
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents

Bosoms, Bullocks, and Boyfriends

Novella One

Chapter 1: Arrival at St. Titania's

Chapter 2: The Boyfriends’ Visit and the Dormitory Inspection

Chapter 3: The Headmistress’s Private Tutorial

Chapter 4: The Charity Fashion Show

Chapter 5: Parents’ Weekend and the Garden Party

Chapter 6: The End-of-Term Drama Production

Chapter 7: Holiday Job at an Exclusive Coastal Resort

Chapter 8: Homecoming

Novella Two

Chapter One: Fresh Faces at St. Titania’s

Chapter Two: Lessons in Poise

Chapter Three: Open Day Intrusion

Chapter Four: The Charity Bazaar

Chapter Five: A Proper Weekend Away

Chapter Six: Lights Down, Hands Up

Chapter Seven: Gifts Under the Mistletoe

Chapter Eight: Blossoms and Bow Ties

Chapter Nine: Commencement Day

Novella Three

Chapter One: Arrival at St. Titania's

Chapter Two: The Brassiere Fitting

Chapter Three: Games Afternoon

Chapter Four: The College Dance

Chapter Five: The Dramatic Society

Chapter Six: Parents’ Weekend

Chapter Seven: The College Library

Chapter Eight: Endings and Beginnings


Bosoms, Bollocks & Boyfriends

By Peter M. McMillan

Novella One




Chapter 1: Arrival at St. Titania's

The morning sun filtered through the lace curtains of the dormitory window, casting a soft glow over the two young shemales as they unpacked their suitcases in their shared room at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies. Emily, the eighteen-year-old with her cascade of auburn curls and a figure that turned heads wherever she went, adjusted the straps of her enormous brassiere, the satin cups straining to contain her prodigious pillows of flesh. At five foot seven, she was the picture of feminine allure, her waist nipping in dramatically before flaring out into hips that swayed with every step. Her companion, Sophia, nineteen and a touch taller at five foot nine, with straight blonde hair that fell to her shoulders, was busy smoothing down her short flippy skirt, the hem barely grazing mid-thigh. Sophia's own monumental mounds quivered slightly as she bent over to retrieve a fallen stocking, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the bulging outline of her massive sac nestled between her thighs, the weighty orbs shifting with the motion.

"Darling, do help me with this clasp," Emily cooed, turning her back to Sophia. Her tight blouse hugged her torso, the buttons pulling taut across her expansive endowments, each one a heaving hemisphere that defied gravity only thanks to the reinforced underwire of her brassiere. Sophia stepped closer, her fingers deftly fastening the hook, but not before giving Emily's pert bottom a playful pat. In this world, such gestures were as common as a handshake, a light-hearted affirmation of appreciation among friends and strangers alike.

Sophia giggled, her voice light and melodic. "There you go. Honestly, these gargantuan globes of yours are a handful even for me." She glanced down at her own blouse, a sheer number that did little to conceal the lace detailing of her brassiere beneath, cups overflowing with her lavish lobes. The two had met during orientation the day before, bonding instantly over their shared secrets—those impressive instruments hidden beneath their skirts, each at least ten inches when aroused, accompanied by pendulous plums that demanded constant adjustment.

As they finished dressing, Emily slipped into a pencil skirt that clung to her curves like a second skin, the fabric stretching over her generous rear and the unmistakable swell of her hefty manhood pressing against the front. Pants were out of the question most days; no pair could discreetly house such a colossal package without drawing stares, though on bold occasions, she'd opt for skin-tight trousers to flaunt the bulge that outshone most men's. Sophia chose a pleated miniskirt that flipped up teasingly with every breeze, her satin panties taut over her substantial shaft and the twin spheres below, each one plump and full.

The corridor outside their room buzzed with activity as other students prepared for the first day of classes. St. Titania’s was a haven for the elite, where young ladies—and those like Emily and Sophia—honed their graces and intellects. The air was thick with the scent of perfume and the rustle of silk. A busty brunette in a sweater that molded to her voluptuous vaults bent over to tie her shoe, her short skirt hiking up to expose the lace trim of her stockings and a glimpse of her panties. Nearby, a shemale with raven hair and orbs like overripe melons patted the bottom of a passing blonde, eliciting a flirtatious laugh.

Emily and Sophia stepped out, their heels clicking on the polished floors. "Look at Miss Harrington," Sophia whispered, nodding toward their literature tutor, a strikingly attractive matron in her forties with silver-streaked hair pinned up elegantly. Her blouse strained against her tremendous treasures, the buttons threatening to pop as she leaned forward to adjust a stack of books on her desk in the common room. Beneath her knee-length skirt, the outline of her own secret was subtle but present—a shemale like them, rumored to have a boyfriend who paled in comparison downstairs.

The girls' boyfriends, Tom and Jack, waited outside the college gates, as was customary. Tom, Emily's beau, was a sturdy working-class lad from the docks, his hands calloused from labor. At twenty, he earned a modest wage hauling crates, but his heart belonged to Emily. He shifted uncomfortably in his trousers, aware that his respectable seven inches felt inadequate next to her magnificent member. Jack, Sophia's partner, a mechanic with grease-stained fingers, shared the same unease. Both men lived in quiet dread, fearing their girlfriends might tire of their average endowments and lower station, trading them for someone more... equipped.

From Tom's perspective, watching Emily approach was a mix of awe and anxiety. Her skirt swished with each step, her prodigious pillows bouncing gently, drawing his gaze despite himself. He remembered the night before, when she'd yanked up her dress in his tiny flat, revealing her massive, semi-erect cock, thick and veined, flanked by those enormous balls that swung like pendulums. She'd taken him then, her shaft plunging deep while he gripped her lavish lobes, but he couldn't shake the worry that she deserved better—perhaps another shemale with a tool to match hers.

Jack felt similarly as Sophia neared, her flippy skirt teasing glimpses of her thighs. Last weekend, in the back of his garage, she'd bent over a workbench, her skirt flipping up to expose her satin panties stretched tight over her colossal male appendage and those hefty orbs dangling below. He'd marveled at their size, his own cock hardening but feeling dwarfed when she turned and let him compare. "Yours is sweet, love," she'd said, but he heard the unspoken comparison.

The four exchanged greetings, the men stealing pats on the girls' bottoms, which were returned with winks. "Off to class, then?" Tom asked, his voice gruff.

Emily nodded, her fingers brushing his cheek. "Yes, but we'll see you lads after." She leaned in, her expansive endowments pressing against his chest, and whispered, "Think of me bending over my desk, my skirt riding up..."

Inside the college, the first lesson was etiquette with Miss Langley, a young and pretty teacher whose blouse clung to her sumptuous spheres, the tight sweater above accentuating every curve. She was a woman, pure and simple, but her figure rivaled any shemale's. As she demonstrated proper posture, she bent forward to pick up a dropped handkerchief, her tight skirt outlining her rear, panties visible for a split second.

Emily and Sophia took seats at the front, their skirts riding up as they crossed their legs. Sophia felt her massive sac shift, the weight pressing against her thigh, while Emily adjusted her brassiere strap, the cups overflowing with her heaving hemispheres. A fellow student, a shemale named Victoria with orbs like buoyant balloons, leaned over to whisper, her short skirt flipping up to reveal her own bulging panties. "Your boyfriend outside? Mine's waiting too, but honestly, after glimpsing that bulge of yours in the showers yesterday, I wonder if my chap measures up. His prick's decent, but nothing like what you've got packing."

Sophia blushed but smiled. "Oh, Jack's lovely, but yes, sometimes I wish for more... substance."

The class proceeded with demonstrations of ladylike demeanor, but distractions abounded. A girl in the back, bending to retrieve her pen, exposed the lace of her brassiere as her blouse gaped. Miss Langley patted a student's bottom encouragingly, saying, "Chin up, dear, and let those magnificent mounds lead the way."

Lunchtime brought more revelry in the dining hall. Emily and Sophia sat with a group, including a shemale couple, Lily and Rose, both with tremendous treasures spilling over their tight blouses. Lily, bending to serve tea, let her flippy skirt ride up, her enormous balls visible in the shadow, larger than most men's entire packages. "My girlfriend here satisfies me completely," she said, winking at Rose, whose hand wandered under the table.

But Emily's thoughts drifted to Tom. From his viewpoint, lingering outside, he imagined her in class, her skirt hiked, her colossal cock stirring. He adjusted his own trousers, feeling inadequate.

Sophia, meanwhile, excused herself to the ladies' room, where she encountered Miss Harrington. The matron was adjusting her brassiere in the mirror, her voluptuous vaults heaving with each breath. "Having a good first day, dear?" she asked, her eyes dipping to Sophia's skirt, where the outline of her substantial shaft was evident.

"Quite," Sophia replied, stepping closer. The air thickened as Miss Harrington reached out, patting Sophia's bottom before letting her hand linger. "You shemales are such a delight. My boyfriend tries, but his equipment... well, it's no match for what I sense you've got."

Emboldened, Sophia yanked up her skirt, revealing her massive, semi-erect cock springing free, ten inches of thick girth, her huge balls dangling below like ripe fruit. Miss Harrington gasped, dropping to her knees. "Oh, my... those pendulous plums are enormous." She cupped them, feeling their weight, before taking the shaft into her mouth, sucking eagerly as Sophia moaned.

Back in the hall, Emily flirted with a male visitor, a delivery boy, bending over the table to sign for a package. Her skirt rode up, exposing her satin panties taut over her hefty orbs, the bulge of her cock pressing forward. The boy stared, his own trousers tenting modestly. "Blime—er, that's quite a view," he stammered.

She turned, smiling. "Like what you see?" Without preamble, she led him to a side room, where she hiked her skirt and freed her eleven-inch monster, balls swinging. He knelt, worshiping her with his hands and mouth, his own six-incher paling in comparison.

As the day wound down, the protagonists reunited, sharing whispers of their escapades. Tom and Jack fetched them, the fear in their eyes mingled with desire. Little did they know, the adventures at St. Titania’s were just beginning.




Chapter 2: The Boyfriends’ Visit and the Dormitory Inspection

Saturday afternoon sunshine poured through the tall windows of the St. Titania’s common room, turning the polished oak floor into a golden stage for the assembled young ladies. The air hummed with excitement because, for the first time this term, boyfriends had been granted a rare two-hour visiting privilege under the watchful eye of the staff. Tom and Jack stood awkwardly just inside the doorway, clutching small bunches of daisies and carnations, their best shirts tucked into pressed trousers. Both men were decently built from manual work, but they felt suddenly small amid the sea of feminine curves and barely concealed secrets.

Emily spotted Tom immediately and glided across the room, her short flippy skirt dancing around her thighs with every step. The pale blue fabric was so light that the slightest movement threatened to reveal the satin panties stretched tight over her colossal shaft and those weighty orbs that shifted heavily beneath. Her tight angora sweater clung to her prodigious pillows, the soft yarn outlining the lace edges of her enormous brassiere, cups overflowing with heaving hemispheres that quivered as she walked. She reached Tom, pressed her lavish lobes against his chest in a hug, and allowed him a discreet pat on her rounded bottom before pulling back with a wink.

Sophia was only moments behind, her pleated miniskirt swishing as she hurried to Jack. The pleats flipped up teasingly as she moved, offering fleeting glimpses of the bulging sac that dangled between her legs, each plump sphere outlined clearly against the thin silk of her knickers. Her blouse was sheer enough to reveal the floral embroidery of her brassiere, the reinforced straps digging slightly into her shoulders under the burden of her monumental mounds. She greeted Jack with a kiss on the cheek and a playful squeeze of his rear that made him blush crimson.

All around them, the common room was a riot of revealing attire. Many girls had chosen the laziest Saturday lounging clothes: tiny silk shorts that did nothing to disguise enormous packages, cropped cashmere sweaters that left generous underboob spilling over gigantic brassieres, and short dressing gowns that parted with every gesture. A shemale named Charlotte lounged on a chaise, her gown falling open to expose satin panties straining over a thick, half-hard cock and pendulous plums that rested heavily on the cushion. She patted the bottom of a passing brunette, who bent forward to retrieve a dropped magazine, her own flippy skirt riding up to reveal a similar bounty.

Tom swallowed hard, trying not to stare. From his vantage point, every direction offered a view of voluptuous vaults barely contained, skirts flipping, and the occasional unmistakable outline of a substantial manhood pressing against fabric. He felt his own respectable bulge stir in his trousers, but he knew it would look modest indeed if placed beside any of the shemales present.

Jack fared little better. A tall blonde shemale named Beatrice leaned over the tea table to pour herself a cup, her short skirt lifting to expose the full curve of her rear and the heavy sac swinging freely beneath. She caught Jack looking and grinned. “Don’t worry, love,” she said loudly enough for Sophia to hear, “my boyfriend’s about your size. Sweet, but when you’ve seen what some of us are packing…” She let the sentence hang, giving her own bulge a casual adjustment that made the fabric tent dramatically.

Just as Emily guided Tom to a sofa and Sophia pulled Jack toward a pair of armchairs, the double doors at the far end of the room swung open with authority. In strode the Headmistress, Miss Eleanor Fairchild, a strikingly beautiful woman in her late thirties whose tremendous treasures strained the buttons of her tailored blouse. Her pencil skirt hugged hips that swayed with confidence, and the click of her heels silenced the room instantly. Behind her followed two junior mistresses, both shemales whose own lavish lobes bounced as they walked.

“Ladies,” Miss Fairchild announced, her voice crisp yet warm, “I trust you are enjoying your visitors. However, I have decided upon an unscheduled dormitory inspection. Tidiness reflects character, and I expect St. Titania’s standards to be upheld even on a Saturday.” A collective groan rose, followed by a flurry of movement. Girls scrambled to their feet, skirts flipping, gowns hastily tied, bottoms patted in encouragement as everyone hurried toward the corridors.

Emily grabbed Tom’s hand. “Quick, come with us. We’ll tidy our room first.” Sophia tugged Jack along, the four of them joining the stream of students heading upstairs. The staircase was a spectacle in itself: a parade of young ladies ascending, each step causing skirts to bounce and ride higher, revealing lace stocking tops, satin panties stretched over plump rears, and, for the shemales, the constant shift of heavy balls and thick shafts beneath.

In the corridor outside Emily and Sophia’s room, chaos reigned. Drawers were yanked open, stockings stuffed into laundry baskets, lipstick tubes gathered from dressing tables. Victoria, the raven-haired shemale from their etiquette class, bent low to retrieve a stray brassiere from under her bed, her short skirt flipping entirely upward. The sight of her enormous sac dangling freely, each orb larger than a ripe orange, drew appreciative whistles from nearby girls. Her boyfriend, a nervous young clerk waiting in the doorway, shifted uncomfortably as Victoria straightened and sighed, “Honestly, darling, you’re lovely, but these constant reminders of proper equipment do make a girl think.”

Emily pushed Tom and Jack into their own room and shut the door most of the way, leaving it ajar just enough for propriety. The space was already fairly neat, but Sophia immediately bent over to plump the pillows on her bed, her pleated skirt riding high to expose the full swell of her satin-clad rear and the weighty plums nestled between her thighs. Jack stared, transfixed, as the fabric outlined every detail of her colossal male appendage coiled beneath.

Emily, meanwhile, reached up to straighten a picture frame on the wall, her flippy skirt lifting to reveal similar delights. Her enormous balls shifted visibly, hanging low and full, the outline of her thick shaft pressing forward against the silk. Tom felt his throat dry. He knew what those satin panties concealed: eleven inches of veined girth and those pendulous orbs that dwarfed his own modest pair.

Sophia caught Jack’s expression and smiled wickedly. “Poor love, you look tense. Perhaps we can offer a little reassurance before the Headmistress arrives.” She glanced at Emily, who nodded eagerly. In unison, they yanked up their skirts, letting the light fabric bunch around their waists. Emily’s satin panties were pale pink, stretched to transparency over her semi-erect cock, the massive head already pushing free of the leg hole. Her huge balls spilled slightly over the elastic, heavy and smooth. Sophia’s were white lace, the delicate material doing nothing to hide the thick shaft thickening rapidly or the twin spheres that swung as she moved.

Tom and Jack dropped to their knees almost instinctively. Tom took Emily’s weighty sac in trembling hands, marvelling at the warmth and heft as he nuzzled against her shaft, lips parting to take the swelling head into his mouth. Jack mirrored him with Sophia, cupping her pendulous plums and running his tongue along the underside of her impressive length, feeling it grow to its full ten inches against his cheek.

The sounds of hurried tidying continued in the corridor, punctuated by giggles and the occasional moan as other couples stole similar moments. Through the cracked door, Miss Fairchild’s voice approached, praising one room and gently scolding another. Emily and Sophia kept their skirts hiked, hips rocking gently as their boyfriends worshipped the superior equipment they could never match.

Suddenly the door swung wider. Miss Fairchild stood framed in the doorway, her eyes widening at the sight: two working-class lads on their knees, mouths stretched around enormous cocks, hands cradling balls that put most men’s entire packages to shame. The Headmistress’s gaze lingered on Emily’s heaving hemispheres, barely contained by her sweater, then drifted to Sophia’s lace-clad orbs. A slow smile curved her lips.

“Well,” she said softly, “I see some rules may require… thoughtful revision.” She stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a deliberate click. Her fingers moved to the buttons of her blouse as she added, “Perhaps a personal inspection is in order. Carry on, ladies. I shall observe.”

Tom and Jack froze for a heartbeat, but Emily and Sophia merely exchanged delighted glances and guided their boyfriends’ heads back into place. Outside, the corridor gradually quieted as the inspection continued, but inside the room, the afternoon was only beginning to heat up.




Chapter 3: The Headmistress’s Private Tutorial

The click of the dormitory door shutting behind Miss Eleanor Fairchild seemed to echo louder than the frantic tidying in the corridor beyond. Inside the small room, the air grew thick with anticipation. Emily and Sophia stood with their skirts still bunched around their waists, satin panties stretched taut over their thickening shafts, enormous balls resting heavily against the delicate fabric. Tom and Jack remained on their knees, cheeks flushed, lips glistening from their recent worship.

Miss Fairchild surveyed the scene with the calm authority of a woman accustomed to instant obedience. Her tailored blouse was already half-unbuttoned from her earlier intention, revealing the upper slopes of her tremendous treasures cradled in a brassiere of midnight-blue satin and lace. The cups were enormous, reinforced with multiple hooks and thick straps that disappeared beneath the blouse, yet even so they struggled to contain the lavish lobes that swelled above the lace trim. She let the blouse fall open completely, then reached behind to unfasten the hooks one by one. The brassiere sighed forward, and her voluptuous vaults spilled free, heavy and pendulous, nipples already stiff in the warm room.

“Ladies,” she said, her voice low and composed, “and gentlemen. It seems we have an opportunity for a most instructive tutorial. St. Titania’s prides itself on excellence in all things, including the proper appreciation of one’s natural gifts.” Her fingers moved to the zipper of her pencil skirt, drawing it down slowly. The fabric parted to reveal matching midnight-blue panties, the front distended dramatically by the outline of a colossal male appendage. With a graceful shimmy the skirt slid to the floor, and she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties.

Emily’s breath caught as the Headmistress freed her equipment. Eleven thick inches sprang upward, already half-hard, the shaft veined and smooth, crowned by a broad head that glistened faintly. Below it hung a pair of weighty orbs, each larger than a ripe peach, shifting with every subtle movement of her hips. Miss Fairchild gave the heavy sac a gentle lift, as if presenting it for inspection.

Tom stared, transfixed. From his position on the floor the Headmistress loomed like a goddess of abundance, her prodigious pillows swaying as she stepped closer, her massive cock and pendulous plums inches from his face. He felt his own modest bulge strain uselessly in his trousers.

“Comparison,” Miss Fairchild continued, “is the foundation of learning.” She turned to Emily. “Miss Emily, if you would be so kind as to step forward.”

Emily obeyed at once, releasing her skirt so that it flipped back down, but only for a moment. She turned, bent slightly at the waist to present her rear to the room, and then slowly raised the hem again. The pale pink satin of her panties gleamed, stretched to transparency over the full, rounded cheeks and the unmistakable swell of her own enormous balls. The twin spheres dangled low, smooth and heavy, shifting as she widened her stance. Above them, her eleven-inch shaft lay thick along the crease of her thigh, the head already pushing free of the leg band.

Miss Fairchild reached out, cupping Emily’s sac with practiced ease. “Note the weight, gentlemen. Feel how full these are.” She guided Tom’s trembling hand beneath, letting him cradle one of the plump orbs. It overflowed his palm, warm and silky. Jack was similarly directed to Sophia, who had mirrored Emily’s pose, her white lace panties framing her own pendulous plums beautifully. Jack’s fingers barely spanned one sphere as it rested in his hand.

Sophia gave a soft moan as Miss Fairchild’s other hand traced the length of her shaft, coaxing it to full hardness. Ten rigid inches rose proudly, a bead of moisture gathering at the tip. “Observe the girth,” the Headmistress instructed. “A proper endowment should inspire awe, not mere adequacy.”

Tom swallowed audibly. He knew his own seven inches, respectable among ordinary men, looked almost boyish beside these three magnificent specimens. Jack’s thoughts ran parallel; his mechanic’s hands, rough from work, now trembled as they weighed Sophia’s balls, knowing his own equipment would never match such abundance.

Miss Fairchild stepped back, her own cock now fully erect, curving slightly upward. “Now, a practical demonstration of appreciation.” She gestured to the two small beds. “Miss Sophia, if you would bend over your desk. Miss Emily, the foot of the bed, please.”

Sophia moved eagerly, positioning herself over the narrow desk, skirt flipped up onto her back. Her lace panties were tugged aside just enough to expose her heavy sac fully, the orbs resting on the polished wood as she arched. Emily knelt on the bed on all fours, bottom raised, skirt similarly rucked up, pink satin framing her dangling plums and the thick shaft that bobbed beneath her.

The Headmistress addressed the boyfriends directly. “You will attend to your girlfriends first, as is proper. Then you will demonstrate the same devotion to me, so that we may assess technique.”

Tom rose on shaky legs and moved behind Emily. He ran his hands over the satin-covered rear, then gently pulled the panties down just enough to free her massive cock. It sprang downward, heavy and veined, balls swinging forward. He took her in both hands, stroking slowly, then leaned in to run his tongue along the underside, lapping at the smooth skin of her sac. Emily sighed with pleasure, pushing back slightly.

Beside them, Jack mirrored the actions with Sophia, his mouth stretching around the head of her shaft while his fingers massaged the weighty orbs that rested against his chin. Sophia’s hips rocked gently, her monumental mounds pressing into the desk top, brassiere straps slipping down her shoulders.

Miss Fairchild watched for several minutes, occasionally offering gentle correction. “Use both hands on the balls, Thomas. They deserve proper attention.” Or to Jack: “Take her deeper, John. A true devotee accommodates fully.”

When both shemales were breathing heavily, shafts glistening and balls drawn up tight, the Headmistress stepped forward. “Now, gentlemen, attend to your instructor.”

Tom and Jack turned almost in unison. Miss Fairchild stood with legs slightly apart, her tremendous treasures swaying as she breathed, her eleven-inch cock jutting proudly. The boys knelt again, side by side. Tom took the shaft in one hand while Jack cradled the heavy sac, each orb too large for one hand. They worked together, lips and tongues tracing every inch, tasting the faint salt of her skin.

Emily and Sophia watched, skirts still raised, stroking themselves slowly. Emily reached over to fondle Sophia’s balls, feeling their familiar heft, while Sophia tweaked Emily’s nipples through the angora sweater. The room filled with soft, wet sounds and quiet moans.

Miss Fairchild’s composure finally cracked. She placed a hand on each boyfriend’s head, guiding them with increasing urgency. “Very good… just there… yes…” Her hips began to thrust gently, her lavish lobes bouncing with each motion.

At last she pulled away, breathing deeply. “Excellent progress. But we must conclude with a final comparison.” She had Tom and Jack stand and lower their trousers. Their cocks, though respectably hard, looked almost delicate beside the three shemales’. Miss Fairchild wrapped a hand around each, stroking briefly. “Charming,” she said kindly, “but one can see why your girlfriends occasionally seek… fuller satisfaction.”

Emily and Sophia exchanged glances, then moved forward. Emily guided Tom to sit on the edge of the bed, straddled him, and slowly lowered herself onto his shaft, her own massive cock resting heavily against his stomach, balls pressing warm against his thighs. Sophia did the same with Jack on the desk chair, her weighty orbs settling onto his lap as she rode him gently.

Miss Fairchild watched, one hand idly stroking her own length, the other cupping her sac. “Remember, ladies,” she said at last, voice husky, “generosity is also a virtue. Perhaps next time we shall arrange for you to share your gifts more widely among the staff.”

The tutorial concluded only when the corridor outside had grown quiet and the clock chimed the end of visiting hours. Tom and Jack left flushed and dazed, trousers hastily refastened, while Emily and Sophia smoothed down their skirts, brassieres readjusted, lips curved in satisfied smiles. Miss Fairchild fastened her own enormous brassiere with practiced ease, buttoned her blouse, and stepped into her skirt.

“Same time next Saturday, perhaps,” she murmured, patting each girl’s bottom fondly as she left. “We have much more to cover.”




Chapter 4: The Charity Fashion Show

The grand assembly hall of St. Titania’s College buzzed with anticipation on the evening of the annual charity lingerie fashion show. Crystal chandeliers cast a warm glow over rows of velvet seats filled with local benefactors, proud alumni, and a carefully selected handful of boyfriends seated in the front row. Tom and Jack sat side by side, programmes clutched tightly in their laps, already shifting uncomfortably in their best suits. They had been warned that Emily and Sophia would be modelling, but nothing had prepared them for what was to come.

Backstage was a whirlwind of silk, lace, and perfume. Young ladies and shemales darted between clothing rails in various states of undress, enormous brassieres being fastened, garter clips snapped into place, bottoms patted encouragingly as the stage manager called out the running order. Emily stood before a full-length mirror adjusting the straps of a sheer ivory babydoll that floated over her curves like mist. Beneath it, her reinforced brassiere—cups vast enough to cradle her prodigious pillows—strained against the translucent fabric, the lace trim barely concealing stiff nipples. A matching thong did heroic work, stretched tight over her colossal shaft, the thick outline visible even when soft, while her weighty orbs created a pronounced swell that shifted with every breath.

Sophia was being laced into a crimson corset that nipped her waist dramatically and thrust her monumental mounds upward until they threatened to spill over the embroidered cups. Her short pleated skirt from earlier had been swapped for a tiny lace G-string that disappeared entirely between her cheeks, leaving the heavy sac beneath almost fully exposed, each plump sphere resting against her thighs. She bent forward to slip on scarlet heels, the movement causing her pendulous plums to swing forward enticingly, drawing appreciative coos from nearby models.

Miss Fairchild, resplendent in a black satin gown that hugged her own tremendous treasures, circulated among the girls offering final adjustments. She paused behind Emily, reaching around to plump the lavish lobes more evenly into their cups. “Perfect projection, dear,” she murmured, giving Emily’s bottom a firm pat. Then to Sophia: “Remember to pause at the end of the catwalk—let the audience appreciate the full sway of those magnificent assets below.”

The show began with simpler ensembles—silk chemises and satin robes that teased rather than revealed. But as the programme progressed, the outfits grew bolder. When Emily’s name was announced for the third segment, the lights dimmed to a sultry pink. She stepped onto the runway in a transparent black negligee worn over nothing but a garter belt and stockings. The negligee parted with every stride, offering clear views of her enormous brassiere, midnight lace overflowing with heaving hemispheres, and the tiny panties beneath. The fabric was so sheer that the full length of her thickening shaft was outlined, ten inches already stirring, while her enormous balls created a rhythmic bounce that drew gasps from the audience.

Tom gripped the armrest, watching his girlfriend parade past wealthy donors who leaned forward shamelessly. One elderly shemale benefactor in pearls openly adjusted her own skirt as Emily paused at the end of the catwalk, turning slowly so the negligee flared and revealed the heavy sac dangling low between stockinged thighs.

Sophia followed in the next segment, wearing a baby-blue teddy with strategic cut-outs that framed her voluptuous vaults perfectly. The crotch was little more than a ribbon, doing nothing to contain her impressive equipment. As she walked, her shaft thickened visibly, pushing the ribbon aside until the broad head peeked free, while her pendulous plums swayed like pendulums with each click of her heels. Jack swallowed hard, aware that every man and shemale in the front row could see exactly what he was privileged to enjoy in private—and how generously nature had endowed his girlfriend.

The finale was billed as “Moonlight Fantasy,” a collection of the sheerest nightwear imaginable. Emily and Sophia were the closing pair, emerging together in matching silver gossamer gowns that floated around them like cobwebs. Beneath, they wore only balconette brassieres that lifted their lavish lobes into dramatic cleavage and the tiniest silver thongs ever designed. The thongs were decorative at best; Emily’s eleven-inch cock had already risen to half-mast, the thick shaft pressing forward against the fabric, while her weighty orbs created a pronounced bulge that shifted hypnotically. Sophia’s situation was similar, her ten-inch length curving upward, the head fully exposed above the waistband, balls hanging heavy and smooth.

They moved down the catwalk in synchrony, pausing midway to turn back-to-back. The gowns parted completely, revealing rounded bottoms framed by garter straps and the full, dangling sacs beneath. The audience erupted in applause. Then disaster—or perhaps deliberate spectacle—struck.

As Emily reached the end of the runway and struck her final pose, one shoulder strap of her brassiere snapped under the strain. The cup fell away, freeing one prodigious pillow entirely; the heavy globe bounced once, twice, nipple stiff in the cool air. She made no attempt to cover herself, merely smiled serenely as the second strap gave way and both lavish lobes spilled free, swaying with magnificent weight. The crowd roared approval.

Sophia, not to be outdone, felt her thong give up the fight entirely. The delicate silver thread tore with an audible pop, and her fully erect shaft sprang forward, eleven inches of rigid girth bobbing proudly, balls swinging below like ripe fruit. She placed a hand on her hip, letting the ruined lingerie fall away, and blew a kiss to the front row.

Tom and Jack sat frozen, arousal and anxiety warring within them. Around them, programmes were used as makeshift fans, and several shemale donors openly stroked the bulges in their own evening gowns.

Backstage after the finale, congratulations flowed as freely as champagne. Miss Fairchild gathered the models for photographs, ensuring Emily and Sophia remained centre stage, brassieres still dangling open, shafts proudly on display. Wealthy donors were invited behind the curtain for “personal thanks.” A statuesque shemale alumna in diamonds approached Emily first, murmuring praise while her manicured hand traced the length of the exposed cock, then cupped the heavy sac beneath. “My husband is adequate, darling, but this… this is divine,” she whispered, sinking gracefully to her knees on the velvet chaise.

Sophia found herself cornered by two benefactresses, one a curvaceous woman whose tremendous treasures rivalled the students’, the other a shemale whose skirt already tented impressively. They took turns weighing Sophia’s pendulous plums, comparing them favourably to the shemale donor’s own respectable but smaller pair. “No wonder the boys look so nervous,” the woman laughed, guiding Sophia’s shaft between her lavish lobes for a slow, appreciative tit-fuck while the donor knelt to lavish attention on the balls below.

Emily was similarly occupied, bent over a costume rail by a silver-haired patron who hiked her own gown to reveal a nine-inch erection—impressive by ordinary standards, but dwarfed when Emily turned and presented her eleven-inch monster. The patron dropped to her knees willingly, mouth stretching wide, hands cradling orbs that overflowed her palms.

The celebrations continued late into the night. Eventually Tom and Jack were allowed backstage to collect their girlfriends. They found Emily and Sophia flushed and radiant, gowns discarded, brassieres refastened with safety pins, thongs abandoned entirely. Shafts still half-hard beneath gathered robes, balls shifting heavily as they walked.

In the college courtyard under moonlight, Emily pressed Tom against the stone wall, yanking up her robe to let him feel the warmth of her spent but still-impressive equipment. “Did you enjoy the show, love?” she teased, guiding his hand to her weighty sac. Sophia did the same with Jack nearby, both boyfriends murmuring awed assent while knowing every donor in the hall now coveted what they possessed—however inadequately they felt they measured up.

As they parted for the night, Miss Fairchild appeared at the doorway, a satisfied smile on her lips. “A triumphant evening, ladies. The charity has never raised so much—and I suspect certain patrons will be most generous with future endowments.” She patted each girl’s bottom fondly. “Rest well. Next month we begin planning the swimwear edition.”




Chapter 5: Parents’ Weekend and the Garden Party

The manicured lawns of St. Titania’s glittered under a perfect June sun for the annual Parents’ Weekend garden party. White marquees billowed gently in the breeze, long tables groaned beneath silver trays of scones, cucumber sandwiches, and towering strawberry gateaux, and a string quartet played light waltzes beneath the rose arbor. Guests strolled in their summer finery: mothers who had once walked these same paths now returned in elegant sundresses that clung to still-impressive curves, fathers in linen suits, and current students acting as gracious hosts in the briefest smart-casual outfits the dress code would allow.

Emily and Sophia had been assigned to circulate with silver trays of champagne flutes and delicate canapés. Emily wore a lemon-yellow sundress with a fitted bodice that strained valiantly across her prodigious pillows. The skirt was scandalously short, hem fluttering mid-thigh so that every step threatened to reveal the lace tops of her stockings and the pale satin panties stretched tight over her weighty orbs. Her enormous brassiere—ivory lace with wide straps—was clearly visible through the thin fabric, cups overflowing with lavish lobes that bounced softly as she moved.

Sophia had chosen a mint-green halter-neck dress that left her shoulders bare and tied in a bow at the nape of her neck. The neckline plunged daringly between her monumental mounds, while the flippy skirt swirled around her hips, riding up with every breeze to expose the full curve of her rear and the unmistakable swell of her pendulous plums pressing against silk knickers. Both girls wore wide-brimmed straw hats tilted at jaunty angles, completing the picture of youthful summer perfection.

Tom and Jack hovered near the refreshment tent, invited as official plus-ones but feeling distinctly out of place among the polished guests. Tom kept his eyes fixed on Emily as she glided between groups, offering champagne with a bright smile. Each time she bent to place an empty glass on a low table, her skirt lifted just enough to reveal the heavy sac shifting between her thighs, smooth orbs outlined perfectly against the satin. Jack fared little better, watching Sophia reach up to pin a fallen rose back onto the arbor; the motion caused her dress to ride high, exposing the thick base of her shaft nestled above those plump spheres.

Many of the mothers were former students themselves, and their figures had ripened rather than diminished with time. A statuesque blonde in a floral wrap dress—clearly a shemale by the prominent bulge beneath the silk—paused to chat with Sophia. “My dear, you remind me of myself at your age,” she said warmly, patting Sophia’s bottom in the casual way of old girls. “Though I suspect you have me beaten downstairs.” Her eyes flicked meaningfully to the outline pressing against Sophia’s skirt. Sophia blushed but laughed, bending to refill the woman’s glass and deliberately letting the skirt flip higher, offering a clear view of her dangling plums.

Nearby, Emily served a group of three alumnae near the rose arbor. All three were shemales in their forties, sundresses clinging to voluptuous vaults and discreet but unmistakable packages. One, a curvaceous redhead with tremendous treasures barely contained by a turquoise halter, leaned close. “We watched the fashion show programme, darling,” she murmured. “Quite the revelation. My husband is sweet, but after seeing photographs of you and your friend on stage…” She let the sentence trail, her hand drifting to adjust her own skirt where a respectable eight inches stirred.

Emily smiled demurely and suggested they might enjoy the shade of the arbor. The three women exchanged glances and followed willingly as she led them behind a thick curtain of climbing roses. Tom watched from across the lawn, heart thudding, as his girlfriend disappeared from view with the admiring group.

Behind the roses, the redhead wasted no time. “May we?” she asked, fingers already at the hem of Emily’s sundress. Emily nodded, lifting the skirt herself to reveal satin panties distended dramatically. With a shared sigh of appreciation, the women tugged the panties down just enough to free her equipment. Eleven inches of thick shaft sprang upward, already half-hard, while her enormous balls hung low and full, shifting as she widened her stance. The brunette knelt first, cupping the heavy sac reverently, marvelling at the weight in her palms. “Good heavens, these are magnificent,” she whispered, leaning in to run her tongue along the smooth skin.

The redhead took Emily’s shaft between her lavish lobes, still cradled in the turquoise dress, sliding the length slowly through warm cleavage. The third woman, a raven-haired beauty, stood behind Emily, pressing close so that her own nine-inch erection nestled between Emily’s cheeks through their dresses, hands reaching around to fondle the bouncing pillows above.

Minutes later, Sophia was drawn into the same secluded spot by two different alumnae—one a voluptuous woman whose sundress barely contained her own tremendous treasures, the other a shemale whose skirt tented impressively. They cooed over Sophia’s figure, patting her bottom and adjusting her halter straps until the bow came loose and her monumental mounds spilled forward. Sophia laughed and hiked her own skirt, freeing her ten-inch cock and those pendulous plums that drew gasps of delight. The woman dropped to her knees to worship the heavy orbs, while the shemale stroked Sophia’s shaft in tandem with her own, comparing girth and length with admiring comments.

From the lawn, Tom and Jack could only watch the rose arbor tremble occasionally and hear muffled sighs carried on the breeze. Other guests seemed to notice nothing amiss; such discreet appreciations were part of the college’s charm during Parents’ Weekend.

Miss Fairchild circulated with parental pride, her own sundress a deep navy that hugged her curves and hinted at the eleven-inch secret beneath. She paused beside Tom and Jack, noting their anxious expressions. “Your girlfriends are being wonderful ambassadors,” she said smoothly, patting each boy’s shoulder. “St. Titania’s alumnae are most generous donors when properly… inspired.”

Eventually the girls re-emerged, cheeks flushed, brassieres hastily readjusted, skirts smoothed down. Emily’s lipstick was slightly smudged, and a faint sheen of moisture glistened on Sophia’s thighs, but both carried their trays with renewed poise. They rejoined their boyfriends near the marquee, pressing close for brief, reassuring moments.

Emily leaned into Tom, letting him feel the lingering warmth of her equipment through the thin dress. “Did you miss me?” she whispered, guiding his hand discreetly to the heavy bulge at her front. Sophia did the same with Jack, her pendulous plums shifting against his palm as she promised a full recounting later.

The afternoon wound down with photographs beneath the great oak tree—parents beaming beside daughters, alumnae clustering around current stars like Emily and Sophia. Hands wandered freely for bottom-pats and congratulatory squeezes, skirts flipped in the breeze, and champagne flowed until the sun dipped low.

As guests departed in chauffeured cars, Miss Fairchild gathered the serving girls for a final word. “You’ve all done splendidly,” she said, her gaze lingering on Emily and Sophia. “The donation pledges this year are quite unprecedented.” She patted each girl’s rear fondly. “Next year, perhaps we’ll arrange private tours of the dormitory for our most generous supporters.”

Tom and Jack walked their girlfriends back to the college gates as dusk settled. Both lads were quiet, minds replaying glimpses of the arbor and the knowledge of what had occurred behind the roses. Emily and Sophia, radiant and relaxed, linked arms with them, skirts swishing, promising that the evening’s adventures were only the beginning of a very long, very warm summer.




Chapter 6: The End-of-Term Drama Production

The auditorium of St. Titania’s hummed with anticipation as the college theatre society prepared for its end-of-term production: a cheeky adaptation of a classic British bedroom farce titled Oh, What a Lovely Wardrobe!. The script was packed with slamming doors, mistaken identities, and enough wardrobe malfunctions to keep the costume mistress in a perpetual state of delighted panic. Emily had been cast as Rosie, the saucy housekeeper whose uniform seemed designed to come apart at the seams, while Sophia played Lady Clarissa, the glamorous visiting cousin whose elegant gowns concealed secrets as impressive as her cleavage.

Rehearsals had been running nightly for three weeks under the enthusiastic direction of Miss Drummond, the statuesque PE mistress whose own legendary twelve-inch endowment was the subject of breathless dormitory gossip. She strode about the stage in a tight pencil skirt and blouse that showcased her tremendous treasures, barking orders while offering hands-on corrections that frequently involved patting bottoms, adjusting stances, and pressing close behind the girls to demonstrate “proper comic timing.”

Emily’s housekeeper costume was a classic French maid outfit shortened to scandalous proportions: a tiny black dress with white lace trim, the skirt so flippy that it barely covered her rear, and a built-in apron that did nothing to hide the bulge at the front. Beneath, her enormous brassiere—black satin with white frills—strained to contain her prodigious pillows, the cups overflowing so generously that the lace neckline gaped with every breath. White lace panties stretched tight over her colossal shaft and those weighty orbs that shifted constantly as she practised her lines.

Sophia’s wardrobe as Lady Clarissa was an escalating series of slinky evening gowns, each more revealing than the last. The first act gown was emerald silk that clung to her monumental mounds like a second skin, the deep V-neck plunging almost to her navel. A high side slit reached mid-thigh, flashing garter straps and the occasional glimpse of satin knickers distended by her thickening equipment. Later changes included a backless scarlet number and a gold lamé dress with a neckline held together by a single precarious bow.

Rehearsals were a daily festival of exposure. The blocking required endless physical comedy: Emily bending low to “dust” a sideboard, skirt flipping up entirely to reveal her heavy sac dangling between lace stockings; Sophia dashing through a door only for her gown to snag, ripping the slit higher and exposing the full outline of her ten-inch shaft pressing against silk. Quick changes behind a flimsy screen on stage meant the entire cast caught repeated views of brassieres being unhooked, lavish lobes spilling free, and panties tugged down to free impressive packages for hurried adjustments.

Miss Drummond was never far away. “Rosie, darling, when you drop the tray, really commit to the bend,” she instructed Emily one evening, stepping behind her and placing hands on hips to guide the motion. The director’s own skirt rode up as she demonstrated, revealing the unmistakable swell of her twelve-inch monster and pendulous plums beneath. Emily obeyed, skirt flipping high to expose her enormous balls resting heavily against her thighs. Miss Drummond gave an approving pat to the exposed rear. “Perfect. The audience will adore it.”

Sophia’s chase scenes were equally revealing. Running across the stage in the gold lamé gown, the fabric clung wetly after a staged “champagne spill,” outlining every vein of her shaft as it hardened from the friction. The precarious bow at her neck came undone twice during dress rehearsal, allowing her voluptuous vaults to bounce free entirely until retrieved with mock embarrassment.

Opening night arrived with the auditorium packed: staff in the front rows, local dignitaries, alumnae who had returned especially, and a select group of boyfriends including Tom and Jack, programmes clutched nervously in the third row.

The curtain rose to thunderous applause. Emily’s first entrance as Rosie drew immediate laughter: she tottered in on feather-duster heels, bending instantly to “polish” a low table. The flippy skirt rose obediently, revealing white lace panties stretched to transparency over her thick shaft and the heavy orbs that swung forward with the motion. A perfectly timed gust from the stage fan lifted the skirt higher still, earning cheers.

Sophia’s entrance as Lady Clarissa was no less spectacular. She swept in wearing the emerald gown, pausing centre stage to adjust a glove. The movement caused the side slit to part completely, exposing satin knickers taut over her semi-erect cock and those plump spheres below. The audience murmured appreciatively.

The farce unfolded with escalating chaos. Doors slammed, characters hid in wardrobes, and costumes suffered strategic disasters. Emily’s apron strings “accidentally” untied mid-scene, the entire maid dress falling forward to leave her brassiere-clad lavish lobes on full display while she scrambled to cover them—only for the skirt to flip up again from behind. Sophia’s scarlet gown lost a shoulder strap during a passionate embrace with the leading man (a visiting sixth-form lad whose trousers tented modestly in comparison), allowing one monumental mound to spill free entirely.

The climax came during the second act’s bedroom scene. Emily and Sophia ended up tangled together on a chaise longue in a mistaken-identity embrace. Sophia’s gold lamé dress, already strained, split cleanly down the side seam with a dramatic rip. The fabric parted to reveal her entirely from shoulder to thigh: brassiere cups overflowing, shaft fully erect at eleven inches, balls hanging low and heavy. Emily’s maid skirt had long since flipped permanently upward, her own eleven-inch monster bobbing free, sac resting warm against Sophia’s thigh.

The audience erupted. Miss Drummond, watching from the wings, allowed the “malfunction” to linger several delicious seconds before calling for the curtain to fall on the act—only for it to jam halfway, prolonging the view.

Backstage between acts, the atmosphere was electric. Quick changes became even quicker frolics. In the cramped wings, Emily bent over a prop trunk to retrieve a fallen garter, skirt riding high as two senior shemales took turns patting her exposed rear and fondling the dangling plums. Sophia, still in the torn gold gown, was pressed against a flat by Miss Drummond herself. The director hiked her own skirt to free her legendary twelve inches, guiding Sophia’s hand to compare girth while kissing her deeply.

Emily found a quiet corner with a stagehand shemale whose respectable nine-inch erection looked almost dainty beside her own. She yanked up what remained of her maid skirt and let the girl worship her superior equipment on her knees, mouth stretching wide around the thick head while hands cradled orbs too large for one grasp.

The final curtain brought a standing ovation. Emily and Sophia took their bows together, costumes barely reassembled: brassieres askew, skirts flipped and torn, shafts still half-hard beneath ruined fabric. Miss Drummond joined them centre stage, her own blouse unbuttoned far enough to reveal lace cups straining over her tremendous treasures. She announced that the production had raised a record sum for the college hardship fund—thanks, she added with a wink, to certain “generous visual donations.”

Tom and Jack waited in the foyer afterward, bouquets in hand. When Emily and Sophia finally emerged—gowns swapped for simple wrap dresses that did little to conceal lingering bulges—they were flushed and radiant. Emily pressed close to Tom, letting him feel the warmth of her spent but impressive package through the thin fabric. Sophia did the same with Jack, whispering promises of a private encore.

As the auditorium emptied, Miss Drummond caught the girls at the stage door. “Brilliant work, darlings,” she said, patting each bottom fondly. “Next term we’re tackling The Importance of Being Earnest—I have ideas for the handbag scene that will make tonight look positively restrained.”

Emily and Sophia exchanged delighted glances. The end-of-term production had been a triumph, and the long summer holidays suddenly seemed full of theatrical promise.




Chapter 7: Holiday Job at an Exclusive Coastal Resort

The Cornish sun blazed down on the Azure Cove Resort, an adults-only haven tucked along a private stretch of golden sand where the wealthy came to unwind without prying eyes. The establishment catered almost exclusively to affluent shemales and their partners, drawn by the promise of discretion, luxury, and staff renowned for their attentive service. Emily and Sophia, eager for summer pocket money and the thrill of new admirers, had accepted seasonal positions as cocktail waitresses. The uniform alone had sealed the deal.

The outfit was scandalously minimal: a fitted black waistcoat with only three buttons, designed to be worn over an enormous brassiere that provided the only real coverage for their prodigious pillows. The waistcoat gaped dramatically between buttons, offering generous views of lace-trimmed cups overflowing with lavish lobes. Below, a frilly micro-skirt in matching black barely skimmed the curve of their rears, the pleated hem flipping up with every breeze to reveal satin panties chosen deliberately for their inability to contain exceptional equipment. Sheer black stockings and towering heels completed the look, ensuring that every step caused monumental mounds to bounce and heavy packages to shift enticingly.

On their first shift, Emily balanced a silver tray of margaritas as she glided across the pool terrace. Her waistcoat strained valiantly across her heaving hemispheres, the middle button already threatening rebellion. Each time she bent to place a drink on a low table, the micro-skirt flipped upward, exposing pale pink satin panties stretched tight over her thick shaft and those weighty orbs that dangled low between her thighs. A lounging guest—a statuesque shemale in a white bikini, her own impressive ten inches outlined against the fabric—watched appreciatively and reached out to pat Emily’s bottom as she straightened.

Sophia followed with a tray of martinis, her crimson brassiere visible through the open waistcoat, cups barely containing her voluptuous vaults. Her micro-skirt was even shorter; when she leaned forward to serve a couple beneath a cabana, the pleats lifted entirely, treating them to the full sight of her royal-blue panties distended by eleven inches of coiled girth and the pendulous plums resting heavily below. The husband, a handsome but modestly endowed man, stared openly while his shemale wife smiled and gave Sophia’s rear an encouraging squeeze.

The clientele wasted no time requesting private service. By mid-afternoon, Emily was summoned to a secluded beach villa occupied by two alumnae from St. Titania’s Parents’ Weekend—elegant shemales in their forties who had recognised her instantly. They lounged on a shaded daybed in sheer kaftans, tremendous treasures spilling over tiny bikini tops. “Darling, bring the champagne inside,” one purred, patting the cushion between them.

Emily obeyed, hips swaying as the micro-skirt flipped with each step. Once inside the air-conditioned suite, the women wasted no time. The redhead unbuttoned Emily’s waistcoat entirely, freeing the pink brassiere so that her lavish lobes bounced free. The brunette tugged the satin panties down just enough to release Emily’s colossal shaft, already thickening in the cool air, balls swinging forward like ripe fruit. They took turns weighing the heavy sac in manicured hands, cooing over the size before guiding Emily to kneel between them. Soon her mouth stretched around one nine-inch erection while the other woman lavished attention on her pendulous plums, comparing them favourably to her husband’s modest pair waiting outside.

Sophia’s private deliveries were equally popular. A silver-haired benefactor in a private cabana requested a bottle of rosé “served personally.” Sophia arrived to find the woman alone, her husband dispatched on a fabricated errand. The micro-skirt flipped as Sophia bent to pour, exposing blue satin taut over her equipment. The woman reached out, tracing the outline of the thickening shaft before yanking the panties aside entirely. Eleven inches sprang free, balls dangling low and full. Sophia was guided onto the daybed, skirt rucked up around her waist, while the woman worshipped her superior package with hands and mouth, lamenting aloud how her own partner’s respectable eight inches felt inadequate after the college shows.

By evening, the resort’s beach bar hosted a sunset cocktail party. Emily and Sophia circulated among the crowd, trays held high so that waistcoats gaped and brassieres strained. Every bend to retrieve a dropped napkin or adjust a lounger sent skirts flipping, revealing heavy sacs swaying between stockinged thighs. Guests took full advantage of the attentive service—hands wandering to pat bottoms, fingers brushing outlined shafts, whispered requests for “extra ice” that meant private attention in shadowed corners.

Tom and Jack arrived on their first shared day off, driving down from town in Jack’s battered van. They found seats at the beach bar just as Emily emerged from a cabana, waistcoat rebuttoned crookedly, lipstick slightly smudged, micro-skirt failing to conceal the lingering swell of her spent but impressive equipment. Sophia followed minutes later from a different villa, brassiere straps slipping down her shoulders, a satisfied glow on her cheeks.

The boys watched as their girlfriends resumed duties, trays balanced expertly despite frequent stops for admiring caresses. A group of three shemale guests called Emily over, one openly adjusting her own bikini bottom where ten inches stirred. Emily bent low to hear their order, skirt lifting to expose her weighty orbs entirely. Tom felt his modest bulge stir uselessly in his shorts, knowing his seven inches would look boyish beside whatever attention she received later.

Jack fared little better as Sophia served a table of two couples. One wife—a curvaceous woman with tremendous treasures barely contained by a sarong—guided Sophia’s hand beneath the table to feel her shemale partner’s erection. “Nice, but nothing compared to what you’re packing, darling,” she murmured loudly enough for Jack to hear. Sophia giggled and deliberately turned, letting the micro-skirt flip as she walked away, heavy plums shifting visibly.

As dusk fell, the resort manager—a striking shemale with monumental mounds and a rumored twelve-inch secret—gathered the waitresses for a brief meeting. Tips had been exceptional, she purred, patting each girl’s bottom fondly. “Keep up the personal touch, ladies. Our guests are most generous when properly… satisfied.”

Later, in the staff changing room, Emily and Sophia compared the day’s earnings—bundles of notes tucked into brassiere cups and panties. They showered quickly, micro-skirts discarded, brassieres unhooked so that lavish lobes bounced free, shafts and balls still warm from attention. Tom and Jack waited outside, leaning against the van.

When the girls emerged in simple sundresses—still short enough to flip teasingly—they pressed close to their boyfriends. Emily guided Tom’s hand beneath her hem to feel the lingering heft of her sac. Sophia did the same with Jack, whispering promises of a private demonstration later.

The Cornish summer stretched ahead, full of sun-drenched shifts, private cabanas, and generous tips. Emily and Sophia had never earned so handsomely—or enjoyed work quite so thoroughly.




Chapter 8: Homecoming

September arrived with a crisp edge to the morning air, signalling the end of summer and the return to St. Titania’s. The Azure Cove Resort had closed its gates for the season, and Emily and Sophia boarded the train north with sun-kissed skin, suitcases bulging with new lingerie, and pockets heavy with tips. Their time in Cornwall had been a whirlwind of sun-drenched shifts, private cabanas, and generous admirers, but as the coastline faded behind them, both girls felt a quiet tug toward home—and toward Tom and Jack.

The boys had spent the summer working double shifts to save for a flat together, a modest two-bedroom place just outside town where they could host their girlfriends properly. They met the train at the station, bouquets of late-summer roses in hand, looking tanned and strong from manual labour but unmistakably nervous. Emily stepped off first, her short travel dress flipping in the platform breeze to reveal the familiar swell of satin panties stretched over her weighty orbs. She launched herself into Tom’s arms, pressing her lavish lobes against his chest and letting him feel the heavy package nestled warmly between them.

Sophia followed, sundress clinging to her monumental mounds, micro-skirt long discarded but the memory of it still making Jack blush. She kissed him deeply, one hand sliding down to pat his bottom possessively. “Missed you,” she whispered, and meant it.

The first week back at college passed in a blur of new timetables, fresh uniforms, and dormitory gossip about summer exploits. Yet every evening Emily and Sophia slipped away to the boys’ new flat, where dinner was cooked, records played, and the four of them rediscovered the simple pleasure of being together.

One Friday night in early October, after a particularly triumphant hockey victory, the girls arrived at the flat flushed with triumph and champagne stolen from the staff room. Tom and Jack had prepared a candlelit supper—nothing fancy, just steak and chips—but the table was set with care. Emily wore her favourite tight sweater and pleated skirt, brassiere straps visible beneath the wool, skirt short enough to reveal the constant shift of her pendulous plums as she moved. Sophia had chosen a silk blouse unbuttoned low enough to display acres of cleavage and a pencil skirt that hugged her hips, the outline of her thick shaft pressing forward unmistakably.

Dinner dissolved into laughter and wine. Eventually they migrated to the living room, records spinning softly, candles flickering. Emily pulled Tom onto the sofa beside her, fingers tracing lazy circles on his thigh. Sophia mirrored her with Jack, hand drifting to squeeze his rear. The air grew thick with affection and desire.

Emily stood first, taking Tom’s hand. “We have a surprise for you both,” she said, voice husky. Sophia nodded, eyes sparkling. They led the boys to the bedroom—the larger one they had quietly designated as shared—and closed the door.

Tom and Jack exchanged glances, hearts pounding. They had spent the summer hearing whispered tales of cabanas and villas, feeling the quiet ache of distance. Now their girlfriends stood before them, radiant and certain.

Emily gently undressed Tom, kissing each newly revealed inch of skin. Sophia did the same with Jack, blouse slipping from her shoulders to reveal the crimson brassiere overflowing with voluptuous vaults. Skirts were unzipped and allowed to pool on the floor, satin panties tugged down just enough to free impressive shafts already rising to full hardness—eleven inches each, thick and veined, crowned by broad heads glistening with anticipation. Heavy balls hung low and full, swaying as the girls moved.

The boys were guided to the bed, positioned side by side on all fours, trousers and pants lowered to their knees. Tom looked over at Jack, saw the same nervous excitement mirrored in his friend’s eyes, and smiled. There was no place they would rather be.

Emily moved behind Tom first, running warm hands over his back and bottom, spreading him gently. She slicked her colossal cock with lubricant, the shaft bobbing heavily as she positioned herself. Sophia mirrored her behind Jack, fingers teasing before aligning her own rigid length.

They entered slowly, lovingly—inch by thick inch—until both boys were filled completely, gasping at the stretch and the warmth. Emily’s weighty orbs rested against Tom’s thighs as she began to move, hips rolling in a steady rhythm, her lavish lobes bouncing softly against his back with each thrust. Sophia matched her pace with Jack, one hand reaching beneath to stroke his modest but eager erection while her pendulous plums slapped gently against his skin.

The room filled with soft moans and murmured endearments. Emily leaned forward to kiss Tom’s shoulder. “You’re perfect,” she whispered. “Exactly where you belong.” Sophia echoed the sentiment to Jack, fingers threading through his hair as she drove deeper.

Tom and Jack reached for each other’s hands across the bed, gripping tightly as pleasure built. There was no jealousy tonight—only the profound happiness of being wanted, chosen, loved exactly as they were. When release came, it crashed over all four of them in waves: the boys first, spilling onto the sheets with cries of bliss, followed by Emily and Sophia thrusting deep one final time, filling their boyfriends with warmth as their enormous balls drew up and pulsed.

Afterward they collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, Emily and Sophia still half-inside, arms wrapped protectively around Tom and Jack. Brassieres were unhooked at last, monumental mounds pressed soft and warm against the boys’ backs. Shafts softened slowly but remained nestled close, heavy sacs resting possessively.

In the quiet that followed, Emily kissed Tom’s neck. “We had the most incredible summer,” she said softly, “but coming home to you—to this—is better than any resort.”

Sophia nodded against Jack’s shoulder. “We don’t need cabanas or admirers. We just need you two.”

Tom turned his head to meet Emily’s lips. “And we need you,” he answered for both of them. “Always.”

Outside, autumn leaves rustled against the window. Inside, the four of them drifted toward sleep, entwined and content. Whatever adventures the new term might bring—fashion shows, drama productions, or generous alumnae—Emily and Sophia knew where their hearts truly lay. And Tom and Jack, sated and secure, knew they were exactly where they belonged: loved, desired, and happily, irrevocably claimed by the two most magnificent shemales in the world.

Novella Two




Chapter One: Fresh Faces at St. Titania’s

The grand gates of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies swung open on a crisp September morning, admitting a stream of elegant young women whose figures turned the heads of every passer-by on the leafy London avenue. Among the new arrivals were two shemales whose beauty and proportions outshone even the usual extravagance of the college: Amelia Hartley and Beatrice Langford, both eighteen and nineteen respectively, and already the firmest of friends from their shared finishing school in Surrey.

Amelia, the younger at eighteen, stood five feet eight inches tall, with cascading auburn curls and emerald eyes that sparkled with mischief. Her bosom was a breathtaking spectacle, swelling to J-cup magnificence and beyond, twin peaks that rose proudly beneath whatever garment she wore. Beatrice, nineteen and an inch shorter, possessed raven hair cut in a sleek bob, sapphire eyes, and an equally stupendous chest that ballooned outward in lavish abundance. Both moved with effortless feminine grace, hips swaying beneath skirts chosen to accentuate rather than conceal their extraordinary endowments below.

They stepped from their shared taxi together, Amelia in a pleated navy skirt that flipped playfully around her thighs with every breeze, and Beatrice in a tight charcoal pencil skirt that clung to her curves like a lover’s hands. Beneath Amelia’s skirt, satin panties stretched valiantly over her ten-inch shaft and the heavy, pendulous balls that accompanied it, the weight of her scrotum creating a subtle sway as she walked. Beatrice’s thong fared little better, barely containing her eleven-inch length and the pair of plump, low-hanging orbs that shifted enticingly with each step.

As they wrestled their trunks from the boot, Beatrice bent forward to grip one handle. Her pencil skirt rode upward, revealing the lacy tops of her stockings and the unmistakable bulge of her substantial sack pressing against the thin fabric of her underwear. A cheerful porter in college livery gave her bottom an appreciative pat. “Allow me, miss. Heavy, are they?” Beatrice straightened with a laugh, her enormous swells bouncing within the confines of her crisp white blouse and the reinforced balconette bra that hoisted them aloft. “We manage, thank you.”

Amelia followed suit, leaning over her own trunk. Her shorter flippy skirt betrayed her instantly, flipping up to expose the smooth curve of her rear and the impressive hang of her full scrotum, the silk of her panties outlining every detail. Another passing gardener offered a friendly pat and a wink, which Amelia accepted with a shy smile.

Inside the grand foyer, the air hummed with feminine chatter. Every student was a vision: blouses strained over lavish bosoms, tight sweaters molded to overflowing contours, skirts short or tight enough to promise frequent glimpses of lace and garter. Here a blonde bent to adjust her heel, her prodigious mounds threatening to escape her low-cut top. There a brunette shemale reached for a high shelf, her skirt hiking to reveal panties taut over a respectable bulge.

Miss Harrington, the headmistress, greeted the newcomers personally. A strikingly attractive woman in her early forties, she wore a severe black dress that plunged daringly between her own monumental crests. “Welcome to St. Titania’s, ladies,” she purred. “Here we celebrate femininity in all its glorious forms. Skirts and dresses are mandatory, of course—trousers simply won’t do when one is so generously equipped.” Her gaze lingered appreciatively on the subtle outlines beneath the girls’ skirts.

Amelia and Beatrice were assigned neighbouring rooms in the east wing. As they unpacked, Beatrice peeled off her blouse, revealing a bra of intricate lace and heavy-duty satin engineered to support her tremendous bounty. “These things weigh a ton by evening,” she sighed cheerfully, shimmying out of her skirt. Her eleven-inch cock sprang free, thick and veined, flanked by balls so large and heavy they rested against her thighs. Amelia, less bold but equally unashamed in private, followed suit. Her ten-inch member uncoiled, her scrotum dangling low and full, the skin smooth and taut.

A knock announced Charlotte, a honey-blonde shemale from the room opposite, her own K-cup swells proudly displayed in a clinging pink sweater. Her short flippy skirt danced as she entered. “Hullo! Thought I’d introduce myself.” Her eyes widened at the sight of her new neighbours’ exposed endowments. “Good heavens, you two are hung like champions. My boyfriend’s a decent lad—seven inches on a good day, balls like quail eggs—but he’d faint dead away seeing those monsters.”

Beatrice chuckled, giving her shaft a lazy stroke as it thickened. “Size isn’t everything, Charlotte darling… though it certainly helps with confidence.” Charlotte reached out to pat Amelia’s pert bottom in greeting, then sighed. “Honestly, after glimpsing bulges like yours under those skirts, I do wonder if poor Tom measures up. Sweet as he is, he’s only a garage mechanic, and I’m surrounded by temptation here.”

Orientation assembly filled the oak-panelled hall with the rustle of skirts and the faint creak of overtaxed brassieres. Miss Evers, the young literature tutor with flame-red hair and voluptuous summits that strained her silk blouse, addressed them from the stage. As she leaned to adjust her notes, her tight skirt rode upward, offering the front row a generous view of lace panties stretched over what many suspected was a hidden shemale surprise.

“Ladies,” Miss Evers began, voice warm and melodic, “St. Titania’s teaches poise, charm, and the art of presenting one’s assets to best advantage—whether those assets are above the waist or below.” Gentle laughter rippled through the hall as skirts shifted and enormous undergarments adjusted to the movement.

Amelia and Beatrice sat side by side, occasionally exchanging glances. Amelia’s thoughts drifted briefly to her boyfriend Jack, a plumber from Camden with a respectable six-and-a-half inches that felt woefully modest whenever he caught sight of her ten-inch pride. Jack lived in quiet terror that her new college life would expose her to richer, better-hung suitors—or simply to shemales whose packages dwarfed his own. Beatrice’s beau Harry, a factory lad with seven inches and average balls, harboured the same fear, especially after she’d teasingly described some of the endowments she’d glimpsed at finishing school.

After assembly, the courtyard buzzed with croquet and conversation. Skirts flipped with every swing of the mallet, revealing garters, lace, and the occasional heavy sway of a substantial scrotum. Evelyn, a brunette shemale, bent low for a shot, her skirt rising to showcase the full, rounded weight of her balls beneath brief panties. “Whoops,” she giggled as a groundsman offered the customary encouraging pat.

Beatrice joined the game, her own flippy skirt betraying the impressive hang of her orbs with each enthusiastic swing. Amelia watched from a bench, blouse buttons straining heroically over her prodigious domes, when Charlotte tugged her behind a tall yew hedge.

“Quick one before supper?” Charlotte whispered, already hiking her skirt to reveal her stiffening eight-inch cock. Amelia’s pulse quickened. She yanked her own skirt upward, freeing her ten-inch length and the heavy balls that swung below. Charlotte sank to her knees, taking Amelia deep into her mouth with practiced enthusiasm, hands cupping and gently massaging the weighty sac. Amelia moaned softly, hips rocking, her vast swells heaving with each breath.

Miles away in his cramped flat, Jack stared at his phone, imagining Amelia surrounded by posh beauties whose boyfriends—or girlfriends—might outclass him in every department. His own cock, perfectly adequate among ordinary men, seemed laughable beside hers. The thought of her discovering a shemale with an even larger endowment, or simply tiring of his working-class roots, kept him awake most nights.

Back on campus, Beatrice found herself assisting Miss Harrington in the library. The headmistress bent to retrieve a fallen book, dress tightening over her ample rear. Beatrice offered a polite pat and took the volume herself. Harrington straightened, her monumental crests brushing Beatrice’s arm. “Thank you, Miss Langford. Such initiative.” Her eyes dropped meaningfully to Beatrice’s skirt. “And such impressive… initiative below as well, I suspect.”

Beatrice grinned, stepping into a shadowed alcove and lifting her skirt. Her eleven-inch shaft stood proud, balls dangling like ripe fruit. Harrington’s manicured hand encircled it, stroking slowly. “My own gentleman is devoted but modest—barely eight inches and scarcely half your girth. One does miss a proper challenge.” She guided Beatrice deeper into the stacks, where skirt met floor and Beatrice’s length plunged eagerly into welcoming warmth, heavy balls slapping rhythmically against soft flesh.

As dusk settled over the college, Amelia and Beatrice met again on the dormitory stairs, cheeks flushed and skirts hastily smoothed. They exchanged knowing smiles, already sensing that St. Titania’s would offer far more education than any syllabus promised.




Chapter Two: Lessons in Poise

The first full week at St. Titania’s unfolded like a carefully choreographed ballet of silk, satin, and barely contained desire. Mornings began with the soft chime of the dormitory bell, followed by the rustle of girls slipping into their uniforms: crisp white blouses that strained heroically over mountainous bosoms, navy pleated skirts cut scandalously short, and the ever-present whisper of stockings sliding up smooth thighs. For the shemales among them, the challenge was greater—finding undergarments sturdy enough to corral both their lavish chests and their prodigious male endowments without betraying every twitch or swell.

Amelia stood before the full-length mirror in her room, adjusting the wide straps of her new brassiere. The garment was a marvel of engineering: heavy-duty satin cups edged in delicate lace, wide underwires that dug reassuringly into her ribs, and four rows of hooks at the back to contain the J-cup splendour that threatened to overflow even this formidable contraption. She smoothed her hands over the taut fabric, feeling the weight settle, then stepped into matching high-cut panties of glossy black silk. Her ten-inch shaft, already half-awake from the morning chill, nestled thickly against her left thigh while her heavy balls hung low, stretching the material into a pronounced pouch that no amount of tucking could fully disguise.

Beatrice, next door, was already dressed—or as dressed as the college rules allowed. Her charcoal skirt hugged her hips like paint, the hem stopping a daring three inches above mid-thigh. Beneath it, a sheer thong of midnight blue did heroic battle with her eleven-inch length and the pair of plump, pendulous orbs that swung with every movement. She tugged the waistband upward, only for the silk to snap back and outline the thick ridge of her cock and the unmistakable rounded weight below. “Honestly,” she muttered with a grin, “these things have a mind of their own.”

Breakfast in the refectory was a spectacle. Long oak tables groaned under silver chafing dishes while girls moved in graceful waves, skirts flipping with every turn, blouses gaping at strategic moments. Amelia slid onto a bench beside Charlotte, who wore a cream cable-knit sweater so tight it looked painted on, outlining every curve of her K-cup bounty. As Charlotte reached for the marmalade, her sweater rode up to expose the lacy band of her bra, while her short flippy skirt betrayed the bulge of her own eight-inch member stirring beneath pale pink knickers.

“Morning, you two,” Charlotte said, eyes flicking appreciatively downward. “Still marvelling at how you manage those monsters under such tiny skirts. My Tom would turn green if he saw the outline of yours, Amelia. His is perfectly nice—six-and-a-half, maybe seven on a good day—but those balls of yours alone look heavier than his entire package.”

Amelia blushed but couldn’t suppress a smile. “Jack’s the same. Sweet lad, works hard, but he gets so quiet whenever I undress. I think he’s convinced I’ll trade him in for someone… grander.”

Beatrice leaned across the table, her own blouse buttons protesting as her prodigious swells pressed forward. “Harry’s worse. Last weekend he actually asked if I ever fancied a ‘proper lady’ instead. Poor darling doesn’t realise I quite like having a man who knows he’s outclassed.”

The first lesson of the day was Deportment with Miss Langley, a statuesque brunette in her late thirties whose own bosom seemed to defy physics, swelling majestically beneath a fitted tweed jacket left unbuttoned just enough to reveal the upper curves of a crimson satin brassiere. She carried a long ivory pointer and an air of amused authority.

“Posture, ladies,” Miss Langley announced, tapping the pointer against her palm. “Chin up, shoulders back, bosoms proudly presented. And for those of you blessed below the waist—hips forward, gentlemen’s equipment arranged comfortably but discreetly. No slouching, no tucking so tightly you lose circulation.”

She demonstrated by turning sideways, thrusting her chest forward so her monumental peaks strained the tweed, then executing a slow, deliberate bend at the waist to retrieve a dropped handkerchief from the parquet floor. Her tight pencil skirt rode upward, revealing the tops of sheer black stockings and—most tantalisingly—the unmistakable outline of a substantial cock and balls cradled in sheer panties. A soft chorus of appreciative murmurs rippled through the class.

“See?” Miss Langley straightened, smoothing her skirt with a satisfied smile. “Graceful, controlled, and utterly feminine. Now—pair up and practise walking the length of the room with books balanced on your heads. And no cheating with your hands.”

Amelia paired with Evelyn, a willowy brunette shemale whose G-cup swells bounced enticingly beneath a pale blue sweater. As they walked, Evelyn’s short pleated skirt flipped with every step, flashing the heavy sway of her scrotum beneath brief lace knickers. “My girlfriend Sophie’s lovely,” Evelyn confided, “but after seeing the bulges around here, she keeps joking I should bring someone home to ‘help out’. Her own chap’s only five-and-a-half inches—adorable, really, but hardly competition.”

Beatrice walked with Charlotte. Each time they paused to adjust their posture, Charlotte’s flippy skirt betrayed her thickening shaft, while Beatrice’s tighter skirt outlined the thick ridge running down her thigh and the pendulous weight tugging at the fabric below. “You know,” Charlotte murmured, “I’m half-tempted to sneak you both back to my room after supper. Tom’s on nights this week. He’d never know.”

Beatrice’s eyes sparkled. “Tempting. But let’s survive Deportment first.”

The lesson ended with individual critiques. Miss Langley circled the room, adjusting postures with firm hands. When she reached Amelia, she placed one palm between the girl’s shoulder blades and the other lightly on her lower stomach—just above the pronounced swell beneath her skirt. “Lovely carriage, Miss Hartley. But relax those hips. Let everything hang naturally. No need to strangle the poor things.” Her fingers brushed the outline of Amelia’s heavy balls through the fabric, drawing a soft gasp. “Much better.”

Lunch brought a brief respite in the sun-dappled quadrangle. Girls sprawled on the grass, skirts hiked shamelessly, brassieres peeking from unbuttoned blouses as they chatted and laughed. Beatrice lay on her stomach, skirt riding up to expose the full, rounded weight of her scrotum resting against the lawn. A passing third-year shemale—tall, blonde, and spectacularly endowed—paused to deliver a playful smack to Beatrice’s upturned bottom. “Nice view, newbie.”

Amelia sat cross-legged, her flippy skirt doing little to conceal the way her ten-inch length had thickened during the morning’s proximity to so much feminine beauty. Her balls ached pleasantly, full and low. She caught sight of a male delivery driver at the gate, staring openly as skirts flipped and bosoms jiggled. He adjusted his trousers, clearly outmatched by the casual displays around him.

Afternoon brought Etiquette with Miss Evers. The redheaded tutor wore a cream silk blouse so sheer the black lace of her brassiere showed plainly, paired with a hobble skirt that forced her to take tiny, swaying steps. She perched on the edge of the teacher’s desk, crossing her legs so the slit revealed a flash of stocking top and—intriguingly—the suggestion of something more substantial nestled between her thighs.

“Today,” Miss Evers announced, “we discuss the delicate art of flirtation. A well-timed bend, a lingering glance, the strategic flash of lingerie. Observe.”

She rose, walked to the blackboard, and bent at the waist to write a word in flowing script. The hobble skirt tightened dramatically over her rounded rear, riding upward to expose the taut silk of French knickers stretched over what was unmistakably a thick, semi-erect cock and a pair of impressively full balls. The class sighed in unison.

“Subtlety,” Miss Evers reminded them, straightening. “Now—practise on one another. Compliments, light touches, and remember: bottoms are for patting, bosoms for admiring, and gentlemen’s equipment for discreet appreciation.”

The room dissolved into giggles and gentle gropes. Amelia found herself paired with a shy shemale named Lydia, whose H-cup swells threatened to burst the buttons of her blouse. Lydia reached out hesitantly to pat Amelia’s bottom, then bolder, sliding her hand beneath the flippy skirt to cup the heavy weight of Amelia’s balls through silk. “They’re so… full,” Lydia whispered. “My boyfriend’s are half the size. He gets terribly jealous when I mention it.”

Across the room, Beatrice had Charlotte bent over a desk in mock demonstration, skirt flipped up, hand cupping the blonde’s sack while her other stroked the length now tenting pale pink satin. “See?” Beatrice teased. “This is how you show appreciation.”

By evening, the two friends retreated to Beatrice’s room, skirts discarded, brassieres unhooked with grateful sighs. Amelia sprawled on the bed, her ten-inch cock lying thick against her stomach, balls resting heavily on the quilt. Beatrice knelt between her thighs, tracing lazy circles around the sensitive skin of Amelia’s scrotum.

“Think Jack would mind?” Amelia murmured.

Beatrice smiled wickedly. “Only if he knew how much you enjoy it.” She lowered her head, taking one heavy orb into her mouth, tongue swirling while her hand stroked Amelia’s shaft to full, throbbing hardness.

In Camden, Jack sat alone with a pint, staring at his phone. No message from Amelia yet. He pictured her surrounded by silk-clad beauties, all of them better dressed, better connected, and—worst of all—better hung than he could ever hope to be. The fear twisted like a knife.

Back at St. Titania’s, the night was young, the dormitory corridors alive with soft laughter and the occasional muffled moan. Amelia and Beatrice had only just begun to explore what the college truly offered.




Chapter Three: Open Day Intrusion

St. Titania’s annual Open Day dawned bright and golden, the college grounds transformed into a vision of manicured lawns, blooming rose arches, and fluttering bunting. Families strolled the paths, proud fathers in tweed and mothers in floral dresses admiring the facilities, while approved gentleman visitors—boyfriends, brothers, and the occasional fiancé—were permitted entry for the first time in the term. Jack and Harry, both clutching their embossed invitation cards like golden tickets, arrived separately but with the same knot of apprehension twisting in their stomachs.

Jack reached the wrought-iron gates first, cap literally in hand, still smelling faintly of pipe cleaner and solder from the morning’s emergency call-out. He wore his best shirt and trousers, but next to the polished shoes of the other male visitors he felt every inch the Camden plumber. Then he saw Amelia threading through the crowd toward him, auburn curls gleaming in the sunlight, pleated navy skirt flipping teasingly around her thighs. Her white blouse was buttoned just low enough to reveal the upper curves of a powder-blue satin brassiere struggling to contain her J-cup abundance. As she hugged him tightly, Jack felt the unmistakable press of her ten-inch shaft thickening against his hip and the heavy, warm weight of her full balls resting briefly on his thigh.

“You came,” Amelia whispered, kissing him softly. “I was afraid you’d be too busy with work.”

“Couldn’t miss seein’ you in your natural habitat,” Jack replied, trying for a grin. His eyes, however, were already darting nervously around the grounds. Everywhere he looked, beautiful young women moved with effortless grace—skirts short, blouses tight, bosoms monumental. And among them, the shemales were impossible to miss: subtle bulges beneath flippy hems, the occasional flash of a heavy scrotum when a girl bent to adjust a sandal or pick up a programme.

Beatrice collected Harry near the rose garden, where the scent of blooms mingled with the faint perfume of a hundred different lotions and powders. She wore a charcoal pencil skirt that clung to her hips like a second skin and a cream sweater that outlined every lavish contour of her vast swells. The sweater’s neckline dipped just enough to reveal the lacy edge of a balconette bra engineered for maximum uplift. Harry, fresh from the factory floor, still had a faint smudge of oil on one cheek. When Beatrice embraced him, her eleven-inch length pressed insistently along his lower stomach, while her plump, low-hanging balls settled warmly against his groin through layers of fabric.

“Missed you somethin’ awful,” Harry muttered into her raven bob. Beatrice smiled, but her eyes sparkled with mischief as she noticed a tall blonde third-year shemale saunter past, skirt riding high enough to reveal the impressive sway of an even larger sac.

The guided tour began in the grand hall, where Miss Harrington welcomed visitors with a speech about tradition, femininity, and academic excellence. Jack and Harry stood at the back, trying to look inconspicuous. When the group moved outside, the real spectacle began. Girls demonstrated croquet on the south lawn—skirts flipping with every swing, brassieres creaking faintly, bottoms offered invitingly for the customary encouraging pats. One shemale student, executing a particularly ambitious shot, bent low enough for her short pleated skirt to flip completely upward, exposing pale pink satin panties stretched drum-tight over a pair of balls that looked heavier than Harry’s entire package. A male visitor—someone’s father—delivered a polite pat; the girl giggled and straightened, giving Harry a friendly wink as she passed.

Harry flushed crimson. “They’re all… like that?” he whispered to Beatrice.

“Most of us, yes,” Beatrice replied cheerfully, squeezing his hand. “Keeps life interesting.”

Jack fared little better during the library visit. A group of students reenacted a deportment exercise: slow, deliberate bends to retrieve books from low shelves. Each time a skirt rode upward, lace panties and substantial endowments were briefly displayed. When Amelia herself demonstrated—bending gracefully, flippy skirt betraying the full, rounded weight of her scrotum pressing against silk—Jack felt his modest six-and-a-half inches stir traitorously even as humiliation burned his cheeks.

Tea was served on the terrace. Jack and Harry found themselves seated at a small table with Amelia, Beatrice, Charlotte, and Evelyn. Conversation flowed easily among the girls—comparisons of brassiere brands, complaints about skirt lengths riding up in the breeze, light-hearted laments about boyfriends who “simply couldn’t keep up.” Charlotte leaned forward, her K-cup bounty threatening to escape her sweater, and patted Harry’s knee.

“You’re Beatrice’s young man, aren’t you? Lucky girl—she’s packing something fierce under that skirt. My Tom’s sweet, but his seven inches feel almost dainty after a week here.”

Harry choked on his cucumber sandwich. Jack stared fixedly at his teacup while Amelia’s hand slid under the table to rest possessively on his thigh—dangerously close to the evidence of his own inadequacy.

Eventually the girls led their boyfriends away from prying eyes. Amelia tugged Jack into a secluded alcove behind the horticulture building. Without a word she pushed him gently against the ivy-covered wall, yanked her pleated skirt upward, and freed her ten-inch cock from powder-blue satin. It sprang upward, thick and veined, balls dangling low and full beneath. Jack dropped to his knees on the grass, mouth opening eagerly. He could take barely half her length, but he tried valiantly, one hand cupping the heavy sac that swung with each gentle thrust of her hips. Amelia’s fingers tangled in his hair as her enormous breasts heaved above, brassiere straps cutting into her shoulders from the weight.

“You’re still my favourite,” she murmured, though they both knew it was only half-true. When she came, hot pulses coating his tongue, Jack followed seconds later, spilling into his own fist with a muffled groan.

In the rose garden, Beatrice had Harry backed against a trellis. She straddled his lap on a stone bench, pencil skirt rucked up around her waist, thong pulled aside. Her eleven-inch shaft lay thick and proud along his stomach while her plump balls rested warmly on his trousers. Harry’s seven inches strained desperately beneath fabric.

“Feel how much bigger I’ve got since term started?” Beatrice teased, guiding his hand to stroke her. “All that fresh air and exercise.” Harry whimpered, freeing himself quickly. Beatrice stroked both cocks together—hers dwarfing his—until Harry came in short, frantic spurts across her fingers. She took longer, deliberate strokes building to a shuddering release that painted his shirt in thick ropes. Only then did she tuck herself away, smoothing her skirt with satisfied grace.

As the afternoon waned, the boys prepared to leave. At the gates, Jack kissed Amelia goodbye, tasting himself faintly on her lips. “You’ll ring me tonight?” he asked, voice small.

“Of course,” she promised, though her eyes were already drifting toward Charlotte waving from the steps.

Harry lingered longer, cap twisting in his hands. “This place… it’s somethin’ else. All them girls—and you lot… I dunno how I measure up.”

Beatrice cupped his cheek. “You measure up just fine where it counts,” she said kindly, though they both heard the unspoken caveat. She kissed him deeply, pressing her still-half-hard length against him one last time.

The gates closed behind them. Jack and Harry walked to their respective Tube stations in silence, shirts sticky beneath jackets, minds reeling with images of skirts flipping, brassieres straining, and endowments that made their own feel laughably inadequate. They had seen exactly how vast the gap was—not just in inches, but in confidence, class, and sheer abundance.

Back on the lawn, Amelia and Beatrice linked arms with Charlotte and Evelyn, skirts swishing as they returned to the dormitory. Open Day had been a success, and the term still held so many lessons yet to learn.




Chapter Four: The Charity Bazaar

The south lawn of St. Titania’s bloomed with colour on the morning of the annual Charity Bazaar. White canvas stalls lined the grass like sails, each draped in bunting and laden with temptations: jars of lemon curd and strawberry jam, trays of fudge, delicate watercolours painted by the art students, and—most popular of all—a towering pile of gently used brassieres in every conceivable size and shade of satin. Proceeds went to a home for retired governesses, a cause close to every girl’s heart.

Amelia and Beatrice had volunteered for the “Kiss the Lady” booth, a perennial favourite. A shilling bought a chaste peck on the cheek; two shillings allowed a friendly pat on the bottom; a full pound earned a lingering kiss and the privilege of choosing which cheek—facial or otherwise—received attention. They stood behind a flower-decked counter in their shortest pleated skirts and tightest pale-blue sweaters, brassieres working overtime to present their vast swells to best advantage.

Amelia’s sweater clung lovingly to her J-cup abundance, the soft knit outlining the reinforced cups and wide straps that dug gently into her shoulders. Her navy pleated skirt flipped playfully whenever she turned to collect coins, revealing flashes of white lace panties stretched taut over her ten-inch shaft and the heavy, rounded weight of her balls shifting beneath. Beatrice wore an identical sweater that moulded to her own lavish contours and a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her hips, the fabric outlining the thick ridge of her eleven-inch member whenever she leaned forward to offer change. Her plump scrotum created a subtle but unmistakable pouch that drew admiring glances from donors.

By mid-morning the lawn buzzed with visitors: local gentlemen in tweed, matrons from nearby parishes, and a sprinkling of curious young men who had heard rumours of the college’s legendary beauties. The air filled with laughter, the clink of coins, and the frequent rustle of skirts as girls bent to rearrange displays or retrieve dropped programmes.

Amelia was handing a raffle ticket to an elderly colonel when she spotted Jack threading his way through the crowd, cap in hand, a cardboard box tucked under one arm. His face lit with quiet pride when their eyes met. She waved enthusiastically, her enormous breasts bouncing within their sturdy confines, and hurried around the counter to meet him.

“You came all this way on your half-day?” she asked, hugging him tightly. Jack inhaled the familiar scent of her talc and lavender, feeling the warm press of her endowment against his stomach and the soft weight of her balls settling briefly against his thigh.

“Couldn’t miss it,” he said gruffly. “Brought somethin’ for the auction.” He opened the box to reveal a neatly organised set of plumbing tools—shiny new wrenches, a spirit level, and a coil of copper pipe. “Figured the college handyman might need ’em. Or someone’s dad could use ’em for charity.”

Amelia’s eyes shone. “That’s ever so thoughtful.” She kissed him properly then, uncaring of the onlookers, her hand sliding down to give his bottom an affectionate pat in return.

Moments later Beatrice spotted Harry near the cake stall, balancing a large biscuit tin with careful pride. She excused herself from a donor and swept over, sapphire skirt swaying. Harry’s cheeks coloured as she embraced him, the unmistakable bulge of her eleven-inch length pressing briefly against him.

“Mum made her shortbread,” he explained, offering the tin. “Thought the ladies might like proper home baking.” Beatrice opened it to reveal perfect golden squares dusted with sugar. She popped one into her mouth, then fed another to Harry from her fingers, laughing when crumbs tumbled onto her lavish cleavage.

“You’re an angel,” she declared, kissing him soundly. Several nearby matrons smiled approvingly at the display of young affection.

The boys spent the afternoon making themselves useful. Jack fixed a wobbly leg on the tombola stall, earning grateful thanks from a cluster of third-years whose short skirts flipped upward as they bent to test his handiwork. Each girl delivered the customary encouraging pat to his bottom, leaving him flushed but grinning. Harry hauled crates of lemonade and helped erect a sagging banner, blushing anew each time a breeze caught a flippy hem and revealed lace panties stretched over substantial packages far grander than his own modest seven inches.

At the “Kiss the Lady” booth, business remained brisk. Amelia and Beatrice dispensed kisses with warm generosity—never lingering too long with strangers, saving their softest smiles for familiar faces. When Jack approached with his saved wages, he paid a full pound without hesitation. Amelia’s eyes sparkled as she leaned across the counter, pressing a slow, tender kiss to his lips while her hand guided his briefly beneath her pleated skirt to feel the heavy warmth of her balls through silk. “For luck,” she whispered.

Harry followed suit, fumbling coins onto the counter. Beatrice rewarded him with a kiss that curled his toes, then turned gracefully so he could deliver a shy pat to her pert rear. Her pencil skirt tightened as she bent slightly, offering him the briefest glimpse of the plump weight below. “My favourite donor,” she teased gently.

Charlotte wandered over during a lull, her K-cup bounty straining a pink sweater as she licked fudge from her fingers. “Your lads are proper treasures,” she told Amelia and Beatrice. “Tom sent a postal order—nice enough, but actually turning up with tools and biscuits? That’s devotion.”

As the sun dipped lower, stalls began to pack away. The girls pooled their impressive takings—coins clinking satisfyingly into charity tins—then treated Jack and Harry to tea in the wooden summerhouse overlooking the rose garden. Amelia sat close beside Jack on a cushioned bench, her skirt riding up just enough for his hand to rest possessively on her thigh, fingers brushing the silk-covered swell of her scrotum. Beatrice fed Harry the last of his mother’s shortbread, letting him lick sugar from her fingertips while her other hand intertwined with his.

Conversation flowed easily: Jack described a tricky boiler he’d fixed that week, Harry recounted a funny incident on the factory floor, while the girls shared harmless tales of deportment disasters and Miss Evers’ latest dramatic reading. Neither boy mentioned the obvious differences in surroundings or proportions; neither girl drew attention to them. Instead they spoke of small future plans—a cinema visit when next leave aligned, perhaps a Sunday roast at Jack’s mum’s.

When the gates closed at dusk, Jack and Harry walked together toward the Tube, pockets stuffed with leftover fudge and hearts considerably lighter. Jack turned the wrench-shaped keyring Amelia had pressed into his palm, smiling quietly. Harry inhaled the faint trace of Beatrice’s perfume on his collar and felt, for the first time in weeks, genuinely secure.

Back on the lawn, Amelia and Beatrice helped fold tables, skirts swishing, brassieres finally loosening as the last visitors departed. They linked arms on the path to the dormitory, tired but content.

“Sweet lads, ours,” Beatrice murmured.

“The sweetest,” Amelia agreed, squeezing her friend’s hand. “Worth every penny we raised today.”

In their separate rooms that night, both girls wrote long letters—pages filled with affection and anticipation—before slipping into bed with brassieres unhooked and hearts full.




Chapter Five: A Proper Weekend Away

The first full weekend leave of the autumn term arrived with a flurry of excitement. Trains and buses filled with girls in their smartest travelling outfits—tight sweaters hugging lavish bosoms, flippy skirts dancing around stockings, brassieres engineered to survive the journey while presenting their charges proudly. Amelia and Beatrice had planned their escapes meticulously: Amelia would spend the entire weekend at her family’s comfortable semi-detached house in Surrey with Jack, while Beatrice booked adjoining rooms at a respectable boarding house near the college that discreetly welcomed gentleman visitors.

Amelia’s train pulled into the Surrey station on Friday afternoon. Jack waited on the platform in his best jacket, hair neatly combed, a small bunch of dahlias clutched in one hand. When Amelia stepped down, auburn curls bouncing beneath a jaunty beret, pleated skirt swishing around her thighs, his face broke into a grin that made her heart flutter. She hugged him tightly, pressing her vast J-cup swells against his chest through the soft angora of her travelling sweater and letting him feel the subtle weight of her balls resting warmly against him for a brief, private moment.

“Mum’s done a roast for tonight,” Jack said as they walked to the bus stop, his arm around her waist. “And Dad’s looking forward to showing you his roses.”

Amelia squeezed his hand. “I’ve missed proper home cooking. And you, of course.”

At the house, Amelia’s parents greeted Jack with genuine warmth—Mrs Hartley admiring how smart he looked, Mr Hartley clapping him on the shoulder and asking about his latest plumbing jobs. Dinner was relaxed and affectionate: roast beef, Yorkshire puddings, and endless cups of tea. Afterward, Jack helped with the washing-up while Amelia dried, their hips bumping companionably. Upstairs in her childhood bedroom—posters long replaced by tasteful watercolours—Amelia closed the door softly and turned to him.

She unbuttoned her sweater slowly, revealing the powder-blue satin brassiere that cradled her prodigious domes like treasures. Jack’s breath caught as she stepped out of her skirt, standing in just bra, high-cut panties, and stockings. The satin stretched taut over her ten-inch shaft, already thickening, while her heavy scrotum created a pronounced, rounded pouch that shifted as she moved toward him.

“You’re beautiful,” Jack whispered, pulling her close. They kissed slowly, hands roaming—his tracing the wide straps digging into her shoulders from the weight they supported, hers unbuttoning his shirt with familiar ease. Amelia guided him to the bed, pushing him gently onto his back before straddling his hips. She freed his six-and-a-half inches first, stroking him tenderly until he groaned, then released her own length from silk confines. It sprang upward, thick and proud, balls dangling low and full beneath.

They made love unhurriedly—Amelia riding him at first, enormous breasts swaying above as he cupped and kissed them through satin, then turning so he could take her from behind, hands gripping her hips while her heavy sac slapped rhythmically against his thighs. When they finished, tangled and breathless, Amelia rested her head on his chest.

“You make me feel like the luckiest girl alive,” she murmured. Jack kissed her forehead, insecurities quiet for once in the warmth of her affection.

Across London, Beatrice and Harry enjoyed a different but equally cherished weekend. The boarding house was old-fashioned but clean, with a brass bed that creaked companionably and a window overlooking a small park. Friday evening they strolled along the Thames embankment eating fish and chips from newspaper, Beatrice’s flippy skirt catching the breeze and revealing flashes of lace stockings while her tight sweater outlined every lavish curve. Harry’s arm stayed possessively around her waist, pride evident in every glance.

Saturday began with a long lie-in. Beatrice woke first, silk nightie riding up to expose the full weight of her scrotum resting against her thigh and her eleven-inch shaft half-hard against the sheets. She smiled at Harry’s sleeping face and slipped lower, taking his seven inches gently into her mouth until he stirred awake with a soft moan. They coupled lazily—Harry exploring her body with reverent hands, cupping the plump warmth of her balls, stroking her length until it throbbed, then entering her slowly while she whispered encouragement.

After breakfast—eggs and bacon cooked on the boarding house’s tiny spirit stove—they took the bus to a local dance hall. Beatrice wore a cherry-red dress that hugged her hips and hoisted her vast swells skyward, the skirt flaring just enough to flip teasingly with every twirl. Harry, in his best suit, danced creditably—foxtrots and quicksteps learned from wireless programmes. Other couples smiled at them: the beautiful tall girl with the working lad who clearly adored her. When a slow waltz began, Beatrice rested her head on Harry’s shoulder, letting him feel the press of her endowment through thin fabric.

“Happy?” she asked softly.

“Never been happier,” he replied, voice thick.

That night back in their room, passion reignited. Beatrice knelt on the bed, dress rucked up around her waist, black lace panties pulled aside. Harry entered her from behind, hands reaching around to caress her heavy sac as it swung with each thrust. Later she took him in her mouth again, then guided his hand to stroke her own shaft until she spilled across his chest—marking him gently, possessively. They fell asleep tangled together, Beatrice’s prodigious length nestled softly against his thigh.

Sunday was quieter: a walk in the park where leaves crunched underfoot, tea in a café where Beatrice fed Harry cake from her fork, and a final slow coupling before packing. At the station, goodbyes were lingering—Amelia kissing Jack deeply on the Surrey platform while her parents tactfully looked away, Beatrice pressing Harry against the boarding house wall for one last embrace, her hand slipping briefly beneath his jacket to feel his heartbeat.

The girls met on the return train to London, sharing a compartment and quiet smiles.

“Jack’s mum sent scones for the journey,” Amelia said, opening a tin.

“Harry gave me his factory scarf—says it’ll keep me warm in the dorm,” Beatrice replied, wrapping the soft wool around her neck.

They compared notes in whispers: the comfort of familiar arms, the joy of being wanted for more than physical grandeur, the simple pleasure of sleeping beside someone who knew every inch of them and still looked at them with wonder. Neither mentioned the college temptations waiting back at St. Titania’s; for now, the memory of home—of Jack’s shy grin when she unhooked her brassiere, of Harry’s gentle hands cupping her weighty balls—was enough.

As the train pulled into the station near college, Amelia and Beatrice gathered their cases—skirts swishing, brassieres settling back into their supportive roles for the week ahead. They stepped onto the platform arm-in-arm, hearts full, already counting days until the next leave.

That night in their separate rooms, both wrote long letters: Amelia describing the roses Jack’s dad had shown her, Beatrice recounting the dance hall band. Envelopes were sealed with kisses and posted first thing Monday, carrying affection southward to two working lads who would read them over breakfast and smile quietly to themselves.

The term stretched ahead with classes, croquet, and the usual flipped skirts and straining satin—but Amelia and Beatrice carried the warmth of their weekend like a secret talisman, proof that some things were worth far more than inches or inheritance.




Chapter Six: Lights Down, Hands Up

Money was tight for working lads in late autumn, but Jack and Harry had been saving their overtime shillings for weeks. When Amelia and Beatrice mentioned wanting to “do something ordinary, like proper couples,” the boys proudly proposed a double date at the pictures—the old Ritz cinema in Soho, a retro independent house famous for late-night revivals. That Saturday’s feature was a 1980s slasher flick neither girl had seen, complete with screaming final girls and a masked killer wielding garden tools. Perfect, the boys agreed: cheap tickets, shared popcorn, and the forgiving darkness of the back row.

The four met outside the cinema under flickering neon. Amelia wore a soft pink sweater that clung lovingly to her prodigious swells and a charcoal flippy skirt that danced around her thighs in the November breeze. Beatrice chose emerald green—tight sweater outlining every lavish curve, pencil skirt hugging her hips and concealing (just) the impressive weight below. Jack and Harry, scrubbed clean from Saturday shifts, wore their best jackets and ties, each carrying a small box of chocolates as a treat.

Inside, the auditorium was half-empty and deliciously dim. They chose the very back row, corner seats: Jack beside Amelia on the aisle, Harry beside Beatrice next to the wall. The heavy velvet seats creaked softly as the girls settled, skirts riding up slightly on the worn upholstery. Previews flickered—grainy trailers for other forgotten horrors—while the boys passed around a large cardboard tub of popcorn and whispered jokes about not getting too scared.

The film began with ominous synth music and a teenage babysitter answering a telephone. Amelia snuggled closer to Jack, her hand resting on his knee. Beatrice leaned into Harry, letting him drape an arm around her shoulders. As the first chase scene built—running feet, slamming doors, a shadow with a hedge trimmer—the girls’ grips tightened.

Halfway through, when the killer cornered a victim in a moonlit greenhouse, Jack felt Amelia’s fingers slide from his knee to his wrist, guiding his hand gently beneath the hem of her flippy skirt. The cinema was dark enough, the row behind them empty, the nearest patrons three rows forward and absorbed in the screen. Jack’s pulse raced as his fingers brushed warm satin panties stretched taut over familiar territory: the thick ridge of her ten-inch shaft already half-hard from adrenaline and proximity, and below it the heavy, full weight of her balls resting warmly against the seat.

Amelia leaned her head on his shoulder, pretending to watch the screen while her thighs parted just enough. Jack glanced around once—no one looking—then slipped lower in his seat. He tugged the skirt higher, folding the pleats carefully upward until pale satin was fully exposed. Amelia’s breath hitched as the killer’s blade flashed on screen; at the same moment Jack’s lips brushed the underside of her shaft through silk. She clutched the armrest with white knuckles, enormous breasts heaving beneath pink angora.

Beside them, Beatrice had mirrored the invitation. Harry—emboldened by the darkness and the contagious tension—had already eased her pencil skirt upward inch by inch. The tight fabric bunched at her hips, revealing midnight-blue lace panties barely containing her eleven-inch length and the plump, low-hanging scrotum that shifted with every sharp cut in the film’s soundtrack. Harry ducked lower, mouth finding the warm satin first, then easing the lace aside to take her thickening head between his lips.

On screen, the final girl screamed and ran through woods. In the back row, both shemales tensed for entirely different reasons. Amelia’s free hand tangled gently in Jack’s hair, guiding him deeper as he worked her shaft with slow, worshipful strokes of tongue and lips. Her heavy balls drew up slightly, brushing his chin with each careful bob of his head. She bit her lower lip to stifle a gasp when the killer lunged from shadows, hips twitching involuntarily into Jack’s warm mouth.

Beatrice fared little better. Harry’s factory-rough hands cupped the substantial weight of her sac, massaging gently while he took as much of her eleven inches as the awkward angle allowed. Her vast swells rose and fell rapidly beneath emerald wool; every jump-scare on screen sent a corresponding shiver through her length. She gripped the armrest until velvet creaked, thighs trembling around Harry’s shoulders.

The film’s climax arrived in a flurry of strobe-lit violence and pounding music. Both girls reached theirs almost simultaneously—quiet, shuddering releases muffled against sweater sleeves and swallowed eagerly by devoted boyfriends. Amelia’s ten-inch shaft pulsed warmly across Jack’s tongue, her full balls emptying in long, controlled waves. Beatrice followed seconds later, hips lifting slightly off the seat as her eleven-inch pride throbbed and spilled, Harry taking every drop with practiced care.

As the credits rolled and house lights rose dimly, the boys emerged flushed and discreetly wiping lips with handkerchiefs. Amelia smoothed her flippy skirt back into place, thighs still trembling faintly. Beatrice tugged her pencil skirt down, lace panties reseating over now-soft but impressive equipment. Both girls turned to their lads with shining eyes and soft, grateful smiles.

Jack offered Amelia the last handful of popcorn as if nothing extraordinary had happened. Harry passed Beatrice her forgotten chocolates. The four filed out into the chilly night air, arms linked—girls in the middle, boys proudly escorting them toward the Tube.

“Best picture I’ve ever seen,” Jack said earnestly.

“Absolute classic,” Harry agreed, voice a little hoarse.

Amelia and Beatrice exchanged a private glance over their shoulders, skirts swishing in unison.

“Definitely worth the ticket price,” Amelia murmured.

“And the overtime,” Beatrice added, squeezing Harry’s hand.

They caught the late train home together, sharing a carriage and quiet laughter about jump-scares, promising to do it again soon—perhaps a romance next time, though no one believed the darkness would be wasted on mere hand-holding.

Back at college the following evening, Amelia and Beatrice collapsed onto dormitory beds, brassieres finally unhooked, and recounted every detail to each other in delighted whispers. Neither felt a shred of guilt—only deep affection for the sweet, devoted lads who had saved for weeks just to give them a proper night out, and who asked for nothing more than the privilege of making them happy in the dark.

Letters were written that night, full of thanks and teasing hints about future screenings. Jack and Harry, reading them over Monday breakfast, grinned like schoolboys and started saving again.




Chapter Seven: Gifts Under the Mistletoe

The last evening before the Christmas break transformed the east-wing common room into a cocoon of warmth and candlelight. A crackling fire cast golden flickers across velvet armchairs and threadbare Persian rugs. Evergreen boughs draped the mantel, releasing pine scent whenever someone brushed past. The gramophone spun gentle carols, and a large silver bowl of steaming cocoa sat on the low table, flanked by plates of mince pies and iced biscuits.

Girls lounged in festive nightwear: silk dressing gowns loosely belted, sheer babydolls skimming hips, satin camisoles clinging to monumental bosoms. Brassieres—those sturdy marvels of lace and underwire—were mostly unhooked for the evening, left draped over chair backs like trophies. Heavy breasts rested freely on ribs or spilled over folded arms as parcels were passed hand to hand.

Amelia and Beatrice had drawn each other’s names in the dormitory Secret Santa, a happy coincidence that made shopping easier. They sat cross-legged on a large cushion near the fire, skirts replaced by soft flannel pyjama shorts that did little to conceal the impressive outlines beneath. Amelia’s pale-pink camisole stretched valiantly across her J-cup abundance; Beatrice’s emerald satin slip outlined her lavish swells and the subtle ridge of her eleven-inch shaft nestled against her thigh.

Charlotte acted as mistress of ceremonies, ringing a small silver bell to signal the start. Parcels rustled open in a flurry of ribbon and tissue. Laughter echoed as girls revealed luxurious new brassieres, bottles of scent, boxes of chocolates, and handwritten verses. When Amelia unwrapped Beatrice’s gift—a midnight-blue lace balconette bra with reinforced cups clearly custom-made for her extraordinary proportions, plus a delicate crystal flask of rose perfume—she gasped with genuine delight.

“It’s perfect,” she breathed, holding the bra against her chest. The lace cupped her vast domes as if designed by destiny. She leaned over to kiss Beatrice softly on the lips—a friendly peck that lingered just long enough to be warm rather than chaste.

Beatrice opened Amelia’s parcel next: a set of high-cut satin panties in ivory, engineered with a deep gusset and silky pouch to cradle substantial male equipment comfortably, paired with a small silver locket engraved with intertwined A and B. Beatrice’s eyes softened. She fastened the locket around her neck immediately, then pulled Amelia into a proper hug, enormous breasts pressing together through thin satin.

The post had also delivered gifts from Jack and Harry, carefully wrapped in brown paper and string. Amelia opened hers first: a hand-knitted scarlet scarf from Jack’s mother—soft and warm—and a delicate charm bracelet Jack had saved months for, each tiny charm plumbing-related: a wrench, a pipe, a tap. A note in his neat handwriting read, “So you’ll always have a bit of me with you.”

Beatrice’s parcel contained a tin of handmade chocolate truffles from Harry and a navy factory cap embroidered with her initials in crimson thread. His note was shy: “Wear it when it’s cold and think of me keeping you warm.”

Both girls showed their treasures around the room with shining eyes. “Look how thoughtful they are,” Amelia said proudly. Charlotte sighed enviously over her own boyfriend’s single perfunctory card.

Mistletoe hung in strategic corners, and tradition demanded kisses beneath it—light, playful, entirely between girls. When Charlotte dragged Amelia under a sprig, she cupped those prodigious domes through pink satin and kissed her slowly, thoroughly. Amelia returned it with gentle enthusiasm, hands sliding down to pat Charlotte’s pert bottom. Nearby, Evelyn pulled Beatrice beneath another bunch, their lips meeting in a deeper kiss while hands wandered over lavish swells and the warm weight of balls through flannel.

Games dissolved into closer intimacies as cocoa cups emptied. Girls paired off or formed small groups on rugs and cushions. Amelia found herself reclining against Charlotte while a brunette senior, Lydia, traced lazy circles around her nipples through satin. Charlotte’s hand slipped beneath Amelia’s pyjama shorts, fingers cupping the heavy warmth of her scrotum before stroking her thickening ten-inch length with practiced care. Amelia sighed happily, head falling back as Lydia leaned in to kiss her neck.

Across the room Beatrice sprawled on a chaise, emerald slip rucked up around her waist. Evelyn knelt between her thighs, mouth working devotedly along eleven veiny inches while another girl—soft, curvaceous, entirely feminine—straddled Beatrice’s face, skirt discarded. Beatrice’s tongue traced slow patterns, hands kneading generous hips, her own heavy balls drawn up tight as pleasure built.

Moans mingled with carols; the fire crackled in approval. No jealousy marred the evening—only shared affection and the easy generosity of beautiful bodies. Amelia climaxed first, hips lifting gently into Charlotte’s mouth, her full sac pulsing warmly. Beatrice followed soon after, shaft throbbing between Evelyn’s lips while her tongue brought the girl above her to shuddering release.

Later, flushed and sated, the common room quieted. Girls drifted to their rooms in pairs or threes, leaving cocoa cups and ribbons scattered like confetti. Amelia and Beatrice returned to Amelia’s bedroom together, too cosy to part. They slipped beneath cool sheets, brassieres long abandoned, enormous breasts nestling together as they spooned.

“Jack’s bracelet is lovely,” Beatrice murmured, fingering the charms in the moonlight.

“And Harry’s cap is adorable,” Amelia replied sleepily. “They try so hard with what they have.”

Beatrice kissed the back of her neck. “And we love them for it. Doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy ourselves here.”

“Never,” Amelia agreed, pressing back against Beatrice’s warmth—the comforting weight of her softening shaft and heavy balls nestled along her thigh.

They fell asleep tangled together, thinking fondly of their boys miles away: Jack probably reading her latest letter by lamplight, Harry polishing his tools and smiling at memories of their weekend. The girls’ affection for their devoted, modest lads remained steady and true—made deeper, perhaps, by the freedom to explore college pleasures without guilt.

Morning would bring packed trunks and trains home for Christmas. Letters already half-written on their desks promised visits, hugs, and quiet nights by family firesides. The gifts from Jack and Harry would travel with them—scarf and bracelet, truffles and cap—small tokens of large hearts that no amount of dormitory revelry could diminish.




Chapter Eight: Blossoms and Bow Ties

Cherry blossoms drifted across the courtyard like pale confetti as St. Titania’s prepared for the Spring Formal. The grand hall shimmered with paper lanterns in soft pastels, long tables laden with punch bowls and delicate fondant fancies. Girls floated through the evening in gowns of chiffon and satin—necklines plunging between monumental bosoms, skirts flaring or clinging to reveal lace stockings and the subtle, proud outlines of shemale endowments.

Amelia wore pale lilac chiffon that swirled around her thighs and dipped daringly between her prodigious domes, the reinforced bodice hoisting them skyward like offerings. Beatrice chose mint-green satin, tight through the torso to accentuate her lavish swells, the skirt flaring just enough to flip teasingly with every step and occasionally betray the heavy sway of her scrotum beneath matching lace panties.

Jack and Harry arrived at the gates in their best suits—pressed and brushed with loving care—each carrying a modest posy from Covent Garden market. Jack’s violets trembled slightly in his hand until Amelia swept down the steps to claim them, pinning the flowers above her heart and kissing him soundly. Harry’s lily-of-the-valley found its place on Beatrice’s gown, his factory-rough fingers lingering as he fastened the pin.

The first hour passed in perfect harmony. The orchestra played gentle waltzes; Jack guided Amelia with growing confidence, her lilac skirt brushing his legs as her warmth pressed softly through chiffon. Harry twirled Beatrice beneath lanterns, her mint satin flaring to reveal stocking tops while his hand rested possessively at the small of her back.

They gathered at a punch table with Charlotte and Evelyn, laughing over shared sandwiches, when trouble arrived in the form of three upper-class boyfriends—tall, immaculately tailored young men from banking and land-owning families, escorts to three senior shemales whose beauty was undeniable but whose manners left much to be desired.

The leader, a blond aristocrat named Peregrine, eyed Jack’s off-the-rack suit with open disdain. “Rather brave of the college to let the trades in,” he drawled loudly enough for the circle to hear. “One does worry about the silverware.”

His companions snickered. The second, a dark-haired heir named Tarquin, leaned toward Harry. “Factory boy, is it? Daddy must be proud you’ve scrubbed up for the evening.”

Harry’s jaw tightened, but Jack spoke first, voice calm. “We’re here because our girls invited us. That’s all that matters.”

Peregrine’s shemale partner—a statuesque blonde in gold lamé—tittered behind her fan. “Darling, they’re sweet in their way, but hardly our sort.”

The insults escalated quickly: remarks about “common accents,” “grease under the nails,” and “charity cases.” Amelia’s cheeks flushed; Beatrice’s eyes narrowed. When Tarquin suggested the working lads should “know their place and stick to the servants’ entrance,” Jack had heard enough.

He straightened, meeting Peregrine’s gaze squarely. “Maybe our fathers don’t own half of Kent,” he said clearly, “but our girlfriends have bigger cocks than yours. And they’re prettier, too.”

Harry nodded once, firm. “A lot prettier.”

Silence fell like a curtain. Gasps rippled outward. Peregrine’s face purpled; Tarquin spluttered. Their partners—faces flaming—hissed protests, but the damage was done.

Miss Harrington appeared as if conjured, expression thunderous. “Gentlemen—and ladies—this is a formal, not a public house brawl. You will all leave immediately.”

Protests rose, but the headmistress was immovable. Amelia, Beatrice, Jack, and Harry were escorted firmly to the courtyard gates before fists could replace words. The night air was cool, blossoms still drifting under lantern light.

Inside the gates, just out of sight of the hall windows, Amelia turned to Jack and cupped his face. “That was the most gallant thing I’ve ever heard,” she whispered, eyes shining.

Beatrice pulled Harry close, mint satin rustling. “Nobody’s ever defended my honour like that.”

The boys looked sheepish now the adrenaline had faded. “Didn’t mean to get you thrown out,” Jack muttered.

“We’d rather be thrown out with you than stay in there a minute longer,” Beatrice said firmly.

A side door to the empty gardening shed stood ajar—potting benches, sacks of bulbs, the faint scent of earth and lilies. Amelia tugged Jack inside first, lilac chiffon swirling. She pushed him gently onto a stack of soft peat sacks, hiked her flaring skirt to her waist, and revealed pale lace panties already straining over her thickening ten-inch shaft and the full, heavy weight of her balls.

Jack dropped to his knees without hesitation, mouth eager and reverent. Amelia sighed as warm lips enveloped her, one hand tangled in his hair, the other clutching a shelf as pleasure built. Her vast domes heaved above, lilac chiffon slipping from one shoulder. When release came it was quiet but intense—long pulses across his tongue, her heavy sac drawing tight then relaxing in waves.

Next door in the adjoining tool room, Beatrice had Harry backed against a workbench. She rucked up mint satin, lace panties pulled aside to free her eleven-inch length, already proud and leaking. Harry sank willingly, hands cradling the plump, low-hanging scrotum he knew so well, mouth working with devoted care. Beatrice’s fingers threaded through his hair, hips rocking gently as lanterns outside cast green-tinted light across her flushed face and lavish swells. She came with a soft gasp muffled against her own wrist, thighs trembling around his shoulders.

Afterward they regrouped in the courtyard shadows—girls smoothing gowns, boys wiping lips discreetly with handkerchiefs, all four flushed and laughing softly at the absurdity.

“Best formal I’ve ever been to,” Harry said, voice hoarse.

“Shortest, too,” Jack added, but he was grinning.

Amelia linked arms with Jack; Beatrice with Harry. They walked slowly toward the college gates and the waiting night bus that would take the boys home.

“At least we made an exit,” Beatrice murmured.

“And defended our honour properly,” Amelia agreed.

At the bus stop, kisses were deep and lingering—lilac and mint fabric pressed against dark suits, hands slipping briefly beneath skirts for one last caress of warm, sated flesh. The bus headlights appeared; final promises of letters and weekend visits were exchanged.

As Jack and Harry boarded, they turned for one last wave. Amelia and Beatrice stood beneath a lantern, blossoms catching in their hair, looking every inch the beautiful, proud ladies their lads had defended.

The bus pulled away. The girls walked back arm-in-arm, expelled from the dance but not from each other’s company. They slipped into Amelia’s empty dormitory room—gowns discarded in satin pools, brassieres finally unhooked with grateful sighs—and curled together beneath cool sheets.

“They were perfect tonight,” Amelia whispered in the dark.

“Utterly perfect,” Beatrice agreed, pressing a kiss to her shoulder.

Outside, cherry blossoms continued to fall, soft and silent witnesses to a night when love and loyalty had triumphed over snobbery—however briefly, and however scandalously.




Chapter Nine: Commencement Day

The final weeks of term passed in a blur of examinations, garden parties, and the soft rustle of summer dresses replacing wool skirts. St. Titania’s grounds burst with roses and honeysuckle; the air carried the promise of freedom. Amelia and Beatrice sat their finals with calm confidence—deportment perfect, essays polished, practical demonstrations (including the obligatory graceful bend) executed without a single flipped skirt out of place.

Commencement Day arrived under a cloudless June sky. The great lawn was lined with white chairs; parents in summer linens fanned themselves while proud fathers adjusted ties. Graduates processed in navy gowns over white dresses, caps perched atop carefully coiffed hair, tassels swaying with every step. Amelia’s gown did little to conceal the magnificent swell of her bosom; Beatrice’s strained valiantly across hers. Both carried bouquets of lilies tied with ribbon the exact shade of their favourite brassieres.

Jack and Harry sat in the second row, invited guests in pressed suits that now fit a little better—thanks to steady work and the quiet pride of knowing their girls wanted them there. Jack’s mother dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief; Harry’s mum waved a small flag embroidered with Beatrice’s initials.

Miss Harrington delivered the address, voice warm with genuine affection. “St. Titania’s teaches more than poise and posture,” she said, eyes lingering on Amelia and Beatrice. “It teaches young ladies to value devotion wherever it is found—whether in silk or overalls.”

Diplomas were presented amid applause. When Amelia’s name was called, Jack stood without thinking, clapping until his palms stung. Harry did the same for Beatrice. The girls crossed the stage with perfect grace, skirts beneath gowns swishing, then turned to blow discreet kisses toward their lads.

The reception followed on the south lawn—champagne cups, strawberry tarts, photographs beneath the rose arch. Amelia found Jack near the punch bowl, pulled him into a quiet corner, and kissed him thoroughly, gown parting just enough for his hand to rest on the familiar warmth beneath satin.

“You came all this way in the heat,” she murmured.

“Wouldn’t miss seeing you graduate for anything,” he replied, voice thick.

Beatrice led Harry to the shade of the old oak, mint-green gown slipping from one shoulder as she pressed against him. “We’re free now,” she whispered. “Properly free.”

Later, as families departed and the lawn emptied, the four lingered. Trunks were packed, but no one rushed toward trains. Instead they walked slowly to the college gates, arms linked—Amelia with Jack, Beatrice with Harry, the girls’ gowns fluttering like sails.

At the gate, Amelia turned to Jack. “I’ve accepted that secretarial position in town—the one near your garage.” She smiled shyly. “Close enough for lunch breaks.”

Jack’s face broke into stunned delight. “You mean…?”

Beatrice squeezed Harry’s hand. “And I’ve taken the typing post at the engineering firm—ten minutes from your factory.”

Harry’s eyes widened. “You’re both staying in London?”

“Near enough,” Amelia said. “Near you.”

No grand houses or trust funds awaited them, but modest flats were already being viewed—two small places in the same building, close enough for shared suppers and borrowed sugar. Jack had saved for a ring, simple but heartfelt; Harry for a deposit on furniture. The future stretched ahead ordinary and perfect: cinema dates, Sunday roasts, quiet nights where brassieres could finally be unhooked without dormitory bells ringing.

That evening, after the last train north had carried away the northern girls, Amelia and Beatrice returned to their emptied dormitory one final time. They undressed slowly—gowns folded away, brassieres released with familiar sighs—and slipped beneath cool sheets together for the last time as students.

“We did it,” Amelia whispered in the dark, fingers tracing the silver locket at Beatrice’s throat.

“We really did,” Beatrice replied, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “And we kept the best parts waiting for us.”

Outside, the college settled into summer quiet. Inside, two beautiful shemales drifted to sleep tangled in friendship and memory, hearts already turning toward the city lights where two devoted, hardworking lads waited with open arms and modest but unbreakable love.

Years later, guests at double weddings—first Amelia and Jack, then Beatrice and Harry six months after—would remark on how radiant the brides looked, how proudly the grooms stood, how perfectly matched the couples seemed. No one mentioned inches or inheritance; only love, laughter, and the quiet certainty that each had chosen exactly right.

And beneath lilac veils and mint-green satin, beneath custom brassieres and carefully chosen lace, four hearts beat in steady, happy rhythm—proof that at St. Titania’s, the most important lessons were always about devotion, kindness, and knowing where true treasure lay.

Novella Three




Chapter One: Arrival at St. Titania's

In the bustling heart of London, where the fog clung to the cobblestones like a lover's embrace, St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies stood as a bastion of refined education and unapologetic femininity. Founded in the Victorian era, the institution had never quite caught up with the times, preserving a world where skirts swished with every step, blouses strained against voluptuous forms, and a playful pat on the posterior was as common as a cup of tea. Here, the air was thick with the scent of lavender perfume and the rustle of silk stockings, and no one batted an eyelash at a lady bending low to retrieve a dropped handkerchief, her ample assets on full display.

Charlotte Evergreen, an eighteen-year-old vision of curvaceous delight, stepped off the train at Paddington Station with her best friend Daphne Hawthorne in tow. Charlotte's figure was a masterpiece of exaggerated femininity: standing at five-foot-eight, her slender frame supported a pair of monumental mammaries that could only be described as twin peaks of plush perfection, easily surpassing J-cup proportions and demanding the sturdiest of engineered brassieres to keep them in check. Beneath her knee-length pleated skirt, which flared just enough to hint at mischief, her secret endowment throbbed with potential—a ten-inch shaft paired with balls the size of ripe plums, all tucked discreetly into satin panties that strained valiantly against the bulge. She wore a crisp white blouse tucked into her skirt, the fabric so taut over her enormous orbs that the buttons threatened mutiny with every breath.

Daphne, at nineteen and a smidge taller at five-foot-nine, was no less spectacular. Her sweater clung to her like a second skin, outlining the vast valleys of her heaving hemispheres, which jiggled hypnotically as she adjusted her luggage. Her own prodigious package—eleven inches of thick virility and testicles like oversized walnuts—necessitated the choice of a flippy miniskirt that barely skimmed her thighs, allowing for easy concealment unless she decided otherwise. Today, she opted for subtlety, her lacy undergarments hugging her massive manhood snugly beneath the fabric. The two shemales had been inseparable since school, their bond forged in shared secrets and stolen moments of passion with admirers who could never quite measure up.

As they hailed a black cab, the driver—a burly chap with a mustache—grinned appreciatively. "Off to St. Titania's, loves? Blimey, you two'll turn heads there." He gave Charlotte's rump a cheeky pat as she climbed in, eliciting a giggle from her. "Cheeky sod," she teased, settling her prodigious pillows onto the seat. Daphne followed, bending forward to slide her suitcase in first, her short skirt riding up just enough to flash a glimpse of her bulging panties, where her enormous nuts strained against the silk like hidden treasures begging for discovery.

The cab ride was a symphony of London life: women in pencil skirts tottering on high heels, their blouses unbuttoned a tad too low, revealing lacy bras that corralled their stupendous spheres. One particularly curvaceous pedestrian dropped her shopping bag, bending at the waist to collect it, her tight dress hiking up to expose garters and the curve of her posterior. Charlotte and Daphne exchanged knowing smiles; in this world, such displays were the norm, a delightful distraction from the drab.

Arriving at the college gates, they were greeted by Miss Evelyn Thorne, a strikingly attractive matron in her forties whose form-fitting cardigan did little to hide her mountainous melons. As a shemale herself, Evelyn's H-cup endowments were legendary among the staff, and rumor had it her own impressive equipment had humbled many a suitor. "Welcome, darlings," she purred, her voice like velvet. "St. Titania's is thrilled to have such... gifted young ladies." She emphasized the word with a wink, her eyes lingering on the girls' straining tops.

The campus was a hive of activity. Students milled about in uniforms that accentuated every curve: short flippy skirts that twirled with the breeze, revealing glimpses of thigh-high stockings and the occasional panty-clad surprise. Tight sweaters hugged their prodigious protrusions, while blouses gaped invitingly. Among them, shemales like Charlotte and Daphne blended seamlessly, their feminine grace belying the hefty hardware below. One girl, a blonde with orbs like overripe cantaloupes, bent to tie her shoe, her skirt flipping up to show off her lacy knickers stretched over a modest bulge—nothing compared to the protagonists' colossal cargos.

Inside the dormitory, Charlotte and Daphne unpacked in their shared room. Charlotte slipped off her blouse, revealing a massive brassiere of white satin and lace, its cups engineered like fortresses to support her gargantuan globes. "These things are a bloody nuisance sometimes," she sighed, adjusting the straps that dug into her shoulders. Daphne, meanwhile, hiked up her skirt to check her own underthings: black silk panties that cradled her eleven-inch beast and those weighty orbs beneath, the fabric tenting slightly from the semi-erection stirred by the day's excitement.

Their boyfriends, waiting outside as per college rules, shifted nervously. Alfie, Charlotte's beau, was a sturdy mechanic from the East End, his own seven-inch tool respectable among men but paling next to his girlfriend's monster. He paced, recalling the night she'd yanked her skirt up in his garage, revealing her massive, semi-erect cock and those huge balls dangling like pendulums. "She's out of my league," he muttered to Bertie, Daphne's partner, a plumber with a similar six-and-a-half-inch endowment. Bertie nodded, sweat beading on his brow. "One look at a better-hung lad, and we're done for. And with her social set? We're just working stiffs."

Back in the room, the girls freshened up. Daphne bent over the sink to splash water on her face, her flippy skirt riding high, exposing her panties' taut fabric over her enormous testicles, which swayed gently with the motion. Charlotte couldn't resist a playful smack on her friend's bum. "Careful, or you'll give the whole hall a show." They laughed, but the air crackled with tension—both knew the college was ripe with temptations.

That afternoon, orientation began in the grand hall. Headmistress Victoria Langford, a voluptuous woman in her fifties with breasts like majestic monoliths, addressed the assembly. Her tailored suit jacket strained over her lace-trimmed blouse, and as she gestured, her assets quivered enticingly. "Here at St. Titania's, we celebrate the feminine form in all its glory," she declared. Beside her stood young teachers like Miss Sophia Grant, a shemale with G-cup guardians of grandeur, her tight pencil skirt hinting at the substantial surprise beneath.

During the tour, Charlotte and Daphne mingled with classmates. One shemale, Lila, a brunette with spheres of splendid enormity, confided over tea, "My boyfriend's sweet, but honestly, his prick's barely a handful. Wish he had more down there." Her eyes widened as Daphne shifted, her skirt brushing against her thigh and outlining the massive bulge of her ten-pounders and shaft. "Blimey, girl, what's your secret? That looks like it could satisfy an army."

The group visited the library, where a student named Rosie—a true woman with voluptuous vaults—dropped a book and bent to retrieve it, her short skirt flipping up to reveal pink panties and a pert behind. The shemales around her admired openly, hands wandering to pat and squeeze. Charlotte joined in, her own hand lingering on Rosie's hip, feeling the warmth.

As evening fell, the protagonists slipped away to the gardens with their boyfriends in tow, evading the watchful eyes of the matrons. Alfie pulled Charlotte behind a hedge, his hands roaming her blouse, cupping her tremendous tits through the fabric. "God, I love these," he groaned, but his voice held a tremor of insecurity. She smiled wickedly, yanking her skirt up to reveal her massive, semi-erect cock springing free, her huge balls hanging heavy below. "And this?" she teased, stroking it to full hardness. Alfie's eyes bulged; his own erection, freed from his trousers, looked puny in comparison. He knelt eagerly, taking her into his mouth, sucking with desperate fervor, knowing one slip could lose her to someone better equipped.

Nearby, Bertie and Daphne were similarly engaged. She bent over a bench, skirt hiked high, her enormous nuts on full display as they dangled between her legs. "Fuck me, love," she commanded, and he obliged, his modest member sliding into her tight rear. But as he thrust, Daphne moaned, imagining something larger—perhaps one of the well-endowed shemales she'd spotted earlier. Bertie sensed it, pounding harder, fear gnawing at him. "Don't leave me for some posh twat with a bigger knob," he whispered.

The night deepened with more escapades. Charlotte, post-climax, spotted a shemale couple in the shadows: two students with breasts like bountiful balloons, skirts up, one pounding the other with a respectable eight-incher. "See that?" Charlotte whispered to Daphne. "We could have that, but variety's the spice."

Back in their room, exhausted but sated, the friends reflected. "This place is paradise," Daphne said, unhooking her brassiere to let her prodigious pillows spill free. Charlotte nodded, her own undergarment discarded, revealing nipples like cherries atop her colossal cushions. As they drifted to sleep, the college bells tolled, promising more adventures in this world of unbridled desire.




Chapter Two: The Brassiere Fitting

The morning post brought a crisp envelope addressed to every new student: a summons to the college’s renowned Lingerie and Foundation Department for the mandatory brassiere fitting. At St. Titania’s, no young lady was permitted to go unsupported, and the department’s custom garments were legendary for taming even the most exuberant figures. Charlotte and Daphne exchanged excited glances over breakfast in the refectory, where tight blouses and sweaters strained across a sea of prodigious bosoms, buttons gaping and seams whispering threats of surrender.

By ten o’clock they joined a queue of giggling first-years snaking through the oak-panelled corridors toward a discreet door marked simply “Foundations.” The air grew warmer, scented with talc and fresh satin. Inside, the fitting suite was a vision of Edwardian opulence: mirrored walls reflecting endless curves, velvet chaise longues, and rails of lace-trimmed marvels in every conceivable cup size. At the centre stood Mrs. Hargrove, the head fitter, a statuesque woman in her late fifties whose own monumental bosom required a fifty-inch underbust band and cups that could have served as fruit bowls. Her tape measure hung around her neck like a ceremonial stole.

“Names, dears?” she asked, voice rich and maternal.

“Charlotte Evergreen and Daphne Hawthorne,” Charlotte replied, her blouse already feeling tighter in anticipation.

Mrs. Hargrove consulted her ledger. “Room seventeen, with Miss Fletcher and Miss O’Connell. Off you go, skirts and blouses off in the anteroom, brassieres too. We measure everything properly here.”

The anteroom was already busy. Skirts rustled to the floor, blouses were unbuttoned with practiced ease, and enormous brassieres were unhooked to release vast, quivering expanses of feminine bounty. Charlotte’s satin fortress came away with a sigh, her tremendous twin swells tumbling free, nipples stiffening in the cool air. Daphne followed, her lace-trimmed marvel surrendering its grip on her even more voluminous pillows, which settled with a soft bounce against her ribcage.

They stepped into the main fitting room in just their pleated skirts, stockings, and panties. Fiona, the shy redhead they had noticed the day before, was already there, her pale skin flushed pink as she stood topless. Her breasts were magnificent pendulous globes, each capped with a wide areola the colour of strawberries. Lower down, her skirt tented noticeably; when she turned to hang her blouse, the pleats lifted just enough to reveal satin panties stretched drum-tight over a thick nine-inch shaft and a pair of heavy, churning balls that shifted with every nervous step.

Another girl, Beatrice—the haughty brunette from orientation—lounged against a mirror, already stripped to the waist. Her own stupendous spheres stood proud and high, defying gravity in a way that made Daphne mutter, “Must have had them engineered in Switzerland.”

Mrs. Hargrove clapped for attention. “We begin with the upper measurement, ladies. Arms up, please.”

The tape measure snaked around Charlotte’s back and across the fullest part of her phenomenal frontage. “Fifty-four inches over the bust, thirty under,” Mrs. Hargrove announced. “A full K-cup, possibly moving to L with growth. Remarkable carriage for your age.”

Daphne’s turn produced a satisfied hum. “Fifty-six over, thirty-one under. We’ll start you in an L-cup prototype.” Daphne’s cheeks coloured as her vast udders were lifted and settled repeatedly, the fitter testing different cup shapes. Each lift caused her skirt to brush against the growing bulge beneath; her enormous cock was thickening, pushing her panties into a pronounced ridge that ended in two prominent, weighty orbs.

Fiona went next, biting her lip as Mrs. Hargrove encircled her generous swell. “Fifty-two inches, dear. J-cup, bordering K.” Fiona’s eyes darted to Charlotte and Daphne’s equipment, visible whenever their short skirts shifted. A soft whimper escaped her when Daphne bent to retrieve a dropped pincushion, skirt riding high to expose the full, rounded heft of her testicles straining the black satin, each one easily the size of a large peach.

Beatrice, refusing to be outdone, thrust her chest forward. “Do measure carefully, Mrs. Hargrove. I’ve grown again since summer.” The tape confirmed fifty-five inches, earning a raised eyebrow and a note for an M-cup trial.

“Now for the lower assessment,” Mrs. Hargrove declared briskly. “Skirts up, please. We must ensure your foundation garments accommodate everything nature has bestowed.”

The room fell into delighted hush. Charlotte obliged first, gathering her pleated skirt and lifting it to her waist. Her white satin panties were pulled taut, the front pouch distended by her ten-inch cock lying half-hard along her thigh, while below, her huge balls formed two perfect, swollen globes that filled the gusset to bursting. Daphne followed, flipping her shorter skirt upward with a flourish. Her eleven-inch monster had stiffened further, the head outlined clearly against black silk, but it was the sheer size of her pendulous nuts that drew gasps—each one hanging low and full, swaying gently as she turned for inspection.

Fiona hesitated, then raised her own skirt. Her nine-inch shaft stood proud against her belly, leaking a bead of precum that darkened her pale blue panties, while her balls—almost as impressive as Daphne’s—shifted heavily beneath. “I’ve never found panties that really fit comfortably,” she confessed in a small voice. “Boyfriends complain they’re always in the way.”

Beatrice lifted her skirt with aristocratic nonchalance, revealing crimson lace barely containing a respectable eight-incher and balls like ripe oranges. “My current beau is adequate,” she drawled, “but one does sometimes yearn for something with more… authority.”

Mrs. Hargrove nodded sagely, producing a selection of reinforced gusset panels and deeper pouches. “We have several new designs for the especially blessed. Miss Hawthorne, this prototype in sheer lace should cradle your assets beautifully.”

Daphne stepped into the offered garment, the fitter helping ease it up her smooth thighs. The lace stretched translucently over her colossal cock and those magnificent bollocks, leaving little to the imagination yet providing exquisite support. Charlotte received a similar confection in ivory, the fabric hugging her massive manhood and lifting her weighty sack so that every contour was visible yet comfortably contained.

Fiona watched wide-eyed as the new brassieres were brought forward—vast confections of satin and power-mesh, straps as wide as ribbons, cups deeper than teacups. Charlotte’s was fastened around her back, then the immense cups lifted to engulf her phenomenal frontage. The effect was breathtaking: her breasts thrust forward like proud galleons, nipples faintly visible through the delicate lace trim. Daphne’s followed, the fitter needing both hands to settle each vast orb into its new home. When the hooks were fastened, Daphne’s cleavage became a deep, inviting valley that seemed to go on forever.

In the mirrors, the four girls stood transformed: breasts elevated and separated into perfect spheres, waists nipped by the strong underbands, and below, skirts once again concealing—but only just—the impressive packages now cradled in luxury.

Mrs. Hargrove stepped back to admire her work. “You’ll each receive three sets: one for daily wear, one in silk for evenings, and one in sheer for… warmer occasions.” Her eyes twinkled.

As they dressed, conversation turned inevitably to boyfriends. Fiona traced a finger along the new outline of Daphne’s bulge. “Mine’s sweet, but when he sees this lot he’ll feel positively inadequate. Six inches on a good day, and balls like marbles.”

Beatrice laughed. “Mine manages seven, but after watching you two fill those pouches I’m reconsidering my options.”

Charlotte adjusted her new brassiere, feeling the luxurious support. “Alfie tries his best,” she said fondly, “but there’s no denying the difference when one’s girlfriend is packing something that dwarfs one’s own.”

Outside, in the autumn chill, Alfie and Bertie waited by the college gates, tools still in hand from their morning shifts. Alfie kicked at a pebble. “Reckon they’re getting measured up proper now. New bras, new knickers—the works.”

Bertie lit a cigarette with shaking fingers. “If they come out in them fancy new things, looking even more incredible, how’re we supposed to keep up? Some posh shemale in there’s bound to have twice what we’ve got swinging.”

Alfie exhaled slowly. “We’ll just have to remind them why they chose us in the first place. Enthusiasm counts for something, don’t it?”

Back in the dormitory that evening, Charlotte and Daphne modelled their new acquisitions. Charlotte twirled in sheer ivory lace that left her nipples dark shadows and her colossal cock a clear silhouette beneath matching panties. Daphne posed in midnight blue, the lace doing nothing to hide the heavy sway of her enormous testicles as she moved.

“Fiona’s invited us to her room tomorrow,” Daphne said, cupping her newly elevated swells. “Says she wants advice on handling a proper endowment.”

Charlotte grinned, reaching down to stroke the growing ridge in her panties. “Then let’s give her a masterclass.”

The college bells chimed nine, and somewhere in the corridors skirts rustled with promise.




Chapter Three: Games Afternoon

Wednesday afternoons at St. Titania’s were sacred to the hockey pitch. The vast green expanse behind the college buildings became a theatre of bouncing bosoms, flipping skirts, and barely concealed excitement. Spectators, mostly boyfriends, brothers, and local lads granted special permission, lined the touchlines in eager clusters. The air rang with the slap of sticks, the squeak of plimsolls, and the constant rustle of pleated navy skirts that seemed designed to reveal far more than they concealed.

Charlotte and Daphne had been drafted onto the First-Year XI almost the moment they arrived. Their height, grace, and, let us be honest, the spectacular jiggle of their enormous endowments made them natural centre-forwards. Today they stood in the changing pavilion with the rest of the team, pulling on the regulation kit: white aertex shirts so tight they might as well have been painted on, and tiny pleated skirts that ended high on the thigh. Beneath, most girls wore simple cotton knickers, but shemales like Charlotte and Daphne required something sturdier. Charlotte’s white satin briefs cradled her ten-inch shaft and those heavy, churning balls with loving precision, while Daphne’s black pair did heroic work containing her eleven-inch beast and the weighty pair beneath.

Beatrice, the imperious brunette from the fitting, captained the opposing Second-Year side. Her shirt strained magnificently over her high, proud swells, and her skirt flicked teasingly as she warmed up, revealing flashes of crimson lace stretched over a respectable bulge.

The whistle blew, and the game began.

From the first bully-off, the pitch became a whirlwind of feminine motion. Every sprint sent vast breasts heaving upward, only to crash down again with hypnotic rhythm. Skirts flipped and twirled, exposing smooth thighs, stocking tops, and the occasional glimpse of panty-clad secrets. Charlotte dashed forward with the ball, her monumental mammaries bouncing so vigorously that the buttons on her aertex shirt threatened desertion. As she dodged a defender, her skirt lifted entirely, treating the sideline to a perfect view of her satin-clad rear and the unmistakable swell of her enormous testicles shifting with each stride.

Daphne, playing inside-left, received a pass and powered down the wing. Her longer legs ate up the ground, but every pounding step caused her colossal cock to thicken against her thigh and her heavy nuts to swing pendulously. When she cut inside, the pleats of her skirt inverted completely, flashing the full, rounded weight of those magnificent bollocks to the cheering crowd. A collective groan rose from the male spectators, equal parts admiration and envy.

Beatrice was no slouch in the display department. Marking Charlotte closely, she lunged for the ball, bending low so that her own skirt rode up, crimson lace taut over her eight-inch shaft and those ripe, dangling fruits below. The two shemales collided gently, breasts mashing together through thin fabric, hips brushing in a way that sent sparks through both.

The score remained level until midway through the second half, when disaster, or delicious opportunity, struck. Daphne collected the ball at the edge of the D, feinted left, and sprinted toward goal. A Second-Year defender slid in with perfect timing, catching Daphne’s ankle. She went down spectacularly, legs flying, skirt flipping fully inside-out as she landed on her back. For a glorious moment the entire sideline had an unobstructed view: black satin panties stretched to transparency over her now fully erect eleven-inch cock, the thick shaft pulsing visibly, while below, her enormous testicles rested like twin prizes on full display, heavy and smooth and utterly shameless.

The whistle shrilled for a penalty flick, but the crowd barely noticed. Daphne rose slowly, adjusting her skirt with mock modesty, though the massive ridge now tenting the front left no doubt about her arousal. Charlotte jogged over, giving her friend’s bulging crotch a discreet pat. “Steady on, love. Save some for after.”

The flick was converted, putting the First-Years ahead. The final whistle blew minutes later amid cheers and scattered applause.

In the changing rooms, steam from the showers mingled with perfume and the unmistakable musk of excitement. Girls peeled off sweat-soaked shirts, revealing brassieres that had fought valiant battles against gravity and motion. Charlotte unhooked hers first, letting her phenomenal frontage spill free with a soft slap against her ribs. Daphne followed, her vast pillows released to sway enticingly as she bent to untie her plimsolls, skirt riding high again to expose the full heft of her still semi-erect package straining the black satin.

Beatrice sauntered over, towel slung low on her hips. “Not bad for freshers,” she conceded, eyes lingering on Daphne’s impressive outline. “Though I must say, Hawthorne, you do carry an unfair advantage in the lower departments.”

Fiona, the shy redhead, hovered nearby, her own shirt discarded to reveal pale breasts capped with strawberry nipples. She watched as Daphne finally peeled away her soaked panties, her eleven-inch cock springing upright, thick veins pulsing, while her huge balls hung low and full. “Heavens,” Fiona whispered. “My boyfriend’s proud of his six-and-a-half, but beside that he’d look like a schoolboy.”

Several other shemales nodded in sympathy, skirts lifted casually to compare. One girl lamented her beau’s modest five inches; another confessed hers struggled to reach seven even when desperate. Hands wandered in playful exploration, fingers tracing outlines, cupping heavy sacs, stroking shafts to full hardness amid laughter and sighs.

Charlotte, now fully stripped, stood under the shower with Daphne. Water cascaded over their colossal curves, turning sheer brassieres transparent had they still been wearing them. Daphne pressed Charlotte gently against the tiled wall, their enormous breasts squashing together as Daphne’s rigid length slid between Charlotte’s thighs. “All that running’s got me worked up,” she murmured.

Charlotte reached down, fingers encircling as much of Daphne’s girth as she could manage, while her own ten-inch shaft rubbed insistently against Daphne’s belly. They moved slowly, luxuriating in the heat and steam, until Daphne’s heavy balls drew tight and she spent in long, thick pulses across Charlotte’s thigh.

Outside, Alfie and Bertie waited by the gate, caps in hand, faces flushed from more than just the autumn air. They had watched the entire match from the front row, eyes fixed on their girlfriends’ every bounce and flash.

When Charlotte and Daphne finally emerged, hair damp and cheeks glowing, skirts once again barely containing their treasures, Alfie swallowed hard. “You were brilliant, love,” he managed, though his gaze dropped involuntarily to the prominent bulge still evident beneath Charlotte’s pleats.

Bertie offered Daphne his jacket to drape over her shoulders, a futile gesture of chivalry. “Fancy a quick detour?” he asked hopefully, voice cracking slightly.

In the back of the cab home, the partitions up for privacy, the boys set to work with desperate enthusiasm. Alfie knelt between Charlotte’s knees as she lifted her skirt, revealing her massive cock already stiffening again. He took her into his mouth with practiced devotion, struggling to accommodate even half her length while his hands cradled the warm weight of her enormous testicles. Charlotte stroked his hair, murmuring encouragement, though her mind wandered briefly to the memory of Daphne’s greater girth.

Beside them, Daphne had Bertie on his back across the seat, skirt rucked to her waist, riding him slowly. His modest six-and-a-half inches disappeared inside her, but she controlled the pace, grinding down so that her heavy balls slapped rhythmically against his thighs. “That’s it, love,” she cooed, though her eyes were half-lidded with thoughts of larger possibilities witnessed that afternoon.

By the time the cab pulled up outside their respective flats, both boys were spent and trembling, shirts rumpled, lips swollen. Charlotte kissed Alfie tenderly on the doorstep. “You’re ever so sweet,” she said, meaning it, even as she felt her own prodigious equipment twitch at the thought of tomorrow’s temptations.

Daphne waved Bertie off with a wink. “See you soon, pet.”

As the girls returned to college arm-in-arm, skirts swishing in the evening breeze, Daphne chuckled. “Poor lads. They try so hard.”

Charlotte squeezed her friend’s hand. “They do. But a girl’s got to have her fun.”

Behind them, the lights of St. Titania’s glowed warmly, promising many more games to come.




Chapter Four: The College Dance

The grand hall of St. Titania’s glittered under crystal chandeliers as the first formal dance of Michaelmas term swung into life. A ten-piece band in white dinner jackets filled the air with foxtrots and quicksteps, while hundreds of young ladies in evening gowns swirled across the polished floor. The gowns were a deliberate anachronism: satin and silk cut low across the bosom, nipped tight at the waist, and flaring into skirts that ended just below the knee—short enough to flash stocking tops and lace-trimmed panties with every vigorous twirl.

Charlotte looked breathtaking in emerald satin that clung to her like liquid. The bodice plunged daringly between her phenomenal swells, barely contained by hidden engineering and the sheer willpower of a few strategic stitches. Her back was bare to the base of her spine, and the skirt swirled around her thighs, concealing yet constantly threatening to reveal the substantial treasure cradled in matching emerald lace beneath.

Daphne had chosen scarlet silk that moulded itself to every exaggerated curve. The neckline framed her vast pillows in a heart-shaped frame, while the skirt clung to her hips before flaring just enough to allow movement. Beneath, black lace panties struggled valiantly with her eleven-inch shaft and those magnificent, heavy balls that shifted with every step.

Boyfriends had been granted rare admission for the evening. Alfie and Bertie stood awkwardly near the punch bowl in their best suits—charcoal wool bought second-hand and pressed within an inch of their lives. Alfie kept tugging at his collar, eyes fixed on Charlotte as she glided past in the arms of a tall shemale from the third year. Bertie nursed a glass of fruit cup, watching Daphne laugh as Fiona spun her under the lights.

The dance floor was a riot of pressed bodies and wandering hands. Gowns rustled, breasts mashed softly together, and skirts lifted in the turns to reveal smooth thighs and the occasional flash of bulging satin. One couple—a statuesque blonde shemale and her equally endowed partner—danced so closely that their skirts merged into one swirling cloud, the outline of two impressive packages rubbing together evident to anyone watching.

Fiona, in pale pink chiffon that did nothing to hide her generous frontage or the promising swell below, tapped Daphne on the shoulder mid-waltz. “May I?” she asked breathlessly. Daphne surrendered her current partner with a smile and took Fiona’s hand.

As the band struck up a slower tune, Fiona pressed close. Her breasts, magnificent pendulous globes, nestled against Daphne’s even larger pair. “I ended it with Tommy this afternoon,” she confessed into Daphne’s ear. “After seeing you and Charlotte at the fitting… well, six inches just doesn’t feel enough anymore.” Her hand slid down Daphne’s bare back, stopping just above the curve of her rear. Daphne responded by pulling her closer, letting Fiona feel the growing ridge pressing against her thigh through layers of silk and lace.

Across the hall, Beatrice cornered Charlotte by the French windows. The brunette’s gown was midnight blue velvet, cut so low that her proud, high swells threatened to escape with every breath. “You dance divinely,” Beatrice murmured, taking Charlotte’s hand and leading her toward the balcony doors. “But I suspect you’re even better at more… private pursuits.”

Charlotte allowed herself to be drawn outside into the cool night air. The balcony overlooked the darkened gardens, lit only by fairy lights strung through the trees. Beatrice wasted no time, pressing Charlotte against the stone balustrade and capturing her lips in a hungry kiss. Hands roamed: Beatrice’s cupping Charlotte’s vast orbs through emerald satin, Charlotte’s sliding up Beatrice’s thigh to discover the crimson lace panties already damp with anticipation.

Inside, Alfie watched the doors close behind them and felt his stomach drop. “She’s gone off with that posh one,” he muttered to Bertie.

Bertie’s eyes were on Daphne and Fiona, now dancing so intimately that Fiona’s skirt had ridden up to reveal pale blue panties stretched tight over her nine-inch erection and those heavy, swaying balls. “Mine’s not much better. Look at ’em.”

The band played on. Charlotte returned twenty minutes later, cheeks flushed, lipstick smudged, the front of her gown bearing faint handprints across her phenomenal frontage. She found Alfie waiting, face pale. Without a word she took his hand and led him down a side corridor to one of the empty music practice rooms.

The moment the door closed she yanked up her skirt, revealing emerald lace soaked through at the tip where her ten-inch cock strained mightily. Her huge testicles hung low and full, shifting as she moved. “I need you now,” she said simply.

Alfie dropped to his knees, fumbling with his flies. His own seven inches sprang free, respectable but dwarfed as always. He took Charlotte into his mouth with desperate hunger, hands cradling the warm, heavy weight of her balls, feeling them draw tighter as she thrust gently. Charlotte braced against the piano, gown slipping off one shoulder to bare a vast breast that bounced with each motion. When she came it was in thick, copious pulses that Alfie swallowed eagerly, determined to prove his worth.

In the gardens, Daphne had led Fiona behind a rose arbour. Moonlight filtered through the leaves as Fiona sank to her knees in the grass, pink chiffon pooling around her. She lifted Daphne’s scarlet skirt with trembling hands, gasping at the sight of black lace barely containing the eleven-inch monster and those enormous nuts beneath. “May I?” she whispered.

Daphne nodded, threading fingers through red hair as Fiona’s lips stretched around her girth. The redhead managed perhaps half before gagging sweetly, but her enthusiasm made up for experience. Daphne’s heavy balls slapped gently against Fiona’s chin with each bob of her head. When Daphne spent, Fiona pulled back to let the final spurts paint her magnificent cleavage, marking the pale skin between her vast swells.

Bertie found Daphne moments after Fiona had slipped away to tidy herself. His face was a study in quiet desperation. Daphne took pity, drawing him into the shadow of the arbour and bending over a stone bench. She flipped her skirt up, presenting the black lace stretched over her still semi-hard length and the full, rounded heft of her testicles dangling invitingly.

Bertie entered her swiftly, his six-and-a-half inches sliding home with a groan. He thrust hard, hands gripping her hips, trying to pour every ounce of devotion into the act. Daphne pushed back to meet him, murmuring encouragement, though her body still hummed from Fiona’s worship. When Bertie came it was with a muffled cry against her shoulder, clinging as if she might vanish.

Back in the hall the final dance was announced—a ladies’ excuse-me. Charlotte and Daphne found each other in the crowd, skirts swirling as they came together. Their bodies pressed close: breasts mashing, hips grinding, the unmistakable ridges of their prodigious packages rubbing through thin fabric. Around them other couples mirrored the intimacy—shemale with shemale, shemale with woman, all lost in the music and the heat.

Alfie and Bertie watched from the sidelines, caps in hand once more, faces flushed with a mixture of pride and gnawing insecurity.

As the band played the last notes and the chandeliers brightened, Charlotte kissed Daphne softly on the cheek. “Best dance yet,” she said.

Daphne smiled, adjusting her skirt over the lingering evidence of the night’s pleasures. “And it’s only the first of many.”

Outside, the boys waited to escort their girlfriends home, each silently vowing to love harder, last longer, be enough—knowing in their hearts that at St. Titania’s, enough was a moving target.




Chapter Five: The Dramatic Society

The auditorium of St. Titania’s smelled of polished wood, velvet curtains, and the faint perfume of generations of young ladies who had trod its boards. Afternoon sunlight slanted through high windows as the Dramatic Society gathered for the first full rehearsal of The Importance of Being Earnest. Beatrice, in her element as director, stood centre stage in a severe black skirt and blouse that did little to disguise the proud upward thrust of her magnificent swells or the substantial ridge beneath her hem.

She clapped sharply. “Places, darlings. We’ll block Act One today.”

Charlotte had been cast as Lady Bracknell—an inspired choice, Beatrice declared, because no one else could deliver lines with quite the same imperious authority that came naturally to someone carrying such phenomenal frontage. Her costume was a masterpiece of Edwardian tailoring: a deep plum gown with a corset that cinched her waist to nothing and elevated her vast pillows to shelf-like prominence, the neckline plunging just enough to threaten decorum. The heavy skirt featured hidden side slits for movement, revealing glimpses of stocking and lace-trimmed drawers whenever she turned.

Daphne, as Gwendolen Fairfax, wore dove-grey silk that clung to every exaggerated curve. The bodice was structured with whalebone to present her enormous orbs in perfect separation, while the skirt draped elegantly yet parted easily when she sat or bent. Beneath, sheer ivory lingerie cradled her eleven-inch shaft and those heavy, pendulous balls that shifted enticingly with every step.

Fiona, pink-cheeked and glowing in pale lemon as Cecily Cardew, kept finding excuses to stand close to Daphne. Her gown’s sweetheart neckline framed her generous pendulous globes, and the full skirt hid—but only just—the promising bulge of her nine-inch equipment.

Rehearsal began innocently enough. Lines were delivered, entrances made, teacups lifted with exaggerated daintiness. But Oscar Wilde’s epigrams soon gave way to the society’s own traditions. When Charlotte, as Lady Bracknell, demanded to know the origins of Jack’s handbag, she swept forward with majestic authority. The corset forced her posture upright, thrusting her colossal breasts forward until the gown’s fabric creaked. As she leaned over the chaise to interrogate, the side slits parted, revealing ivory lace stretched drum-tight over her thick, half-hard cock and the full, rounded weight of her enormous testicles swaying gently beneath.

Beatrice paused the scene. “Marvellous presence, Charlotte, but do remember to bend from the knees when retrieving dropped lines. We must maintain decorum.”

The demonstration that followed was anything but decorous. Beatrice herself bent deeply to pick up a stray script page, black skirt riding high to expose crimson drawers clinging to her eight-inch shaft and those ripe, dangling fruits below. The cast applauded politely.

Daphne’s interview scene with Charlotte provided endless opportunities. Each time Gwendolen declared her passion for the name Ernest, she sank into a curtsy that brought her face level with Lady Bracknell’s lap. The grey silk skirt parted, granting Charlotte—and anyone watching—a perfect view of ivory lace outlining Daphne’s thickening length and the heavy sway of her magnificent bollocks.

Fiona’s scenes with Daphne were even more charged. As Cecily offered Gwendolen tea, she bent low over the table, lemon gown dipping to reveal the deep valley between her vast swells. When she straightened too quickly, her skirt caught on the table edge, flipping up briefly to flash pale blue drawers taut over her rigid nine inches and those churning nuts beneath. Daphne’s hand steadied her with lingering familiarity, fingers brushing the bulge as if by accident.

By tea break, the auditorium hummed with suppressed excitement. Gowns were adjusted, corsets loosened a fraction, and skirts flicked teasingly. Beatrice called a fifteen-minute pause, then dismissed most of the cast, asking only Charlotte and Daphne to remain for “private line work” on the famous handbag scene.

The moment the doors closed, the atmosphere shifted. Charlotte settled into the chaise as Lady Bracknell, legs crossed demurely, though the plum skirt parted to reveal the full tenting of her lace drawers. Daphne approached slowly, grey silk whispering.

“I am glad to say I have never seen a spade,” Daphne began as Gwendolen, then deviated deliciously from the script. She dropped to her knees before Charlotte, hands sliding up plum silk to part the slits wider. “Though I have seen something far more impressive.”

Charlotte’s breath hitched as Daphne’s fingers traced the outline of her ten-inch cock through ivory lace, then dipped lower to cup the warm, heavy weight of her balls. “Careful, Miss Fairfax,” Charlotte murmured in Lady Bracknell’s tones, “or I shall have to examine you most thoroughly.”

Daphne needed no further invitation. She eased the lace aside, freeing Charlotte’s massive shaft to spring upright, thick and veined, while those enormous testicles rested heavily on the velvet cushion. Daphne’s lips closed around the head, tongue swirling as her own gown parted to reveal her eleven-inch beast straining against ivory. Charlotte reached down, unhooking Daphne’s bodice so that her vast pillows spilled free, bouncing softly with each bob of her head.

They moved together with practiced ease. Charlotte stood, turning Daphne to bend over the chaise. Grey silk was gathered at the waist, ivory lace peeled down just enough to expose Daphne’s tight rear and the full, pendulous glory of her balls hanging low between her thighs. Charlotte entered her slowly, hands gripping Daphne’s hips, thrusting deep while her own heavy sack slapped rhythmically against Daphne’s.

The rhythm built, gowns rustling, breasts swaying free of their corsets. When release came it was mutual and copious—Charlotte spending deep inside Daphne while Daphne’s eleven-inch cock pulsed untouched, painting the chaise in long white arcs.

They were still straightening skirts and re-hooking bodices when the stage door creaked. Alfie and Bertie stood in the wings, faces thunderous. Bertie’s younger sister, a second-year with a penchant for gossip, had telephoned the garage with tales of “private rehearsals” running very late.

Alfie found his voice first. “We were worried, love. Thought we’d walk you back.”

Charlotte smoothed her plum gown, the fabric still bearing faint damp patches. “How thoughtful.” She took his arm, guiding him behind the backdrop. Within moments his trousers were open, his seven inches buried in her mouth as she knelt among coiled ropes, still tasting Daphne on her lips. Alfie thrust desperately, hands tangled in her hair, reclaiming what he feared lost.

Bertie followed Daphne to the opposite wing. She bent forward over a prop table, grey skirt flipped up, ivory lace askew. He entered her swiftly, feeling the slick evidence of earlier passion, and pounded with jealous fervour. Daphne pushed back encouragingly, murmuring, “That’s it, pet, show me how much you want me.” His release came quickly, fierce and possessive, though he knew in his heart it would never quite be enough.

When the four emerged into the cool evening air, skirts swishing once more into perfect order, Charlotte and Daphne exchanged a secret smile. Beatrice watched from the auditorium doors, already planning tomorrow’s “notes.”

Alfie and Bertie walked their girlfriends to the college gates in silence broken only by the clip of heels on gravel. Each boy held tight to the arm of his extraordinary shemale love, aware that at St. Titania’s the drama was never confined to the stage.




Chapter Six: Parents’ Weekend

The lawns of St. Titania’s had never looked more impeccable than on the morning of Parents’ Weekend. White marquees dotted the south lawn, croquet hoops gleamed, and a string quartet played gently beneath a spreading cedar. Mothers in floral dresses and fathers in blazers circulated with teacups, admiring flower arrangements and pretending not to notice how spectacularly their daughters had developed since the beginning of term.

Charlotte and Daphne stood side by side near the rose garden in demure day dresses chosen especially for the occasion. Charlotte’s was pale blue cotton with a fitted bodice and full skirt that ended just below the knee—respectable, yet the fabric still stretched valiantly across her vast swells and nipped in sharply at the waist before flaring over hips that concealed her substantial secret. Daphne wore soft green with a square neckline that framed her enormous pillows in a way that was almost modest, though every breath threatened to test the seams. Beneath, their new college brassieres and reinforced lace panties provided heroic support for both upper and lower endowments.

Charlotte’s parents, Mr and Mrs Evergreen—solidly middle-class, he in banking, she on various charity committees—arrived first. Mrs Evergreen embraced her daughter warmly, the embrace inevitably squashing her own respectable bosom against Charlotte’s phenomenal frontage. “You look radiant, darling,” she said, stepping back to admire the dress. “Though I do hope they’re feeding you properly.”

Mr Evergreen shook Daphne’s hand with paternal approval. “Keeping my girl out of trouble, are you?”

Daphne smiled sweetly. “Doing my best, sir.”

Daphne’s own parents followed shortly: her father a solicitor, her mother a former debutante who still moved with practiced grace. They greeted Charlotte like a second daughter, though Mrs Hawthorne’s eyes lingered appreciatively on both girls’ figures. “The college air certainly agrees with you both,” she murmured.

Alfie and Bertie had been invited as “close family friends,” a polite fiction that allowed them entrance. They arrived scrubbed and shining in borrowed navy suits, hair slicked down, ties knotted with unusual care. Alfie carried a small bouquet of hothouse flowers for Mrs Evergreen; Bertie clutched a box of chocolates like a shield. Both boys hovered at the edge of the parental circle, acutely aware of their East End accents and calloused hands.

Conversation flowed over cucumber sandwiches and Victoria sponge. The adults discussed the college’s academic reputation, the beauty of the grounds, the excellence of the flower-arranging classes. Beneath the politeness ran undercurrents only the younger generation could sense.

Beatrice glided past in cream linen, accompanied by her mother, Lady Functional (an actual title), who appraised Charlotte with the cool eye of one assessing horseflesh. “Such carriage,” Lady Functional said approvingly. “My son Peregrine is up at Oxford reading Greats. He’s rather well favoured himself—tall, broad-shouldered, and, ahem, generously proportioned in the family tradition. You must meet him at Christmas.”

Charlotte smiled politely while Mrs Evergreen’s eyebrows rose a fraction. Alfie, standing just behind with a tray of tea, nearly spilled the milk jug.

Fiona appeared with her parents, introducing a tall third-year shemale named Imogen as “my particular friend who’s been helping with Latin.” Imogen’s gown of buttercup yellow strained magnificently across her own vast orbs, and when she bent to retrieve a dropped croquet ball, her skirt revealed the unmistakable outline of a truly impressive package. Fiona’s mother beamed approvingly; Fiona’s father looked faintly stunned.

The croquet match provided the afternoon’s main entertainment. Ladies took turns wielding mallets with delicate precision, each swing accompanied by the gentle bounce of monumental bosoms and the occasional flip of a skirt in the breeze. When Charlotte leaned forward to line up a shot, her blue dress tightened across her rear, the fabric outlining the heavy, rounded swell of her testicles nestled in lace beneath. Daphne’s turn required a wide stance; as she swung, her green skirt lifted just enough to flash stocking tops and the pronounced ridge of her eleven-inch shaft lying thick along her thigh.

Alfie and Bertie were pressed into service as scorekeepers, following their girlfriends from hoop to hoop. Every time Charlotte bent for a ball, Alfie’s eyes fixed on the subtle shift of weight below her hem. When Daphne stretched to reach a distant wicket, Bertie caught a glimpse of those magnificent bollocks pressing against green cotton and felt his own modest equipment stir helplessly in borrowed trousers.

Tea was served under the marquee. Parents clustered together, comparing notes on debutante seasons past and present. The girls circulated with trays of scones, bending gracefully to offer plates. Mrs Hawthorne watched Daphne with maternal pride as her daughter leaned forward, the square neckline dipping to reveal the upper curves of her colossal pillows cradled in exquisite lace.

“Such poise,” Mrs Hawthorne said to Mrs Evergreen. “Both girls have blossomed wonderfully.”

At last the parents began to depart, carriages and motor cars summoned to the front drive. Handshakes were exchanged, cheeks kissed, promises made to write. When the final taillights disappeared down the avenue, the atmosphere shifted like a curtain falling.

Charlotte turned to Alfie, eyes bright. “Boathouse. Now.”

Daphne took Bertie’s hand without a word.

The boathouse stood at the edge of the lake, doors ajar, smelling of varnish and water. Sunlight slanted through high windows onto stacked punts and coiled ropes. Charlotte pulled Alfie inside and pressed him against a piled stack of cushions, blue dress already rucked up to her waist. She yanked aside lace panties to free her ten-inch cock, rigid with hours of restrained excitement, while her huge balls spilled heavily into Alfie’s waiting hands.

He sank to his knees among the ropes, taking her into his mouth with grateful desperation. Charlotte threaded fingers through his hair, guiding him deeper, murmuring praise as his tongue worked. When she came it was with a muffled cry against her wrist, spending in thick pulses that Alfie swallowed eagerly, determined to leave no doubt about his devotion.

Beside them, Daphne had Bertie bent over the bow of a punt. Green skirt flipped up, black lace peeled aside, she entered him slowly, her eleven-inch length stretching him deliciously while her enormous testicles slapped rhythmically against his thighs. Bertie gripped the gunwale, pushing back to meet each thrust, whispering her name like a prayer. When release claimed them both, Daphne stayed buried deep, arms wrapped around his chest, marking him as hers despite all the afternoon’s aristocratic temptations.

Afterward they lay tangled on piled life jackets, skirts rearranged but creased beyond salvation, the scent of sex mingling with lake water. Charlotte traced lazy circles on Alfie’s chest. “You were marvellous with Mother,” she said softly. “She liked you.”

Alfie exhaled shakily. “Thought that Lady Whatsit was sizing you up for her son.”

Daphne chuckled, nuzzling Bertie’s neck. “Let her try. We’ve got everything we need right here.”

Outside, the college settled into evening quiet. Somewhere a bell rang for supper, but none of them moved just yet. Parents’ Weekend had come and gone, polite smiles exchanged, social lines carefully navigated. In the boathouse, with skirts still rumpled and hearts racing, Charlotte and Daphne knew exactly where they belonged—and with whom.




Chapter Seven: The College Library

The great library of St. Titania’s was a cathedral of knowledge and temptation. Towering oak shelves stretched toward the vaulted ceiling, stained-glass windows cast jewel-coloured light across reading tables, and the only permitted sounds were the rustle of pages and the occasional soft cough. Miss Lavinia Croft, the Head Librarian, patrolled the aisles in her signature charcoal pencil skirt and cream cardigan, both garments straining heroically over her monumental bosom and hinting at the impressive package she carried with quiet authority.

Examinations loomed, and even the most social of students had been driven indoors. Charlotte and Daphne claimed a secluded table on the third-floor mezzanine, surrounded by shelves of leather-bound volumes. Charlotte wore a fitted cream blouse tucked into a navy pleated skirt that ended mid-thigh, while Daphne had chosen a soft lavender sweater that clung to her vast swells like mist over mountains, paired with a shorter grey skirt that barely skimmed the tops of her stockings.

They opened textbooks, but concentration proved elusive. Every time Charlotte leaned forward to underline a passage, her blouse gaped, offering glimpses of white lace brassiere cradling her phenomenal frontage. When Daphne reached for a dictionary on the top shelf, her sweater rode up, revealing a sliver of midriff and the pronounced curve of her rear as her skirt lifted just enough to flash black lace stretched taut over her eleven-inch shaft and those heavy, pendulous balls.

Fiona joined them an hour later, carrying an armful of Latin grammars. Her short pleated skirt and low-cut blouse were far from conducive to serious study; the neckline dipped perilously, framing the deep valley between her generous pendulous globes. She slid into the chair opposite Daphne, knees brushing under the table.

“Mind if I study with you?” she whispered. “Imogen’s at orchestra practice.”

Daphne smiled. “Of course. Though I warn you, we’re terrible at staying quiet.”

Across the aisle, Beatrice occupied a carrel alone. She had chosen a tight burgundy dress that hugged her high, proud swells and flared into a skirt that rode up whenever she crossed her legs. Every few minutes she would stretch, arching her back so that the fabric pulled tight across her chest and the outline of her eight-inch shaft became briefly visible against her thigh. When Charlotte caught her eye, Beatrice lifted her skirt a fraction—crimson lace, damp at the tip—then let it fall with a wicked smile.

Miss Croft’s patrols added another layer of tension. Her heels clicked along the parquet; whenever she paused to adjust a fallen book, she bent deeply at the waist. Her pencil skirt split a few inches at the rear seam, revealing the black silk of her undergarments stretched over a thick, semi-erect length and balls the size of large plums. The sight drew soft gasps from nearby tables.

Study sessions devolved into silent games. Daphne slid her foot up Charlotte’s calf under the table. Charlotte responded by parting her knees, letting her skirt ride high enough for Daphne to glimpse white satin panties tented by her thickening cock. Fiona watched, biting her lip, then mirrored the movement, flashing pale blue lace outlining her nine-inch erection and those heavy nuts beneath.

Beatrice escalated. She stood, pretending to search for a volume, and bent forward over the shelf directly opposite their table. Her dress rode up to expose the full outline of her crimson panties clinging to her rigid shaft and dangling fruits. She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes locking with Charlotte’s, then straightened slowly, letting the skirt fall back into place.

When the closing bell rang at nine, most students filed out. Miss Croft dimmed the main lights, leaving only reading lamps and the glow of moonlight through the windows. “Private study permitted until ten,” she announced, voice low. “No noise, please.”

The library became a hushed playground. Charlotte and Daphne moved deeper into the stacks, Fiona trailing behind. In a narrow aisle between history and philosophy, Charlotte pressed Daphne against the shelves, lifting her lavender sweater to free those colossal pillows. Daphne’s black lace bra was unhooked with practiced ease; her vast orbs spilled into Charlotte’s hands. Charlotte bent to take a stiff nipple into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand slipped beneath Daphne’s skirt to find the black lace already soaked through.

Fiona watched, breathing shallowly, until Daphne beckoned her closer. Daphne kissed her deeply while Charlotte knelt, lifting Fiona’s pleated skirt to peel down pale blue panties. Fiona’s nine-inch cock sprang free, rigid and leaking; her heavy balls shifted as Charlotte cupped them, rolling them gently before taking the head between her lips.

Beatrice appeared at the end of the aisle, burgundy dress already unbuttoned to the waist. She joined without a word, pressing behind Charlotte and sliding her hands around to cup Charlotte’s monumental breasts through her blouse. Charlotte moaned softly around Fiona’s shaft as Beatrice’s fingers found her nipples.

The encounter unfolded in near silence: mouths, hands, and fabric rustling. Daphne took Fiona against the shelves, lifting one of her legs so she could slide inside that tight heat while Charlotte knelt between them, alternating between sucking Daphne’s enormous cock and lapping at the point where they joined. Beatrice bent Charlotte over a low reading table, flipping up her navy skirt to reveal white satin stretched over her ten-inch length and those huge, swaying balls. Beatrice entered her from behind, thrusting slowly, one hand reaching around to stroke Charlotte’s rigid shaft in time with her movements.

Release came in waves, muffled by palms or fabric: Fiona first, spending across Daphne’s tongue; Daphne following, filling Fiona deeply; Charlotte pulsing into Beatrice’s hand while Beatrice finished inside her, hot and copious.

They straightened clothing with trembling fingers, wiping mouths, tucking away still-sensitive equipment. By ten o’clock the library was quiet again.

Outside, in the January chill, Alfie and Bertie waited on the steps, collars turned up against the wind. They had been there since eight, growing more restless with every passing minute. When the heavy doors finally opened and Charlotte and Daphne emerged—hair slightly mussed, lips swollen, skirts bearing faint creases—both boys surged forward.

Alfie pulled Charlotte into the shadow of a pillar, pressing her against cold stone. “You were in there ages,” he said, voice rough. His hands were already under her skirt, finding the damp satin and the lingering heat beneath.

Charlotte kissed him fiercely. “Missed you,” she whispered, guiding his hand to her still-hard cock. Alfie dropped to his knees right there, hidden by the pillar, taking her into his mouth with desperate hunger. Charlotte braced against the stone, hips rocking gently, spending quickly down his throat while her huge balls drew tight against his chin.

Beside them, Daphne had Bertie backed against the library wall. She lifted her skirt, guiding his hand to her slick entrance. “Right here, love,” she murmured. Bertie fumbled with his flies, entering her swiftly. Daphne wrapped one leg around his waist, pulling him deep, rocking against him until he shuddered and spent with a stifled groan.

When they finally parted for the night, Charlotte squeezed Alfie’s hand. “Tomorrow’s Saturday. No study. Just us.”

Bertie nodded fervently, still catching his breath.

As the girls walked arm-in-arm back toward the dormitory, Daphne chuckled softly. “Poor lads. They really do try.”

Charlotte smiled, adjusting her blouse over still-sensitive breasts. “And we love them for it. But a girl does need her reading time.”

Behind them, the library windows glowed faintly, promising more silent seductions to come.




Chapter Eight: Endings and Beginnings

As spring bloomed across the grounds of St. Titania’s, the college buzzed with the excitement of final examinations and the promise of summer freedoms. Cherry blossoms drifted like confetti over the lawns where students lounged in short flippy skirts and tight sweaters, their vast heaving chests rising and falling with laughter. The air was thick with the scent of lilacs and anticipation; for Charlotte and Daphne, this marked the end of their first year, a whirlwind of lessons, liaisons, and lingering looks that had shaped them into even more confident visions of feminine excess.

The final week brought a flurry of events: a garden fete where skirts twirled in the breeze, revealing lace-trimmed panties stretched over impressive bulges; a farewell tea with the matrons, whose own monumental mounds quivered as they poured Earl Grey; and private goodbyes in shadowed alcoves where hands wandered freely. Beatrice had softened somewhat, confessing over sherry that she envied the protagonists' bonds with their working-class beaus. "My Peregrine is well-equipped, but he lacks that raw hunger," she admitted, eyes lingering on Charlotte's straining blouse.

Fiona, now inseparable from Imogen, waved from across the quad. Her relationship had flourished, Imogen's ten-inch pride and heavy sack providing the satisfaction Fiona had craved. "Thanks to you two for opening my eyes," she whispered during a group hug, her own generous globes pressing against Daphne's colossal cushions.

But the true heart of the week lay with Alfie and Bertie. The boys had been granted special passes for the closing ceremony, standing awkwardly in their Sunday best amid the sea of silk and satin. Alfie fidgeted with his tie, eyes devouring Charlotte in her cap and gown, the black fabric doing nothing to hide the proud thrust of her phenomenal frontage. Bertie shifted from foot to foot, mesmerized by Daphne's green eyes and the way her skirt hinted at the treasures beneath.

After the diplomas were handed out by Headmistress Langford—whose own majestic monoliths jiggled with each handshake—the crowd dispersed. Charlotte and Daphne slipped away with their boyfriends to a secluded cottage on the college estate, a quaint stone building reserved for graduating students' private farewells. The sun dipped low, casting golden light through lace curtains as they entered.

Inside, a four-poster bed dominated the room, draped in white linen. Charlotte locked the door, turning to Alfie with a smile that promised everything. "We've waited for this," she said, unbuttoning her gown to reveal a sheer white blouse and pleated skirt. Daphne mirrored her, shedding her cap to let her dark hair tumble free, her lavender sweater clinging to her vast pillows.

The boys undressed with trembling hands, shirts and trousers pooling on the floor. Alfie lay back on the bed first, heart pounding as Charlotte straddled his hips. She hiked her skirt up, revealing white satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch cock, now rigid with desire, and those enormous testicles hanging heavy below. With a slow tug, she freed herself, the thick shaft bobbing free while her balls swayed like pendulums.

Daphne positioned Bertie beside him, flipping her skirt to expose black lace cradling her eleven-inch monster and the full, rounded heft of her magnificent bollocks. Bertie gasped as she peeled the fabric aside, her length springing upright, veined and throbbing.

The girls moved in unison, guiding their boyfriends' legs up and apart. Charlotte eased into Alfie slowly, inch by inch, her massive cock stretching him deliciously as he moaned. Daphne followed, sliding deep into Bertie with a practiced thrust, her heavy nuts pressing against his skin.

On their backs, the boys reached up instinctively, hands grasping at their girlfriends' tremendous tits. Charlotte unhooked her brassiere, letting her colossal orbs spill free—twin peaks of plush perfection bouncing wildly with each thrust. Alfie hung on for dear life, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, nipples like cherries hardening under his palms as her phenomenal frontage slapped against his chest.

Daphne discarded her sweater and bra, her vast udders tumbling out to jiggle hypnotically. Bertie clutched them desperately, kneading the enormous swells as they bounced with every powerful stroke of her hips. Her eleven-inch beast plunged deep, her enormous testicles slapping rhythmically against his rear, the weight of them adding to the intensity.

The room filled with gasps and moans. Charlotte leaned down, her lips brushing Alfie's as she rocked harder, her huge balls churning with building pressure. "I love you," she whispered, thrusting deep. Alfie nodded frantically, lost in the sensation, his own modest erection rubbing against her belly.

Daphne kissed Bertie fiercely, her magnificent bollocks drawing tight as she neared release. "You're mine," she growled, pounding steadily. Bertie whimpered agreement, hands never leaving her bouncing bounty.

Climax crashed over them like a wave. Charlotte spent first, flooding Alfie with thick, hot pulses while her testicles contracted against him. Daphne followed, her release copious and deep, her heavy sack emptying in long spurts. The boys came untouched, spilling across their stomachs in testament to the overwhelming pleasure.

Exhausted, they collapsed into a tangle of limbs, skirts rumpled, breasts heaving with aftershocks. Laughter bubbled up as they caught their breath, the cottage filled with the warmth of true affection.

Summer stretched before them like an open road. Charlotte and Daphne had decided to defer further studies, choosing instead to travel with their boyfriends. Alfie and Bertie, beaming with pride, had quit their jobs to join the adventure—funded by modest inheritances and the girls' family trusts. No more fears of inadequacy; the boys had proven their worth time and again, their devotion unwavering.

They spent lazy days in seaside towns, skirts flipping in the ocean breeze, hands patting rears playfully. Evenings brought intimate explorations: Charlotte bending over a balcony railing, skirt riding high to expose her enormous nuts for Alfie's worship; Daphne in tight trousers that showcased her massive bulge, drawing envious glances from passersby.

One golden afternoon on a Cornish beach, as waves lapped at their feet, Alfie knelt before Charlotte. "Marry me?" he asked, offering a simple ring bought with his savings. Tears welled in her eyes as she nodded, pulling him close so her vast swells enveloped him.

Bertie proposed to Daphne that same evening, under a sunset sky. "I may not have much, but I've got all you need right here," he said, tapping his heart. Daphne laughed, accepting with a kiss that deepened into more, her heavy package pressing against him promisingly.

The double wedding was a quiet affair in a village church, attended by families and college friends. Beatrice served as maid of honour, her own engagement to Peregrine announced with a wink. Fiona and Imogen danced cheek-to-cheek, their bulges rubbing teasingly.

In the bridal suite, the newlyweds celebrated properly. Charlotte, in a white lace gown that strained over her phenomenal frontage, lifted her skirt to reveal satin panties barely containing her ten-inch pride and those enormous balls. Alfie lay back eagerly, legs parted, as she entered him again, her colossal orbs bouncing in his grasp.

Daphne's ivory silk dress pooled at her waist as she claimed Bertie, her vast pillows jiggling wildly while he clung to them like lifelines. Their thrusts synced in marital bliss, releases shared in joyful unison.

Years blurred into happiness. The couples settled in a shared country estate, where skirts remained short and affections open. Children came—adopted darlings who grew amid love and laughter. Alfie and Bertie thrived in new ventures, their insecurities long banished by the unwavering passion of their extraordinary wives.

St. Titania’s faded into fond memory, but its spirit lived on: a world of unapologetic desire, where curves reigned supreme and love conquered all. Charlotte and Daphne, hand in hand with their husbands, watched sunsets from their garden, content in the knowledge that their happy ending was just the beginning.
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