, brassieres unhooked to free their own gargantuan globes. The handsome groundskeeper, summoned on some pretext, found himself pressed into service, his trousers discarded as he took Clarissa from behind while she bent over the sofa, her skirt bunched at her waist and her modest balls swinging in time.

Lord Archibald watched from an armchair, hand moving furtively, until Beatrice beckoned him closer. “Come, Archie, let’s not leave you out.” She guided his mouth to her prodigious cock while Felicity continued pounding Penelope, whose cries grew louder with every slap of those enormous balls against her skin.

The evening dissolved into a blissful tangle—bodies shifting, positions changing, every combination explored. Penelope rode Felicity at one point, her vast pillows bouncing wildly as she impaled herself again and again, crying out at the depth and fullness no previous lover had provided. Beatrice took the groundskeeper next, her eleven inches stretching him while her heavy sack smacked against his, the contrast making everyone laugh and moan in equal measure.

By the time the moon rose high, the drawing room was a scene of happy exhaustion. Dresses and brassieres lay scattered like petals, enormous breasts heaving with satisfied breaths, spent cocks softening against thighs still marked by eager hands.

Penelope, nestled between Felicity and Beatrice on a pile of cushions, traced lazy circles on Beatrice’s thigh. “I may never let you leave. Archie will simply have to learn to live with it—or find himself a hobby.”

Felicity patted Penelope’s bottom affectionately. “We’ve the whole weekend yet, love. Plenty of time to convince you.”

Outside, the Berkshire night settled peacefully over Harrington Hall, while inside, the promise of further delights hung as thick as the scent of champagne and spent passion.




Chapter Three: The Charity Garden Fête

Sunday dawned bright and warm over Harrington Hall, the perfect weather for Lady Penelope’s annual charity garden fête. The vast lawns had been transformed overnight into a whimsical village fair: striped marquees fluttered in the breeze, trestle tables groaned under homemade cakes and jams, a brass band oompah-ed cheerfully near the rose arbor, and villagers mingled with house guests in their summery finery. Felicity and Beatrice, still glowing from the previous night’s exertions, had agreed to help run the “Guess the Weight of the Cake” stall—a cunning ploy by Penelope to keep her favorite guests prominently on display.

They dressed for the occasion with mischievous intent. Felicity wore a pale pink sundress with a fitted bodice that wrestled heroically against her tremendous spheres, the thin straps barely supporting the vast lace cups of her enormous brassiere. The skirt was delightfully flippy, swishing around her thighs and threatening to reveal the satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch shaft and those heavy, pendulous balls that shifted enticingly with every step. Beatrice chose a buttercup yellow frock, its neckline plunging to showcase the upper curves of her lavish orbs, hoisted high by a brassiere engineered for miracles. Her skirt, equally short and flirty, did little to conceal the impressive bulge at the front where her eleven-inch rod rested atop a pair of plump, swinging orbs.

Penelope, radiant in a floral tea dress that clung to her own voluptuous swells, fluttered about giving instructions. “Darlings, do be generous with your bending. The vicar’s wife has promised a handsome donation if we raise enough for the church roof.” She gave each of them a playful pat on the bottom as she passed, her hand lingering just long enough to appreciate the firm curves beneath.

The stall proved an immediate success. A towering Victoria sponge sat on a silver stand, surrounded by smaller prize cakes, and entrants paid a shilling to guess its weight. Felicity and Beatrice took turns leaning low over the table to record guesses in the ledger, their skirts flipping upward in the breeze to offer generous glimpses of satin-clad rears and the weighty treasures dangling between their thighs. Every time Felicity bent to retrieve a dropped pencil—purely accidental, of course—her enormous balls swung forward, smooth and full, drawing appreciative murmurs from the queue. Beatrice followed suit, reaching for a ribbon that had “slipped” to the grass, her dress riding high to expose those massive orbs bulging against her panties, far more prominent than the thick shaft tucked beside them.

Among the early visitors was Dorothy, the vicar’s wife—a stunning shemale whose monumental domes strained valiantly against a prim floral frock, the buttons of her blouse doing noble battle. Her brassiere was a masterpiece of restraint, its lace edges peeking above the neckline as she moved. She approached the stall with a demure smile, eyes widening as Beatrice straightened from yet another deliberate bend.

“My goodness,” Dorothy murmured, fanning herself with a programme. “Those are… quite the blessing you’ve been given.” Her gaze lingered on the unmistakable outline beneath Beatrice’s skirt. “The vicar is a dear man, but heavens, his equipment is more… devotional than substantial. One does miss a proper handful from time to time.”

Felicity laughed, leaning forward to hand Dorothy a guess slip, her own vast pillows pressing against the tablecloth. “We’re always happy to support charitable causes, Mrs. Fairchild.”

As the afternoon warmed, the crowd thickened. A tombola tent nearby offered privacy among the stacked hampers, and Penelope suggested the girls take a “short break” to refresh. Dorothy followed at a discreet distance, her floral skirt swishing. Inside the tent, surrounded by bottles of sloe gin and knitted tea cosies, conversation quickly turned practical.

Dorothy sighed, unbuttoning the top of her frock to ease the pressure on her gargantuan globes. “May I…?” She gestured toward Beatrice’s skirt. Consent was eager and immediate. Beatrice lifted the yellow hem, revealing her massive cock already thickening with interest, but it was the enormous balls beneath that made Dorothy gasp—each one heavy and smooth, hanging low in the satin pouch of her panties.

“Mercy,” Dorothy whispered, sinking to her knees on a convenient pile of raffle tickets. “The vicar’s are like little acorns by comparison.” She cupped Beatrice’s weighty sack reverently, then took the swelling shaft into her mouth with practiced enthusiasm.

Felicity, never one to stand idle, moved behind Dorothy and hiked the floral skirt upward. Dorothy’s lace panties were soon tugged aside, and Felicity’s ten-inch rod slid home with a single thrust, her heavy balls slapping rhythmically against Dorothy’s thighs. Penelope slipped into the tent moments later, eyes sparkling, and wasted no time freeing her own lavish orbs from their brassiere prison before joining the fray—kneeling to suckle Felicity’s pendulous jewels while Dorothy continued her worship of Beatrice.

Word travels quickly at a village fête. Soon a discreet queue formed behind the laurel hedge: two giggling shemales from the flower-arranging committee, the handsome young baker who had supplied the sponge, and even the brass band’s trombonist on his break. Each was welcomed in turn. Skirts were lifted, brassieres unhooked, and the protagonists’ prodigious endowments put to enthusiastic charitable use.

The baker, flour still on his hands, took Felicity over a hamper of chutneys, marveling as her enormous balls smacked against his with every thrust. “Never felt anything so full,” he panted. One of the flower arrangers rode Beatrice reverse on a folding chair, her own modest package bouncing enviously while Beatrice’s massive orbs swung like pendulums beneath.

Penelope orchestrated the proceedings with hostess efficiency, ensuring no one felt neglected. She even persuaded the shy village postmistress—a curvaceous shemale whose tight skirt had been driving the morris dancers to distraction all afternoon—to join. The postmistress confessed her husband’s “postage stamp” proportions before eagerly impaling herself on Felicity’s length, crying out as those heavy balls slapped wetly against her.

By late afternoon the tombola tent was a warm, fragrant chaos of discarded lingerie and satisfied sighs. Brassieres of every magnificent size lay draped over prize teddies; satin panties hung from guy ropes like festive bunting. Felicity and Beatrice emerged eventually, skirts smoothed down but faces flushed, to announce that the cake had been guessed correctly—by Dorothy, naturally—and that the church roof fund had exceeded all expectations.

As the band struck up a final jolly tune and villagers began packing up, Dorothy pressed a generous cheque into Penelope’s hand. “For the roof,” she said demurely, then added in a whisper, “and perhaps a small thank-you for services rendered.” She gave each protagonist a lingering pat on the bottom before gliding away, her floral frock once again buttoned to the throat but her step distinctly lighter.

Penelope embraced Felicity and Beatrice as the sun dipped behind the elms. “You two are absolute saints. The vicar will be astonished at tonight’s collection—and Dorothy will be walking on air for weeks.”

Felicity returned the embrace, her hand sliding down to deliver a fond squeeze. “Happy to do our bit for the community, love.”

Beatrice winked. “Though I suspect the church roof won’t be the only thing feeling uplifted this evening.”

With the fête winding down and the scent of trampled grass and spent passion lingering in the air, the weekend at Harrington Hall drew to its perfect, charitable close—leaving everyone richer in more ways than one.




Chapter Four: The Cocktail Party Capers

Lydia’s new Belgravia townhouse glowed with candlelight and the soft clink of crystal as Felicity and Beatrice arrived that same Monday evening, still slightly flushed from the train journey home and the charitable excesses of the weekend. An engraved invitation had been waiting at their Mayfair flat: Lydia begged their company for a small cocktail gathering to celebrate her freshly signed separation papers. “Do wear something devastating,” the note had read. “I intend to show Reginald exactly what he’s missing.”

They obliged with enthusiasm. Felicity chose a little black dress that clung like a second skin, its halter neck plunging daringly between her tremendous spheres and leaving her back bare save for the delicate straps of her enormous brassiere—a black satin and lace marvel that hoisted her vast pillows into breathtaking prominence. The skirt was scandalously short, flaring just enough to flip at the slightest movement and offer teasing glimpses of the lace thong stretched tight over her ten-inch shaft and those heavy, pendulous balls. Beatrice selected a jewel-toned emerald cocktail gown, off-the-shoulder to showcase the upper swells of her lavish orbs, the bodice straining valiantly over her own gigantic brassiere. Her skirt hugged her hips before flaring into a playful ruffle that barely skimmed mid-thigh, doing absolutely nothing to conceal the impressive bulge at the front where her eleven-inch rod rested atop a pair of plump, swinging orbs.

Lydia greeted them at the door in scarlet silk that poured over her curves like liquid fire. Her monumental domes were proudly displayed, the neckline dipping low enough to reveal the frothy lace edging of her brassiere. She kissed them both warmly, hands sliding down to deliver affectionate pats to their rears. “My heroines,” she murmured. “Come in, come in. Everyone’s dying to meet the legends of Harrington Hall.”

The drawing room was a vision of elegance: a famous pianist rippled softly over the keys in one corner, silver trays of champagne circulated on the arms of handsome waiters, and two dozen guests mingled in gowns and dinner jackets. Almost all the women and shemales present were breathtakingly endowed, their cocktail dresses and evening gowns cut to accentuate gargantuan globes and curvaceous hips. Skirts were short, necklines deep, and every laugh or reach for a glass sent fabrics shifting to reveal lace-trimmed secrets.

In the center of the room, Lydia had installed a new conversation pit—a sunken circle of plush velvet banquettes and cushions, perfect for intimate groupings. She steered Felicity and Beatrice toward it with a mischievous grin. “My pride and joy. Ideal for… deeper discussions.”

Introductions flew thick and fast. There was Veronica, a sultry brunette shemale whose sapphire gown barely contained her stupendous swells, and her escort, a blushing baronet who seemed perpetually on the verge of dropping his monocle. Beside them lounged Sophia and Charlotte, twin shemales in matching gold lamé, their lavish orbs spilling generously over corseted bodices. A cluster of admiring gentlemen hovered nearby, but the real electricity crackled between the shemales themselves.

Conversation inevitably turned to matters of satisfaction—or the lack thereof. Veronica sighed dramatically, adjusting her gown so her vast pillows threatened to escape entirely. “Darling Rupert is devoted, but heavens, his equipment is positively ornamental. One longs for something with real presence.”

Sophia nodded, crossing her legs so her skirt rode up to reveal lace stockings and the modest bulge beneath. “My fiancé is the same—sweet, but scarcely worth the bother of unwrapping.”

All eyes drifted to Felicity and Beatrice, who had settled into the pit with champagne flutes in hand. Lydia perched between them, her hand resting possessively on Beatrice’s thigh. “Allow me to introduce the solution to all your woes,” she announced. “Felicity and Beatrice—fresh from raising the roof, quite literally, at Penelope’s fête.”

Curiosity ripened into open invitation. The pianist shifted to a slower, more sultry tune. Waiters dimmed the chandeliers. One by one, guests drifted into the conversation pit until it brimmed with silk and satin and barely contained endowments.

Lydia took the lead, as a good hostess should. She tugged Felicity’s hem upward, revealing the lace thong struggling to contain that thickening ten-inch cock and the enormous balls beneath. Gasps of admiration rippled around the circle. “Reginald could never dream of this,” Lydia declared, freeing Felicity entirely. The shaft sprang upright, heavy and veined, but it was the weighty sack—each orb smooth and full—that drew the first eager hands.

Beatrice followed suit, hiking her emerald skirt to unleash her eleven-inch beast, standing proud above those plump, pendulous balls that swayed invitingly. Charlotte reached first, cupping them with reverent fingers. “My word… like ripe fruit. My fiancé’s are mere peas by comparison.”

The pit became a decadent tangle. Brassieres were unhooked with practiced ease—Veronica’s sapphire gown peeled down to free her gargantuan globes, nipples already stiff; Sophia and Charlotte shimmied out of their corsets, lavish orbs bouncing free. Skirts were rucked up or discarded entirely. Felicity found herself straddling Veronica on the cushions, sliding her ten-inch length deep while her heavy balls slapped rhythmically against Veronica’s thighs, each impact drawing delighted moans.

Beatrice took Sophia from behind, bent over the edge of the pit, eleven inches buried to the hilt while those massive orbs smacked wetly with every thrust. Charlotte knelt to worship Beatrice’s swinging sack, tongue tracing the smooth skin as Sophia cried out in ecstasy.

Lydia orchestrated rotations like a conductor. She rode Felicity next, scarlet silk bunched at her waist, her own monumental domes bouncing wildly as she impaled herself again and again, lamenting between gasps how Reginald’s modest prick had never filled her like this. One of the waiters—young, handsome, and clearly overwhelmed—was pulled in to service Charlotte, though his respectable endowment paled beside the protagonists’; soon he was on his back while Charlotte rode him and sucked eagerly on Beatrice’s prodigious cock.

Gentlemen watched or joined as invited, hands patting bums, mouths exploring vast pillows. The baronet, emboldened by champagne, took his turn beneath Felicity, eyes wide as her heavy balls rested on his chest while she thrust slowly, letting him feel every inch.

Positions shifted in a blissful blur: Lydia on her knees between Beatrice’s thighs, lips stretched around that eleven-inch girth while her hands kneaded the enormous balls; Veronica and Sophia entwined with Felicity in a daisy chain of pleasure, skirts long forgotten; Charlotte orchestrating a double worship of both protagonists’ weighty sacks at once.

The pianist, never missing a note, played on as moans harmonized with the music. Champagne spilled, lipstick smeared, brassieres dangled from chandelier sconces like trophies.

By the time the candles burned low, the conversation pit was a languid heap of satisfied bodies. Gowns were retrieved and smoothed, though many brassieres remained triumphantly unfastened. Veronica pressed her card into Felicity’s hand with a wink. “Do call. Rupert will simply have to understand.”

Sophia and Charlotte exchanged breathless kisses with Beatrice, promising future evenings. Lydia, nestled between her heroines, traced lazy circles on their thighs. “I knew you’d make the party perfect. Reginald’s solicitor will receive the papers tomorrow—he’ll never know what he squandered.”

Felicity patted Lydia’s bottom fondly. “Happy to be of service, love.”

Beatrice raised her glass in a final toast. “To freedom—and to proper proportions.”

The pianist struck a cheerful closing flourish as guests drifted toward the door, skirts swishing, faces glowing, calling cards exchanged for future delights. Outside, Belgravia’s quiet streets carried only the soft echo of laughter and the promise of many more capers to come.




Chapter Five: The Private View at the Gallery

A discreet black-edged card arrived mid-week, delivered by hand to the Mayfair flat: Lydia’s looping script inviting Felicity and Beatrice to the private view of “Eros Unveiled,” a daring new exhibition of erotic sculpture and painting at the prestigious Gallerie Valmont in Cork Street. The artist, Madame Seraphina Voss—a celebrated shemale sculptor whose own voluptuous form had inspired countless works—was unveiling her most provocative collection yet. Dress code: devastating.

They chose their outfits with wicked precision. Felicity wore a midnight-blue silk gown that draped like liquid night over her curves, the halter neck plunging between her tremendous spheres to reveal the scalloped lace of her enormous brassiere. The skirt slit high on one thigh, flashing long legs and threatening to expose the black satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch shaft and those heavy, pendulous balls with every step. Beatrice selected crimson velvet, off-the-shoulder to frame the upper swells of her lavish orbs, the bodice cinched tight by a brassiere that performed daily miracles. Her skirt was asymmetrically short in front, flaring into a dramatic train behind—perfect for flipping up at the slightest turn and revealing the ruby thong barely containing her eleven-inch rod and the plump, swinging orbs beneath.

The gallery was ablaze with light and champagne when they arrived, arm in arm with Lydia, who shimmered in gold lamé that left her back entirely bare save for the delicate straps of her own gigantic brassiere. The crowd was an exquisite mélange of Mayfair shemales in avant-garde gowns, collectors in velvet dinner jackets, and a sprinkling of daring society women. Skirts were short and flippy, necklines vertiginous, and every admiring lean toward a sculpture became an excuse to bend gracefully, fabrics riding up to reveal lace-trimmed secrets.

Madame Seraphina held court beside her centerpiece—a life-sized marble nude of a reclining shemale, vast pillows carved in loving detail, thighs parted to suggest rather than reveal. The artist herself was a vision: raven hair piled high, emerald gown clinging to monumental domes that strained against emerald silk, her brassiere a visible triumph of engineering beneath. She greeted Lydia with air kisses, then turned appreciative eyes on Felicity and Beatrice.

“My dears, you are perfection,” Seraphina purred, her gaze lingering on the subtle but unmistakable outlines beneath their skirts. “My last male muse was such a disappointment—charming physique, but the proportions downstairs were frankly inadequate. One sculpts what one dreams of, not what one is given.”

Champagne flowed, conversation sparkled. Guests drifted from piece to piece, bending low to examine plinth labels or leaning close to admire brushwork, skirts fluttering upward in a constant ballet of revelation. A pair of shemale art critics in matching silver mini-dresses took turns retrieving dropped catalogues, each bend exposing satin panties and modest packages that paled beside the protagonists’.

Lydia steered them toward a dimly lit side gallery where Seraphina’s preparatory sketches hung—explicit studies of shemale anatomy in charcoal and red chalk. “She’s been searching for new models,” Lydia whispered. “Generously proportioned ones.”

Seraphina joined them moments later, eyes bright. “Would you consider posing? Privately, of course. After hours. The lighting here is divine.”

The invitation was accepted with delighted enthusiasm. As the public viewing wound down, the main lights dimmed and staff discreetly withdrew. A select dozen guests remained—Lydia, the silver-dressed critics, a curvaceous collector named Isolde, and three admiring gentlemen who had lingered hopefully. Doors were locked, champagne refilled, and the real unveiling began.

Seraphina led them to the central plinth. “Live models,” she announced, “to bring the marble to life.”

Felicity stepped forward first, easing her midnight gown from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in only the enormous black lace brassiere—cups vast and overflowing—and the satin panties that surrendered immediately to her thickening ten-inch cock. She turned slowly, letting the gallery lights catch the heavy sway of her enormous balls, each orb smooth and full, drawing gasps of admiration.

Beatrice followed, crimson velvet sliding away to reveal her ruby lingerie. Her brassiere unclasped with a flourish, lavish orbs bouncing free, nipples already peaked. She hiked the thong aside, freeing her eleven-inch shaft to stand proud above those plump, pendulous balls that hung low and inviting.

Seraphina’s breath caught. “Magnificent. My muse was a boy by comparison.” She knelt, sketchbook forgotten, hands reverent as she cupped Beatrice’s weighty sack, then took the swelling length into her mouth with artistic dedication.

Felicity reclined against the marble nude, mimicking its pose. Lydia and Isolde joined her, unfastening brassieres to free their own gargantuan globes. Lydia straddled Felicity’s thigh, grinding slowly while Isolde knelt to worship the heavy balls resting on cool stone.

The silver critics paired off with the gentlemen, skirts flipped up over nearby pedestals, but eyes remained fixed on the central display. One critic rode her partner reverse, watching as Beatrice took Seraphina from behind—the artist bent over her own sculpture, emerald gown rucked high, moaning with every deep thrust and the rhythmic slap of Beatrice’s massive orbs against her thighs.

Positions shifted like brushstrokes. Seraphina rode Felicity on a velvet chaise, her monumental domes bouncing wildly as she impaled herself again and again, crying out that no previous lover had filled her so completely. Lydia orchestrated a chain: mouth to Beatrice’s prodigious cock, fingers kneading the swinging sack while Isolde took Lydia from behind with a marble-smooth strap fashioned earlier as a joke.

Gentlemen were welcomed into the composition—one beneath Felicity, marveling as her heavy balls rested warm against his chest; another paired with a critic who guided his hand to compare his respectable endowment unfavorably against Beatrice’s length.

Marble dust and champagne mingled on skin. Sketches were abandoned for more tactile studies—tongues tracing veins, lips stretched around girth, hands weighing pendants with reverent care. The gallery echoed with explicit praise: “Your balls are absolute masterpieces,” Seraphina gasped between thrusts. “So full, so heavy—everything my muse lacked.”

By the time the candles guttered low, the floor was strewn with discarded gowns, unhooked brassieres, and empty flutes. Seraphina, flushed and disheveled, pressed cards into their hands. “You must sit for me properly. A whole series. The art world will never recover.”

Lydia, nestled between them on the chaise, traced lazy circles on Felicity’s thigh. “I knew you’d inspire her. Reginald always said modern art was vulgar—he should see this.”

Felicity patted Seraphina’s bottom fondly as the artist straightened her gown. “Happy to oblige, love. Though we may need frequent breaks for… reference checks.”

Beatrice winked, adjusting her ruby thong back into place with difficulty. “Artistic integrity demands it.”

Outside, Cork Street lay quiet under the moon, while inside Gallerie Valmont, the sculptures stood silent witness to a private view no catalogue would ever dare describe. New masterpieces had been conceived—and thoroughly modelled—in every sense.




Chapter Six: The Riverside Photoshoot

Madame Fleur wasted no time. Barely a day after the gallery triumph, a courier delivered a thick envelope to the Mayfair flat: contracts, mood boards, and an insistent note begging Felicity and Beatrice to serve as the centrepieces for the Eros Unveiled catalogue. The shoot was scheduled for a private stretch of the Thames at Chelsea Embankment, where the morning light was perfect and the willows offered discreet cover. “Bring flowing gowns,” the artist had scrawled. “The breeze will do the rest.”

They arrived on a golden summer morning, gowns fluttering in the taxi’s open windows. Felicity wore a diaphanous ivory chiffon that floated around her curves, the bodice sheer enough to hint at the vast lace cups of her enormous brassiere beneath. The skirt fell in layers that caught every whisper of wind, threatening to reveal the ivory satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch shaft and those heavy, pendulous balls. Beatrice chose pale aqua silk, the fabric clinging to her lavish orbs before cascading into a full hem that swirled around her thighs. Her brassiere was a matching marvel of lace and underwire, hoisting her vast pillows high, while beneath the skirt a thong of the same delicate fabric struggled to contain her eleven-inch rod and the plump, swinging orbs that accompanied it.

A small all-shemale crew waited on the riverbank: Vivienne, the glamorous photographer with monumental domes barely contained by a linen waistcoat; two busty makeup artists, Giselle and Margot, in short sundresses; and a wardrobe assistant named Colette whose own stupendous swells jiggled enticingly as she unpacked silk rugs and props. They greeted the protagonists with enthusiastic hugs and affectionate pats to the bottom, the usual currency of their world.

Vivienne clapped her hands. “Perfect light, perfect subjects. Let’s begin with reclining poses on the rugs—much leaning, much draping of fabric.”

The session started innocently enough. Felicity reclined against a willow trunk, chiffon artfully arranged but constantly disturbed by the breeze. Each time she shifted, the layers flipped upward, exposing smooth thighs and the satin clinging to her prodigious package. Beatrice posed nearby, bending low to adjust a discarded fan—her skirt billowing up to reveal those enormous balls dangling heavily, far more prominent than the thick shaft outlined beside them.

Giselle and Margot fluttered about with powder puffs and lipstick, bending constantly to retrieve dropped brushes or pins. Their short dresses rode high, flashing lace panties and neat but modest endowments. Colette joined in, leaning over to smooth a rug and offering a similar glimpse. Vivienne, camera clicking, sighed dramatically. “My last models were such disappointments—pretty, but scarcely worth the film. Nothing like this bounty.”

A pleasure cruiser chugged past mid-morning, packed with tourists waving champagne flutes. Binoculars and cameras rose as Felicity “accidentally” let her gown slip from one shoulder, the brassiere strap sliding down to reveal more of her tremendous spheres. Beatrice stood to wave cheerily, a gust catching her hem and flipping it entirely—her massive balls swinging free for a long moment, drawing cheers and whistles from the deck.

By noon the crew had abandoned all pretence of professionalism. Vivienne set her camera on a tripod for timed shots and joined the poses herself. “Reference material,” she declared, peeling off her waistcoat to reveal a brassiere struggling with her own gargantuan globes.

Rugs were spread beneath the willows for “classical reclining nudes.” Gowns drifted to the grass. Felicity lay back, ivory lingerie gleaming in the dappled light, her ten-inch cock thickening against the satin as Giselle knelt to “adjust” the fabric—lips soon replacing fingers. Beatrice sat astride a silk bolster, aqua thong tugged aside by Margot, who marvelled openly at the weight of those plump orbs resting warm in her palms.

Colette and Vivienne paired off nearby, skirts flipped up over a hamper of props, but their attention kept drifting to the protagonists. “My husband tries,” Vivienne confessed between gasps, “but his jewels are like marbles. These…” She reached for Beatrice’s heavy sack, stroking reverently.

The cruiser returned for a second pass—clearly the captain had been persuaded—providing an appreciative audience as positions grew more explicit. Felicity took Vivienne from behind against the willow, chiffon gown bunched at her waist, heavy balls slapping rhythmically while the photographer moaned praise into the bark. Beatrice reclined on the rugs with Giselle riding her eleven-inch length, Margot and Colette taking turns worshipping the swinging pendants beneath.

Tourists on deck applauded politely. One brave soul waved a handkerchief in salute.

Rotations followed naturally. Giselle bent over the bolster for Felicity, crying out at the depth and the wet smack of enormous balls against her thighs. Colette straddled Beatrice reverse, her modest package bouncing enviously as she impaled herself again and again. Margot orchestrated a chain: mouth to Felicity’s girth, hands kneading the weighty sack while Vivienne licked eagerly below.

The sun climbed higher, warming skin and raising enthusiasm. Brassieres were finally unhooked—vast pillows spilling free to bounce with every thrust. Lipstick smeared, powder dusted unlikely places, silk rugs grew delightfully rumpled.

By early afternoon the crew lay in a satisfied heap, gowns retrieved but only half-fastened. Vivienne retrieved her camera for a few final candid shots—faces flushed, lingerie askew, evidence of pleasure gleaming. “These will sell catalogues by the crate,” she panted.

Felicity patted Vivienne’s bottom fondly as the photographer straightened her waistcoat. “Happy to provide inspiration, love.”

Beatrice winked at the others, adjusting her thong with some difficulty. “Though we may need a second session for the… close-ups.”

The cruiser sounded a cheerful toot as it passed once more, tourists raising glasses in tribute. On the riverbank, scattered petals and discarded lace fluttered in the breeze, silent testament to a photoshoot that had captured far more than mere images.

Back in Mayfair that evening, Felicity and Beatrice collapsed onto their sofa with satisfied sighs, already anticipating the printed results—and whatever new invitation the post might bring tomorrow.




Chapter Seven: The Yacht Club Regatta

The invitation arrived on thick navy card, edged in gold braid: Victoria Harrington, heiress to the Harrington shipping fortune, requested the pleasure of their company for the annual Solent Regatta weekend at the Royal Southern Yacht Club. Victoria—a curvaceous shemale whose monumental domes were the stuff of hushed dockside legend—had apparently heard glowing reports from mutual friends about Felicity and Beatrice’s talents both on and off dry land.

They decided to embrace the nautical theme fully. For once, skirts gave way to tailored white shorts—tight, crisp linen that hugged hips and did absolutely nothing to conceal their prodigious packages. Felicity’s shorts bulged spectacularly at the front, the outline of her ten-inch shaft clear even at rest, while those heavy balls created a noticeable sway beneath. Beatrice’s were no less impressive, the fabric stretched taut over her eleven-inch length and the plump orbs that shifted with every stride. Above, they wore striped Breton tops, sleeves short and necks wide, the thin cotton clinging to their lavish orbs and hinting at the vast lace brassieres working overtime beneath.

Victoria greeted them on the club terrace with open arms and enthusiastic pats to their rears. Her own outfit was a masterclass in maritime chic: navy blazer nipped at the waist, white shorts even tighter than theirs, and a blouse whose buttons fought valiantly against her stupendous swells. “Darlings, you’ve come dressed to sink ships,” she laughed, eyes lingering appreciatively on the twin bulges. “My crew will be useless all day.”

The regatta was in full swing—sleek yachts bobbing at moorings, champagne flowing under striped awnings, and a crowd of elegant women and shemales in nautical finery milling about. Many favoured shorts like the protagonists, though few could match the dramatic outlines on display. Others wore short pleated skirts that flipped in the sea breeze, revealing lace panties and varying endowments with every gust.

Victoria insisted they join her aboard her new sloop, Siren’s Call, for the afternoon race. Deckhands—handsome young men in whites—helped them aboard with lingering hands and discreet bottom pats. Once under sail, the real work began. Felicity and Beatrice were pressed into service coiling ropes, adjusting sheets, and cranking winches—every task requiring deep bends and stretches. Shorts rode high, exposing smooth thighs and the lower curves of their rears. When Felicity leaned over the rail to secure a fender, her shorts pulled tight, the seam bisecting her enormous balls and outlining them perfectly for the following yacht’s crew. Beatrice, hauling on a line, bent low enough for her heavy orbs to swing forward, the weight visible even through linen.

Victoria watched from the helm, blazer discarded to reveal the full glory of her brassiere straining beneath her blouse. “My late husband was a keen sailor,” she confided during a lull, “but frankly useless below decks. Barely a ripple in his shorts. One does miss a proper swell.”

The race ended with Siren’s Call placing a respectable third, and the party moved to the clubhouse for prize-giving and cocktails. In the ladies’ changing room—ostensibly to freshen up—conversation turned candid. A cluster of shemales in various states of undress gathered around mirrors: an admiral’s wife with gargantuan globes spilling from her brassiere, two yacht club committee members whose shorts lay discarded on benches, and a Swedish skipper visiting for the regatta.

The admiral’s wife sighed, towelling her vast pillows dry. “Charles is devoted, but his equipment is more dinghy than destroyer.” The Swedish skipper nodded, peeling off her own shorts to reveal a neat but modest bulge. “My boyfriend back in Gothenburg—sweet, but scarcely worth hoisting sail for.”

Eyes turned to Felicity and Beatrice, who had stripped to their lingerie for a “quick rinse.” Felicity’s lace brassiere barely contained her tremendous spheres; her shorts, now removed, had left the satin panties stretched obscenely over her thickening shaft and those pendulous balls. Beatrice mirrored her, ruby lace cups overflowing, thong tugged aside to accommodate her rising eleven-inch rod.

Victoria clapped her hands. “Ladies, allow me to introduce the answer to all our prayers.”

The changing room door was discreetly locked. Brassieres were unhooked with enthusiastic assistance—vast pillows bouncing free in a symphony of lace and satin. Shorts and skirts pooled on the tiled floor. Felicity found herself pressed against the teak lockers, Victoria riding her with abandon, the heiress’s monumental domes bouncing wildly as those heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her thighs. “Finally,” Victoria gasped, “a proper keel beneath me.”

Beatrice took the admiral’s wife over a bench, eleven inches buried deep while the woman cried out in delight, marvelling at the weight of the plump orbs smacking against her. The Swedish skipper knelt to worship Beatrice’s swinging sack, tongue tracing every inch, while the committee members paired off to watch and touch.

Positions shifted with the ease of seasoned sailors. The admiral’s wife straddled Felicity reverse, shorts long forgotten, moaning about depths her husband had never plumbed. Victoria orchestrated a chain: mouth to Beatrice’s girth, hands kneading the enormous balls while the Swedish skipper took her from behind.

Deckhands, sent to fetch towels, were welcomed in—one beneath Victoria, eyes wide as her lavish orbs swayed above him; another paired with a committee member who guided his hand to compare his respectable endowment against Felicity’s length.

Steam from the showers mingled with the scent of salt and satisfaction. Moans echoed off tiled walls, punctuated by explicit praise: “Your balls are absolute treasures,” the Swedish skipper panted. “So full, so heavy—everything my boyfriend lacks.”

By the time the sun dipped low over the Solent, the changing room was a languid heap of discarded lingerie and satisfied bodies. Brassieres dangled from coat hooks; shorts and blouses lay in rumpled piles. Victoria, nestled between Felicity and Beatrice on a pile of towels, traced lazy circles on their thighs. “You must come every regatta. The club trophy is nothing compared to this prize.”

Felicity patted Victoria’s bottom fondly. “Happy to crew for you anytime, love.”

Beatrice winked, adjusting her satin panties back into place with difficulty. “Though we may need to reinforce the bunks below decks.”

Outside, yachts rocked gently at their moorings, rigging clinking in the evening breeze, while inside the clubhouse, the real winners of the day dressed slowly—faces glowing, steps light, already plotting next year’s course.




Chapter Eight: The Grand Solstice Ball

As autumn gilded the leaves of Hyde Park and the Mayfair season wound toward its glittering close, word spread through drawing rooms and yacht clubs alike: Felicity and Beatrice were hosting a Grand Solstice Ball at a rented Palladian villa on the Thames, just outside London. Invitations—thick ivory cards sealed with crimson wax—had been dispatched to every friend, lover, and admiring acquaintance they had collected over the whirlwind year. The theme: Masquerade Decadence. Dress code: devastating, naturally.

The villa’s gardens glowed with lanterns as guests arrived on a crisp October evening. Felicity and Beatrice stood at the top of the marble steps to greet them, resplendent in matching gowns of midnight silk velvet. Felicity’s was cut daringly low, the bodice a masterpiece of engineering that presented her tremendous spheres like offerings, the vast lace cups of her enormous brassiere peeking above the neckline. The skirt cascaded in layers that promised to flip and swirl with every turn, barely concealing the black satin panties stretched over her ten-inch shaft and those heavy, pendulous balls. Beatrice’s gown mirrored hers in scarlet, off-the-shoulder to frame the lavish swells hoisted by her own gigantic brassiere, the hem short in front and trailing behind—perfect for dramatic entrances and accidental revelations.

First to arrive was Lydia, radiant in gold lamé, her monumental domes proudly displayed and her hand resting possessively on the arm of a new suitor who already looked nervously outmatched. She embraced the hosts warmly, hands sliding down for affectionate double pats. “Darlings, I wouldn’t miss your triumph for the world. Reginald’s still sulking somewhere—good riddance.”

Lady Penelope followed in emerald chiffon, accompanied by a blushing Lord Archibald who had clearly been coached to accept his ornamental role. Victoria Harrington swept in next, nautical whites traded for sapphire silk that clung to her stupendous swells, her eyes lighting up at the sight of the protagonists’ familiar bulges beneath velvet.

Dorothy, the vicar’s wife, arrived demurely in floral lace but with a new sparkle in her eye. Vivienne the photographer brought her crew—Giselle, Margot, and Colette—all in short feathered masks and barely-there dresses. Even Madame Fleur, the sculptor, appeared in marble-white satin, her own gargantuan globes straining against a corseted bodice.

The ballroom was a vision: chandeliers blazing, a string quartet playing waltzes that grew progressively more sultry, and side rooms prepared with plush chaise longues and discreet curtains. Champagne flowed, masks lent anonymity to flirtations, and the usual rituals began almost immediately.

Dancing required much twirling and dipping. Every time Felicity spun Lydia across the floor, her midnight skirt flipped high, revealing satin-clad rear and the enormous balls swaying beneath. Beatrice partnered Penelope in a foxtrot, bending low in a dramatic dip that sent her scarlet hem flying—those plump orbs dangling prominently, drawing gasps and giggles from nearby couples.

In the conservatory, Dorothy cornered Victoria beside a potted palm. “The vicar still preaches moderation,” she confided, “but after the fête I find myself craving excess.” Victoria laughed, pulling Dorothy into a secluded alcove where skirts were soon rucked up and comparisons made—Victoria’s respectable package paling beside memories of the protagonists’.

As midnight approached, the quartet paused and Felicity climbed onto the orchestra dais, mask pushed up to reveal her smiling face. “Darlings,” she announced, voice carrying over the hush, “we’ve had rather a splendid year thanks to all of you. Tonight, let’s dispense with the masks entirely.”

The cheer that followed was thunderous. Masks were tossed aside, gowns loosened, brassieres unhooked with enthusiastic assistance. Guests spilled from the ballroom into side rooms and moonlit gardens in a joyful exodus toward pleasure.

In the main salon, Felicity found herself the centre of an admiring circle: Lydia on her knees, lips stretched around the ten-inch shaft now freed from satin; Penelope and Victoria taking turns weighing and worshipping the heavy balls that rested warm against their cheeks; Madame Fleur sketching frantically even as she leaned in to taste.

Beatrice reclined on a nearby chaise, scarlet gown pooled at her waist, eleven-inch rod standing proud as Giselle rode her with abandon, Margot and Colette kneeling to lavish attention on the plump, swinging orbs beneath. Dorothy joined them, floral lace discarded, guiding Beatrice’s hand to her own modest endowment while marvelling aloud at the difference.

Rooms filled with explicit harmony. Vivienne orchestrated photographs—candid, artistic, utterly shameless—capturing Victoria bent over a billiard table as Lord Archibald watched wide-eyed while Felicity took her from behind, heavy balls slapping rhythmically. Lydia orchestrated a chain in the library: mouth to Beatrice’s girth, fingers kneading pendants while Madame Fleur took her from behind, then passed along to willing partners.

Gardens echoed with delight under the stars. Guests paired and grouped among rose beds and marble statues—brassieres dangling from branches like festive ornaments, skirts flipped up over hedges. Gentlemen, those few present, were welcomed graciously but inevitably found themselves spectators or enthusiastic participants in supporting roles, their respectable proportions gently teased as the protagonists’ endowments took centre stage.

Positions shifted endlessly. Felicity on her back on a velvet ottoman, Lydia and Penelope riding in turns, crying out at depths long denied them. Beatrice standing against a column, Victoria and Dorothy taking turns impaling themselves while Vivienne’s camera clicked and Giselle knelt to keep the swinging sack attended.

Moans rose and fell like the quartet’s absent music. Praise was lavish and explicit: “Your balls are absolute perfection—so heavy, so full,” Victoria gasped between thrusts. “Everything my husband never was.” “Reginald would faint,” Lydia laughed, lipstick smeared, as she coaxed another release.

Dawn found the villa quietly sated. Guests lay in languid heaps across salons and gardens—gowns retrieved but only half-fastened, brassieres abandoned entirely, faces glowing with satisfaction. Felicity and Beatrice, nestled together on the grand staircase, surveyed their domain with contented smiles.

Lydia raised a final glass of champagne from her spot on the Persian rug. “To the best hosts—and the best-endowed—in London.”

Penelope, curled against Victoria, added sleepily, “May your adventures never end.”

Felicity patted Beatrice’s thigh fondly, hand sliding higher to cup the familiar weight beneath velvet. “They won’t, love. Not with friends like these.”

Beatrice returned the gesture, fingers tracing the outline of Felicity’s resting shaft. “And not with each other.”

Outside, the Thames flowed silver in morning light, carrying away the echoes of the grandest ball Mayfair had ever whispered about. Inside, the villa slept—dreaming of next season’s invitations, next year’s excesses, and the two extraordinary shemales whose generosity, in every sense, had made it all possible.

For Felicity and Beatrice, the adventures were far from over—merely paused, like a waltz between dances, until the music began again.

Generous Proportions: A Lower Thruppington Chronicle




Chapter One: The Village Fête

The sleepy village of Lower Thruppington nestled in the rolling hills of the Cotswolds was preparing for its annual summer fête. Bunting fluttered between the thatched cottages, trestle tables groaned under homemade victoria sponges and jars of chutney, and the brass band tuned up beside the duck pond. It was the sort of day when every woman in the parish wore her brightest frock and her sturdiest girdle, for the breeze had a playful habit of lifting hems and revealing the lacy treasures beneath.

Victoria Harrington-Price, known to everyone simply as Vicky, was the undisputed queen of such occasions. At five feet seven inches, with honey-blonde hair swept into an elegant chignon, she moved through the crowd like a galleon in full sail. Her prodigious bosom, those magnificent twin peaks that rose and fell with regal authority, were barely contained by an enormous balconette brassiere in ivory satin, its reinforced cups and wide straps working valiantly beneath a sleeveless sunflower-yellow dress. The bodice clung lovingly to her curves before flaring into a full skirt that ended just above the knee, perfect for swishing and, when the moment demanded, flipping upward to offer tantalising glimpses.

Between her smooth thighs swung the true source of her confidence: a thick, ten-inch cock that even soft created a pronounced sway beneath the light cotton, accompanied by a pair of heavy, pendulous balls that shifted noticeably whenever she walked. Skirts and dresses were obligatory for ladies like Vicky; trousers simply could not accommodate such generous proportions without scandalous outlining.

Her husband, Timothy, trotted proudly at her side. A kindly solicitor with neat brown hair and a twinkle in his eye, he wore cream linen trousers and a blazer. His own manhood was perfectly respectable, yet he knew full well that it was dwarfed by his wife’s extraordinary endowment, a fact that filled him with nothing but delight. He often joked that marrying Vicky had been the best decision of his life, for she combined the beauty of a film star with the equipment of a prize stallion.

They paused at the tombola stall, where Mrs. Gladys Featherstonehaugh, another generously proportioned lady of the village, was bending over to rearrange prizes. Gladys wore a tight pencil skirt in navy wool that hugged her rounded hips and stopped just below the knee. As she reached for a box beneath the table, the fabric rode upward, revealing the lower curves of her plump bottom and the unmistakable bulge of two plump, weighty balls pressing against her silk knickers. The sight drew appreciative murmurs from several gentlemen nearby, and Timothy gave Vicky’s rear a fond pat.

Gladys straightened with a little gasp, smoothing her skirt down. “Oh Vicky, dear, you must try for the hamper. Though I daresay your luck is always better than mine.” Her eyes drifted downward to the prominent outline beneath Vicky’s dress, and she gave a wistful sigh. “My Reginald is a dear man, but heavens, he’s not blessed in the same department as your Timothy must witness every night.”

Timothy chuckled and patted Vicky’s bottom again, the gesture as natural as shaking hands in Lower Thruppington. “I consider myself the luckiest chap in Gloucestershire,” he said loyally.

Vicky leaned forward to spin the tombola drum, deliberately allowing her skirt to flutter upward in the breeze. The movement exposed the full swell of her enormous testicles, snugly packaged in pale blue satin panties that gleamed in the sunlight. A collective intake of breath rippled through the nearby onlookers. She won a bottle of elderflower cordial and turned with a triumphant smile, her vast bosom bouncing enticingly within its sturdy scaffolding.

Next they wandered toward the coconut shy, where young Mr. Perkins was demonstrating his throwing arm. His girlfriend Chloe, a pert brunette with a bosom that threatened to escape her low-cut gingham blouse, stood cheering him on. Chloe’s short flippy skirt danced around her thighs, and when she jumped in excitement it lifted to reveal the impressive twin spheres nestling between her legs, larger than many men could boast. Poor Mr. Perkins missed the coconut entirely, distracted by the sight.

Chloe noticed Vicky approaching and gave an excited squeal. “Mrs. Harrington-Price! Do watch me have a go.” She took the wooden ball and bent deeply at the waist to line up her throw, skirt rising high enough to display the full, rounded weight of her balls straining the lace of her French knickers. The coconut toppled with a satisfying clunk, and Chloe straightened, flushed and triumphant.

“My goodness,” she said, fanning herself, “it’s warm work. Chloe glanced at Vicky’s prominent frontal swell and lowered her voice conspiratorially. “I don’t suppose you ever have trouble finding knickers that fit properly? Mine are always splitting at the seams with these great things swinging about.”

Vicky laughed, a rich, throaty sound. “Darling, I have an excellent seamstress in Cheltenham who reinforces everything. Though sometimes one simply lets them breathe.” She gave a discreet hitch to her skirt, allowing the head of her thickening shaft to press more obviously against the fabric.

Timothy beamed with pride as several villagers paused to admire his wife’s silhouette. The vicar’s wife, Mrs. Aldridge, sailed past in a tight emerald sweater that showcased her own formidable frontal architecture, the wool stretched so taut that the outline of her brassiere’s elaborate embroidery was clearly visible. She paused to exchange pleasantries, one hand absently patting Timothy’s backside in greeting while he returned the gesture on her generously proportioned rear.

The afternoon wore on with games of splat-the-rat and a fiercely contested jam-tasting competition. Vicky judged the “Best Kept Allotment” category, which required much bending over to inspect runner beans and marrows. Each time she leaned forward, her skirt flipped upward to reveal those magnificent orbs shifting heavily in their satin confinement, drawing gasps and admiring comments from contestants and spectators alike.

By tea-time, the pair settled on the grass beside the refreshment tent. Vicky arranged herself carefully, knees together but skirt riding high enough to display the impressive bulge of her equipment. Timothy fed her a strawberry from the cream tea, his free hand resting possessively on the warm curve of one vast breast through her dress.

Across the lawn, Gladys and Chloe had joined forces at the hoopla stall, both bending in unison to retrieve missed rings. Their skirts rose in tandem, presenting a breathtaking display of four plump, heavy balls barely contained by delicate lingerie. Several husbands watched with open appreciation, while their wives chatted cheerfully about brassiere fittings and the best stocking brands for ladies with fuller figures.

As the sun began its slow descent, casting golden light across the village green, Vicky leaned back on her elbows, allowing her enormous breasts to thrust proudly skyward and her skirt to ride even higher. The outline of her now semi-erect cock was unmistakable, a thick ridge running down her thigh accompanied by the distinct twin swells beneath.

Timothy traced a finger along the satin edge peeking from beneath her hem. “Another triumphant fête, my love.”

Vicky smiled languidly, giving her hips a little wiggle that set everything swaying. “And the day is far from over, darling. Mrs. Aldridge mentioned something about charades in the vicarage afterwards.”

In Lower Thruppington, the summer fête was only ever the beginning.




Chapter Two: A Weekend at Pemberton Hall

The gravel crunched beneath the tyres of Timothy’s Austin-Healey as they swept through the wrought-iron gates of Pemberton Hall late on Friday afternoon. The manor house rose majestically against the Cotswold sky, its honey-coloured stone glowing in the slanting sunlight. Liveried footmen hurried forward to take their cases, and Lady Felicity Pemberton herself appeared on the portico steps to greet them.

Felicity was a vision in a peach silk tea dress that clung to her opulent figure like a second skin. Her immense bosom, those glorious twin domes that commanded every room she entered, were uplifted by a formidable brassiere whose lace edging peeked teasingly above the low neckline. The skirt flared over generous hips and stopped just below the knee, swaying as she descended to kiss Vicky on both cheeks and give Timothy a warm pat on the bottom.

“Darlings, how utterly divine to have you,” she purred, her voice rich with amusement. “We are twenty for the weekend, and I promise you every comfort.”

Inside, the hall buzzed with arrivals. Ladies in travelling costumes of tight skirts and tighter sweaters milled about the entrance hall, sipping champagne while footmen relieved them of hats and gloves. Every woman present possessed a frontal endowment that strained fabric to its limits, and every skirt concealed secrets of impressive magnitude below.

Vicky had chosen a travelling outfit that turned heads from the moment she stepped out of the car: a short-sleeved cashmere sweater in pale pink that moulded itself lovingly to her vast, rounded breasts, the wool so fine that the elaborate embroidery of her enormous brassiere showed faintly through. Below, a full circle skirt in navy polka-dot cotton swirled around her thighs, light enough to lift at the slightest provocation. Beneath it all, her satin panties struggled valiantly to contain her thick ten-inch shaft and the heavy pair of balls that swung pendulously with every step.

Timothy, in a lightweight tweed jacket and flannels, carried their small vanity case and watched proudly as his wife drew admiring glances from guests and staff alike.

Cocktails were served on the south terrace overlooking the famous croquet lawn, its grass clipped to velvet perfection. The game was already in progress, and the rules appeared delightfully lax. Players took turns bending deeply to line up shots, skirts rising to reveal lace-trimmed knickers stretched taut over plump, weighty testicles. One dark-haired beauty named Sophia, married to a banker from Cirencester, leaned so far forward that her skirt flipped entirely upward, presenting the full, rounded swell of two enormous balls barely contained by peach silk. Her husband applauded enthusiastically from the sidelines.

Felicity partnered with Vicky against Sophia and a redheaded amazon named Georgina whose emerald wrap dress threatened to surrender at any moment. Each time Vicky crouched to play her stroke, her polka-dot skirt billowed upward, exposing the impressive twin orbs shifting heavily in their satin cradle. Georgina, not to be outdone, executed a particularly ambitious shot that required her to bend almost double; her dress rode high enough to reveal the thick root of her substantial cock pressing against translucent lace panties, flanked by balls that looked positively overripe.

Timothy circulated among the husbands, who compared notes with cheerful candour. “My Pamela is a wonder,” confided one portly squire, “but I must admit her equipment quite dwarfs mine. Makes a chap feel humble in the best possible way.”

Dinner that evening was a glittering affair in the long gallery, candlelight flickering over silver and crystal. The ladies had changed into cocktail gowns that left little to the imagination. Vicky wore a sapphire satin sheath that hugged her curves from shoulder to mid-thigh, the bodice cut daringly low to showcase the upper slopes of her magnificent breasts. The skirt was tight enough to outline the heavy sway of her package when she walked, and slit high enough to promise revelations with every step.

Felicity presided at the head of the table in crimson velvet that strained gallantly across her own prodigious frontage. To her right sat Beatrice, the cricket captain from the village, resplendent in black lace that did nothing to conceal the formidable twin peaks thrusting forward beneath. Conversation flowed as freely as the wine, much of it devoted to the eternal challenges of finding brassieres sturdy enough for daily wear and panties roomy enough for comfort.

After the port had circulated, the party removed to the drawing room for games. Felicity announced a treasure hunt with a twist: certain items were hidden in boxes, others tucked into the clothing of fellow guests. Players were blindfolded in turn and guided by whispered instructions to locate their prizes by touch alone.

Vicky was among the first to be blindfolded. Led giggling to a velvet chaise, she was encouraged to reach into a series of silk-covered boxes. Her hands encountered feathers, pearls, and then something warm and unmistakably alive. A collective gasp rose as her fingers closed around the substantial girth of a semi-erect cock belonging to Georgina, who had been positioned strategically nearby. Further exploration revealed the accompanying pair of heavy balls, smooth and weighty in her palm.

“Gracious,” Vicky laughed, removing the blindfold to behold Georgina’s flushed face and the unmistakable bulge now straining the front of her gown. “One does admire quality craftsmanship.”

The game grew progressively more daring. Sophia’s husband was persuaded to hide a small silver egg somewhere about his wife’s person; retrieving it required several guests to assist in lifting her skirt and delving beneath layers of lace. The egg was discovered nestling snugly between Sophia’s plump testicles, eliciting delighted applause.

Later, as coffee was served, Felicity suggested a move to the music room for dancing. The gramophone played slow foxtrots and dreamy waltzes. Vicky found herself partnered first with Timothy, who held her close enough to feel the impressive press of her equipment against his thigh, then with Felicity herself, whose own substantial endowment created an interesting symmetry as they swayed together.

By midnight, guests began drifting toward the guest wing. Felicity caught Vicky’s arm as she and Timothy prepared to ascend the grand staircase.

“My dears,” she murmured, eyes sparkling, “my private sitting room is far more comfortable than any bedroom. Do join me, and perhaps Georgina and Beatrice as well, for a nightcap. I have a particularly fine brandy, and the fire is lit.”

Timothy glanced at Vicky, who gave a small, wicked smile. They followed their hostess along a dimly lit corridor to a panelled room dominated by a vast four-poster bed and a roaring hearth. Georgina and Beatrice were already there, gowns loosened, brassieres discarded to reveal vast, freed breasts that rose and fell with anticipation.

Felicity poured brandy into heavy crystal glasses and handed them round. “To friendship,” she toasted, “and to generous proportions in all things.”

Glasses clinked. Skirts were allowed to ride higher as ladies settled onto sofas and cushions. Georgina stretched languidly, her dress parting to reveal the full, impressive length of her cock now fully erect and curving upward, flanked by those magnificent balls resting heavily on her thighs. Beatrice followed suit, producing an even more substantial member that drew appreciative murmurs.

Vicky, never one to be shy, reached beneath her own skirt and eased her satin panties aside. Her thick shaft sprang free, ten inches of rigid flesh accompanied by the heavy swing of her testicles. Timothy watched with shining eyes as his wife was admired and gently caressed by their new friends.

The night was young, the fire warm, and Pemberton Hall’s reputation for hospitality proved entirely deserved.




Chapter Three: Breakfast and Billiards

Sunlight poured through the tall windows of Pemberton Hall’s glass-roofed conservatory, turning the breakfast table into a glittering display of silver domed covers, porcelain teapots, and crystal dishes heaped with strawberries. The house-party guests drifted in gradually, most still clad in the filmy negligées and silk dressing gowns they had worn to bed. Brassieres were largely absent at this hour; many ladies allowed their vast, pendulous breasts to sway freely beneath gossamer chiffon as they reached across for toast or marmalade. The effect was mesmerising, a gentle ripple of opulent flesh with every movement.

Vicky appeared in a peach satin peignoir that tied loosely at the waist and fell open at the front to reveal a matching nightdress cut daringly low. Her magnificent twin globes, those splendid, weighty orbs that dominated her silhouette, rose and fell with each breath, barely contained by the flimsy bodice. Below, the short hem brushed her thighs, offering teasing glimpses of the heavy twin spheres nestled between them whenever she shifted in her wicker chair.

Timothy, already dressed in blazer and flannels, poured coffee for his wife and received a fond pat on the bottom from Georgina as she passed behind his chair. Georgina wore a mint-green negligée whose lace hem barely skimmed the tops of her thighs; the outline of her substantial equipment was unmistakable, the thick shaft resting along one leg and the plump swell of her balls pressing softly against the silk.

Felicity presided at the head of the table in a crimson kimono that gaped generously at the front, exposing the upper curves of her own formidable bosom. “Darlings,” she announced, clapping her hands, “after we’ve fortified ourselves, I propose billiards in the west wing. I’ve devised a few house rules to make things interesting.”

Breakfast lingered deliciously. Plates of kedgeree, devilled kidneys, and poached eggs circulated while conversation turned, as it invariably did, to the eternal quest for supportive lingerie. Sophia complained that her new brassiere from London dug terribly under the arms, and promptly slipped the straps from her shoulders to demonstrate. The garment surrendered immediately, allowing her vast breasts to spill forward onto the damask tablecloth. Several husbands leaned closer for a better view while their wives nodded sympathetically.

Beatrice, the redheaded cricket captain, reached for the butter and allowed her dressing gown to fall open entirely. Her enormous breasts, freed from all restraint, rested heavily on the table edge as she spread butter with deliberate slowness. Beneath the table, her bare thighs parted just enough to let her heavy balls settle comfortably, the warm weight of them brushing against the chair rung.

By the time coffee was poured, skirts and gowns had ridden high enough to offer generous views of satin and lace panties stretched over impressive masculine endowments. Timothy traced idle circles on Vicky’s knee under the table, his fingers occasionally brushing the warm swell of one magnificent testicle.

The billiard room was a handsome panelled chamber with a full-sized table under a green-shaded lamp. Heavy velvet curtains had been drawn against the morning sun, creating an intimate gloom perfect for mischief. Cues were chalked, drinks refreshed, and Felicity explained the rules: standard billiards, but every missed shot required the player to bend deeply over the table to retrieve the cue ball from wherever it had rolled. Partners would play doubles, and clothing adjustments were positively encouraged.

Vicky partnered with Beatrice against Felicity and Georgina. The other guests arranged themselves on leather chesterfields, husbands ready to act as impartial referees.

Beatrice broke, her emerald negligée riding high as she stretched across the baize. The movement exposed the full, rounded weight of her balls pressing against translucent lace knickers, drawing appreciative murmurs. She potted a red cleanly, and play passed to Felicity.

Felicity leaned forward, kimono parting to reveal the deep cleavage created by her enormous balconette brassiere – a sturdy confection in black satin and lace that she had apparently donned beneath the kimono. Her shot went awry; the cue ball trickled into a pocket. With a theatrical sigh, she bent deeply to fish it out from under the table. The kimono slid from her shoulders entirely, and her short hem rose to present the plump, heavy twin orbs straining her French knickers. Sophia’s husband applauded politely from the sidelines.

Georgina took her turn, stretching languidly so that her negligée hem flipped upward, displaying the thick root of her cock and the impressive swell beneath. She potted two balls in succession, then handed the cue to Vicky.

Vicky chalked slowly, aware of every eye upon her. She wore her peach nightdress still, the satin clinging to every curve. Bending over the table, she presented a breathtaking view: the short hem rode high enough to reveal pale blue satin panties stretched drum-tight over her prodigious package. Her ten-inch shaft lay thick along one thigh, while her heavy balls shifted visibly with the movement, their rounded weight outlined perfectly. She potted the red with a satisfying clack, and Timothy gave her bottom an encouraging pat.

The game grew steadily more athletic. Missed shots multiplied – perhaps deliberately – requiring repeated deep bends. Skirts and gowns were abandoned entirely by some players; Beatrice played her next turns in only her brassiere and knickers, the enormous cups of ivory lace barely containing her vast bosom as it swayed with each stretch. Georgina followed suit, peeling away her negligée to reveal a scarlet waspie that cinched her waist and left her heavy cock and balls completely unconstrained beneath sheer panties.

One particularly ambitious shot sent the cue ball skittering to the far corner. Vicky volunteered to retrieve it, dropping to hands and knees beneath the table. Her nightdress rode up completely, presenting the full glory of her plump testicles resting heavily against the satin gusset and the thick length of her shaft now beginning to stiffen with excitement. Several guests leaned down for a better look, offering helpful commentary.

“My Reginald is a dear,” Sophia confided to the room at large during a lull, “but honestly, after seeing what you ladies pack, I feel quite short-changed.” She gestured toward Vicky’s prominent display. “That’s proper equipment.”

Several other wives murmured agreement, casting wistful glances at their own husbands’ respectable but comparatively modest trouser fronts.

The score remained close until Felicity proposed a deciding forfeit. The losing pair would model selections from her private collection of Parisian negligées while the winners directed poses. Beatrice and Vicky emerged victorious after a tense final frame in which Georgina’s attempt at a difficult cannon required such an extreme bend that her knickers slipped entirely down one thigh, exposing her full, erect length and the heavy balls beneath to general acclaim.

In the adjoining dressing room, Felicity produced armfuls of gossamer confections: black chiffon babydolls with marabou trim, peach satin teddies with strategic cut-outs, emerald lace bodies that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Georgina and Felicity modelled them in turn, bending and stretching at the winners’ direction while husbands chalked cues idly and admired the view.

Vicky selected a sheer black negligée for Georgina that tied beneath the bust and floated to mid-thigh. When Georgina bent to adjust her stocking, the garment lifted to reveal her rigid cock curving upward and those magnificent balls swaying freely. Felicity wore a crimson teddy whose crotch fastened with tiny pearl buttons; one by one, Beatrice undid them until Felicity’s own impressive endowment sprang free.

Timothy watched his wife with shining eyes as she directed the display, her own nightdress now discarded entirely save for the enormous brassiere that uplifted her vast breasts and the satin panties that struggled to contain her arousal. The morning had advanced considerably, yet no one showed any inclination to dress for luncheon.

As the modelling concluded amid laughter and applause, Felicity poured fresh champagne. “To generous proportions,” she toasted again, “and to many more games this weekend.”

Glasses clinked, bottoms were patted affectionately all round, and the billiard room settled into a warm, satisfied haze. Outside, the Cotswold sun climbed higher, indifferent to the delightful decadence within Pemberton Hall’s walls.




Chapter Four: The Garden Maze and Picnic

After the languid excesses of the billiard room, luncheon was a light affair of cold salmon and asparagus served on the terrace. By two o’clock the sun blazed down warmly, and Felicity clapped her hands with the enthusiasm of a schoolgirl.

“My dears, the yew maze is at its very best this time of year. I’ve hidden a dozen clues inside, each leading to the next. The first pair to reach the centre wins a prize of my choosing. Pairings shall be drawn by lot – no arguments!”

Slips of paper were drawn from a silver bowl. Vicky found herself partnered with Sophia, the dark-haired beauty whose peach sundress had already caused such admiration on the croquet lawn. Timothy drew Georgina, who gave him a wicked wink and a hearty pat on the bottom that set his blazer flapping.

The ladies had changed into summer frocks ideal for warm weather and outdoor pursuits. Vicky wore a sleeveless cotton dress in pale lemon, printed with tiny white daisies. The bodice was fitted snugly to her magnificent bosom, those vast, proud swells uplifted by a white satin brassiere whose broad straps and deep cups were faintly visible through the thin fabric. The skirt was full and short, ending several inches above the knee and designed to swirl delightfully with every step. Beneath, her ivory satin panties clung tenaciously to her thick shaft and the heavy twin weights that shifted constantly as she walked.

Sophia’s dress was tighter – a coral pink linen sheath that hugged her hips and stopped mid-thigh. Whenever the breeze caught it, the hem fluttered upward to reveal lace knickers stretched drum-tight over truly monumental testicles that swung like ripe fruit.

Felicity dispatched the pairs at two-minute intervals to prevent crowding. Vicky and Sophia set off together, clue envelope in hand. The maze’s towering green walls swallowed them quickly, the gravel path crunching beneath their sandals.

The first clue was tied to a marble statue of Pan. Sophia reached up on tiptoe, dress riding high enough to present the full, rounded swell of her plump balls pressing against delicate lace. Vicky admired openly. “Good heavens, darling, those are magnificent. Your husband must feel quite overshadowed.”

Sophia laughed, handing over the parchment. “Poor Charles tries his best, but he’s barely half the size. One does sometimes yearn for something more… substantial.” Her gaze drifted meaningfully to the prominent sway beneath Vicky’s lemon skirt.

They pressed deeper. The paths narrowed deliberately, forcing them to squeeze past one another whenever they turned. Each brush of hip against hip brought soft gasps as satin-clad equipment met satin-clad equipment. At one tight corner, Vicky turned sideways and felt the unmistakable press of Sophia’s heavy balls against her thigh.

“Terribly sorry,” Sophia murmured, though she made no effort to move away immediately.

The next clue was hidden beneath a stone bench. Both ladies bent simultaneously, skirts flipping upward in unison to reveal twin displays of generous masculine endowment. Vicky’s ivory panties outlined the thick length of her ten-inch cock resting along one thigh, while below it her weighty testicles shifted and settled. Sophia’s lace knickers had ridden slightly into the crease, accentuating the plump twin orbs that dwarfed many a husband’s pride.

They read the clue giggling, foreheads almost touching. “Something tall and stiff points the way,” Sophia read aloud. “Well, that could describe several things in this maze.”

Further on, they encountered Timothy and Georgina emerging from a side path. Georgina’s emerald sundress had lost a button at the bust, allowing her vast breasts to threaten escape from their lacy confinement. She greeted Vicky with a warm embrace that pressed their prodigious fronts together delightfully.

“Timothy’s being an absolute gentleman,” Georgina said, giving his bottom another fond pat. “Though I’ve been telling him how dreadfully under-equipped my own husband is. Barely five inches on a good day, poor lamb. Makes one appreciate a proper showing when one sees it.” She glanced pointedly at the bulge now beginning to strain Vicky’s skirt.

Timothy flushed with pleasure as Vicky reached out to squeeze his hand.

The maze grew warmer, sunlight filtering through the yew canopy in dappled patterns. Dresses clung to damp skin, brassieres became increasingly visible through thin cotton. At one dead end, Sophia suggested they rest on a hidden bench. Sitting side by side, skirts inevitably rode higher. Sophia’s hand drifted casually to Vicky’s knee, tracing upward until fingers brushed the warm satin covering those magnificent balls.

“May I?” she whispered.

Vicky parted her thighs slightly in invitation. Sophia’s palm cupped the heavy weight gently, lifting and weighing with open admiration. In return, Vicky slipped her own hand beneath Sophia’s hem, discovering lace soaked with excitement and testicles that felt even larger in direct contact.

They might have lingered longer had not Felicity’s voice echoed distantly, announcing that one pair had nearly reached the centre.

The final clue led them to a sundial where Beatrice and her partner were already waiting, flushed and triumphant. Soon all pairs converged on the hidden heart of the maze – a circular lawn with a fountain at its centre and a dozen wicker hampers awaiting.

Felicity declared a universal victory and summoned footmen to spread rugs and unpack the picnic. Blankets were laid beneath the shade of a vast cedar, and the party settled in a loose circle. Champagne corks popped, platters of chicken, strawberries, and clotted cream circulated.

Skirts were no longer even nominally adjusted. Ladies reclined with thighs parted for comfort in the heat, offering unhindered views of satin and lace stretched over impressive endowments. Felicity produced a bowl of ripe cherries and challenged guests to tie the stems with their tongues – a game that required much leaning forward and inevitable wardrobe malfunctions.

Vicky found herself between Felicity and Sophia on a large tartan rug. Timothy sat opposite with Georgina and Beatrice, happily accepting strawberries fed to him by both ladies.

As champagne flowed, inhibitions melted entirely. Felicity stretched languidly, her sundress parting to reveal the full, erect length of her cock curving proudly upward, flanked by heavy balls resting on the blanket. Beatrice followed suit, easing her own substantial member free of its lace confines. The display inspired general liberation; within minutes, every lady present had arranged her skirt high enough to expose her equipment to the warm air.

Sophia turned to Vicky with half-lidded eyes. “Would you mind terribly if I… compared properly?”

Vicky smiled and shifted closer. Soon both ladies were gently stroking one another’s shafts, marvelling at length and girth while husbands watched with delighted approval. Timothy accepted Georgina’s invitation to measure her against his own respectable but smaller endowment, eliciting sympathetic coos from surrounding wives.

Behind a nearby rose arbour, Felicity drew Vicky and Timothy aside for a more private celebration. She arranged them on a secluded blanket, skirts hiked to waists. Vicky’s ivory panties were eased down just enough to free her thick ten-inch cock and those magnificent testicles that settled heavily on her thighs. Felicity knelt between them, alternating attention with practised enthusiasm while Timothy caressed his wife’s vast breasts through the lemon cotton.

The afternoon drifted by in a haze of sunshine, champagne, and increasingly explicit enjoyment. Other couples disappeared behind hedges or into shaded alcoves, soft moans mingling with birdsong. By the time the sun began its descent, dresses were grass-stained, brassieres discarded entirely, and every lady’s equipment had been thoroughly admired by multiple hands and mouths.

As footmen arrived to clear the hampers, Felicity gathered her flushed guests. “Dinner at eight, darlings,” she announced, “and the masked ball afterwards. Do rest – you’ll need your energy.”

Vicky and Timothy strolled back through the maze arm in arm, skirts still rumpled, faces glowing with satisfaction. The weekend at Pemberton Hall showed no signs of moderation, and neither of them wished it any other way.




Chapter Five: The Village Church Bazaar

Saturday morning at Pemberton Hall began with the distant peal of church bells drifting across the fields, a gentle reminder that the annual St. Cuthbert’s restoration bazaar was in full swing. Felicity, ever mindful of local obligations, declared that the entire house party must attend in force. “It’s for a splendid cause,” she insisted over coffee, “and besides, the village does so love to see us.”

The ladies dressed accordingly in their smartest summer outfits. Vicky selected a short-sleeved day dress in sky-blue shantung silk, the fitted bodice tailored to perfection around her vast, uplifted bosom – those glorious twin mounds held high by an enormous white satin brassiere whose lace trim peeked modestly above the square neckline. The skirt flared into playful pleats that ended well above the knee, ideal for warm weather and the inevitable bending required at bazaar stalls. Beneath, her ivory satin panties stretched valiantly over her thick ten-inch shaft and the heavy, pendulous balls that shifted with every step.

Timothy handed her a wide-brimmed straw hat and received a fond pat on the bottom from Georgina, who wore a tight emerald sweater that outlined her own formidable frontal architecture and a swirling skirt that promised revelations in any breeze.

A convoy of motor cars ferried the party the short distance to the village. The church hall and adjoining green were already thronged with stalls: cakes, jams, bric-a-brac, and a tombola drum that spun enticingly. Villagers turned to stare as the Pemberton Hall contingent descended, a dazzling parade of short flippy skirts, tight blouses, and brassieres working overtime.

At the centre of it all stood the Reverend Harold Thistlethwaite, a thin, earnest man in his late forties with round spectacles and a permanent expression of mild alarm. Beside him, presiding over the cake stall, was his wife Priscilla – a statuesque beauty of thirty-eight whose magnificent bosom quite outshone anything the village had previously witnessed. Her enormous breasts, those splendid, heaving orbs that rose and fell hypnotically, were barely contained by a floral cotton dress and the sturdiest brassiere the Cheltenham corsetière could supply. Yet despite her radiant looks and opulent figure, Priscilla’s smile carried a faint air of wistful dissatisfaction.

Harold’s eyes darted nervously as the house-party guests dispersed among the stalls. Felicity sailed forward to greet him, her peach skirt swishing high enough to reveal the plump swell of her balls pressing against lace knickers. The vicar flushed crimson and fixed his gaze firmly on a nearby tray of Victoria sponges.

“Lady Felicity, how generous of you to come,” he stammered, clutching his prayer book like a shield.

Priscilla, however, greeted the newcomers with genuine warmth, embracing Vicky and Georgina in turn. The contact pressed their vast bosoms together delightfully, and Priscilla sighed. “One does envy your freedom in dressing,” she murmured to Vicky. “Harold insists upon modesty, yet I confess these brassieres grow terribly warm on a day like this.”

The white-elephant stall required constant bending to sort donations. Vicky and Sophia volunteered to help, leaning deeply over boxes of old books and china. Each time Vicky reached into the lower crates, her pleated skirt flipped upward to display the full, rounded weight of her magnificent testicles straining the satin gusset, while the thick outline of her shaft shifted enticingly. Sophia’s coral dress performed similar acrobatics, presenting her own impressive twin spheres to the delighted gaze of several curates who lingered nearby with trays of lemonade.

Harold passed by on his rounds and very nearly dropped his collection plate at the sight. He hurried away, muttering Latin under his breath.

Gladys and Chloe from Lower Thruppington had commandeered the raffle-ticket stall and squealed with delight upon spotting Vicky. They clustered around her, skirts swirling, comparing notes on new brassiere designs from London. “This one has spiral stitching,” Chloe announced proudly, pulling her gingham bodice lower to reveal the elaborate lace cups cradling her vast breasts. “Though it does nothing for downstairs accommodation.” She gave a meaningful hitch to her skirt, exposing the heavy bulge of her balls for a moment.

Priscilla drifted over, drawn by the laughter. “My dears, you are all so wonderfully… equipped,” she said softly, eyes lingering on the prominent sway beneath Vicky’s skirt. “Harold is a good man, but in certain departments he is… rather sparingly blessed. One does miss feeling properly fulfilled.”

Vicky patted her arm sympathetically. “We quite understand, darling. Perhaps a private chat with Felicity might help – she knows the most discreet specialists.”

The tombola prize proved to be a lavish hamper of French lingerie donated anonymously by Felicity herself. Excitement rippled through the crowd. Priscilla, as vicar’s wife, was obliged to draw the winning ticket, but Felicity insisted upon an impromptu fashion parade behind the tea tent to display the contents.

A makeshift curtain was rigged from dust sheets, and several ladies volunteered as models. Georgina emerged first in a sheer black babydoll that floated to mid-thigh and did nothing to conceal her rigid cock curving upward or the heavy balls beneath. Beatrice followed in emerald lace panties and a quarter-cup brassiere that presented her vast bosom like offerings on an altar.

Vicky took her turn in a peach satin teddy with strategic slits. She twirled for the small audience of ladies and a few trusted husbands, the garment parting to reveal her thick shaft now fully erect and those magnificent testicles swaying freely. Priscilla watched wide-eyed, one hand pressed unconsciously to her own abundant chest.

Harold, dispatched to fetch more teacups, stumbled upon the scene quite by accident. The sight of half a dozen beautiful, spectacularly endowed shemales in states of undress proved too much. He emitted a strangled squeak, dropped the cups, and fled toward the vestry, face aflame.

Priscilla followed at a discreet distance, concern mingling with something rather warmer. She found him in the cool dimness of the church, kneeling before the altar in fervent prayer.

“My dear,” she said gently, closing the door behind her, “you cannot keep battling this alone.”

Harold rose, trembling. “Priscilla, these temptations… the village is full of such… such lavish creatures. I strive to remain pure in thought and deed, yet everywhere I turn there are vast bosoms and… and prodigious lower portions scarcely concealed.”

Priscilla stepped closer, her floral dress clinging in the heat. “Perhaps, Harold, the Lord intended variety in His creation. And perhaps a wife has needs that a husband, however devout, cannot always meet unaided.”

She reached beneath her skirt and, with a small sigh of relief, eased aside the gusset of her sensible cotton knickers. To Harold’s astonishment, a thick, semi-erect cock sprang free – at least nine inches even in repose – accompanied by a pair of plump, weighty balls that had clearly been constrained far too long.

Harold’s eyes widened behind his spectacles. “Priscilla… you too?”

She gave a shy smile. “I had hoped to spare you the knowledge, darling, but seeing Vicky and the others today… I can hide no longer.”

The vicar sank onto a pew, torn between shock and unmistakable stirrings in his own modest trousers. Outside, the bazaar continued merrily: skirts flipping, bottoms patted, brassieres admired, and heavy balls displayed with carefree abandon.

By late afternoon the house-party guests returned to Pemberton Hall laden with cakes, potted geraniums, and village gossip. Priscilla remained behind to lock the hall, but not before pressing a small note into Vicky’s hand: “Tea next week? I should value your advice on certain… fittings.”

As the cars swept up the drive, Felicity raised a glass on the terrace. “To charity,” she toasted, “and to unexpected revelations.”

Vicky leaned against Timothy, her skirt riding high enough to reveal the warm satin curve of one magnificent testicle. The masked ball awaited that evening, but already the weekend had delivered surprises no one could have foreseen in the quiet village of St. Cuthbert’s.




Chapter Six: Confessions in the Vestry

The bazaar wound down as the afternoon sun dipped lower, villagers drifting home with their prizes and purchases. Priscilla Thistlethwaite lingered in the church hall, stacking empty cake trays with mechanical efficiency while her mind wandered far from the mundane. Her floral dress, once crisply ironed, now clung damply to her curves in the lingering heat, the sturdy brassiere beneath straining to contain her immense bosom – those vast, quivering spheres that had drawn more than a few admiring glances throughout the day. But it was not her breasts that occupied her thoughts; it was the revelation she had shared with Harold, and the insistent ache between her thighs that no amount of prayer could quell.

Harold had retreated to the vestry, ostensibly to tally the day's takings, but Priscilla knew better. She smoothed her skirt – a modest knee-length affair that did little to conceal the heavy sway of her secret endowment when she walked – and made her way through the ancient oak door into the cool sanctuary of the church. The air smelled of beeswax and old hymnals, a familiar comfort that did nothing to ease the turmoil within.

He sat at the scarred oak desk, spectacles perched on the end of his nose, ledger open before him but untouched. At her entrance, he looked up with a mixture of trepidation and something unexpectedly tender.

"Priscilla, my dear," he began, voice quavering slightly, "I have been reflecting upon... upon what you revealed. It is a great deal to absorb."

She closed the door softly behind her and leaned against it, the wood pressing into her rounded hips. "Harold, we've been married twelve years. I've hidden this part of myself all that time, fearing it would shock you. But seeing Vicky and the others today, so free and unashamed... I couldn't bear the pretense any longer."

Harold removed his spectacles and rubbed his eyes. "I confess, the village has always been a trial for me. Everywhere I turn, there are these extraordinary ladies with their... their lavish proportions. Vast bosoms spilling from blouses, skirts flipping to reveal those enormous, swinging orbs between their legs. I've fought temptation daily, reciting psalms to avert my gaze. And now to learn that you, my own wife..."

Priscilla stepped closer, her skirt brushing his knee. "It's not temptation, Harold. It's nature. And I've needs that your... modest blessings haven't satisfied. I love you dearly, but sometimes a woman craves something more substantial. Something that fills her completely, that stretches and satisfies in ways words can't describe."

His cheeks flushed, but he didn't look away. Instead, his eyes drifted downward to the faint outline beneath her dress – the thick ridge of her nine-inch cock, now stirring at the mere admission, and the plump weight of her balls shifting as she adjusted her stance.

"Tell me," he whispered, voice hoarse. "Tell me your desires, Priscilla. I want to understand."

She hesitated only a moment before hiking her skirt slowly upward, revealing inch by inch the sensible cotton knickers that had confined her all day. The fabric was stretched taut over her growing erection, the head pressing insistently against the waistband while her heavy testicles bulged below, their rounded fullness begging for release.

"My desires?" she echoed, voice low and throaty. "I dream of bending over the altar rail, skirt flipped high, while a lover with equipment to rival Vicky's takes me from behind. Feeling those magnificent balls slapping against mine as he thrusts deep. Or perhaps straddling you in the pulpit, my vast breasts freed from this infernal brassiere, smothering your face while my cock slides between us, hard and leaking."

Harold's breath came in short gasps, his own trousers tenting noticeably – though his endowment was indeed modest, scarcely five inches at full mast. Yet the sight aroused him profoundly.

Priscilla continued, emboldened. "I fantasize about the Pemberton Hall ladies. Felicity with her crimson gowns and that impressive shaft – I'd love to feel it pulsing in my hand, those heavy orbs cupped in my palm while she suckles at my nipples. Georgina bending me over a pew, her skirt riding up to show her own plump balls swinging as she enters me. And Vicky... oh, Vicky's ten-inch beauty, flanked by those glorious testicles. I'd kneel before her, skirt pooled at my feet, and worship every inch with my mouth until she spills across my heaving bosom."

She slipped a hand into her knickers now, easing her cock free. It sprang outward, thick and veined, curving slightly upward as it hardened fully. Her balls dangled heavily below, smooth and weighty, swaying with her gentle strokes.

Harold watched transfixed, his hand unconsciously moving to his own lap. "And me, Priscilla? Where do I fit in these... visions?"

She smiled tenderly, stepping between his knees. "You watch, darling. You pat my bottom encouragingly as they take turns. Or perhaps you join in, your sweet little prick nestling against my thigh while they fill me. We could invite them here, to the vestry, for private communion."

The vicar groaned softly, fumbling with his fly. His modest member emerged, rigid but dwarfed by his wife's prodigious tool. Priscilla reached down, wrapping her fingers around both, comparing the girth – hers easily twice as thick, her balls brushing his smaller ones.

"See?" she murmured. "This is what I crave. But I want you there, sharing the joy."

A knock at the vestry door startled them both. Priscilla hastily tucked herself away, smoothing her skirt as Harold composed himself.

It was the verger, come to collect the keys. They exchanged pleasantries, Priscilla's cheeks flushed, her dress now tented noticeably at the front.

As the door closed again, Harold turned to her with newfound resolve. "Perhaps... perhaps we should accept Lady Felicity's invitation to tea next week. For the sake of the parish, of course."

Priscilla laughed, a rich sound that echoed off the stone walls. She bent to kiss him, her vast breasts pressing against his chest, while beneath her skirt her equipment throbbed with anticipation.

Outside, the village settled into evening twilight, unaware of the secret desires awakening in the heart of St. Cuthbert's. But for Priscilla, the exploration had only just begun, promising delights that would make even the Pemberton Hall guests blush.




Chapter Seven: Revelations in the Vestry

The verger’s footsteps faded down the gravel path outside, leaving only the soft tick of the vestry clock and the distant cooing of wood pigeons. Priscilla remained standing between Harold’s knees, her floral skirt still bunched at her waist, cotton knickers pushed aside to let her thick nine-inch cock curve proudly upward. It throbbed gently in the cool air, a bead of clear fluid already gathering at the tip, while below it her plump, heavy balls hung full and smooth, shifting slightly with her quickened breath.

Harold stared as though witnessing a miracle. His hands trembled on the arms of the chair, his modest erection straining against his trousers. For years he had preached restraint, averted his eyes from the village’s lavish displays, and now here was his own wife – beautiful, devout Priscilla – presenting him with equipment that would put most parishioners to shame.

“Priscilla,” he whispered, voice cracking, “may I… may I touch?”

She smiled down at him with infinite tenderness and took his wrist, guiding his hand forward. His fingers brushed the warm, velvety skin of her shaft first – tentative, almost reverent. He traced the prominent vein along the underside, marvelling at the girth that filled his palm far more substantially than his own ever had.

“My dear,” he murmured, eyes wide behind his spectacles, “it’s… magnificent.”

Encouraged, he let his hand drift lower, cupping one heavy testicle. It settled into his palm like a ripe plum, warm and weighty, the skin silky smooth. He lifted gently, feeling the fullness, then let both balls rest in his hands together, astonished by their combined heft.

Priscilla gave a soft moan, her vast bosom heaving within the confines of her brassiere. “Harold, darling… would you like to taste?”

He swallowed hard, cheeks flaming, but nodded. Slowly, awkwardly, he leaned forward in the chair. His lips brushed the flushed head first – a hesitant kiss, almost chaste. The salty tang surprised him, but not unpleasantly. He kissed again, then parted his lips and took the tip inside.

Priscilla’s fingers threaded gently through his thinning hair as he began to suckle, clumsy at first, lips too tight, teeth grazing lightly. She guided him patiently. “Softer, my love… use your tongue along the underside… yes, just like that.”

Harold adjusted, enthusiasm overtaking hesitation. His mouth opened wider, taking more of her length – three inches, then four – cheeks hollowing as he sucked with growing confidence. One hand remained beneath, cradling and gently massaging her heavy balls, rolling them in his palm as though discovering a sacred relic.

Between wet, eager slurps he pulled back just enough to breathe. “My dear, my dear…” he gasped, voice muffled around her shaft before plunging forward again. Saliva glistened on her length as he bobbed, spectacles fogging slightly, his free hand now stroking what his mouth could not yet reach.

Priscilla’s hips rocked gently, feeding him another inch. Her enormous breasts rose and fell faster now, nipples hard against the cotton bodice. “That’s it, Harold… oh, you’re a natural, my sweet vicar.”

He moaned in response, the vibration humming along her cock. His fondling grew bolder – squeezing her balls lightly, tugging downward to feel their delicious weight, then lifting them to his lips when he needed air. He nuzzled into the warm sac, inhaling her musky scent, kissing each orb in turn before returning hungrily to her shaft.

“My dear,” he mumbled again, lips stretched wide, “so thick… so full…” He sucked harder, tongue swirling around the head, lapping greedily at the steady flow of precum. His own trousers were soaked at the front now, his modest prick leaking with excitement he had never known.

Priscilla’s thighs trembled. She reached down to unbutton her dress bodice, freeing her vast breasts from the sturdy brassiere at last. They spilled forward, heavy and pendulous, nipples dark and erect. Harold’s eyes flicked upward, filled with awe even as his mouth worked tirelessly.

Minutes passed in a haze of wet sounds and soft murmurs. Harold lost himself entirely – the hesitant clergyman replaced by an eager worshipper at a new altar. He took her deeper than he thought possible, throat relaxing, nose brushing the soft blonde curls at her base while both hands kneaded her magnificent balls.

At last Priscilla gently eased him back, her cock glistening with his saliva, standing proud and slick. “Not yet, darling,” she panted, voice husky. “I want to feel you inside me later… and perhaps introduce you properly to Vicky and the others. But oh, Harold… you’ve made me so very happy.”

He sat back, lips swollen, chin damp, spectacles askew, but his face shone with something akin to revelation. “My dear,” he said for the hundredth time, reaching to stroke her still-hard shaft with reverent fingers, “I believe I’ve found a new calling.”

Outside, the churchyard lay quiet in the golden evening light, oblivious to the transformation within its ancient walls. Priscilla gathered her husband into her arms, her vast bosom pillowing his head, her heavy equipment pressing warmly against his thigh. The weekend at Pemberton Hall beckoned, but for now, in the vestry of St. Cuthbert’s, a marriage had entered delightful new territory – one measured in inches, ounces, and boundless enthusiasm.




Chapter Eight: The Village Flower Show

The following Saturday dawned bright and warm, perfect for the annual St. Cuthbert’s Flower & Produce Show on the vicarage lawn. Trestle tables groaned under the weight of prize marrows, gleaming dahlias, and jars of ruby-red jam. Bunting fluttered between the apple trees, and the brass band from the next parish played cheerful selections beside the refreshment tent. Villagers in their summer finery circulated with score cards and gossip, while the scent of roses mingled with fresh scones.

Priscilla Thistlethwaite moved among the displays like a woman transformed. Gone was the faintly wistful air of previous years; in its place radiated a quiet, delicious confidence. She wore a short flippy sundress in pale lemon cotton, the bodice fitted snugly around her vast, magnificent bosom – those splendid twin domes uplifted by a white lace brassiere whose embroidered cups created delicate shadows through the thin fabric. The skirt swirled teasingly around her thighs, light enough to lift in the slightest breeze and reveal the plump, heavy balls that shifted enticingly beneath her satin knickers.

Harold, resplendent in a lightweight linen suit, followed a step behind with a new spring in his gait. Since their vestry revelations, private evenings at the vicarage had grown decidedly more adventurous. He now viewed the village’s lavishly endowed ladies not with dread but with affectionate appreciation, offering encouraging pats to bottoms as he passed.

The arrival of the Pemberton Hall contingent caused an immediate sensation. Felicity led the way in a tight emerald sweater that showcased her own formidable frontal swells and a swirling skirt in floral silk. Vicky followed in a sleeveless sundress of sky-blue shantung, the pleated skirt barely skimming mid-thigh and the bodice clinging lovingly to her enormous breasts. Georgina and Beatrice brought up the rear, both in short flippy frocks that promised constant revelations.

Priscilla greeted them with warm embraces, vast bosoms pressing together in delighted squeezes. “You’ve come to support the church – how perfectly splendid,” she said, eyes sparkling. Harold shook hands all round, lingering perhaps a fraction longer than strictly necessary when Vicky offered hers.

Judging commenced promptly. Priscilla, as vicar’s wife, had been roped in to assess the dahlia classes. This required much bending over tables to inspect blooms, her lemon skirt flipping upward with cheerful regularity to present the full, rounded weight of her magnificent testicles straining the ivory satin gusset. Villagers paused with teacups halfway to lips, and several husbands received sharp elbows from their wives.

Vicky volunteered to assist with the rose arrangements. Each time she leaned forward to sniff a bloom, her pleated skirt billowed high enough to reveal the thick outline of her ten-inch shaft resting along one thigh and the heavy twin orbs below swaying gently. Harold, circulating with a tray of lemonade, very nearly spilled it entirely.

Georgina and Beatrice took charge of the vegetable marrow category, requiring deep crouches to measure girth and length. Their skirts performed similar acrobatics, displaying plump balls and impressive frontal swells to the judges’ tent. One elderly curate dropped his clipboard and had to be revived with smelling salts.

By mid-afternoon the prizes had been awarded, and attention turned to the potting shed behind the greenhouse – ostensibly to store surplus entries, but in reality a shaded haven from the sun. Priscilla drew Vicky aside with a conspiratorial smile. “I wonder, dear, if you might offer a little advice on… accommodating larger arrangements. Harold and I have been experimenting, but one does benefit from expert guidance.”

Vicky’s eyes lit with understanding. “Of course, darling. Lead the way.”

The potting shed was a dim, earthy space smelling of loam and geraniums. Sacks of compost lined the walls, and a sturdy wooden bench ran along one side. Felicity, Georgina, and Beatrice followed discreetly, sensing entertainment. Harold stationed himself outside the door as lookout, though his vigilance proved somewhat distracted.

Inside, Priscilla turned the key in the lock and leaned against the bench, skirt already riding high. “Show me how you manage with that magnificent equipment of yours,” she said breathlessly.

Vicky obliged, hiking her sky-blue skirt to her waist. Ivory satin panties were eased aside, freeing her thick ten-inch cock to spring upward, rigid and veined, while her heavy balls settled warmly on her thighs. Priscilla gave a soft moan and dropped to her knees on a convenient sack, taking the shaft eagerly into her mouth. Her vast breasts spilled forward as she worked, brassiere straps slipping from her shoulders.

Felicity and Georgina arranged themselves on the bench, skirts similarly raised, offering their own impressive endowments for admiration. Beatrice produced a small bottle of scented oil from her handbag – ever prepared – and soon hands were gliding over smooth skin and weighty testicles.

Harold, peeking through a knothole, murmured “My dear, my dear…” under his breath, one hand pressed to the front of his trousers.

Priscilla rose after several minutes of enthusiastic worship, lips glistening, and bent over the bench. Her lemon skirt flipped upward to reveal satin knickers stretched drum-tight over her plump balls. Vicky moved behind her, oiling her length generously before easing forward. Priscilla gasped as the thick head breached her, then moaned deeply as inch after inch filled her completely.

“Oh yes… just like that,” she panted, vast bosom swaying beneath her. Felicity knelt in front to offer her own erect shaft for Priscilla’s mouth, while Georgina reached beneath to fondle the vicar’s wife’s heavy balls, rolling them gently in time with Vicky’s thrusts.

Outside, Harold’s murmurs grew more fervent. “My dear, my dear…” He adjusted his stance repeatedly, transfixed by the sight of his wife thoroughly impaled on Vicky’s prodigious cock, those magnificent testicles slapping rhythmically against Priscilla’s own.

Beatrice slipped out to relieve him at the door, giving his bottom an affectionate pat. “Why not join us, Reverend? There’s room on the bench.”

Harold hesitated only a moment before stepping inside. The shed was warm with exertion and perfume. He watched, wide-eyed, as Vicky drove deep into his wife, Priscilla’s cock now rigid and leaking between her thighs. Georgina beckoned him closer, guiding his hand to cup Vicky’s swinging balls – warm, heavy, and slick with oil.

“My dear,” he whispered again, fingers exploring reverently. Soon he was on his knees beside Felicity, alternating between sucking Priscilla’s shaft and nuzzling the magnificent orbs of her lovers.

The potting shed echoed with soft cries and wet sounds until Priscilla climaxed with a muffled shout around Felicity’s length, her own cock pulsing ropes across the compost sacks. Vicky followed moments later, buried to the hilt, while Georgina and Beatrice spent themselves across Priscilla’s vast, heaving breasts.

Afterward, skirts were smoothed, brassieres readjusted, and faces composed into respectable serenity. The party emerged into the late afternoon sunshine as though returning from innocent horticultural discussion. Harold carried a tray of prize rosettes, cheeks flushed but eyes shining.

As the flower show wound down with tea and prize-giving, Priscilla stood beside her husband on the vicarage steps, sundress fluttering to reveal just a hint of satin and curve. She squeezed his hand meaningfully.

“Next year,” she announced to the assembled villagers, “we shall have an even grander display.”

The applause was enthusiastic, though few suspected quite how grand the vicarage’s private exhibits had already become. For Priscilla and Harold, the flower show had produced the most exquisite bloom of all – one that promised to flourish throughout the village summer.




Chapter Nine: Parish Rounds

The morning after the flower show, St. Cuthbert’s vicarage hummed with quiet contentment. Sunlight streamed through the mullioned windows of the breakfast room, casting golden patterns on the chintz tablecloth. Priscilla sat opposite Harold, her vast, majestic bosom rising and falling gently beneath a loose silk dressing gown that gaped invitingly at the front. The garment did little to conceal the impressive swell of her equipment below, where her thick shaft rested semi-erect against one thigh, flanked by those plump, heavy balls that had become a source of endless fascination for her husband.

Harold buttered his toast with deliberate care, his spectacles perched on the end of his nose. No longer did he avert his eyes from such displays; instead, he gazed openly, a small smile playing on his lips. “My dear,” he said warmly, reaching across to pat her knee – a gesture that inevitably brushed the warm weight of one magnificent testicle. “You were radiant yesterday. The entire village remarked upon it.”

Priscilla flushed with pleasure, her enormous breasts jiggling slightly as she laughed. “And you, Harold – circulating with such vigour. One might almost think you enjoyed the sights on offer.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “Indeed, I did. For years I battled what I perceived as temptation – those beautiful ladies with their opulent fronts and generous lowers. But now… now I see them as God’s bountiful creation, to be appreciated without guilt. Vast, heaving globes above; thick, swaying lengths and weighty orbs below. It’s all rather marvellous.”

Their idyll was interrupted by the postman’s knock. Harold rose to answer, returning with a small parcel and a letter. The parcel contained a discreet order from the Cheltenham corsetière – reinforced satin panties for Priscilla, designed to cradle her substantial package with elegance. The letter was from Felicity, inviting them to Pemberton Hall for luncheon the following day.

“Splendid,” Harold declared. “But first, my parish rounds. I feel quite invigorated for them today.”

The village of St. Cuthbert’s nestled in a gentle valley, its thatched cottages and winding lanes alive with summer activity. Harold set out on his bicycle, dog collar neatly in place, a basket of parish magazines strapped to the rear. His first stop was the bakery, where Mrs. Edith Hargreaves presided behind the counter in a tight white blouse that strained heroically across her immense bosom – those glorious twin peaks that threatened to burst free with every movement.

As Harold entered, Edith bent over to retrieve a fresh loaf from the lower oven rack. Her short flippy skirt in checked gingham rode upward, revealing the full, rounded swell of two enormous balls pressing against pale pink satin knickers. The sight, once a cause for fervent prayer, now filled Harold with simple admiration.

“Mrs. Hargreaves,” he said cheerfully, accepting the loaf with a fond pat to her bottom as she straightened. “What a delight you are this morning. Your endowments are truly a testament to divine generosity – both those splendid upper swells and the impressive weights beneath.”

Edith giggled, her vast breasts bouncing within their sturdy brassiere. “Why, Vicar, you’re making me blush. My Albert says the same, though he’s not half as eloquent. And his own equipment… well, it’s sweet but scarcely fills the bill compared to what one sees at the flower show.”

Harold nodded sympathetically, his gaze lingering appreciatively on the faint outline of her thick shaft through the skirt. “We must all celebrate our blessings as they are.”

Next came the post office, run by Miss Lydia Beaumont, a graceful five-foot-seven beauty whose enormous breasts were showcased in a tight sweater of soft wool. She stood sorting mail, her pencil skirt hugging rounded hips. When she reached for a high shelf, the fabric rode high enough to expose the heavy twin orbs nestling in lace panties, their plump fullness shifting enticingly.

Harold cleared his throat politely. “Miss Beaumont, good day. I must say, your form is exquisite – those magnificent frontal globes so proudly displayed, and the generous proportions below… quite inspiring for a sermon on abundance.”

Lydia turned with a wink, giving his arm a playful pat. “Vicar, you’re too kind. If only my beau appreciated it as much. He’s dear, but his tackle wouldn’t measure up to a village fête prize marrow.”

As Harold cycled on, he reflected on how liberated he felt. No more inner turmoil; only warm appreciation for the village’s array of beauties. At the greengrocer’s, Mrs. Constance Wilkins bent deeply over crates of apples, her flippy skirt in vibrant floral print flipping entirely upward to reveal satin knickers stretched taut over her heavy balls – those overripe spheres that dangled and swayed with hypnotic rhythm. Her vast bosom nearly touched her knees in the pose, brassiere working overtime.

“Mrs. Wilkins,” Harold called, steadying his bicycle. “A vision of fertility, if I may say. Your lower endowments swing with such grace, and those upper orbs… truly bountiful.”

Constance straightened, flushed and pleased. “Bless you, Vicar. My husband tries, but after glimpsing Vicky Harrington-Price’s bulge yesterday, one does wonder about upgrades.”

The pattern continued through the morning: the florist bending to water pots, skirt rising to display plump testicles in silk; the librarian reaching for books, tight blouse outlining enormous breasts while her equipment shifted below. Harold offered compliments freely, pats affectionately, his former hesitance replaced by genuine delight.

By noon he arrived at the village green, where a group of ladies had gathered for a casual picnic. Among them were Gladys Featherstonehaugh and Chloe from Lower Thruppington, both in short sundresses that left little to the imagination. Gladys’s navy frock clung to her prodigious bosom, while Chloe’s gingham number fluttered in the breeze.

Harold dismounted and joined them, accepting a sandwich with thanks. As Gladys leaned forward to pour tea, her skirt rode high, presenting the impressive swell of her balls in French lace knickers. Chloe, not to be outdone, bent to retrieve a dropped napkin, flippy hem lifting to reveal her own heavy orbs shifting weightily.

“Ladies,” Harold said warmly, “your beauty brightens the parish. Such elegant forms – vast, proud swells above, and below… those magnificent pendants that command admiration.”

The women exchanged amused glances. “Vicar’s gone modern,” Chloe teased. “Though after yesterday’s displays, my chap seems positively undersized.”

Just then, Vicky and Timothy strolled across the green, having driven over from Lower Thruppington. Vicky wore a sleeveless blouse in crisp white cotton, unbuttoned low enough to showcase the lace edging of her enormous brassiere, and a tight pencil skirt that outlined every curve of her ten-inch shaft and the heavy balls beneath. The fabric stretched drum-tight, leaving no doubt as to her superior endowment.

Harold rose to greet them, shaking Timothy’s hand and giving Vicky’s bottom a respectful pat. “Mrs. Harrington-Price, Mr. Harrington-Price – a pleasure. Your presence yesterday was most uplifting. One cannot help but appreciate the sheer scale of your gifts – those glorious upper mounds, and the prodigious lowers that quite eclipse the ordinary.”

Vicky laughed, a rich sound that set her vast bosom quivering. “Vicar, you flatter. Priscilla must be rubbing off on you.”

They chatted amiably until Priscilla herself appeared, cycling from the vicarage in a light summer dress whose flippy skirt danced around her thighs. She dismounted gracefully, embracing Vicky with a press of enormous breasts against enormous breasts.

The picnic evolved into a lazy afternoon sprawl. Skirts inevitably rode higher as ladies reclined on blankets, offering generous views of satin and lace cradling impressive packages. Harold sat contentedly, his gaze roaming freely – no longer fleeing temptation, but embracing it as beauty.

When Gladys bent to unpack more sandwiches, her skirt flipped to reveal those plump balls once more. Harold murmured appreciatively, “Truly, a divine design.”

Priscilla, sensing his mood, whispered in his ear. “Perhaps we might retire to the vicarage for… further appreciation?”

The group adjourned discreetly, leaving the green to villagers. Back at the vicarage, curtains were drawn in the drawing room. Dresses were allowed to slip from shoulders, brassieres unhooked to free vast, pendulous breasts. Vicky eased her tight skirt upward, freeing her thick cock and heavy balls to the warm air. Priscilla knelt eagerly, taking the shaft into her mouth while Harold watched, then joined, his lips brushing Vicky’s magnificent testicles.

“My dear,” he gasped between licks, fondling the weighty orbs. “Such perfection…”

Gladys and Chloe paired off on the sofa, skirts hiked, heavy balls slapping as they stroked one another. Timothy assisted Beatrice, his respectable endowment paling beside her substantial length.

The afternoon dissolved into a symphony of moans and explicit unions: Priscilla straddling Vicky, her own cock bouncing against her vast bosom; Harold suckling Gladys’s plump balls while she rode Timothy; Felicity arriving unexpectedly to join, her crimson gown discarded to reveal everything.

By evening, as guests departed with fond pats and promises of more, Harold stood arm in arm with Priscilla on the vicarage steps. The village lay peaceful below, its secrets safe.

“My dear,” he said softly, “what a blessed parish we serve.”

She squeezed his hand, her skirt fluttering to reveal just a glimpse of satin and curve. For Harold Thistlethwaite, temptation had become thanksgiving – and the village’s beauties, a daily hymn of praise.




Chapter Ten: Homecoming in Lower Thruppington

The Austin-Healey purred along the familiar lanes of the Cotswolds, late-summer hedgerows blurring past in a haze of green and gold. Vicky sat relaxed in the passenger seat, her short flippy skirt in soft lilac cotton fluttering in the breeze from the open top. Each gust lifted the hem teasingly, revealing smooth thighs and the gleaming ivory satin of her panties stretched tight over her impressive endowment – the thick ten-inch shaft resting heavily along one leg and the plump, weighty balls that shifted with every turn.

Timothy glanced across, his hand leaving the gearstick to rest affectionately on her knee, fingers brushing the warm swell of one magnificent testicle. “Almost home, darling. I’ve missed our own little world.”

Vicky smiled, her vast bosom rising and falling gently beneath a sleeveless white cotton blouse. The fabric clung lovingly to her curves, faintly outlining the sturdy reinforced cups of her enormous full-coverage brassiere – the kind with wide straps and deep, supportive bands that cradled her glorious twin domes without a hint of spillage. “And I’ve missed the freedom of our garden,” she murmured. “No need for restraint when it’s just us.”

Their cottage welcomed them with rambling roses over the porch and the faint scent of lavender drifting from open windows. Timothy carried the cases while Vicky paused in the hallway, turning before the mirror to admire the way her lilac skirt swirled and her heavy equipment swayed beneath.

They took tea in the back garden, a simple affair of scones, strawberry jam, and thick clotted cream on the old wrought-iron table beneath the apple tree. Vicky settled into a cushioned chair, knees parted comfortably in the warmth. Her skirt rode higher as she poured, presenting the full, rounded outline of her satin-clad balls and the thick ridge of her shaft now thickening with relaxed arousal.

Timothy watched with quiet devotion, his own trousers tenting noticeably. “You grow more beautiful every day,” he said softly. “Those splendid upper swells, so perfectly supported… and below, the sheer magnificence of your proportions. I count myself endlessly fortunate.”

Vicky set down the teapot and leaned forward, her enormous breasts resting heavily on the table edge, brassiere creaking faintly under their weight. “Flatterer. Though I confess, all the adventures at Pemberton Hall and the vicarage only remind me how perfectly content I am with you.”

He rose and moved behind her, hands sliding over her shoulders to cup the immense weight of her bosom through the cotton blouse. Thumbs traced the broad straps of her brassiere as he kissed the nape of her neck. “They were splendid diversions. But this – you – is home.”

The kiss deepened. Vicky stood, skirt flipping upward as she turned into his arms. She pressed close, her rigid shaft unmistakable against his hip, heavy balls nestling warmly between them. Timothy’s hands drifted lower, gathering the lilac cotton until satin panties were fully exposed. He cupped her magnificent testicles, lifting gently, marvelling as always at their ripe fullness.

“Inside?” she whispered.

They left the tea untouched. In their bedroom, sunlight slanted through lace curtains onto the wide bed. Vicky stood patiently as Timothy undressed her with reverent care – first the blouse, unbuttoned slowly to reveal the full expanse of her enormous white satin brassiere, its reinforced cups and sturdy underband providing unyielding support for her vast breasts. He unhooked it from behind, broad straps slipping from her shoulders as her glorious domes spilled forward, heavy and pendulous, nipples already peaked.

The lilac skirt followed, sliding over her hips to pool at her feet. She stepped free, now in only sheer stockings and those straining ivory panties. Timothy knelt, kissing along her thighs until his lips brushed the warm satin bulge. With gentle fingers he eased the fabric downward, freeing her thick ten-inch cock to curve upward and her heavy balls to settle full and smooth in the open air.

Vicky sighed as he took her in hand, stroking slowly while nuzzling the weighty orbs. “My perfect husband,” she murmured, fingers threading through his hair.

Timothy looked up, eyes shining with love. “Every generous inch of you is mine to cherish.” He took her into his mouth then, lips stretching eagerly around the girth, tongue swirling as he suckled with familiar enthusiasm. One hand cradled her balls, rolling them tenderly, feeling their delicious heft.

Time slowed in warm, wet devotion until Vicky drew him upward. She guided him onto the bed, removing his clothes with equal tenderness. His own respectable length stood proud, eager despite its modest comparison. She straddled him carefully, sinking down onto him with a shared moan of pleasure.

They moved together languidly, her vast breasts swaying above him, heavy balls brushing his thighs with each roll of her hips. Timothy reached up to cup those splendid domes, thumbs teasing nipples as he thrust gently upward. Vicky’s own shaft bobbed between them, leaking steadily onto his stomach.

“Touch me,” she breathed.

He wrapped his fingers around her, stroking in perfect rhythm. Pleasure built in slow, delicious waves – her warmth enveloping him, the weight of her balls against his skin, the slick glide of her length in his hand.

Timothy came first, spilling deep inside her with a soft cry; Vicky followed moments later, her thick cock pulsing long ropes across his chest and her own heaving bosom. She lowered herself carefully, breasts pillowing his face as they caught their breath, her heavy equipment resting warmly against his thigh.

Later, bathed and dressed in loose cotton robes, they returned to the garden as twilight gathered. Fireflies began their dance above the lawn, and the air cooled pleasantly. Vicky’s robe gaped at the front, offering glimpses of freed breasts and the relaxed sway of her package as she walked. Timothy carried fresh tea, settling beside her on the wide garden swing.

They rocked gently, her weight a comforting presence across his lap, his arms encircling her waist.

“The village has grown livelier,” he said quietly. “Priscilla and Harold blossoming, Felicity’s gatherings more splendid than ever. Yet nothing compares to this quiet with you.”

Vicky turned to kiss him, her vast bosom pressing softly against his chest, heavy balls settling between his thighs. “All the lavish displays in the world only make me more certain of us, darling. We fit perfectly – every curve, every inch.”

The swing creaked in companionable rhythm as night settled over Lower Thruppington. Stars emerged one by one above the apple tree, and in the gentle certainty of homecoming, Victoria and Timothy found their deepest contentment – a private celebration of generous proportions, devoted love, and the simple joy of being exactly where they belonged.

Jack of All Pleasures: Fixing More Than Pipes in Willowbrook




Chapter 1: The Handy Man's Morning Call

In the quaint village of Willowbrook, nestled amid the rolling hills of the English countryside, life moved at a leisurely pace that suited everyone just fine. It was a world where chivalry reigned supreme, and a gentle pat on the posterior was as common as a handshake. Women fluttered about in their fitted attire, their generous endowments straining against fabrics designed to accentuate rather than conceal. And among them, the shemales—elegant creatures with figures that turned heads and stirred loins—navigated society with the same grace, their secrets tucked away beneath swishing hems or boldly displayed when the mood struck.

Our hero, Jack Hargrove, was a strapping young handyman of twenty-five, with a chiseled jaw, tousled brown hair, and eyes the color of stormy seas. He stood at six feet tall, broad-shouldered from years of fixing leaky roofs and creaky doors. But what truly set him apart in the eyes of the locals was the impressive package he carried in his trousers—a thick, veiny cock that measured nine inches when fully aroused, flanked by a pair of heavy balls that swung pendulously with each step. It wasn't the largest in the land, especially when compared to some of the shemales he'd encountered, but it never failed to elicit gasps of delight from those fortunate enough to behold it.

Jack's day began like any other, with the sun peeking over the thatched roofs of the village. He slung his tool belt over his shoulder, the leather creaking against his fitted shirt, and hopped into his battered van. His first job was at Mrs. Evelyn Thorpe's cottage, a widow whose plumbing had a habit of acting up at the most inconvenient times. As he drove down the winding lane, he passed a group of ladies chatting by the post office. One, a curvaceous brunette in a tight woolen sweater that hugged her prodigious globes, bent over to pick up a dropped parcel, her short flippy skirt riding up to reveal the lacy edges of her panties. Jack honked appreciatively, and she straightened with a wink, giving her ample rear a playful slap.

Arriving at Mrs. Thorpe's, Jack knocked on the door. It swung open to reveal Evelyn herself, a stunning woman in her forties with hair like spun gold and a bosom that could only be described as mountainous orbs, each one begging for release from the confines of her enormous underwire brassiere. She wore a floral blouse buttoned just low enough to offer a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage, paired with a knee-length pencil skirt that clung to her hips like a second skin.

"Oh, Jack, you're a lifesaver," she cooed, stepping aside to let him in. As he brushed past, she reached out and gave his firm backside a friendly pat. "The sink's backed up again. Come through to the kitchen."

Jack followed, his eyes drawn to the sway of her hips and the way her skirt whispered against her stockings. In the kitchen, Evelyn leaned against the counter, her voluptuous mounds pressing forward as if offering themselves for inspection. "It's been dreadful. Water everywhere this morning."

He set down his tools and got to work under the sink, lying on his back with his legs spread for balance. Evelyn hovered nearby, finding every excuse to bend over and hand him wrenches or rags. Each time she did, her skirt hiked up slightly, revealing the garters holding up her sheer nylons. But it was her lingerie that truly captivated—Jack caught glimpses of her massive brassiere, a sturdy contraption of satin and lace engineered to support her tremendous spheres without sagging.

As he twisted a pipe, Evelyn straightened and adjusted her blouse, her fingers lingering on the buttons. "You know, Jack, my late husband was handy too, but not quite like you." She eyed the noticeable bulge in his jeans, where his substantial manhood and hefty sac created an enticing outline. "He couldn't fill out his trousers half as well."

Jack chuckled, emerging from under the sink with a wrench in hand. "All fixed, Mrs. Thorpe. Just a clog." He stood, wiping his hands, his own impressive length twitching at her words.

She rewarded him with another pat on his bum, her hand lingering a second too long. "You're a gem. Fancy a cuppa before you go?"

Before he could answer, the door burst open, and in swept Penelope, Evelyn's best friend and a shemale of breathtaking beauty. At five-foot-eight, with raven hair cascading down her back and emerald eyes that sparkled with mischief, Penelope was the epitome of feminine allure. Her chest boasted a pair of stupendous udders, easily H-cups, cradled in a gargantuan brassiere that peeked through her semi-sheer blouse. She wore a short flippy skirt that danced around her thighs, barely concealing the secrets beneath.

"Evelyn, darling, I simply must borrow your—oh, hello there," Penelope purred, spotting Jack. She sauntered over, her hips swaying hypnotically, and without hesitation, patted his rear before turning to Evelyn for a similar greeting. "Who's this strapping lad?"

"Jack, the handyman," Evelyn replied, her cheeks flushing. "He's just sorted my pipes."

Penelope's eyes roamed over Jack's form, lingering on his crotch. "I bet he has. I'm Penelope. Charmed." She extended a manicured hand, her nails painted a vivid red.

As they shook, Penelope "accidentally" dropped her handbag, bending over dramatically to retrieve it. Her skirt flipped up, exposing the satin panties stretched taut over her enormous endowments below—her massive balls, each the size of a ripe plum, bulging prominently against the fabric, with her thick cock tucked alongside, semi-hard and impressive even in repose. Jack's breath caught; her scrotum was a sight to behold, heavy and full, swaying slightly as she lingered in the position.

Evelyn giggled. "Penelope, you're incorrigible. Showing off your family jewels like that."

Penelope straightened, smoothing her skirt with a sly smile. "Can't help it if they're eager for attention. My boyfriend, Harold, bless him, tries his best, but his little willy and pebbles just don't compare to what a real man—or shemale—can offer." She glanced pointedly at Jack's bulge again. "Speaking of, Jack, you look like you've got quite the toolkit down there."

Jack grinned, feeling his cock swell under her gaze. "I manage."

The two women exchanged looks, and Evelyn stepped closer, her prodigious pillows brushing against his arm. "Why don't you stay for lunch? Penelope and I were just about to prepare something."

Before long, the kitchen filled with laughter and the clatter of utensils. Evelyn busied herself at the counter, bending over to reach into lower cabinets, her tight skirt riding up to show the curves of her ass and the straps of her thong. Penelope, not to be outdone, leaned over the table to set plates, her flippy skirt hiking up once more, revealing those prodigious nuts straining against her lingerie. Jack couldn't tear his eyes away; her balls were enormous, dwarfing what many men possessed, and her cock, now visibly thickening, pressed insistently against the satin.

As they ate sandwiches—Evelyn's blouse gaping to reveal more of her cavernous cleavage—conversation turned flirtatious. "Tell me, Jack," Penelope said, crossing her legs so her skirt rode higher, "do you often get called to fix things for lonely ladies like us?"

He nodded, his own arousal evident as his thick shaft tented his jeans. "All the time. Keeps me busy."

Evelyn reached across the table, her hand "accidentally" brushing his thigh. "And what about your personal tools? Do they get much use?"

Penelope laughed, a melodic sound. "Evelyn! But seriously, Jack, my Harold's got a prick like a pencil. After seeing your bulge, I might have to rethink things." She uncrossed her legs, giving him a flash of her undergarments, where her colossal testes ballooned out.

Unable to resist, Jack stood and moved behind Penelope, his hands on her shoulders. "Perhaps I can demonstrate." With her encouragement, he reached down, cupping her stupendous mounds through her blouse, feeling the weight supported by her industrial-strength brassiere. She moaned, arching back, her ass pressing against his hardening cock.

Evelyn watched, her own hands wandering to her skirt, hiking it up to reveal her lace panties. "Don't leave me out, Jack."

What followed was a whirlwind of passion. Penelope stood, yanking her skirt up to free her massive cock—ten inches of veiny girth, throbbing erect—and her huge balls dangling below like overripe fruit. Jack dropped to his knees, taking her length into his mouth, savoring the musky taste as her sac slapped against his chin. Evelyn joined, her lips on Penelope's swollen orbs, sucking gently while fingering herself.

Soon, Jack's trousers were off, his nine-inch prick springing free, balls heavy and full. Penelope's eyes widened. "Oh, that's magnificent. Bigger than Harold's by far." She bent over the table, skirt flipped up, presenting her ass. Jack entered her slowly, his cock stretching her tight hole, while Evelyn positioned herself beneath, licking at their joining and Penelope's swinging nuts.

The room echoed with moans and the slap of flesh. Penelope's enormous breasts bounced free from her brassiere as Jack thrust deeper, her cock leaking precum onto the floor. Evelyn, not idle, stripped her blouse, her titanic jugs spilling out, nipples hard as pebbles. She straddled Penelope's back, grinding her pussy against her friend while Jack pounded away.

Climax built swiftly. Jack felt his balls tighten, pulling out to spray his load across Penelope's back, ropes of cum painting her skin. Penelope followed, her massive shaft erupting, dousing Evelyn's heaving chest. Evelyn came last, her fingers buried in her slick folds.

Panting, they collapsed in a heap, skirts disheveled, brassieres askew. "That was brilliant," Penelope sighed, patting Jack's spent cock. "You must come back soon."

Jack dressed, his body humming with satisfaction. As he left, Evelyn and Penelope saw him off with more pats and promises of future calls. Driving away, he reflected on the peculiarities of Willowbrook—where a simple repair could lead to such delights, and where the shemales' endowments outshone most men's, but his own held its ground.

Little did he know, this was just the beginning of his adventures in a world brimming with curvaceous temptations.




Chapter 2: The Broken Lift at Harrington Hall

Jack's van rattled along the gravel drive leading to Harrington Hall just after luncheon, the afternoon sun glinting off the Georgian manor’s elegant façade. The old building had been divided into luxurious flats years ago, and the residents were the sort who expected prompt service when anything went awry. Today’s emergency call had come from the penthouse: the ancient wrought-iron lift had jammed halfway between the second and third floors, trapping the occupant inside.

The housekeeper, a plump woman in a tight black dress that did impressive things to her generous bosom, met Jack at the grand entrance and led him through the marble hallway to the lift shaft. “Miss Harrington’s been in there nearly an hour,” she whispered, giving Jack’s firm backside an appreciative pat as they walked. “She’s ever so patient, but you know how it is with these old mechanisms.”

Jack nodded, slinging his toolbox over his shoulder. The lift cage was visible through the open gates, suspended midway, its brass fittings gleaming. Inside stood Sophia Harrington herself, one of the most talked-about residents of Willowbrook. Divorced from a shipping magnate whose fortunes had dwarfed his bedroom talents, Sophia was a vision of refined sensuality. At five-foot-nine, with honey-blonde hair swept into an elegant chignon and flawless porcelain skin, she turned heads wherever she went. Her figure was legendary: a pair of stupendous melons, easily J-cups, that dominated her silhouette and required a brassiere of truly heroic construction. Today she wore a silk wrap dress in pale peach, the fabric clinging to every lush curve and tied loosely at the waist so that the deep V neckline offered generous views of her overflowing cleavage. Beneath, the straps and cups of an immense satin brassiere were just visible, engineered to hoist and contain her vast bounty.

Sophia leaned against the lift’s mirrored wall, one manicured hand fanning herself. When she spotted Jack, her full lips curved into a relieved smile. “Thank heavens. I was beginning to feel like a damsel in a rather cramped tower.”

Jack set his tools down and peered up through the gates. “Won’t be long, Miss Harrington. Just need to get into the shaft and free the counterweight. You all right in there?”

“Perfectly, darling,” she replied, her voice a sultry alto. “Though it is rather warm.” To illustrate, she reached down as if adjusting her heel, bending forward slowly. The wrap dress gaped further, revealing more of the monumental brassiere cradling her enormous breasts, while the hem rode up her thighs to expose the lacy tops of her stockings and the barest hint of satin panties beneath.

Jack felt his cock stir in his work trousers as he climbed the service ladder beside the shaft. From his vantage point he could look directly down into the lift cage. Sophia, sensing his gaze, positioned herself thoughtfully, turning to inspect a non-existent speck on the mirror. This caused her to bend again, deeper this time, and the skirt of her dress parted slightly at the wrap. Jack caught a breathtaking glimpse: her satin panties were stretched drum-tight over a truly colossal male package. Her balls were immense, two heavy orbs that bulged prominently against the delicate fabric, each one larger than a hen’s egg and pressing outward with undeniable weight. Above them, the thick outline of her cock lay folded along her thigh, already semi-erect and easily longer than his own nine inches even in this state.

He swallowed hard and focused on the mechanism, loosening bolts and easing the jammed cable. Sweat beaded on his forehead, partly from exertion and partly from the view below. Sophia continued to move about the small space, finding endless reasons to lean over the handrail or stoop to smooth her dress. Each time her skirt lifted or parted, those magnificent testicles came into view, swaying gently with her movements, the satin gusset of her panties barely containing their heft.

At last the counterweight shifted, and the lift lurched downward with a graceful groan before settling smoothly at the ground floor. The gates opened, and Sophia stepped out with poise, though her cheeks were flushed and her breathing a touch quicker than before.

“My hero,” she murmured, placing a hand on Jack’s arm. Her fingers trailed down to give his bottom a firm, approving pat. “I really must thank you properly. Come up to the penthouse for a cool drink. You look frightfully warm.”

Jack followed her into the newly freed lift, the mirrored walls reflecting them from every angle. As the doors closed and the cage began its ascent, Sophia turned to him, untying the silk belt of her dress with deliberate slowness. The wrap fell open, revealing the full glory of her lingerie: a gleaming ivory brassiere with wide straps and multiple hooks, cups so deep they seemed bottomless, barely containing her prodigious knockers. Below, the matching high-cut panties struggled valiantly against the sheer mass of her genitals. Her cock had thickened further during the wait, now straining sideways, the bulbous head outlined clearly. Her balls hung low and full, pushing the satin forward into two unmistakable domes.

“Forgive my forwardness,” she said, stepping closer so that her vast breasts pressed against his chest, “but being trapped gave a girl time to think. My ex-husband was generous in many ways, but his prick was a disappointing little thing—barely six inches and thin as a pencil. His balls were like marbles. I’ve been positively starving for something… substantial.”

Jack’s own arousal was impossible to hide now; the front of his trousers tented dramatically as his thick nine-inch shaft swelled to full hardness, his heavy sac shifting beneath. Sophia’s eyes dropped to the bulge and widened appreciatively. “Oh my. That looks promising.”

Without another word she sank gracefully to her knees in the confined space, the lift still rising smoothly. Her fingers made quick work of his belt and zip, freeing his cock and balls into the cool air. His length sprang out, veiny and rigid, the head already glistening. His balls dangled low, full and weighty. Sophia gave a soft moan of approval.

“Much better than I dared hope,” she whispered, cupping his sac gently, rolling the orbs in her palm. Then she leaned forward, her enormous breasts squashing against his thighs as she took him into her mouth. The warmth and wetness were exquisite; she sucked greedily, tongue swirling around the head while her hand stroked the shaft.

Jack braced one hand against the mirrored wall, the other tangling in her blonde hair. The lift pinged softly as it reached the penthouse, doors sliding open to an empty hallway, but neither moved to exit. Sophia pulled back briefly, lips shiny. “I want you inside me. Now.”

She stood, turning to face the mirror and bending forward, hands braced on the brass rail. With one fluid motion she yanked her panties down just enough to free her own equipment. Her cock sprang upward, fully eleven inches of girthy, veiny meat, the head flared and leaking. Below, her balls hung even lower now, enormous and smooth, swaying as she spread her legs. She hiked the skirt of her dress higher, exposing the perfect curves of her arse.

Jack needed no further invitation. He guided his throbbing cock to her entrance, finding her already slick—she had clearly prepared herself in anticipation of such moments. He pushed in steadily, groaning at the tight heat that enveloped him. Sophia gasped, pushing back, her vast breasts swinging forward in their brassiere cups, threatening to spill entirely.

He began to thrust, deep and rhythmic, the slap of skin echoing in the small cabin. Sophia’s own massive cock bobbed with each impact, slapping against her belly, while her heavy balls swung like pendulums beneath. Jack reached around, one hand gripping a stupendous breast through the satin, feeling its incredible weight, the other finding her shaft and stroking in time.

“Oh yes… harder,” she urged, voice husky. “Your cock feels divine—so thick, so long. And these balls of yours…” She reached back between her legs to fondle his sac as it slapped against hers. “So full and heavy. Nothing like my ex’s pathetic little plums.”

The pace quickened. Jack felt his climax building, the sight of her colossal genitals bouncing in the mirror pushing him closer. Sophia came first, her huge cock pulsing in his hand, thick ropes of cum splattering the mirrored wall and floor. Her balls contracted visibly, pumping out their load. The clenching of her passage around him sent Jack over the edge; he buried himself deep and unleashed, flooding her with hot spurts while his own balls emptied in powerful waves.

They stayed locked together for a moment, breathing ragged, before Sophia straightened and turned to kiss him deeply. She tucked herself back into her strained panties with some effort, the fabric once again bulging obscenely over her spent but still impressive package. Jack zipped up, his cock softening but still forming a substantial outline.

“You simply must come for regular maintenance,” she said, adjusting her brassiere so her monumental bosom settled back into place. “The lift is dreadfully unreliable, and I find myself in need of… servicing rather often.”

Jack grinned, giving her rear a playful pat as they finally stepped into the penthouse. “Happy to oblige, Miss Harrington. Anytime.”




Chapter 3: The Plumbing Emergency at the Convent Boarding School

Jack’s van crunched over the gravel of St. Agnes’s Convent School late on a Friday afternoon, the sky already bruising toward evening. The call had come from the headmistress herself: a burst pipe in the senior girls’ dormitory had flooded half the corridor, and the usual plumber was away. Since the school had quietly gone co-educational in all but name—its pupils now exclusively young women and shemales of eighteen and above—Jack knew the job would be anything but monastic.

A stern yet undeniably curvaceous figure met him at the oak doors. Sister Agnes, the matron, wore the traditional habit, but the black fabric did little to disguise the truly epic swell of her bosom. Her breasts were monumental, easily L-cups, thrust forward by a brassiere of almost architectural strength hidden beneath layers of wool and linen. The veil framed a handsome face with sharp blue eyes that softened when they landed on Jack’s broad shoulders and the promising bulge in his work trousers.

“Thank you for coming so quickly, Mr. Hargrove,” she said, voice low and precise. “The sixth-form dormitory is in chaos. Follow me.”

She turned, habit swishing, and Jack followed the rhythmic sway of her hips up the wide staircase. Halfway along the upper corridor, water still seeped from under a door. Inside the dormitory, a dozen seniors in various states of undress were mopping floors and salvaging belongings. The uniform consisted of crisp white blouses, navy pleated skirts cut daringly short, and navy blazers. Every blouse strained valiantly against its owner’s generous figure, buttons gaping over vast expanses held in check only by regulation brassieres of formidable reinforcement.

Two girls immediately caught Jack’s eye. The first was Beatrice, head girl, a fiery redhead with porcelain skin and a pair of overflowing bouncers that threatened to burst her blouse entirely. The second was Lavinia, her closest friend and a stunning shemale whose golden curls framed a heart-shaped face. Lavinia’s chest was equally spectacular—J-cups proudly displayed in a brassiere whose lace edging peeked above her unbuttoned collar. Her pleated skirt fluttered as she bent to wring out a mop, revealing navy knickers stretched tight over a truly impressive package. Even from a distance, the twin domes of her enormous balls were unmistakable, pressing forward like ripe fruit, while the thick ridge of her cock lay coiled along one thigh.

Sister Agnes clapped her hands. “Girls, this is Jack. He’s here to fix the pipe. Give him whatever assistance he needs.” The word assistance carried a subtle emphasis that drew giggles from several pupils.

Jack knelt by the skirting board where the pipe had split, water still dripping. “I’ll need to get under the floorboards here. Might be a bit of a squeeze.”

Beatrice was at his side in an instant, kneeling so that her blouse gaped generously. “Anything we can do to help, just say.” She reached for a torch, bending low to hand it to him, her short skirt riding up to expose the full curve of her arse and the thin strap of a thong disappearing between cheeks.

Lavinia joined them, ostensibly to hold the flashlight steady. As Jack pried up a board and slid underneath on his back, she positioned herself directly above, legs apart for balance. From his vantage point, Jack had an unobstructed view up her pleated skirt: navy satin knickers clung desperately to her colossal male equipment. Her balls were breathtaking—two heavy, smooth orbs each larger than a lemon, hanging low and full, shifting with every breath. Above them, her cock—thick even in repose—lay folded against the fabric, the head already nudging past the leg opening.

“Careful down there,” Lavinia murmured, voice husky. “Wouldn’t want you to get… stuck.”

Sister Agnes hovered nearby, ostensibly supervising, but her own habit had ridden up slightly as she bent to move a bucket, revealing stockings and the hint of a garter belt. “The crawlspace connects to the vestry in the chapel,” she said. “If you need more room, we can clear it.”

Jack worked quickly, tightening joints and sealing the rupture, but the girls made efficiency impossible. Every tool he needed required someone to lean over him, skirts flipping, brassieres creaking under their loads. Beatrice dropped a spanner deliberately, bending slowly so her vast breasts nearly spilled from her blouse. Lavinia, not to be outdone, squatted to steady a loose board, her skirt bunching around her waist and exposing those magnificent testicles in full, swaying pendulously inches from Jack’s face.

At last the flow stopped. Jack emerged dusty but triumphant, his cock now straining visibly against his trousers. The dormitory erupted in cheers. Sister Agnes surveyed the repaired pipe, then Jack’s obvious arousal, with a small smile. “You’ve saved us, Mr. Hargrove. The least we can do is offer proper thanks. Girls, the chapel vestry is empty. We’ll express our gratitude there.”

The vestry was a small wood-panelled room behind the altar, lined with velvet cushions and lit by stained-glass windows. The door had barely closed before uniforms began to come off. Beatrice unbuttoned her blouse, freeing her tremendous bosom from a gleaming white brassiere that barely contained it. Lavinia followed, peeling away blouse and skirt to stand in only lingerie: a bra of navy satin and lace struggling against her stupendous udders, and knickers now painfully distended by her rapidly hardening cock.

Sister Agnes surprised them all by unhooking her habit. Beneath, she wore a severe black brassiere of industrial design that hoisted her epic breasts into proud prominence, and matching high-waisted knickers that did nothing to hide the generous curves of her hips.

Lavinia stepped forward first, eyes fixed on the thick outline in Jack’s trousers. “My fiancé back home has the sweetest heart,” she said, voice dripping honey, “but his prick is a pitiful little thing—five inches on a good day, and balls like raisins. I’ve been aching for something proper.” She reached for Jack’s belt, freeing his nine-inch shaft and heavy sac with practiced ease. “Oh yes… this will do nicely.”

Beatrice knelt beside her, lips brushing Jack’s thigh as Lavinia took him deep into her mouth, tongue swirling. Sister Agnes watched for a moment, then moved behind Lavinia, hands cupping the shemale’s vast breasts and unhooking the bra. Lavinia’s knockers spilled free, heavy and perfect, nipples stiff.

Jack groaned as Lavinia sucked greedily, her own cock now fully erect—twelve thick inches jutting upward, veins pulsing, while her enormous balls hung low and full beneath. Beatrice moved to lavish attention on those orbs, tongue tracing their smooth weight, drawing moans from Lavinia that vibrated around Jack’s length.

Soon positions shifted. Lavinia bent over a cushioned prayer bench, skirt long discarded, knickers yanked aside. Her massive balls dangled invitingly as she presented her arse. Jack slid into her slowly, savouring the tight heat, his own heavy sac slapping rhythmically against hers—though hers were undeniably larger, swinging like pendulums with every thrust.

Beatrice straddled Lavinia’s face, grinding her soaked pussy against eager lips, while Sister Agnes positioned herself to take Jack’s fingers, guiding them beneath her knickers. The room filled with the sounds of flesh on flesh, wet sucking, and breathless praise.

Lavinia came first, her huge cock untouched yet erupting in thick ropes across the velvet cushions, balls contracting powerfully. The sight and feel sent Jack over; he pulled out and painted Lavinia’s back and arse with his load, his balls emptying in long spurts. Beatrice followed, shuddering against Lavinia’s tongue, and Sister Agnes muffled her own climax against Jack’s shoulder.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs and lingerie, brassieres askew, skirts rucked up, faces flushed. Lavinia traced a finger through the mess on her skin and smiled lazily. “You must come back for every little leak, Jack. The plumbing here is terribly unreliable.”

Sister Agnes, readjusting her habit with surprising composure, gave his bottom a firm pat. “Indeed. St. Agnes’s takes care of those who take care of us.”

As Jack dressed and gathered his tools, the girls saw him out with lingering touches and promises of future emergencies. Driving away from the convent gates, he reflected that Willowbrook’s institutions—whether manor houses, boutiques, or boarding schools—seemed to specialise in the most rewarding kinds of repair work.




Chapter 4: The Village Library Refit

Jack pulled his van up outside the Willowbrook Public Library just as the morning mist was lifting from the high street. The charming red-brick building, with its leaded windows and ivy-clad walls, was in the midst of a long-overdue refurbishment. New oak shelving needed installing, wobbly ladders required steadying, and a few electrical sockets had given up the ghost. The head librarian, Miss Evelyn Cartwright, had rung him personally, her voice crisp yet warm over the telephone.

Inside, the air smelled of old paper and fresh varnish. Miss Cartwright stood behind the circulation desk, a vision of prim elegance in her late thirties. Her honey-brown hair was pinned in a neat chignon, and she wore a fitted twin-set cardigan in soft heather over a cream blouse that fought a valiant battle against her immense bosom. Those prodigious swells, easily K-cups, strained the buttons and cardigan alike, supported beneath by a brassiere whose wide straps and reinforced cups were faintly visible whenever she moved. A narrow pencil skirt hugged her hips, ending just below the knee, and sheer stockings completed the picture of restrained sensuality.

“Mr. Hargrove, thank you for coming so promptly,” she said, extending a hand. As Jack shook it, she reached with the other to give his backside a discreet but firm pat—a greeting as natural here as a nod. “We’re rather in disarray. The builders left the new units half-assembled, and the ladders are positively treacherous.”

Two assistants hovered nearby, identical twins in their mid-twenties whose mischievous smiles and matching figures made them impossible to tell apart at first glance. Felicity and Georgina were stunning shemales, both blessed with G-cup chests that turned their simple blouse-and-skirt uniforms into works of structural engineering. Their blouses were pale blue, buttons gaping slightly over vast satin brassieres, and their charcoal skirts were fashionably short, flaring just enough to flutter when they moved. Both had married the same mild-mannered bank manager the previous year—an arrangement that suited all three parties admirably, though the twins were never shy about mentioning his shortcomings in private.

“Felicity will show you the main stack room,” Miss Cartwright continued, “and Georgina can assist with the rare-books section. Do shout if you need anything.”

Felicity led the way, hips swaying, skirt swishing against her thighs. As they entered the towering main room lined with half-empty shelves, she climbed a rolling ladder to reach a high box of discarded volumes. The rungs creaked, and her skirt rode upward with each step, revealing the lacy tops of her stockings and the taut stretch of satin knickers over her generous rear. From Jack’s position below, the view was spectacular: her enormous balls pressed forward against the fabric, two heavy globes that shifted enticingly, while the thick coil of her cock lay along one thigh, already thickening at the attention.

“Could you steady the ladder, Jack?” she called down sweetly, bending forward to tug at a book. The movement caused her skirt to flip higher, exposing those magnificent testicles in full—smooth, plump, and larger than most men could dream of possessing.

Jack obliged, hands on the ladder, his own trousers tightening as his nine-inch length stirred. Georgina appeared moments later, ostensibly to help, but soon both twins were finding reasons to climb, bend, and reach. Books were dropped and retrieved with prolonged stoops, brassieres adjusted with much stretching and arching of backs, and skirts fluttered constantly.

In the quieter rare-books room—a small, oak-panelled sanctuary at the back—things grew more intimate. Georgina locked the door “to keep the dust out” and directed Jack to a tall shelving unit that needed anchoring. As he worked on his knees, she knelt opposite to hand him screws, her blouse gaping to reveal the deep valley of her cleavage and the gleaming cups of her monumental brassiere. Felicity joined them, perching on a reading table and crossing her legs so that her skirt rode high, offering teasing glimpses of her bulging knickers.

“You know,” Georgina murmured, leaning close enough that her vast breasts brushed his arm, “our husband is a dear man. Steady job, lovely house. But his prick is such a little thing—barely seven inches when he tries his hardest, and his balls are like a pair of walnuts.” She glanced at the growing bulge in Jack’s trousers. “We’ve been positively famished for something more… substantial.”

Felicity giggled, sliding off the table and bending over it to “straighten” a pile of manuscripts. Her skirt flipped up entirely, revealing satin knickers stretched to their limit over her colossal package. Her balls hung low and full, swaying gently, each one a match for the other twin’s impressive endowment.

Jack set down his drill. “Happy to lend a hand,” he said, voice rough.

The twins needed no further encouragement. Georgina unbuttoned her blouse slowly, freeing her stupendous bosom from its brassiere. The heavy orbs spilled forward, nipples stiff and pink. Felicity followed suit, then reached for Jack’s belt, unzipping him with practiced ease. His thick cock sprang free, veiny and rigid, balls heavy beneath. Both women cooed in delight.

“Oh, look at these lovely plums,” Felicity whispered, cupping his sac gently. “So much fuller than poor Reginald’s.”

Georgina dropped to her knees first, taking Jack deep into her warm mouth while Felicity lavished attention on his balls with her tongue. Soon they swapped, and then both licked along his shaft in tandem, their enormous breasts pressing against his thighs. Jack’s hands roamed, squeezing their vast udders, thumbs circling nipples until the twins moaned around him.

Felicity stood and bent over the reading table beside her sister, yanking her knickers aside. Her cock—ten girthy inches—jutted upward, leaking at the tip, while her massive balls dangled invitingly. Georgina did the same, presenting an identical view. Jack moved behind Felicity first, sliding into her tight heat with a groan. She pushed back eagerly, her heavy sac swinging in rhythm with his thrusts, slapping against his own.

Georgina watched, stroking her own rigid length until Jack switched to her, burying himself deep while Felicity reached beneath to fondle both sets of balls—Jack’s weighty pair and her twin’s even larger orbs. The room filled with wet sounds and breathless praise.

“Harder,” Georgina urged. “Give us what Reginald never can.”

Jack obliged, pace quickening. Felicity came first, her cock pulsing untouched, thick ropes splattering the table as her enormous balls contracted. The sight sent Georgina over moments later, her own shaft erupting across the leather-bound volumes. Jack pulled out at the last second, stroking himself to release across both their backsides, his heavy sac emptying in powerful spurts.

They rested briefly, skirts rucked up, brassieres dangling, faces flushed with satisfaction. Felicity traced a finger through the mess and smiled. “You simply must come back for the next phase of shelving. We’ve ever so many high places that need attention.”

Georgina gave Jack’s spent cock a playful pat. “And low ones too.”

Miss Cartwright knocked softly some minutes later, entering to find the shelving perfectly anchored and her assistants unusually radiant. She surveyed the scene with a knowing smile, adjusting her own straining cardigan. “Everything in order?”

“Perfectly,” Jack replied, zipping up. “Though I might need to return tomorrow for the upper galleries.”

Miss Cartwright’s hand found his backside again as she showed him out. “We’ll be counting on it.”

Driving away from the library, Jack reflected that Willowbrook’s quiet institutions held more treasures than their shelves suggested—and he was rapidly becoming the village’s most requested specialist.




Chapter 5: The Country Fair Preparation

The Willowbrook Country Fair was the highlight of the village calendar, a weekend of bunting, brass bands, and booths groaning under homemade cakes and jams. With only three days to go, the village green was a hive of activity, and Jack’s van was summoned early on a bright Wednesday morning to mend broken stalls, reinforce the maypole platform, and sort out a troublesome generator.

Overseeing the chaos with brisk efficiency was Mrs. Constance Bridgwater, chairwoman of the fair committee and a widow of considerable presence. In her early fifties, Constance possessed a figure that turned heads even at church fêtes. Her prodigious pillows, easily M-cups, were valiantly contained by a powder-blue blouse buttoned to heroic limits and a brassiere of truly monumental construction whose lace edging peeked above the collar. A flared floral skirt skimmed her knees, flaring wider whenever she turned quickly, and sheer stockings flashed at every step.

She greeted Jack with a warm smile and the customary pat on his firm backside. “Thank heavens you’re here. Half the stalls are wobbling like jelly, and the maypole base is positively unsafe.”

Three committee members bustled nearby, each more eye-catching than the last. Rebecca was a bubbly brunette in her late twenties, her tight sweater clinging to a pair of overflowing bouncers that jiggled with every enthusiastic gesture. Beside her worked Antonia and Francesca, two stunning shemales whose friendship had blossomed into open relationships with their respective partners—both local businessmen whose bedroom efforts were, according to the ladies, distinctly underwhelming.

Antonia, at five-foot-seven with auburn waves and emerald eyes, wore a short yellow sundress that fluttered around her thighs and strained across her G-cup chest. Francesca, slightly taller with raven hair and sapphire eyes, chose a pale green sundress identical in cut, her H-cup bosom threatening the buttons. Both dresses were light and flippy, perfect for a warm day—and perfect for revealing the secrets beneath.

As Jack hammered stakes into the ground for the coconut shy, Rebecca bent repeatedly to hand him mallets and pegs, her skirt riding up to show the lacy edges of her knickers and the generous curve of her rear. Constance directed operations from a folding chair, occasionally rising to point out flaws, her own skirt swirling and blouse gaping to reveal deep cleavage cradled by that immense brassiere.

Antonia and Francesca were tasked with decorating the maypole. They climbed small step-ladders to tie ribbons, sundresses lifting in the breeze and flipping upward with every reach. Jack, working nearby, was treated to repeated glimpses of satin panties stretched tight over extraordinary packages. Antonia’s balls were particularly impressive—heavy, smooth orbs that pressed forward like ripe peaches, swaying gently beneath the thin fabric. Francesca’s were even larger, dangling low and full, the outline of her thick cock visible alongside whenever she stretched.

“Careful with that ribbon, darling,” Constance called, though her eyes lingered on Jack’s broadening bulge. “We don’t want any accidents before the big day.”

By midday, the sun was high and the green alive with hammering and laughter. Rebecca dropped an entire box of bunting flags, scattering them across the grass. She bent slowly to gather them, skirt flipping high to expose her thong-clad bottom. Antonia joined her, stooping low so her sundress rode up entirely, revealing those magnificent testicles in full—each one larger than a duck egg, shifting enticingly as she moved.

Francesca laughed and “helped” by dropping more flags, then bending beside her friend. Both shemales presented a breathtaking view: satin knickers distended by colossal scrotums and the thickening ridges of their cocks, now semi-erect from the attention.

Jack paused, wiping sweat from his brow, his own trousers tented dramatically by his nine-inch shaft and heavy sac.

Constance noticed immediately. “Ladies, I think our handyman deserves a break. The refreshment tent is empty—why don’t we take tea there and discuss… further requirements?”

The large canvas refreshment tent was cool and shaded, tables already set with trestles for Saturday’s cakes. The flap tied shut behind them, privacy assured. Constance locked it with a flourish. “We can’t have you fainting from heat, Jack.”

Rebecca moved first, unbuttoning her sweater to free her vast breasts from a gleaming white brassiere. Antonia and Francesca followed, slipping sundress straps from shoulders and unhooking their own monumental lingerie. Antonia’s G-cups spilled forward, heavy and perfect; Francesca’s larger pair bounced free with a soft slap.

Constance surprised them all by unfastening her blouse slowly, revealing the full glory of her powder-blue brassiere—cups deep enough to lose a hand in, supporting her epic swells with multiple hooks and wide straps. She kept the skirt on for now, but reached beneath to stroke herself idly.

Antonia stepped close to Jack, eyes on his bulge. “My partner tries ever so hard,” she murmured, “but his prick is a modest little thing—six inches at best, and balls like hazelnuts. Francesca’s gentleman is no better.” She reached for his belt, unzipping him with Francesca’s help. His thick cock sprang free, rigid and veiny, balls hanging low and full.

Both shemales sighed in appreciation. “Now that’s what we’ve been missing,” Francesca whispered, cupping his sac gently.

Rebecca knelt, taking Jack into her warm mouth while Antonia and Francesca freed their own equipment. Antonia’s cock—ten thick inches—jutted upward, leaking at the tip, her enormous balls dangling beneath like ripe fruit. Francesca’s was longer still, eleven inches of girth, with a scrotum so heavy it swayed with every breath.

Constance watched, fingers now beneath her skirt, before joining them. She bent over a trestle table, flipping her flared skirt up to reveal lace knickers and garters. Jack moved behind her first, sliding into her slick heat while Rebecca lavished attention on his swinging balls.

Antonia and Francesca positioned themselves on either side, stroking their massive shafts as Jack thrust steadily. Constance moaned loudly, her vast bosom squashing against the table, brassiere still valiantly containing it.

Soon Jack switched, entering Antonia doggedly while Francesca fed her cock to Rebecca’s eager lips. The tent filled with wet sounds and breathless praise. Antonia’s heavy balls slapped rhythmically against Jack’s own—hers larger, swinging lower, a constant reminder of her superior endowment.

Francesca took her turn next, bending beside her friend so Jack could alternate between them. Rebecca straddled Constance’s face, grinding slowly, while the widow’s tongue worked eagerly.

Climax built swiftly in the warm canvas air. Antonia came first, her huge cock pulsing untouched, thick ropes splattering the table as her massive balls contracted powerfully. Francesca followed moments later, painting Rebecca’s heaving chest. Constance shuddered around Jack’s fingers, and Rebecca muffled her cries against the widow’s thigh.

Jack pulled out at the last second, stroking himself to release across Antonia’s and Francesca’s backsides, his heavy sac emptying in long, satisfying spurts.

They collapsed amid scattered bunting and discarded brassieres, sundresses rucked up, faces glowing. Constance straightened first, rebuttoning her blouse with remarkable composure. “You’ve been an absolute treasure, Jack. The fair simply wouldn’t be the same without your… sturdy support.”

Antonia traced a finger along his spent cock. “Do come back tomorrow. We’ve the hoopla stall to erect, and it’s dreadfully unstable.”

Francesca gave his bottom a playful double-pat with her friend. “And the tombola could use a good fixing.”

Rebecca laughed, adjusting her sweater over still-heaving breasts. “Everything could, really.”

As Jack gathered his tools and emerged into the late-afternoon sun, the green looked much the same—bunting fluttering, stalls rising—but he knew the refreshment tent now held memories as rich as any prize cake. Willowbrook’s traditions, he reflected, ran deeper—and far more delightfully—than most outsiders ever suspected.




Chapter 6: The Rehearsal at the Amateur Theatrical Society

The Willowbrook Village Hall hummed with energy on a crisp autumn evening as the Amateur Dramatic Society plunged into a full run-through of “The Importance of Being Earnest.” Unfortunately, the overhead lighting rig had developed a mind of its own—spotlights flickering, one entire bar refusing to tilt properly. Jack arrived with his ladder and toolbox just as Victoria Lang was mid-tirade about “atmosphere.”

Victoria, the director and a former West End understudy, cut an arresting figure in her early forties. She wore a burgundy corset-style blouse laced tightly up the front, thrusting her vast bosom upward and outward in spectacular fashion. Every gesture caused the lacing to strain and the neckline to gape, revealing generous expanses of creamy cleavage cradled by a gleaming satin brassiere of monumental proportions. A short flared skirt completed the outfit, swishing around her thighs as she paced the auditorium.

“Jack, darling!” she called, spotting him. “The lights are sabotaging my vision. Could you work your magic up there?” She pointed to the high rigging above the stage.

Jack set his ladder centre-stage and climbed toward the grid, giving him a perfect bird’s-eye view down onto the actors below. The three leading ladies were already in partial costume, and every one of them seemed determined—consciously or not—to make his repair job as distracting as possible.

Madeleine and Charlotte, the identical twins cast as Gwendolen and Cecily, flitted about in frothy Victorian-inspired gowns shortened to mid-thigh for “contemporary flair.” Their blouses were low-cut and loosely buttoned, petticoats adding delightful volume beneath skirts that flipped with every exaggerated curtsy. Whenever they looked upward to complain about the flickering lights, they tilted their heads back, causing their necklines to fall dramatically away from their bodies. Jack was treated to repeated downblouse vistas: twin sets of overflowing bouncers barely contained by delicate lace brassieres, deep valleys of cleavage shifting and jiggling with each breath or gesture.

Rosalind Harcourt, the elegant shemale playing Lady Bracknell, dominated the stage with imperial poise. Her costume consisted of a fitted velvet jacket over a cream silk blouse that gaped outrageously across her J-cup chest, and a voluminous period skirt hemmed daringly short. The blouse, already under considerable strain, parted further whenever she raised her arms to deliver a line or glanced upward at the troublesome lights. From Jack’s elevated position the view was breathtaking: the gleaming black satin cups of her enormous brassiere thrust forward, barely containing her stupendous udders, the upper curves spilling generously over the lace trim. Each time she planted her hands on her hips in mock indignation, the movement pulled the fabric tighter, then released it to gape even wider.

“Mr. Hargrove,” Rosalind called up in her rich alto, “these spots are positively flickering like a nervous debutante. Can you steady them?” She tipped her head back fully, gazing straight up at him. The blouse fell away completely for a moment, revealing the full majesty of her brassiere—wide straps, multiple hooks, deep structured cups engineered to support a truly heroic bosom.

Jack tightened a loose connection, trying to concentrate, but the downblouse parade continued unabated. Madeleine dropped her fan and bent forward slightly to retrieve it—neckline plunging. Charlotte leaned over a table to consult her script—blouse parting to reveal pale curves and the scalloped edge of her brassiere. Rosalind, practising a sweeping gesture, raised both arms high; her blouse gaped so dramatically that Jack could see the shadowed underswell of her vast breasts pressing against satin.

Victoria herself joined the chorus, standing directly beneath the ladder to “supervise.” She craned her neck upward, corset blouse stretching and then relaxing to offer repeated glimpses down into its depths: crimson satin cups cradling her own tremendous swells, the lacing barely holding everything in place.

“Almost there,” Jack managed, voice thicker than usual as his trousers grew uncomfortably tight.

At last the lights steadied and the rig tilted smoothly. Victoria clapped for a break. “Ten minutes, darlings! Jack, do come down—we owe you proper thanks.”

The house lights dimmed, and Victoria led him through the wings to the prop room, a cosy clutter of velvet drapes and antique furniture. The door closed firmly behind the four women.

Madeleine and Charlotte wasted no time, unfastening gowns and petticoats until they stood in only corsets and bloomers, vast breasts heaving above tightly laced tops. Rosalind followed more deliberately, removing her velvet jacket and unbuttoning her cream blouse to reveal the full glory of her black satin brassiere—cups so deep and structured they seemed capable of supporting a chandelier.

Victoria turned to Jack with a wicked smile. “My former husband directed Chekhov once,” she said, fingers already at his belt, “but his equipment was scarcely worth a monologue.” She freed his thick nine-inch cock and heavy balls, stroking appreciatively. “This, however, deserves a soliloquy.”

Rosalind stepped close, eyes gleaming. “My fiancé is a dear solicitor, but his prick is a timid little brief—six inches on a good day, and balls like quail eggs.” She unfastened her skirt, letting it pool at her feet, then eased her bloomers down just enough to release her own endowment: eleven veiny inches springing upward, crowned by those legendary testicles—heavy, smooth orbs dangling low and full.

The twins knelt eagerly, taking turns tasting Jack while Victoria lavished attention on his sac. Rosalind watched, stroking herself slowly, then turned and bent over a velvet chaise, presenting her perfect rear. Jack slid into her welcoming heat, groaning as her tightness gripped him, his own heavy balls slapping rhythmically against hers—though hers hung lower, weightier, swinging like pendulums.

Victoria positioned herself beneath, tongue tracing their joining, while Madeleine and Charlotte took turns riding Rosalind’s face and stroking her massive shaft. The small room filled with muffled gasps and the rustle of discarded costumes.

Rosalind climaxed first, her huge cock pulsing in Charlotte’s hand, thick ropes splattering the chaise as her colossal balls contracted powerfully. The sight pushed Jack over the edge; he buried himself deep and unleashed, flooding her while his sac emptied in long spurts. The twins and Victoria followed in quick succession, shuddering and moaning amid lace and satin.

They lounged briefly in the afterglow, brassieres askew, skirts abandoned, faces radiant. Rosalind tucked herself back into her strained bloomers with some effort. “You simply must return for technical rehearsal,” she purred. “The lights are bound to flicker again.”

Madeleine gave his bottom a playful double-pat with her sister. “And the backdrop sticks dreadfully.”

Victoria saw him out, corset blouse still half-unlaced. “Opening night is Saturday. Best seat in the house—and perhaps an interval in the prop room.”

Jack descended the ladder one last time, reflecting that Willowbrook’s theatrical tradition offered far more than met the casual eye. Between the footlights and the flies, the real performance was happening directly beneath—generously, repeatedly, and entirely without inhibition.




Chapter 7: Homecoming with Emily

Jack’s van turned into the narrow lane leading to his small cottage on the edge of Willowbrook just as dusk settled over the village. It had been a long week of repairs, rehearsals, and rather more intimate appreciations than any handyman’s schedule ought to include. Yet the moment he saw the warm glow from the windows and the familiar silhouette waiting on the doorstep, everything else faded.

Emily stood there in the soft porch light, his steady girlfriend of two years, as beautiful as the day he’d first met her. At twenty-four, with honey-blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders and bright hazel eyes, she turned heads wherever she went. Tonight she wore one of his favourite outfits: a pale pink sweater that clung lovingly to her overflowing bosom—magnificent natural orbs that rivalled any in the village—and a short white flippy skirt that danced around her tanned thighs whenever she moved. A wide satin brassiere supported her tremendous swells beneath the sweater, the faint outline of lace visible when she shifted.

She greeted him with a long, tight hug, her vast breasts pressing against his chest, followed by the customary pat on his backside—though hers lingered with unmistakable affection. Yet as they stepped inside and Jack set down his toolbox, he noticed the slight crease between her brows.

Over supper—simple shepherd’s pie and a bottle of red—she was quieter than usual. Finally, as they curled together on the sofa, she turned to him, fingers tracing idle patterns on his thigh.

“Jack,” she began softly, “be honest with me. All these calls you’ve been going to… the big houses, the school, the library, the fair… I know what Willowbrook women are like. And the shemales…” She bit her lip. “They’re stunning, every one of them. And what they’ve got under their skirts—those enormous cocks and balls that put most men to shame—I see how you look at them sometimes when we pass them in the village. How am I supposed to compete with that? One day you’ll want one of them more than me, won’t you?”

Jack’s heart twisted. He took her hands in his, meeting her worried gaze steadily.

“Emily, love, listen to me. Yes, the shemales here are beautiful, and yes, they’re… generously equipped. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t noticed. But that’s all it is—noticing. You’re the one I come home to. You’re the one I think about when I’m fixing someone’s boiler or lights. You’re the one I love.” He brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Those women, those shemales—they’ve got impressive tackle, I’ll grant you. But they haven’t got what you’ve got under your skirt. They haven’t got you.”

Her eyes softened, but a flicker of doubt remained. Jack smiled gently, a touch sheepish.

“Let me show you what I mean.”

He slid down to the rug, lying on his back and tugging her playfully by the hand. Emily laughed despite herself, understanding immediately. She stood over him, skirt fluttering, then reached beneath to slip her pale blue panties down her legs, stepping out of them delicately. The short flippy hem settled around her hips as she lowered herself carefully, knees on either side of his head, until she was sitting fully on his face—her warm, smooth pussy pressing against his eager mouth, the soft fabric of her skirt draping over his head like a private tent.

In the warm darkness beneath the skirt, Jack began to lick—slow, reverent strokes along her folds, circling her clit with the flat of his tongue. Emily gasped, hands bracing on the sofa arm, her tremendous bosom heaving above.

Between licks, his voice came muffled but sincere from beneath the white fabric.

“They haven’t got this, Em,” he murmured, tongue delving deeper. “They haven’t got your perfect little pussy… so sweet, so wet for me.” He sucked gently on her clit, making her hips buck. “They haven’t got the way you taste… the way you moan when I do this…”

He lapped steadily, hands gripping her thighs, feeling her grow slicker with every pass. Emily’s breathing quickened, her skirt rustling as she rocked against his face.

“Jack… oh God…” she whispered.

He kept talking, words vibrating deliciously against her most sensitive places. “Those big cocks and heavy balls… impressive, yes. But they’ll never have what you have right here.” His tongue plunged inside her, then returned to her clit. “This is what I crave every night. This is what no one else can give me.”

Emily’s worries dissolved under the onslaught of pleasure and reassurance. A triumphant smile spread across her beautiful face, even as her eyes fluttered shut. She ground down harder, skirt flaring around them both, her vast breasts bouncing in their satin brassiere as she rode his mouth toward release.

When she came, it was with a long, shuddering cry—juices flooding his tongue, thighs trembling around his ears. Jack drank her in greedily, hands sliding up to cup her arse, holding her steady until the last aftershock passed.

At last she lifted herself off, skirt flipping up briefly to reveal her flushed, glistening pussy before settling again. She slid down to straddle his chest, looking down at him with shining eyes and that victorious smile.

“You really mean it, don’t you?” she said, voice husky. “All those horse-hung beauties… and you still choose my little skirt.”

Jack wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning up at her. “Every single time, love. Now, how about you let me prove it again—upstairs this time?”

Emily laughed, a joyful, relieved sound, and pulled him to his feet. As they climbed the stairs, her short skirt swishing with every step, she glanced back over her shoulder.

“Just promise me one thing, Jack.”

“Anything.”

“When you’re out fixing things tomorrow… think of what’s waiting under this skirt when you get home.”

He gave her bottom a loving pat. “I already do. Every bloody minute.”

In their bedroom, the reunion continued long into the night—slow, tender, and utterly devoted—reminding them both exactly why, in a village full of extravagant temptations, they belonged to each other.




Chapter 8: The Grand Finale – A Wedding in Willowbrook

Spring had fully blossomed across Willowbrook by the time the village prepared for its most lavish event of the year: the wedding of Sophia Harrington to a dashing London barrister who, rumour had it, was generously proportioned enough to keep even her legendary appetites satisfied. Harrington Hall’s gardens were transformed into a fairy-tale vision of roses, ribbons, and sweeping marquees. Every resident turned out, and Jack—now the most sought-after handyman in three counties—had spent the preceding fortnight erecting arches, stringing fairy lights, and repairing every conceivable fixture on the estate.

The morning of the wedding dawned bright and warm. Jack arrived early in his best suit, tie slightly loosened, ready for any last-minute emergencies. Sophia, radiant in an ivory silk gown cut daringly low across her stupendous J-cup bosom, greeted him at the orangery with a discreet but lingering pat on his backside.

“You’ve outdone yourself, darling,” she purred, the gown’s tight bodice and vast brassiere beneath doing heroic work. “Everything is perfect. Though I do hope you’ll stay for the reception. Certain… old friends will be there.”

Jack smiled knowingly. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

The ceremony itself was beautiful, vows exchanged beneath a floral arch while the village looked on in Sunday best. Emily sat in the front row beside Jack, looking breathtaking in a pale lilac dress that hugged her overflowing curves, the short flippy skirt fluttering whenever she crossed her legs. Her hand rested possessively on his thigh throughout, and Jack covered it with his own, squeezing gently.

After the kisses and confetti, the reception spilled across the lawns: champagne flowing, string quartet playing, skirts swirling in the breeze. Old acquaintances converged with delighted cries.

Victoria Lang swept over in a crimson cocktail dress that plunged dramatically, her vast bosom barely contained. She kissed Jack on both cheeks and gave his bottom an appreciative pat. “We’re doing ‘Private Lives’ next season. You simply must come fix the revolving stage.”

The twins Madeleine and Charlotte—now engaged to the same charming architect—fluttered by in matching sundresses, bending to retrieve dropped napkins and offering generous downblouse views of lace brassieres struggling with their loads.

Rosalind Harcourt arrived fashionably late in emerald silk, her short skirt flipping as she danced, revealing glimpses of black satin panties stretched over her still-impressive package. She winked at Jack across the lawn. “My fiancé finally measured up—eight inches and decent balls. Still think of you fondly, though.”

Lavinia from the boarding school, now head girl no longer but radiant in peach chiffon, dragged Sister Agnes—out of habit for once, in a navy dress that finally revealed the full epic scale of her bosom—to say hello. Lavinia’s skirt rode high as she hugged Jack, enormous testicles briefly outlined against silk.

Antonia and Francesca, the library twins, toasted him with champagne, their husband Reginald beaming proudly nearby—apparently reconciled to sharing. “We’ve recommended you to everyone,” Antonia whispered. “The new shelving at the county library is dreadfully unstable.”

Constance Bridgwater presided over the cake-cutting in a floral gown that strained magnificently, while Rebecca—now officially dating the village postman—fluttered about in a skirt so short it was practically ceremonial.

Even Madame Juliette from the spa appeared, silk kimono slipping open repeatedly to reveal oils glistening on generous cleavage.

Through it all, Emily stayed close, her hand in Jack’s, her triumphant smile never fading. When the dancing began, she pulled him onto the floor beneath the fairy lights.

“See all of them?” she murmured, pressing her vast breasts against his chest as they swayed. “Every stunning woman and horse-hung shemale in Willowbrook, skirts flipping, brassieres heaving, packages swinging. And you’re here with me.”

Jack kissed her slowly, deeply, hands sliding down to cup her rear beneath the flippy lilac skirt. “Always with you, Em. They’re lovely distractions on the job, but you’re home.”

As the night deepened, Sophia found them near the rose arbor. She raised her glass, eyes twinkling.

“To Jack Hargrove,” she announced to the small circle that had gathered—Victoria, Rosalind, the twins, Lavinia, and more. “The only man in Willowbrook who can fix anything… and who knows exactly what he wants when the day is done.”

Cheers and laughter rose, skirts swirling, bottoms patted in affectionate salute.

Later, when the guests had thinned and the moon hung low, Jack and Emily slipped away to the summerhouse where so many earlier adventures had begun. She pushed him gently onto a cushioned bench, then straddled him, lilac skirt riding high.

“One last repair job tonight?” she teased, guiding his hands beneath her dress to find she wore nothing underneath.

Jack groaned as she sank down onto his thick nine inches, her perfect pussy enveloping him in warm velvet. She rode him slowly at first, vast breasts bouncing in their satin brassiere, skirt flared around them like a private canopy.

“They’ll never have this,” she whispered, echoing his words from months before, smiling that same triumphant smile. “They’ll never have us.”

He thrust up to meet her, hands gripping her hips, heavy balls drawing tight. Around them, faint music drifted from the marquee, laughter and clinking glasses marking the end of one chapter and the promise of countless more.

When they came together—her clenching around him, him spilling deep inside—it felt like the perfect conclusion to every frantic repair, every flipped skirt, every monumental brassiere and swinging scrotum that had filled his days.

Willowbrook would always be a village of extravagant temptations, generous endowments, and playful pats on the backside. Jack would continue to answer every call, toolbox in hand, knowing full well what delights awaited on the job.

But every evening, he would drive home down the winding lane to the cottage where Emily waited—short skirt fluttering, vast bosom heaving, perfect pussy ready to remind him exactly why no one else, woman or shemale, could ever truly compete.

And in a village that celebrated every kind of abundance, that was the greatest happiness of all.
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