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Now it came to pass, once upon a time, there
lived near Tinselton, the capital city of a large kingdom named
Hollywood, a very worthy gentleman and his beautiful and amiable
young wife. As it happens, the worthy old gentlemen had a penis the
likes of which brought tears of joy to many a woman’s eyes. And as
well-endowed as he was, he had a penchant for pussy to satisfy the
monster’s gluttonous appetite. It seemed that he always had his big
dick in one slit or another. It was also known that much to the
chagrin of his wife, anything wearing a skirt was fair game for the
randy old fart.

His beautiful young wife, coming from a poor
family, who had hardly even had a pot to pee in, knew a good thing
when she saw it and let her husband continue in his bawdy ways even
after the marriage. But, they had not been wedded long before the
old man’s potent seed took root inside his wife’s belly and nine
months later, there was a pretty, little, baby girl in the
nursery.

They named the little girl Ella and for a
time, both parents were very happy, the old man diddling everything
he could get his hands on and his wife caring for the baby. Many
years went by in happy bliss, but alas, their joy did not last
forever. Just as the daughter reached the age of eighteen and was
filling out to be a fair and lovely girl, the mother fell ill and
died.



Now, his wife had hardly been laid into her grave before the old
man began to take notice of his beautiful, young daughter. And
missing the daily dose of pussy his wife had afforded him, he was
growing hornier and hornier. But before he could act on his sick
inclinations, another woman swept him off his feet. He was so
carried away with the woman’s beauty, he had to find a way to get
in her pantaloons. But, being from a good Christian family, the
woman told him that the only way he was going to get into her
panties was to marry her. So finding no other way, he married
her!

Unhappily, the choice he made this time was
not a good one. The lady he married, although very beautiful and
rich, was a proud, ill-tempered bitch with two grown-up
daughters.

Now the two daughters could hardly be called
beautiful, nor could they be called ugly. They were rather plain
looking girls. Esmerelda, the oldest, was nineteen. A tall, big
boned girl with flaming red hair. She was rather lazy and a bit
bossy and the abundance of her bosom drew the attention of many of
the town’s young men, the old man included.

Glyniss, the younger of the two, was
eighteen. A small, petite young thing with ebony black hair that
hung all the way down to her cute, boyish, little ass. She was a
little on the lazy side also. Unlike her sister, her bodice drew
hardly a glance. But with her flirtatious ways, she drew her fair
share of attention from the men of the town, her step-father
included.

Now it came to pass, that after the
marriage, the new wife laid down some rather strict rules for the
old dowager. These rules harshly restricted his free access to
pussy. And to add misery to pain, she would allow him the privilege
of visiting the sacred chalice down between her own legs, as she
called it, only once a week! To even heighten his anguish, she told
him that if she caught him dallying with any other woman, she would
be pleased to lop off his prodigious organ and feed it to the pigs.
Now the old man who was accustomed to having a stable of willing
consorts was soon at his wit’s end. He didn’t know what to do. But
he knew that he must find some way of satisfying the evil ogre that
dwelled down between his chubby legs. And he was even reaching a
point where his attention strayed back to his beautiful, young,
eighteen-year-old daughter, Ella.

The ink on their marriage vows had barely
dried before the new wife, Vespra began to be very harsh toward
Ella. Vespra made the child do all the hard work of the house;
scrubbing the floors; polishing the grates; answering the door;
waiting on the table; and even washing up the plates and
dishes.

Then the day finally came when the old man
could no longer take the severe shortage of pussy...

It just so happened that Vespra and Glyniss
were across town visiting Vespra’s sister, Aniline. And Vespra, not
trusting Ella on her own, had left Esmerelda to supervise Ella’s
work.

Joseph, the old man was working in his
office, growing hornier by the moment as he connived to devise a
plan to remedy his affliction.

Taking a break from his work, he decided to
go to the kitchen to fetch a glass of wine.

Stepping into the kitchen, he saw Esmerelda
sitting at the table with a glass of wine in her big, gangly hand.
Joseph surmised that she had probably had more than a few glasses
of the spirits as she had a funny, lopsided grin on her face and
had a tousled look about her. Grinning back at her, he looked down
and saw that she had her long, shapely legs spread and her dress
had ridden up above her knees. And from where he stood, he could
see up under her dress to the big, drooling gash between her
legs.

A lewd idea jumped into his head and he
looked around the room to see if Ella was around. She wasn’t!

“Where’s Ella?” he asked, standing by the
big, wooden table.

“In the garden, picking vegetables for
supper,” Esmerelda told him, her grin growing even more lopsided as
she took another sip on her wine.

“It must be hard work supervising Ella all
this time,” Joseph said, ogling the swell of her mountainous
bosom.

“It certainly is,” Esmerelda mumbled, her
eyes straying down to the bulge in the front of Joseph’s
breeches.

“Esmerelda,” the old man said to his older
step-daughter, “why don’t you take a break from all this hard work
and come into my office for a little while? I have something to
show you that might be of great interest to you!”

“Oh, Father, what might that be?” she
fawned, batting her big, blue eyes at him as she got up and laid
her hand on his offered arm.

Now it was no secret that Esmerelda spent a
good deal of time out in the barn. And most times, after she
departed from the barn, a gentleman could be seen departing soon
afterwards. Joseph had seen this on many occasions himself and took
note of it.

“Something that many a woman has sought in
the past...” he grinned, glancing over his shoulder to make sure
that Ella wasn’t watching as he led Esmerelda into his office and
closed the door behind them.

“Now where is this great secret thing?”
Esmerelda giggled, glancing down at the obvious bulge thrusting out
against the front of his breeches again and slowly running her
fingers over it. “Could this possibly be it?”

“Oh, such a knowledgeable young wench,”
Joseph proclaimed, unbuttoning his breeches.

“Oh, Father!” she gasped as his giant prick
flopped out into the open. “I’ve never seen one so big!”

“How would you like to feel it down between
your pretty legs?” he grinned, grabbing it and working his hand up
and down its thick, swollen shaft.

“But, Father,” she complained gawking down
at the impressive slab of meat. “I don’t know if it would fit in my
tiny, little pussy.”

“The one I saw out in the kitchen was
neither tiny, nor little...” he snickered, reaching down and
grabbing hold of her long dress and shoving it up around her
waist.

“Oh, Father,” she tittered, batting her big
blue eyes at him again.

“My, my, such a naughty lass,” he grinned.
“No pantaloons! What would your mother say if she knew her daughter
didn’t wear pantaloons?”

“You won’t tell...you won’t tell her, will
you?” Esmerelda smiled, running her fingers along the shaft of his
stiff, jutting cock. “I would do almost anything you wanted, if you
promise not to tell her.”

“So, if I promise not to tell,” he leered at
her, running his hand down and cupping her hot pussy in the palm of
his hand, “what do I get?”

“Well, as a start, what mother only gives
you once a week,” she giggled, clutching at his cock, “I’ll give
you twice a week!”

“Twice a week? Seems a mere pittance for
keeping such a big secret,” he told her, shoving a fat, pudgy
finger up into the oozing, drooling hole between her legs.

“Well, perhaps if my allowance were doubled,
too, we could negotiate a more favorable schedule,” she said,
slowly untying the lacey ribbon that held her bodice together. “And
that would also include access to these.”

As she spoke, a pair of tits as fine as he’d
ever seen came spilling out into the open, jiggling and wriggling
heavily as she thrust them at him.

“Oh, Dear, me,” the old man panted, reaching
for one of the dangling treasures as he kept working his finger in
and out of the hot, hole between his step-daughter’s chubby
legs.

“So is it a deal?” she laughed, turning so
that he couldn’t get his hand on her big, bobbling tits.

“Yes! Yes! It’s a deal,” he panted, grabbing
hold of her tits as she turned back and thrust them at him.

“You shall begin then,” she giggled,
brushing his hands away and leaning down over his big, wooden
desk.

With his pants around his ankles, the old
man moved up behind her and slowly reached down to the hem of her
long skirt. Then like a child on Christmas morning, he lifted her
skirt up her long legs to reveal her big, round ass.

“Oh,” the old man choked out, running his
hand over the smooth roundness of his step-daughter’s fine ass. “Is
this included in the deal?”

“Oh, no! That has a much higher price
tag...much higher,” she told him, shaking it at him as she spread
her legs to reveal the big, oozing pink gash below it.

“And that price is?” he asked, placing one
pudgy hand in the middle of her back and pushing her down onto the
desk as he tickled a fingertip over the puckered pout of her little
asshole.

“I’ll have to think on that,” she
giggled.

Smiling to himself, considering the
possibility of getting a little piece of Esmerelda’s sweet ass, he
lifted the purple head of his cock up to the drooling pink gash
peeking out from under her ass. Just then a big gush of hot juice
poured out of his step-daughter’s cunt and splashed down on the
head of his prodigious penis, coating it with the slippery goo.

“My, my, a nice wet one,” he chortled,
easing the head of his cock up between the fat, dangling lips of
her pussy.

“It’s gotta be wet if you’re gonna get that
damned hunk of meat in it...” Esmerelda muttered, scooting back as
Joseph slipped his gigantic peter up into the slippery channel of
her cunt.

Grunting, Joseph humped up at her, sending
his giant cudgel into her all the way up to its thick, hairy
base.

“Damn,” she cursed, thrusting herself back
against him, grinding her pussy against his groin. “Biggest damn
cock my poor, little pussy has ever seen!”

“Ain’t the tightest cunt I ever had,” Joseph
complained. “Been used a few times has it?”

“More’n a few,” Esmerelda giggled, squeezing
her cunt down around the fat shaft of his cock as Joseph began to
slide it in and out of the gooey hole.

“Well, pussy is pussy,” Joseph muttered,
jerking his big, fat ass back and forth as he fucked away at his
step-daughter’s hot pussy. “I can’t complain. Worst piece of pussy
I ever had was fantastic!”

“Can’t say the same for cock,” Esmerelda
panted, humping herself back at her stepfather’s pounding attack.
“The bigger, the better for me...and you got the biggest...and the
bestest!”

Grabbing Esmerelda around her waist, Joseph
gave her the fucking of her life, leaving her panting and shaking
after her tenth orgasm.

“Ain’t you ever gonna come,” she complained.
“You keep it up and you’re gonna wear the damned thing out.”

“Soon, my Dear, soon,” Joseph chortled,
humping away at her battered snatch.

Finally, having his fill of her, Joseph
jerked his cock back out of her stretched, battered cunt and shot
his huge, creamy load out onto her quivering ass.

“There, that ought to keep your pussy happy
for a while,” he snickered, stuffing his shrinking, juice-slathered
cock back into his breeches.

“Yes, Father, yes, she’s quite happy,”
Esmeralda swooned, slowly raising up off his desk. “Very happy!
Best damned fucking she ever got.”

Outside the door where she had been
listening, Ella turned and crept away back to her place in the
chimney. When her work was done, she would sit for warmth in a
corner of the chimney, among the cinders; and for this reason the
sisters soon gave her the name of Cinderella.

Now Cinderella was lonely and craved some
male attention herself, but she would not complain, not even to her
father, who always showed the most anxious affection for her. She
felt envious of Esmerelda who had no shortage of male attention.
Cinderella had seen her on countless occasions sneaking in and out
of the barn where she was obviously greeting a male suitor.
Cinderella wished she had the time to pursue such activities, but
Vespra kept her so busy, she never had time to sneak out of the
house for anything, much less a roll in the hay with some guy. And
now, Esmerelda even had her father under her spell. Pussy! Pussy,
she enviously thought! It seemed to be a woman’s answer to
everything she wanted. Give a man a little pussy and he would do
anything you wanted him to do. And that seemed especially true in
her father’s case.

Cinderella knew how unhappy her father had
been after her mother had died. But that unhappiness hadn’t lasted
long as evidenced by the long line of women that had visited her
father’s bedroom after that. He must have been getting all the
pussy he wanted then, but that had apparently come to a stop in his
second marriage. Now he had to find his fill of pussy from someone
besides his bitchy wife. She had heard Esmerelda say that Vespra
was only giving it to him once a week! But now Esmerelda would be
filling in and giving it to him more than that. That meant he still
wouldn’t be getting it every day, but he would be getting more than
he had been getting. Well, he ought to be a little happier, she
thought to herself. Now there were only a few days a week that he
had to go without...but she knew that before Vespra came along, he
was getting it at least once a day!

The next day it was Glyniss’s turn to
chaperone Cinderella while Vespra and Esmerelda went visiting one
of Vespra’s women friends.

Cinderella as busily weeding the garden when
she saw Vespra and Esmerelda, dressed in their finery, go strutting
out of the house and down the street. Cinderella watched as Vespra
and Esmerelda haughtily strode down the street with their noses
held high and their long, bustled dresses swishing merrily in the
morning breeze. They were wearing their Sunday best, wanting to
flaunt their wealth and good looks as they paraded down the street.
As they departed, it left Joseph, Glyniss and Cinderella alone.

The two women had hardly disappeared out of
sight before Joseph, still gloating over his recent conquest of
Esmerelda, invited Glyniss into his office for a glass of
sherry.

Cinderella returned from weeding just in
time to catch her father and Glyniss disappearing into his office.
Knowing what was in the offing, she slipped over to the door and
peeked in through the keyhole.

“What a glorious day, don’t you think?”
Joseph beamed, tipping up the bottle of sherry and filling
Glyniss’s glass.

“Uh, yes, Father, I suppose,” Glyniss
smiled, taking the glass he offered to him. “Why are you in such a
happy mood?”

“I feel that an opportunity will present
itself today,” he smiled, tipping up his glass and taking a sip of
it. “And I’m not one to pass up an opportunity when it knocks...are
you?”

“Uh, no, no, I’m not, Father,” she grinned,
her eyes darting down to the giant bulge jutting out against the
crotch of his britches.

“I have made a deal with your sister,
Esmerelda,” he smirked, casually dropping his hand down to the
swollen bulge, “and I’m willing to make a similar one with you, if
you wish!”

“Oh...and what would that be, Father?” she asked, flirtatiously
batting her big, brown eyes at him.

“You have something that I cherish and prize
more than anything! And I would be willing to double your allowance
should you find it in your heart to share it with me,” he smiled,
glancing down at tiny breasts that were hardly even noticeable.

“Oh,” Glyniss blushed, leaning over and
setting her glass on his desk. “Do you mean this?”

Then, as Joseph watched on in appreciative
anticipation, she leaned down and grabbed hold of the hem of her
long skirt. With a jerk, she pulled it up her shapely legs, all the
way up until the Y at the bottom of her belly was exposed.

Unlike her sister’s fur-covered cunt, there
was hardly a hair to be seen around Glyniss’s tiny, pink pussy.

“Oh, goodness, such a tiny one,” Joseph
mumbled, his face reddening as his bugged-out eyes stared down at
it. “I wonder...”

“I wouldn’t worry, Father,” Glyniss laughed,
reaching down and tickling her fingers over the impressive bulge
sticking out against his pants. “She’s seen more than one or two
cocks...”

But as she spoke, her eyes widened in
astonishment as her fingers explored the bulge and a hesitant frown
creased her forehead.

“But, uh, but maybe, uh, perhaps,” she
stammered, her fingers plucking, measuring his prodigious organ
through his pants.

Brushing her tiny hand aside, Joseph quickly
unbuttoned his breeches and slowly spread them apart.

“Father!” Glyniss gasped, staring down at
the giant, jutting penis sticking up out of his hairy groin. “It’s
huge! Never have I seen a man with an organ such as yours!”

“Too big, you think?” Joseph grumbled.

“I don’t know, Father! I’ve never seen one
so big,” she mumbled, reaching out and running her fingertips over
the twitching giant. “I did see Herr Hoffman’s stud once when he
was mounting a mare. And yours looks to be about the same size. And
boy did that mare ever squeal and snort when he stuck it to
her.”

“Would you squeal? Would you squeal and
snort if I mounted you?” he asked with a lurid grin on his
face.

“Probably louder than Herr Hoffman’s old
mare,” Glyniss snickered, trying to wrap her tiny fist around the
imposing shaft of his massive penis.

“Well, speaking of horses, what would you
say to taking a ride on old Daredevil?” he sneered, curling his
big, gray, handlebar mustache with his fingers.

Wrapping both hands around Joseph’s cock at
the same time, she was finally able to encircle its thick,
throbbing shaft with her fingers and thumbs.

“That would be quite a ride, I’m a
thinking,” Glyniss mumbled, twisting her fisted hands up and down
it.

Letting go of his cock, she stood up and
reached down to the side of her long flowing skirt. Her little
fingers made quick work of the buttons there and her skirt went
sliding down her shapely legs leaving her naked from the waist
down. As she did, Joseph could see the tips of her long, silky
black hair was just tickling against the swell of her childish
ass.

“Such a pretty, little one,” Joseph mumbled,
running his fingers over her smooth, almost hairless puss. “And
hardly a hair to be seen...smooth as a baby’s butt!”

“And just about as tight, they say,” she
laughed, running her hand down to the little slit and spreading it
open.

Joseph had never seen a smaller cunt. It was
so small and dainty with its tiny, pink lips and wee clit sticking
out above it. Why it was so tiny, it reminded him of Cinderella’s
little pussy when she was but a baby. But pussies were wondrous
things, he knew from his vast experience with the subject. Even the
smallest of pussies could be stretched open to accommodate even the
largest of cocks, even his giant penis.

Dropping his pants, Joseph shuffled over to
where Glyniss stood smiling at him. Running his hand down between
her shapely legs, he cupped her hot little cunt in the palm of his
hand.

“Barely a handful,” he snickered, sticking
out his middle finger and easing it up inside the tight clutch of
her pussy. “And a tighter one I’ve never felt.”

“Put another finger in, Father,” she
giggled, spreading her legs wider while her fingers busily unlacing
her bodice.

Joseph stuck out a second pudgy finger and
slipped it into her pussy then began working them in and out of the
gooey, little slit.

“Another one, Father,” she grinned, still
fiddling with her bodice.

Joseph quickly accommodated her and shoved a
third finger up inside the tight clutch of her gluttonous, little
cunt.

Just then, Glyniss peeled open her bodice to
expose her pretty titties. The bobbling miniatures reminded Joseph
of two little, pink pears with knobby tips and tiny pea-sized
nipples.

“Oh, such pretty, little titties,” Joseph
mewed, clutching one of the pert prizes in the palm of his fat
hand.

“I wish I had big tits like Esmerelda, but
mother says this is as big as mine will get,” she complained, a
pouty frown forming on her face.

“Don’t pout my Dear. Anything over a
mouthful is wasted anyway,” he said, leaning over and sucking one
of her perky tits into his mouth.

“Oh, Father,” she crooned, returning her
hands back down to his giant, jutting peter. “You make a girl feel
so, so grown up!”

“Umpffff...mpf...” he unintelligibly gurgled
out around her tit as she worked her hands up and down his
cock.

“Enough dilly-dallying around,” he finally
said, jerking his dripping fingers out of her hot, little cunt and
spitting out her tiny tit.

Shuffling over to his desk, he raked his arm
across it and sent papers flying everywhere. Then with his pants
down around his ankles and his big, fat ass waving in the air, he
climbed onto the desk. As he flopped down onto his back, his big
belly shook like a bowl of jelly.

“Come, sweet Glyniss,” he snickered,
wrapping his hand around his giant cock and holding it sticking
straight up in the air for her. “Your steed awaits you!”

With a girlish giggle, she quickly crawled
up on the desk and threw a shapely leg over him. Facing away from
him, she straddled him and wiggled her boyish, little ass at him
while she moved her cunt up over his jutting cock.

“Such a lovely, little ass,” Joseph drooled,
fondly running a pudgy hand over it. “Would you consider tossing in
a portion of it as part of our deal?”

“Not likely,” Glyniss snickered. “To procure
that would be much more costly.”

“And what would that price of such a
delightful prize be?” he asked her fingering the little rosebud
that lay nestled down between the cheeks of her boyish ass.

“I must think on it,” she giggled, wiggling
her ass at him again.

“Let me know when you come up with a price,
my Dear,” he smiled. “I am not without funds, you know.”

“I will. Now hold the charger steady while I
climb on him,” she told him, reaching down and spreading the
dainty, pink lips of her pussy apart as she lowered it down onto
the giant, purple head of his prick. “I wouldn’t want him to buck
me off before I get in the saddle.”

“Easy boy, easy,” Joseph snickered, giving
out a little horsey neigh as he gave his huge cock a squeeze.

As Cinderella watched through the keyhole,
her little hand crept down inside her pantaloons and found her
clit. Pleasuring herself, she watched on as Glyniss tried to get
Joseph’s giant peter inside her little snatch.

“Nice horsey, nice horsey,” Glyniss grunted,
the lines of strain etching her face as she forced her pussy down
on Joseph’s jutting colossus.

The tapered tip of the purple giant slowly
stretched the opening of her cunt, spreading it wider and wider
until at last, the evil-looking thing popped inside her.

“Whoa, horsey, whoa,” Glyniss winced,
holding herself motionless as she let her tiny pussy get used to
the size of her step-father’s prodigious cock.

Standing on her feet and hands, bent over
his legs with her cute little ass waving in the air, she only had
the head of his cock inside her pussy as she waited for several
long moments.

Finally her hot, little pussy began to sink
down the shaft of his peter, slowly engulfing it bit by bit.

At last, hardly able to believe it, Joseph
saw that the dainty, pink lips of her excruciatingly tight pussy
were encircling the hairy base of his cock.

“Damn,” she muttered, grinding herself down
around his embedded cock, “Damned horsey is so damned big!”

“Never had a tighter rider,” Joseph groaned,
sticking out the middle finger of his hand.

Placing its pudgy tip on the delicate ring
of fluted, pink flesh between the cheeks of her delectable, little
ass, he began to push it in.

“Oh, Father wants to ride double,” she
winced as his finger slowly slid down into her hot, tight
asshole.

“Yes,” he grunted, “Now horsey wants to go
so you’d better giddy-up.”

“Yee-haw,” she muttered, pushing up on her
feet and slowly letting his goo-slathered peter ooze out of her
hot, little cunt.

Raising up until the only thing inside her
pussy was giant head of his prick, she kicked out her feet and went
sliding back down the big pole of muscle and meat.

“Oh, yes, sweet Dear, horsey likes that,”
Joseph cooed, working his big, fat finger in and out of her tight
asshole.

With her tiny feet on the desk beside his
fat ass, Glyniss leaned down over his legs, balancing herself with
her hands on his knees as she humped her cute, little ass up and
down. Head hung down, Glyniss looked back down between her
quivering tits and watched Joseph’s big, juice-slathered peter
sliding in and out between her tiny cunt lips as she fucked the
massive monster.

Joseph wrapped his other hand around her
bouncing butt as Cinderella watched on enviously.

Unaware of their unseen voyeur, Joseph kept
driving his finger in and out of Glyniss’ tight, little asshole
while the other clutched and fondled the quivering, jiggling cheeks
of her childish ass.

Joseph’s fat, sweaty ass was bouncing up and
down, loudly splatting down on the desk every time he jerked it
back. His step-daughter’s tight cunt was already taking a toll on
Joseph’s big, pistoning penis and the massive load of cum down in
his dangling balls was beginning to bubble and boil.

“Uh-oh—uh-oh—watch out—watch out—horsey's
gonna start bucking pretty soon!” he growled out.

Just about that time, Glyniss’s back arched
and she slammed her pussy down on Joseph’s dick.

“Let ‘er rip—Let ‘er rip!” Glyniss grunted,
thrusting herself down at him as a river of hot, sticky goo began
to pour out around the hairy base of his cock.

“Oh Dear, oh Dear, oh Dear...” Joseph
muttered out as his ass began to jerk and twitch.

As it did, the clear goo gushing out of
Glyniss’s pussy turned to a milky white as it poured out and coated
his big, dangling balls.

The grunting and groaning went on and on for
the longest time before the goo finally stopped pouring out of her
cunt slowed to a trickle, and then finally stopped altogether.

“Uh, I think the race is over...I think
horsey is all done in,” she giggled, pushing up on her feet and
letting Joseph’s limp penis slither out of her cum-filled cunt.

“He won, didn’t he?” Joseph chuckled,
watching Glyniss crawl down off the goo-covered desk.

“No,” she laughed, “but he came,
he-he, in a close second...”

Seeing that the show was
over, Cinderella pulled her hand out of her pantaloons and crept
back over to her place in the fireplace...

Now it came to pass that one day, Vespra
left to visit her sister, Ona and took Esmerelda and Glyniss with
her. With the three women gone, Joseph knew he would have to find
someone else to pass the time of day with, he sadly thought because
he was already missing their pussies. But no sooner than he had put
his mind to work on that subject there came a light tapping on his
door.

“Yes, come in,” he announced.

The door slowly opened and there stood
sweet, dear Cinderella.

“Cinderella,” he murmured with anxious
affection. “What can I do for you, Dear?”

“Nothing, Father,” she said, giving him a
coy, little smile and batting her big, blue eyes at him. “I just
came to warn you that I’m going to be taking a bath in the kitchen.
So I came to ask if there is anything I could get you before I take
my bath.”

“Why, no, my Dear,” he crooned, running his
eyes over her pretty, soot-smeared face and down onto the
impressive swell of her bodice. “That was sweet of you to ask! But
perhaps there is something I could give...”

He stopped, pausing to think about what he
was about to ask his beautiful, sweet daughter...”

“What, Father?” she asked him with a
quizzical look on her pretty face. “What would you like to give
me?”

“Uh, nothing, Dear, nothing,” he bumbled on,
his fat jowls turning crimson. “You just go ahead and take your
bath.”

“Okay, Father, if you’re sure that there is
nothing I can get you,” she innocently smiled.

“No, my Dear, nothing for the time being.
Maybe later...” he smiled.

Joseph’s eyes dropped down the Cinderella’s
delightful, little ass that was beautifully outlined under her
threadbare dress as she closed the door.

Standing by the big, copper bathtub that was
filled with warm, steaming water, Cinderella quickly stripped.
Then, stepping into the warm, bubbly water, she eased down until
the water was lapping around her big breasts. As the beautiful pink
globes floated and bobbed on the water, her big, puffy nipples
jutted out above the water, hard and swollen

Just then, the door to her father’s office
opened and he came strolling out into the kitchen.

“Oh, Father!” Cinderella cried out seeing
that he was naked with his big, limp penis dangling down below his
jiggling belly.

And even though it was soft, it still hung
down half way to his knees as it flopped about heavily with each
step.

Draping her arm across her jiggling breasts,
she watched her father waddle toward her with a leering grin on his
face.

“Father, I’m taking a bath...” she mumbled,
unable to keep her big, blue eyes off his flopping dick.

“I can see,” he laughed, stepping up beside
the bathtub. “I just came in to see if you wanted me to wash your
back!”

“But, Father, you—you don’t have any clothes
on,” she said, ogling his big dick that was slowly beginning to
swell and harden.

“Well...I didn’t want to get my clothes all
wet,” he grinned, running his eyes down to her hidden tits. “Which
they most definitely would if I washed your back.”

“Oh, uh, I see,” she said, her face now a
bright red. “I suppose you can wash my back...if you wish.”

“I would love to wash your back,” he smiled,
reaching down and picking up the soapy wash cloth draped over the
edge of the tub. “But it would be much easier...if you were
standing up.”

“Uh, okay,” she mumbled, reaching out and
grasping the sides of the tub to push herself up. But as she did,
she let her big, beautiful tits spring back out into the open.

“And perhaps I could wash these, too,” he
grunted, reaching out and cupping one of her jiggling breasts when
she pushed herself up to her feet as water went coursing down over
the curves of her beautiful body.

“If you wish, Father,” she said with a coy,
little smile curving her pretty lips.

Standing, she turned her back to him as she
felt the washcloth run over her shoulders and down her back. Then,
she felt one of his pudgy hands clutching one of the cheeks of her
ass as the washcloth tickled up the crack of her delectable
ass.

“Oh, Father, that tickles,” she giggled as
she felt the washcloth brush over the fluted pout of her sensitive,
little asshole.

“Such a pretty one,” he murmured, putting
his hand in the middle of her back and pushing. “Lean over so I can
wash it better.”

Leaning over, she grabbed hold of the edges
of the tub with both hands as she felt her father’s fat hands
pushing to spread her legs farther apart. As she leaned over, her
long, blond hair dangled down over her shoulders brushing against
the swollen jut of her nipples while her father explored her nether
regions with his pudgy fingers.

“Such a beautiful, tender puss, you have my
Dear...” Joseph crooned, slowly easing a finger up into the tight,
clutching channel of Cinderella’s pussy.

“Oh, Father! You’re making it all wet and
messy,” she cooed, pressing herself back, forcing his probing
finger even deeper into the mush of her pussy.

“Oh! And what do we have here?” Joseph asked
when his finger nudged up against the hymen guarding his daughter’s
virgin pussy.

“I don’t know, Father,” she murmured as
Joseph explored the barrier with the tip of his finger. “It’s
always been there. I don’t know what it is or what it is for!”

“Never you mind, my sweet Dear,” Joseph
ecstatically babbled, his mind swirling with the demented thought
of taking sweet Cinderella’s cherry. “Your father will take care of
it for you!”

Not only was she beautiful...she was his
daughter...his virgin daughter! What could be more exciting, he
feverishly thought? He would be the first to venture into the
vestal depths of her hot, little cunt. He would be the first to
show her the wondrous delights of fucking!

Being at the beck and call of her evil
stepmother and stepsisters, Cinderella hadn’t been allowed out much
on her own, so she remained pure and untainted. But her father was
about to bring all that to an abrupt end, she giddily thought. He
was going to show her what to do! Show her how to be a woman! Show
her how to fuck—finally!

At last, she felt her father ease his finger
out of her tingling puss and give her legs a cursory swipe with the
wash cloth.

“You may turn around now,” she heard him
mutter.

Leaning back up, she slowly splashed around
until she was facing him.

“Oh, Father! What is wrong? What is wrong
with your, uh, your, uh, penis?” she asked, feigning innocence as
she stared down at the evil thing, jutting up hard and stiff from
his groin. “It looks so hard and swollen. Did you hurt it?”

“No! No, my Dear, it’s not hurt,” he smiled,
lifting the wash cloth up to her bobbling breasts. “It has to be
hard like that so it can...so we can take care of your, uh, your
little problem!”

“My problem? I don’t know what you mean?”
she blushed, a quizzical look on her pretty face.

“You know...that thing...that thing down
inside your sweet, little pussy,” he said, grinning. “I have to put
my penis inside your pussy and, and, well, take care of it for you.
It is called fucking.”

“Oh, oh, I didn’t know you were going to do
that,” she bashfully smiled. “I didn’t know that you were going to
put your penis in my little cunnie. Will it hurt?”

“Maybe...but just a little at first,” he
smirked. “But then, it will feel all better. You’ll see.”

“Okay, Father, if you say so. You are such a
nice Father for doing that for me,” she said, watching him make
another cursory swipe of the cloth down her legs and then toss the
cloth down into the soapy water.

“Come, let’s go to my bedroom,” he told her,
taking her hand to balance her while she stepped out of the
tub.

Cinderella lifted one foot out and then the
other and then leaving a watery trail of dainty footprints behind
her, she followed Joseph into his bedroom.

“Crawl onto the bed and lay down on your
back,” he guided her, letting go of her hot, little hand. Then he
watched her beautiful, perfect ass quiver and ripple as she crawled
up on the bed and rolled over onto her back.

Cinderella! Cinderella, he deliriously
thought, beautiful, sweet Cinderella. So young, so naïve, he
thought, gawking down at the delicate slit of pink flesh peeking
out the bush of soft, blond curls surrounding it. Dear, beautiful
Cinderella. His Dear, sweet daughter. And to think her beautiful,
unsullied little pussy had never felt the touch of a man’s cock!
But the best part of that was now it was his. His to take and his
to deflower...

Slowly, deliberately, he leaned down and
lowered his face down between her long, lovely legs.

“Father! Father, what are you doing?” she
gasped as she felt his hot lips circle down around her clit.

“Kissing it! I’m going to kiss it and make
it feel all happy before I put my penis in it...” he told her,
flicking out his tongue and raking it back and forth across the
jutting nub of her clit.

“Oh, Father, Oh, Oh, Father, that feels,
that feels so good!” she gurgled out, her hips instinctively
lifting as she thrust her pussy up against his mouth.

Joseph loved the smell of hot, ripe pussy,
but nothing had ever smelled so sweet, so fragrant as the scent of
sex and pussy welling up from Cinderella’s hot, virgin pussy. It
curled his toes and made his big cock twitch with excited
anticipation as he feasted on the rare delicacy. Virgin pussy! Hot,
juicy, virgin pussy! His daughter’s hot, sweet, virgin pussy. What
could ever compare to the taste and fragrance of such a rarity? It
was even finer than a king’s banquet. And how many kings could
boast that they had dined on the rare delicacy that dwelled down
between their daughter’s legs? Few! Very few, he boastfully
thought.

“Father! Father! I, I feel funny, Father,”
Cinderella muttered. “What? Oh, I...”

Just then, her whole body began to shake and
shiver as her beautiful ass pattered up and down on the bed. Joseph
tried to hold his mouth down around her clit, but her hot pussy was
bouncing everywhere, painting his face and chin with her hot,
spewing juices.

Finally her whole body went limp and she lay
gasping, looking up at her father with a dazed look on her pretty
face.

“What was that? It felt so good...”
Cinderella murmured as Joseph ran his tongue around his mouth,
licking away her sweet juices.

“It was an orgasm, my Sweet,” Joseph grinned
down at her.

“An orgasm? Oh, Father,” she giggled
happily. “Can I have another?”

“Oh, yes, my Dear,” he leered, leaning down
and sliding his hands under her thighs. “Many, many more, but first
we have to take care of your little problem.”

“Oh, are you going to put your penis in my
little pussy now?” she asked him as he lifted her legs up off the
bed.

“Yes, my Dear,” he said, looking down and
seeing that the head of his monstrous cock was now resting on her
sweet, virgin pussy. “Now be a little darling and help me put my
penis in your little pussy.”

“Like this?” Cinderella asked, pushing the
big, purple head down until its rounded tip was just inside the
opening of her pussy.

“Oh, yes, my Dear,” Joseph smirked.

“Unhhhhhhh! Joseph grunted.

‘Slurppppp’ went his cock as it ripped into
her pussy, piercing her hymen as it went.

“Owwwwww!” Cinderella yelped as his giant
cock filled the virgin depths of her pussy.

“Sorry,” Joseph mumbled.

“That hurt, Father,” she complained, a
little frown creasing her lovely forehead.

“Yes, but now it will start to feel all
better,” he told her. “Just wait and see...”

“I hope so, Father,” she murmured as Joseph
began to slowly slide his big cock in and out of her hot, sucking
pussy.

“You’ll see,” he grunted, his fat belly
jiggling in concert with his fat ass as he humped away at her no
longer virgin pussy.

“Oh...oh...yes, yes, you’re right,” she
cooed, hooking her legs around him and digging her heels into his
bounding ass. “Yes...yes...it’s starting to feels good.”

The bed was shaking and groaning as
Cinderella’s big tits floundered about wildly while Joseph happily
humped away.

“Oh, Father,” Cinderella panted, “it feels
so good...I think I’m going to have another, another orgasm...”

“Go for it girl,” Joseph huffed, working his
fat ass back and forth as fast as it would go. “You go girl!”

Suddenly, Cinderella’s head flew back and
she threw herself up against him as her whole body began to shake
and shiver. Joseph rammed his cock into her spasming pussy and held
it there as she groaned and grunted her way through her second
orgasm. As he did, he stared down at her beautiful, full lips
wondering what it would feel like to have them wrapped around his
cock.

At last the shivering and shaking was over
and Cinderella flopped back down onto the bed.

Easing his bloody cock back out of her
pussy, Joseph slipped down off the bed and hurried back out into
the kitchen. Grabbing up the washcloth out of the tub, he tidied
himself up and went hurrying back into the bedroom.

“Oh, Father, where did you go?” Cinderella
asked, sitting up as Joseph quickly ran the washcloth over her once
virgin pussy. “I want to fuck some more.”

“Just tidying up a little, my Dear,” he
grinned, dropping the washcloth on the floor and slipping back onto
the bed.

“Do you want to fuck some more, Father?”
Cinderella asked with a timid, little smile. “I think I would like
to have another orgasm...”

“Oh, you’re such a greedy, little girl. I,
uh, I was wondering if you might like to put my cock in your
pretty, little mouth for a while first?” he grinned, wrapping his
hand around his cock and slowly working it up and down its fat
shaft.

“In my mouth?” Cinderella mumbled. “Put your
penis in my mouth? Whatever for?”

“So you could suck on it, my Dear,” he
grinned. “You could suck on it so I could have an orgasm, too! Like
you did when I kissed your sweet, little pussy. Don’t you think
that would be fun?”

Cinderella just sat looking down at her
father’s great penis for several seconds before she finally
spoke.

“If you would like for me to suck on your
penis, Father, I will do so,” she grinned, reaching out and
wrapping both hands around his jutting cock.

“Oh, yes, Cinderella, your Father would like
that very much,” he grinned at her, leaning back on his hands as he
watched his daughter lean down over his cock. “Father would like
that very, very much!”

As he watched on with anxious excitement,
Cinderella opened her mouth and eased her tongue out. Then she
tentatively ran her tongue over the swollen head of his cock
licking away the big drop of goo that was oozing out of the hole in
its tip.

“What was that stuff, Father?” she asked,
swallowing and then slowly twirling her tongue around the head of
his cock.

“It’s just kind of like cum,” he
grinned.

“Cum?” she asked, slowly sinking her lips
down over his cock.

“Oh, my sweet Innocent,” Joseph murmured,
running his fingers through her long, blond hair as she began to
gently suck on his cock. “Cum is what comes out of man’s cock, uh,
penis when he gets very excited. And when he puts cum in a woman’s
cunt, uh, vagina, it makes a baby.”

“Ahhhhh...” Cinderella mumbled out around
his cock as she sucked more of it into her mouth.

Joseph watched Cinderella ease her full, red
lips back off his cock and look up at him.

“Where does it come from, Father? The cum?”
she asked with an inquisitive smile on her lips.

“From my balls, my Sweet,” he grinned.
“Those things in that sac hanging down under my, uh, penis.”

“These things?” Cinderella giggled, sliding
a hand under them and lifting them.

“Yes, those things,” Joseph told her.

“They must have a lot of cum in them because
they awfully heavy,” she smiled, giving them a little squeeze then
easing them back down between his pudgy legs.

“More than enough for a nice snack,” he
snickered, lifting his ass, trying to find her mouth with the head
of his cock again. “But we’ll never know unless you stop talking
and start sucking...”

“How long does it take, Father?” she asked.
“How long does it take to make it come out, Father? To make the cum
come out of your penis?”

“Not very long,” he impatiently grunted, “if
you ever start sucking!”

“Okay, Father,” she laughed. “Make me some
cum.”

With that, she eased her pretty lips back
down around the head of his cock and began sucking again.

“Yes—yes—like that,” he grunted. “And use
your hand—use your hand, too.”

Doing as he told her, Cinderella wrapped her
hand around the shaft of his big cock. Then she began to work it up
and down the fat shaft of his prick as she hungrily sucked on
him.

Sucking harder and harder, Cinderella jerked
her hand up and down faster as Joseph began to pant.

“Oh yeah, Baby, oh yeah,” Joseph huffed, his
fat ass flopping up and down as he reached out and curled his
fingers into Cinderella’s long golden hair.

With her hair clenched in his fists, he
began to jerk her head up and down, making her lips slide up and
down on his cock faster and faster.

“Suck that cock, Baby, suck it hard, cause
it’s about to blow!” he grunted out.

Cinderella’s mouth and lips were making loud
slurping sounds as she sucked harder and harder.

Then, all at once, she felt her father’s
giant prick give a mighty lurch as it spewed out a huge gush of
thick, hot cum into her mouth. The frothy cream pouring out of his
twitching cock quickly coated her tongue and tonsils while it
continued to spurt.

Swallowing the first creamy load down, she
found her mouth full once again filled with more hot, sticky
goo.

Joseph was panting and gasping like he was
having a heart attack as his huge dick lurched and jerked over and
over again, filling his daughter’s hot, sucking mouth many times
over before it was finally done. Joseph was wearily ecstatic. He
had taken Cinderella’s cherry and then emptied his big, dangling
balls into her mouth. Even now, after it was emptied, she continued
to suck and lap at the softening giant.

“More! Father! More! Make some more cum for
me, Father,” she gurgled out. “I want some more...”

And that he did, spending the rest of the
day in bed with Cinderella teaching her all the fine arts of
fucking and sucking and eating and just about everything
else...

 


~~~

 


Now as it came to pass, one day Esmerelda
and Glyniss received invitations to a ball that was to be given at
the palace of the King. The ball was in honor of his son, Prince
Godhard, who had just turned eighteen and come of age. Receiving an
invitation to this ball was a great honor and the sisters were in
high glee. And as soon as they received their invitations, they
began making preparations to appear there in grand style.

But sadly, this just meant a great deal more
work for Cinderella. She had to do all the sewing and ironing, to
starch and plait the ruffles, to run out three or four times a day
to make purchases. Finally when the day of the ball came, she had
to help her proud sisters dress, even to the arranging of their
hair; for they knew she had excellent taste in all these matters,
although they would not deign to admit it openly.

At last the time came to leave for the ball
and the sisters rode off to the ball, being mean enough at the last
moment to taunt Cinderella for not having been invited. The poor
girl retired to her dismal kitchen, and could not help weeping as
she sat there in her corner of the fireplace, thinking over her
sister’s cruelty.

Suddenly she heard a tap at the door.
Opening it, she saw an odd-looking little woman standing there with
a wand in her hand. Unknown to Cinderella, she was a Fairy who had
been a great friend of Cinderella's mother while she was alive, and
had even been chosen as godmother for Cinderella when she was born.
After telling Cinderella who she was, she asked her why she had
been weeping.

"I—I should so much have—have liked to go to
the ball,” sobbed Cinderella, but could say no more.

"Do you mean, you would like to go with your
stepmother and stepsisters to the ball?"

"Oh! Yes, I should," cried Cinderella.

"Well, well!" said her godmother, "turn off
the water works. We can fix that."

Cinderella quickly dried her tears and stood
watching her godmother with a big smile on her pretty lips.

"Fetch me a pumpkin,” her godmother ordered
her.

Cinderella ran out to the garden and got the
largest pumpkin she could find. Bringing it back inside, she placed
it at her godmother’s feet. The Fairy scooped it hollow, went to
the front of the house, out through the door and set it down. Then
she touched it with her wand, and immediately changed it into a
magnificent carriage.

Then seeing a mousetrap in which were six
live mice, she told Cinderella to open the door of it. As
Cinderella opened it and each mouse came scurrying out, her
godmother touched it with her wand; and so got as handsome a team
of mouse-colored horses as were ever harnessed together.

Then back into the house they went, scaring
up a rat that ran across the room. As she and Cinderella cornered
it, she touched it with her wand and it suddenly changed into a
handsome young man right in front of Cinderella’s bugged out
eyes.

“Oh, Dear me,” her godmother giggled, seeing
that Cinderella was eyeing the young man’s big cock as it dangled
down between his muscular thighs. “I suppose he needs a
uniform.”

Then, as she waved her wand in the air,
there was a bright flash and the young man stood before them
dressed in a coachman’s uniform.

“Oh, pooh,” Cinderella fussed. “Why did you
cover it up?”

“Well, he can’t be going to the King’s ball
with his damned cock hanging out, now can he?” her godmother
snorted back.

“Well, maybe I wanted to use it first,”
Cinderella whined, running her hand up under her dress and tickling
her clit. “Shouldn’t waste a nice cock like that when you get the
chance.”

“You need to get your mind off of cock if
you’re going to make it to the ball,” her godmother warned.

Then, her godmother found six lizards in the
garden and made them into six tall footmen.

Another touch from the wand changed
Cinderella's dingy clothing into a beautiful ball-dress that
sparkled with diamonds and had a sweeping neckline that showed of
Cinderella’s beautiful tits to perfection. Last of all, the Fairy
gave her a pair of slippers made of glass, the smallest and
prettiest ever seen.

Cinderella was now quite ready, but just as
she was stepping into the carriage, the good Fairy stepped up and
closed the coach door behind her.

"Mind, whatever you do, don't be back here
later than twelve;" she warned Cinderella. “That’s when everything
will turn back to normal. Your carriage will turn back to a
pumpkin, your horses back to mice, your coachman back to a rat,
your footmen to lizards, and your dress back to rags.”

“Whatever,” Cinderella smarted back, anxious
to be on her way...

There was a great stir at the palace when
the splendid carriage drove up, and great was the interest
displayed when Cinderella alighted. The Lord High Chamberlain
himself escorted her to the ballroom and introduced her to the
Prince, who was immediately smitten by her and claimed her hand for
the next dance. Cinderella was in a whirl of delight, reveling in
the envy and admiration of all the ladies and gentlemen. The hours
flew all too fast and at supper Cinderella was seated next her
sisters, even conversed with them, they little thinking who she
was.

When the hands of the clock pointed to a
quarter of twelve, Cinderella, mindful of her godmother's warning,
arose and hastened to her carriage. The Prince hurried after her,
expressed his regret that she must leave so soon, and invited her
to come to the palace the next evening, when a second ball was to
be given.

~

The following night the two sisters went
again to the ball, and Cinderella's godmother showed up again.
Cinderella told her that the Prince had invited her back to the
castle for another ball.

“Well, get your sweet, little ass in gear,”
her godmother snickered, tapping her dress and making an even
handsomer dress than she had the night before.

“Now don’t forget, Twelve o’clock,” the
Fairy warned.

The Prince waited for her at the door, at
least three-quarters of an hour, and when she arrived, led her into
the ballroom. He danced with her every time, and kept by her side
the whole evening.

“Come with me,” the Prince whispered to her
as the clock pointed to eleven-fifteen.

“Where are we going,” Cinderella giggled,
taking his hand as he led the way.

“Out onto the veranda where we can be
alone,” he laughed sweeping through the door out onto the darkened
veranda.

Closing the door behind them and spinning
its lock, the Prince gently pressed her up against the rock wall.
Then before she could move, he was on his knees in front of her.
Wondering what in the world he was up to, she watched as he reached
down and quickly lifted up the hem of her ball-gown and dove up
under it.

“Oh, dear me,” Cinderella gushed, feeling a
flush spread over her cheeks at the same instant she felt her silk
pantaloons being pulled down her legs.

Then, she felt the Prince’s hot lips find
her tingling clit.

“Oh, my, goodness,” she giggled, reaching
down and feeling around on her gown to locate the Prince’s
head.

She began to press his insistent mouth
against her hot, oozing pussy as he frantically teased and tickled
her clit with his tongue.

“Oh, yeah, Princey, Baby, lick it good,” she
whispered, humping her pussy against him.

In no time Cinderella found herself shaking
and shivering as an orgasm of fantastic proportions washed over
her, filling her with pleasure and happiness. Had she found the man
of her dreams, she giddily wondered? Found the man to replace her
father in her heart and her pussy?

At that very moment, the Prince came
struggling out from under her dress with a happy, juice-stained
smile on his lips.

“Come, now,” he grinned, taking her hand and
leading her over to a much shorter wall. Then as she dizzily
watched, he quickly spun her around to face away from him and
leaned her down onto the wall.

Suddenly, a cool breeze wafted over her
exposed ass as the Prince lifted her ball-gown and draped it up
over her back. Only a moment later, she felt the smooth, round head
of the Prince’s more than substantial penis part the lips of her
cunt and slid up inside it.

Oh, how nice, she giddily thought as the
Prince began to pound away at her happy pussy. His penis is just as
big as Father’s penis. In fact, she could tell no difference
between the two giants. No difference at all, she giggled to
herself. But I hope that he doesn’t smack his big balls against the
rock wall, she told herself as she felt them brushing against her
inner thighs every time he ripped his prick into her. That would
sting…

Cinderella was so happy, she entirely forgot
her godmother's warning, and the time passed so quickly she did not
think it was more than eleven-thirty when the first stroke of
midnight sounded.

“Oh, Fuck!” she snorted, thrusting back at
the Prince and dislodging his huge cock from her pussy.

“What...” the Prince barked, pissed that he
hadn’t finished.

Then, jumping away from him, she rushed
across the veranda, and flew across the ballroom with her silk
pantaloons still dangling from one ankle.

The Prince ran after her; but he was too
late as he had taken the time to shove his rock-hard penis back
into his breeches. But at the bottom of the stairs leading out to
the carriage parking lot, he saw a tiny pair of pink, silk
pantaloons and a tiny glass slipper, which must have fallen off in
her flight. The Prince picked them up and would not part with
them.

Poor Cinderella got home frightened and out
of breath carrying her pumpkin under her arm as the rat, lizards,
and mice scurried along beside her. She had none of her finery now
and suddenly realized that she didn’t even have any pantaloons on.
Where had they gotten to, she frantically wondered?

The Prince made the strictest inquiries, but
could get no information from the servants of the palace, or the
soldiers on guard. The only person that had passed them, was a
poorly clad girl who was carrying a pumpkin under her arm. She
could certainly not have been at the ball.

The next day heralds were sent through all
the kingdom, proclaiming that the Prince would marry the lady who
could prove she had been with him the night before.

The rivalry among the ladies was fierce, but
as the women soon found out, the Prince had a rather bizarre method
of determining who the lady was. And to participate in the contest
for the Prince’s hand, they would have to allow the Prince to
sample the wares that lay hidden down between their legs. He had
never felt a pussy so hot, so tight, so exquisite and he just knew
that he would know it the moment he slipped his cock into it
again.

Now the Prince was quite a handsome young
stud and the women of the land gladly volunteered to take his
challenge on the off chance that they might become his
princess.

Finally, a herald called on the house of
Joseph.

The whole family was gathered in the kitchen
for the grand test. Vespra stood watching on with a haughty look on
her face while Joseph stood beside Cinderella with his hand
surreptitiously clutching her firm, tight ass through her long,
flowing skirt.

“Do you wish to submit to the Prince’s
test?” the herald asked the two sisters as they stood by each other
giggling and snickering.

“But, of course,” they both said in the same
breath. “For it must be one of us...”

Just then, two more heralds came stumbling
into the house carrying a funny-looking chair between them. Setting
the chair down, they backed away from it. As the sisters examined
it, they saw that the seat of the chair was at the same height as a
man’s cock would be if he were he to walk up to it.

Just then, the handsome young Prince came
strutting into the room along with a beautiful young maiden. Then
they watched on with excited curiosity as the young maiden dropped
to her knees in front of the Prince. Quickly unbuttoning the
Prince’s breeches, she had the Prince’s giant prick in her mouth
almost before it flopped out of his pants.

“Oh, goodness, it is so large,” Esmerelda
mumbled, ‘Uh, oh, I mean it is just as large as I remember
it...”

The young maiden, who surely had to be at
least eighteen, was superb in her duty and within moments the
Prince’s prodigious penis was jutting out stiff and hard.

“My ladies,” the Prince smiled, stepping
over beside the chair, “who is to be the first to take the
challenge?”

“Me—me—I’ll go first—I’m the oldest!”
Esmerelda giddily squealed, rushing over to the chair.

“First, your pantaloons, please,” the Prince
smiled, clutching Cinderella’s silk pantaloons in his hand.

Reaching up under her dress, Esmerelda
quickly shucked her pantaloons down her legs and handed them to
him. Then she jumped up in the chair. Spreading her long legs
apart, she draped them over the arms of the chair and lifted her
dress to expose the oozing, gaping gash between them.

As she did, the Prince held the two pairs of
pantaloons up beside each other to compare them.

“Looks a bit large,” the Prince muttered,
stepping up to the chair and fitting the big, purple head of his
cock on the weeping opening between Esmerelda’s widespread legs.
“Your pussy looks a bit large, too, but I’ll give it a try
anyway.”

Leaning forward, the Prince quickly slid his
entire penis down into Esmerelda’s hot manhole.

“Nope. Nope. Far too loose,” he complained,
backing his juice-slathered prick back out of Esmerelda’s big
cunt.

“Fuck!” Esmerelda cursed, slapping her legs
together and grabbing her pantaloons out of the Prince’s hand.
“Thanks for nothing, Princey!”

“My turn, my turn,” Glyniss giggled,
scurrying over to the chair and jumping into it.

Leaning down, she pulled up her skirt and
pushed her silk pantaloons down her legs. Then with her pantaloons
dangling down from her dainty, trim ankle, she held her leg out and
let the Prince slip them off over her tiny foot. As the Prince held
Cinderella’s silk britches up beside Glyniss’s tiny pantaloons,
Glyniss was in the process of spreading her legs apart and draping
them over the arms of the chair just as Esmerelda had done.

“Looks a bit small,” the Prince said,
shaking his head and looking down at the tiny little slit of pink
peeking out from between Glyniss’s slender legs. “Not as I remember
it, but I will give it a try, if you wish...”

“Yes—yes—my lord, please—please give it a
try,” Glyniss breathlessly muttered.

As the young Prince moved up between her
splayed-out legs, Glyniss reached down and grabbed hold of his
royal scepter

“Just as big as father’s big cock...”
Glyniss whispered, causing the Prince to turn and give Joseph a
wary look.

“Doesn’t look like it will even fit,” the
Prince complained, leaning forward and pushing as Glyniss spread
her legs wider apart.

“It will...Father’s does...” Glyniss
whispered again. “Try harder!”

Grabbing hold of the arms of the chair, the
Prince pulled on them straining to get the big, purple head of his
dick down into the tight opening of Glyniss’s tiny pussy.

The giant, tapered head stretched her pussy
open wider and wider, until all at once with a loud, wet gurgle,
his whole cock went sliding down into the clutching tightness of
Glyniss’s hot cunt.

“See, I told you,” Glyniss happily beamed,
staring down to where the Prince’s hairy groin was pressed up
against her almost hairless pussy.

“Tight—far tighter!” the Prince complained,
leaning back and trying to extract his penis from the tight,
clinging suction of Glyniss’s pussy.

“Damn it,” Glyniss cursed as the Prince’s
giant cock finally overcame the suction and came flying out of her
pussy with a loud, wet slurp. As it did, his prodigious penis
jerked up and down wildly, slinging pussy juice everywhere.

“Well, I guess we must move on,” the Prince
proclaimed turning to Vespra, “unless my lady wishes to try.”

“No, no thank you, my lord,” Vespra said,
frowning and turning to Joseph. “I have more cock than I wish to
have now, and I am not up to the task of pleasing a randy, young
stud such as you!”

Then the Prince turned and looked over at
Cinderella standing by her father in her tattered, soot-stained
clothing. Shaking his head, he reached down to return his jutting
peter back to his breeches.

“Sir, may I see if it will fit in me?”
Cinderella asked.

The sisters began to laugh and sneer, but
the herald said, "Everybody has a right to try."

Cinderella slowly stepped across the room to
the chair. Demurely, she leaned down and slipped her hands up under
her skirt. Then as the doubtful Prince looked on, she pulled her
cotton pantaloons down her long, shapely legs and handed them to
him.

“Hmmmmm...” the Prince said, comparing the
size of the two pantaloons as Cinderella crawled up onto the
chair.

Then he raised the pantaloons up to his nose
and sniffed the juice-stained crotch of both of them.

“Same size...and the fragrance is very
similar,” he mumbled as Cinderella slowly spread her legs apart to
reveal the beautiful pink pussy between them, “and that looks very
familiar!”

Then the Prince leaned down, stuck his nose
into her pussy and took in a deep whiff of the aromas wafting up
out of Cinderella’s overheated cunt.

“Yes, that fragrance is very
familiar...very, very familiar,” he grinned, standing back up and
guiding the head of his dick up to Cinderella’s oozing cunt. “I
think I’ve had my nose down there before...”

“Yes, my Prince, I think so...” Cinderella
cooed, running her fingertips over his penis and guiding it down to
the goo-covered opening between her legs.

Then, he leaned forward and the head of his
dick slid down into the hot muck of her cunt.

“Yes—yes—I think—yes, I think,” he muttered,
a giddy smile forming on his handsome face as he eased more of his
cock down into the tight, clutching hole between Cinderella’s
widespread legs.

“Remember—remember how it felt, Princey,
Babe,” Cinderella murmured, clutching her tight pussy down around
the Prince’s royal scepter.

“Yes—yes, I remember...” he gurgled out,
thrusting his cock down into her pussy all the way up to its hairy
hilt.

“It fit like a glove! A perfect fit! I have
found her,” he shouted out loud.

Then, to everyone’s amazement, the Prince’s
tight, little ass began to jerk back and forth as he fucked
Cinderella with deep, penetrating strokes.

“I think the Prince has found his Princess,”
the herald snickered as Cinderella wrapped her long, beautiful legs
around the Prince’s waist and hammered her heels into his bounding
ass.

“I’ve found it! I’ve found her,” the Prince
shouted as his hands flew up to Cinderella’s bodice and freed her
big breasts.

“I’ve found him—I’ve found him,” Cinderella
gleefully told herself. “A man with a cock like a horse who fucks
like a rabbit. I’ll never want for cock again...”

Just then, out of nowhere, her chubby,
little godmother appeared.

She watched the copulating couple for a few
seconds and then waved her wand. As she did, Cinderella suddenly
found herself wearing a tiny, quarter-cup brassiere, a silky lace
garter belt with long, lace-edged garters, a pair of sheer,
crotchless panties, and long, black nylons. And on her feet she
wore a pair of sexy, five-inch stilettos made of glass.

Well, if the slipper fits, wear it,
Cinderella giggled to herself as she dug the sharp tips of her
heels into the Prince’s bounding ass urging him to fuck her even
harder.

“Out of here, all of you,” the happy, little
fairy shushed, flitting her hands and motioning for everyone to
leave the copulating couple alone. “Let these lovebirds get
acquainted with each other.”

Snickering and giggling, everyone slowly
shuffled out of the room as the Prince continued to pound away at
Cinderella’s hot, little snatch...

And in accordance with the rules of the
contest, Cinderella and the Prince were soon married. Afterwards,
the sisters, whose pride had become subdued, married two noblemen
of the Court and everyone lived and fucked happily ever after
except for poor Joseph who was now stuck with only Vespra to
satisfy his depraved appetite...
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Hansel and Gretel




 


Once upon a time there was a woodcutter
named Sven who lived in a cottage in the forest with his second
wife, Mona and his two children, Hansel and Gretel. Now the
woodcutter’s second wife was a bit of a bitch at times and
sometimes ill-treated the children as they grew older. But even
though Sven knew that she mistreated the children on occasion, she
was such a good fuck, he couldn’t bring himself to make her pack
her things and leave.

Now it came to pass, when the children
became of age, eighteen that is, they had both matured admirably,
turning into quite good looking children. The boy, Hansel was six
feet tall, with a muscular build, a handsome face and shocking
locks of pure gold. He was so good looking, he turned heads every
where he went. And his sister, Gretel had an angelic face,
hourglass figure, big, beautiful breasts, and legs to kill for. It
was lucky that they lived out in the forest, for if they had lived
in the village, the boys would have been around her like flies on,
uh, well, you know where I was going with that...But, since they
lived out in the forest, they had very little contact with other
boys and girls their age so they were quite naïve in the matters of
the birds and bees.

Now as Hansel grew older and more and more
handsome, Mona, the woodcutter’s wife began to have thoughts about
the handsome, young lad. And being the horny slut she was, she
decided to see if she could lure the young man into her bed. After
all, it wasn’t like he was her real son or anything, she told
herself. So, every morning after Sven headed off into the forest to
chop trees, Mona would try and get Hansel all alone. And when she
did, she would make lewd, suggestive remarks to him, but they all
seemed to go right over his head. So when that failed, she began to
rub herself up against him every time he got close, but that seemed
to have no effect on the young lad either.

Hansel wondered why Mona was being so
friendly, but he didn’t think too much about it because he only had
eyes for one woman. Unfortunately, that one woman, or girl, just
happened to be his sister, Gretel. But sadly, even though he loved
her dearly, Hansel also had a bad case of the bashfuls and had
never gotten up enough courage to express his true feeling to his
beautiful sister. So, he just walked around in a fog of frustration
with a perpetual hard on.

And to make things even more complicated,
Hansel had seen his father, Sven making eyes at Gretel as she grew
more and more beautiful with each passing day. And as she did,
Hansel grew more and more jealous of his sister even though she
seemed totally oblivious to his attention. Now Hansel knew that his
father was a horny old goat with hardly any morals, so he wouldn’t
put it past the old man to try and get into beautiful Gretel’s
little pantaloons, just as he wished he could.

Then one day, when Hansel and Gretel came
back to the cottage after gathering up some apples in a nearby
orchard, Mona spied Hansel’s hard on jutting out against his
breeches. Now it just so happens that on that day, Mona had worn a
particularly low cut blouse to show off her rather substantial
knockers and just assumed that Hansel’s condition was a result of
that.

After Gretel went to her room, Mona cornered
Hansel as he went about washing the apples.

“How would you like to play with the
apples,” Mona grinned, hooking her finger in the neckline of her
blouse and pulling it out to reveal her big, saggy tits.

“Them ain’t no apples,” Hansel gulped. “Them
are more like melons...”

“Whatever,” Mona snorted, grabbing his hand
and shoving it up against one of her mountainous tits. “Do you want
to play with them or not?”

Hansel couldn’t resist the temptation and
gave Mona’s big tit a rough squeeze.

Just then, they heard the door to Gretel’s
room open and they jumped apart. Mona quickly jerked her blouse
back up to hide her bobbling tits as Hansel turned around and went
back to washing the apples.

Later, after the last failed attempt to
seduce Hansel, Mona got pissed and decided to send him packing.

"There’s not enough room in the house for us
all,” she complained to Sven. “Those two are always under foot. And
your son, Hansel is always trying to grope me and get his hand up
under my skirt. Not to mention the fact that I’ve seen the way you
keep making moon eyes at your dear, sweet daughter. So, if you want
any more of my pussy, they’ll just have to go...”

“Go where?” Sven asked, not wanting to see
Gretel go before he had a chance to get his dick into her sweet,
little pussy, but not wanting to risk making Mona mad, either.

"Take them miles from home, so far that they
can never find their way back! Maybe someone will find them and
give them a home." Mona declared.

The downcast woodcutter didn't know what to
do.

Now as it happened, Hansel and Gretel had
overheard their parents' conversation and now sat in Hansel’s room
discussing their plight.

“What are we going to do?” Gretel asked as
Hansel lovingly held her hand and tried to comfort her.

"Don't worry! If they do leave us in the
forest, we'll find the way home," he said.

It was all Hansel could do to keep from
pouncing on his beautiful sister, but he somehow managed to control
himself.

“How,” she mumbled, taking a deep breath and
making her substantial breasts heave up and down under her little
dress.

“Don’t worry,” he proclaimed, “I’ll take
care of it.”

“Okay, if you say so,” she smiled.

“You’ll see,” he grinned.

“Good night,” she whispered, leaning over
and giving him a soft peck on the cheek before she got up and went
to her room.

Slipping out of the house, Hansel filled his
pockets with little white pebbles, then went back to bed. Lying in
his bed, Hansel could hear Sven and Mona going at it hot and heavy
as he drifted off to sleep wondering what his dear sister’s sweet,
little pussy looked like.

Now Mona was bent on showing Sven what he
would be missing if he didn’t take the children into the forest and
gave him a royal fucking that went on until dawn.

Exhausted by the marathon fuck, Sven was
finally able to drag himself out of bed.

“See what you’re going to miss,” Mona told
him as he dressed, “if you don’t take them damned kids out into the
forest. And that was your last piece of my pussy until they’re
gone...no more for you until they’re gone.”

“All right—all right—I’ll do it,” Sven
tiredly mumbled shuffling out into the kitchen.

A quick cup of coffee and then Sven led
Hansel and Gretel away into the forest. But as they went into the
depths of the trees, Hansel dropped a little white pebble here and
there on the mossy green ground. At a certain point, the two
children stopped to pick some wild cherries and suddenly found
themselves all alone. Sven had finally plucked up enough courage to
leave them as they picked the cherries.

Finding themselves all alone, Hansel and
Gretel sat down on a little grassy knoll beside a little stream
that was happily bubbling along, mindless of the two children
sitting beside it.

“Now what do we do?” Gretel wept, big tears
running down her pretty cheeks.

“I guess we’ll just have to wait until
tonight when they’re asleep and sneak back into the house,” Hansel
told her.

“Oh, okay,” Gretel sniffed, the tears
finally stopping.

“Uh, so what do you want to do while we’re
waiting for night?” Hansel asked her, glancing down at her
bosom.

“Uh, I don’t know,” Gretel said, nervously
fingering the top button on her dress. “How long do you think we
will have to wait?”

“A long time, I guess,” Hansel mumbled,
trying to find the courage to tell his sister how he felt about her
and how much he wanted to get in her pantaloons. “You know how late
Father and Mona stay up at night.”

“Can you hear them, too,” Gretel bashfully
grinned.

“Who couldn’t? All that grunting and
groaning. And their old bed bouncing around on the floor,” Hansel
grinned.

“Uh, have you, have you ever done it?”
Gretel timidly asked.

“Uh, done it?” Hansel naively asked. “Done
what?”

“Have you ever, uh, you know, ever done any
fucking,” Gretel asked him, her cheeks reddening.

“Uh, I, uh, well, uh, I, you know, I, oh
golly gee,” he stammered, his face turning redder than the cherries
they had been picking and putting in the little basket that sat by
Gretel’s hip.

“Well, have you?” she demurely smiled.

“Uh, no, no, I haven’t” Hansel finally
choked out. “Have you?’

“No, no, I haven’t, but I came close one
time, I think,” she smiled. “Father and I were alone and he asked
me if I wanted to see his cock. I said yes and when he jerked it
out, it was all hard and everything, but he heard Mona coming back
and he had to stuff it back in his pants before he could do
anything.”

“You saw Father’s cock?” Hansel jealously
grunted.

“Yeah, and it was all hard and stiff and
everything,” Gretel said, lifting her finger up and running it
along the rounded bulge jutting out against Hansel’s britches.
“Just like yours is all the time. Why is that?”

“Uh, you, uh, it gets hard, uh, like that
when I think about you,” he mumbled, watching her tickle her finger
back and forth across the bulge.

“Can I see it?” she shyly asked, giving it a
dainty pinch through his britches.

“Uh, yeah, uh, sure,” he grinned. “If you
let me see yours, too.”

“I don’t have a cock, you silly boy,” Gretel
giggled. “I have a pussy!”

“I know—I know that. Can I see your pussy?”
Hansel complained.

Deal,” Gretel giggled.

Reaching down, Hansel gave the rope that was
holding up his pants a sharp tug. As he did, the knot in it came
undone. Then he frantically unbuttoned his pants while Gretel
looked on with an expectant grin painting her pretty lips. Finished
unbuttoning his pants, he slowly spread his pants open to reveal
his giant, hard prick.

“Oh, it’s so big...” Gretel murmured,
staring down at his twitching cock. “Just like father’s!”

“Really? My cock is as big as Father’s?”
Hansel blushed.

Yeah, maybe even bigger,” Gretel told
him.

“Wow, I didn’t know that,” Hansel proudly
smirked. “Maybe that’s why Mona was always trying to get me to go
to bed with her...”

“Could be...can I touch it,” Gretel timidly
asked.

“Sure,” Hansel grinned, leaning back on his
hands and watching his sister slowly reach for his jutting
peter.

Gretel couldn’t believe how hard and stiff
it was as she gently curled her little hand around it. It was so
big, she giddily thought, wrapping her other hand around it. Yes,
it was every bit as big as Father’s, she told herself, seeing that
even with both hands fisted around it, it was so long that its big,
purple head still jutted up above her clutching hands.

“Yeah, I think your cock is bigger than
Father’s cock,” Gretel said, squeezing his cock and making a big,
pearly drop of goo ooze out of it.

“Oh, yeah?” he proudly proclaimed.

“What’s that stuff coming out of it?” she
innocently asked, lifting her finger up and wiping its tip through
the gooey syrup oozing out of the head of his prick. “Is it
cum?”

“Uh, I don’t think so. It’s
just the stuff that comes out of it when I get excited. Like I am
right now,” he grinned, clenching his belly muscles and making his
cock twitch in Gretel’s hot, little hands.

“I guess that it’s kind of like the stuff
that comes out of my pussy when I get excited,” she grinned,
lifting her finger up to her mouth and licking the goo off it.

“So...is it coming out of your pussy right
now?” he expectantly asked.

Gretel didn’t say a word, she just reached
down and slowly peeled her dress up her long, curvaceous legs. As
she did, Hansel could see a big, wet stain spreading out from the
crotch of her little silk pantaloons.

“I guess it is...” he snickered.

“Yeah, I guess it is,” she giggled.

“Show me,” Hansel grinned, curling his hand
around his big, jutting dick.

“That was the deal, wasn’t it,” she laughed,
hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her little pink
pantaloons and slowly easing them down over the swell of her
hips.

Hansel’s hand stopped moving on his cock as
he eagerly gawked down and watched Gretel’s pantaloons slip down
and reveal the beautiful, pink rose that lay between her legs.

“Wow, Sis! That is one more pretty pussy,”
Hansel groaned out.

“So have you ever even seen a pussy before?”
Gretel blushingly asked, running the tip of her finger over her
little clit as it jutted out above her oozing pussy.

“Uh, no, uh, Mona was always after me to
diddle her,” Hansel said, slowly working his hand up and down his
hard, stiff cock once again. “But I wouldn’t do it because I
couldn’t think of doing that to anyone but you...and I think that
is why she had Father take us out into the forest. I’m afraid that
I’m smitten with you, Gretel.”

“Oh, Hansel, you’re such a sweetie...I
couldn’t wish for a better brother,” she murmured.

Then she leaned over to the basket and
plucked out one of the big, ripe cherries.

“Would you like one of these?” she asked,
lifting the cherry up to his lips.

“Uh, yeah, uh, I guess,” he muttered
disappointedly, as Gretel forced the cherry into his mouth,
stopping any further words.

“Don’t you get it, you silly oaf,” Gretel
giggled. “My cherry...would you like to take my cherry?”

“Oh, boy, would I...” Hansel gasped, staring
at her in ecstatic disbelief. “I still can’t believe any girl as
beautiful as you are could still be a virgin...”

“Of course, I am,” she retorted. “Where do
you think I am going to find any cock living out in the forest like
we do? There’s only you and Father. And I didn’t know that you had
the hots for me.”

“Boy, do I!” Hansel snorted. “And I always
have. That’s why I walk around with a hard on all the time.”

“Oh, I thought it was for Mona, the way she
dresses with her big tits hanging out all the time,” she
laughed.

“Speaking of tits,” Hansel grinned, looking
down at the swell of Gretel’s bosom, “how about a little peek at
yours?”

“Why not,” Gretel giggled, jumping up and
quickly wriggling out of her dress.

“Oh, my goodness,” Hansel gasped, staring at
Gretel’s big, beautiful tits. “Gret, you’ve got the prettiest tits
in the whole wide world.”

“How would you know,” she snickered, running
a fingertip around one of the big, puffy nipples. “You haven’t seen
many, I bet.”

“I seen Mona’s,” he grinned back at her.
“And yours are a whole bunch prettier than hers...besides, I’m a
guy and I know pretty when I see pretty...”

“Well, thanks for the compliment,” she said,
batting her big, blue eyes at him. “It makes a girl feel so good to
know that she’s appreciated.”

“You really want to do it?” Hansel hopefully
asked.

“What do you think?” Gretel giggled,
dropping down onto the grass and spreading her legs apart. “I’m
tired of being a virgin. And fucking must be a lot of fun cause
Father and Mona do it every blasted night. They make so much noise,
I can hardly get any sleep.”

“Me, either,” Hansel muttered, frantically
pushing his britches down his legs. “And when I hear them fucking,
I wish that it was me and you...me and my beautiful sister making
all that noise...”

“Well, Buster, why don’t you stop the
yapping and bring that big pecker of yours over here,” Gretel
giggled.

Hansel was on his hands and knees and up
between her legs in less time than it takes to tell. Then, he
grabbed hold of his giant cock and aimed it down at the oozing,
goo-covered hole between his sister’s legs. And as he did, Gretel
kicked her legs up in the air and wrapped them around his
waist.

“Stick it in, Brother Dear,” Gretel cooed,
squeezing her legs around his waist and dropping her heels down
onto his ass.

“Watch out, cause here it comes,” Hansel
grunted, dipping his hips and slamming his giant peter into her. As
it ripped down into her, its big, round head butted up against her
stubborn little hymen. But her cherry didn’t stand a chance as
Hansel’s giant prong plowed right through it and kept plowing into
the virgin depths of her pussy until it was buried up to its hairy
hilt inside her tight, clutching cunt.

“Ouch,” Gretel yipped, “that hurt...”

“Sorry, want me to stop?” Hansel asked her,
backing his cock back down the channel of her pussy.

“What do you think,” Gretel muttered,
squeezing her pussy down around his cock and kicking him in the ass
with her heels. “I didn’t come this far to stop...so get busy and
get to fucking!”

So now as it came to pass, Hansel and Gretel
spent the rest of the afternoon fucking, sucking and eating, trying
every position that they could think of until the sun finally went
down and the moon came up...

"Now give me your hand!" Hansel said. "We'll
get home safely, you'll see!" The tiny white pebbles gleamed in the
moonlight, and the children found their way home. They crept
through a half open window, without wakening their parents. Cold,
tired, but blissfully happy and thankful to be home again, they
slipped into their separate beds and within moments were
asleep.

Next day, when their stepmother discovered
that Hansel and Gretel had returned, she went into a rage. Stifling
her anger in front of the children, she locked her bedroom door,
reproaching her husband for failing to carry out her orders.

“I thought you said that you took those
brats into the forest,” she fumed at poor Sven. “Now, there will be
no more pussy for you until the job is done, and done right.”

Poor Sven, still exhausted from another
marathon night of fucking protested his innocence to no avail as he
was torn between shame and fear of disobeying Mona. The wicked
stepmother kept Hansel and Gretel under lock and key all day long
with nothing for supper but a sip of water and some hard bread. All
night, husband and wife quarreled, and when dawn came, the
woodcutter led the children out into the forest once again.

Hansel, however, had not eaten his bread,
and as he walked through the trees, he left a trail of crumbs
behind him to mark the way. But he had forgotten about the hungry
birds that lived in the forest. When they saw him, they flew along
behind and in no time at all, had eaten all the crumbs. Again, with
a lame excuse, the woodcutter left his two children in the
forest.

Now it was proven that poor Hansel wasn’t
the sharpest tack in the box.

"I've left a trail, like last time!" Hansel
whispered to Gretel, consoling her. But after another day of
fucking, when night fell, they saw to their horror that all the
crumbs had gone.

"I'm frightened!" Gretel bitterly wept. "I'm
cold and hungry and I want to go home!"

"Don't be afraid. I'm here to look after
you!" Hansel tried to encourage his sister, but he too shivered
when he glimpsed the frightening shadows and the evil eyes around
them in the darkness.

So, exhausted from their fucking, all night
the two children huddled together for warmth at the foot of a large
tree

When dawn broke, they started to wander
about the forest, seeking a path, but all hope soon faded. They
were well and truly lost. On they walked and walked, till suddenly
they came upon a strange cottage in the middle of a glade.

“Boy, that is a weird looking house,” Gretel
muttered, walking up to it. “Wonder who lives here?”

“Beats the hell out of me, and I don’t
really give a crap,” Hansel complained. “But let’s go inside and
see if there’s any food. I’m hungry enough to eat a toad...”

“Hey, wait a minute, look at the wall,”
Gretel grinned.

“You know, it looks like chocolate,” grinned
Hansel breaking off a lump of plaster from the wall and taking a
bite of it. “This is chocolate!"

"And this is icing!" exclaimed Gretel,
putting another piece of wall in her mouth. Starving but delighted,
the children began to eat pieces of candy broken off the
cottage.

"Isn't this delicious?" said Gretel, her
lips smeared with chocolate and her mouth full of it. She had never
tasted anything so nice.

"Fucking A,” Hansel declared, munching a bit
of nougat.

Then, just when Hansel was about to try a
piece of the biscuit door, it quietly swung open.

"Well, well, what do we have here?" said the
woman standing in the doorway, peering out at them with a crafty
look on her pretty face. "And haven't you children a sweet
tooth?"

“Uh, we’re sorry. But we were hungry and
your house looked so delicious. We’re sorry for eating your house,”
Hansel apologized.

"Never mind, never mind. Come in! Come in,
you've nothing to fear!" the woman exclaimed, stepping back so they
could go inside the candy house.

As she did, Hansel took note of her satin
dressing robe that clung to her voluptuous body, highlighting every
delightful curve. Although he only had eyes for his sweet sister,
Hansel couldn’t help but be impressed by the lady’s hourglass
figure.

Now the children were just the least bit
fearful of the lady, even as pretty as she was, for they had heard
tales of a witch who lived in the woods. As the story went, the
witch would invite the children in, fatten them up and then bake
them in her oven. And then, after she had roasted them, she would
eat them.

“You’re not going to, to eat us, are you?”
Gretel timidly asked.

“You must have me confused with my cousin,
witch Wanda. I only eat girls who wish to be eaten, if you catch my
drift,” the witch said in a husky, feminine voice. “Now come
inside, my pretties, I’m not dressed for the out of doors and I’m
getting cold standing here in this drafty doorway.”

It was then that the children noticed that
she was wearing a pair of black fishnet hose underneath her robe.
And she was perched atop a pair of at least five-inch stiletto high
heels. What a weird thing for a woman to be wearing for this time
of the morning, Hansel thought.

The children stumbled inside and looked
around. It was a normal enough looking cottage, Hansel thought,
still wondering why the woman would be dressed the way she was.

Closing the door behind them, the witch
strutted over to the table, seductively switching her delightful
ass from side to side as she walked.

“I was just about to have a glass of wine,”
she smiled suggestively, reaching for the bottle of wine that was
sitting on the table along with two glasses. “Would you like one,
too?”

“Uh, okay, I guess,” Hansel mumbled, hoping
that the wine wasn’t poisoned. Maybe that was how the witch would
get her victims for her oven. Poison them and then bake them.

But when the witch brought over two more
glasses and filled all four of them, he stopped worrying quite so
much. Surely she wouldn’t poison herself, he thought.

“This is my special wine,” the witch purred,
handing each of them a glass. “I only serve it on special
occasions. Today I am expecting another visitor and he is quite
fond of it.”

Another visitor...he...could that explain
the fishnet hose and the high heels, Hansel wondered? And if so,
what else was she wearing under her satin robe? Maybe nothing, he
giddily thought watching her ample bosom jiggle and bob under the
thin robe.

The moment Hansel took a sip of the wine, he
began to feel funny. Looking over at Gretel, he saw a strange,
crazy look in her eyes.

Then, as Hansel felt his cock start to
harden and grow, Gretel stepped up beside him.

“This wine is making me feel awfully funny,”
Gretel whispered in his ear. “Making me feel like want to fuck! How
about you?”

“Uh, yeah, me, too,” Hansel grinned, feeling
Gretel grope his cock through his britches as he reached around and
squeezed her delightful, little ass.

As Gretel continued to squeeze and grope his
hardening cock, Hansel looked over at the woman. He saw that she
was smiling and slowly untying the satin belt that was wrapped
around her narrow waist. Even as Gretel continued to fondle his
cock through his pants, Gretel turned and looked over at the lady,
too. And at that very moment, the witch’s gown went slithering down
to the floor.

“Wow!” Gretel muttered, her hand leaving
Hansel’s cock and flying up to the buttons on her dress.

“Gosh!” Hansel snorted, staring at the lady
as his hand flew down to the rope holding his pants up.

Hansel gawked at the witch, seeing that her
long, black hair was dangling down over her shoulders brushing the
tops of the biggest set of hooters he had ever seen. The giant
melons were gently jiggling as they rested in a tiny, lace
brassiere that barely even covered their rounded bottoms. The two
puffy nipples jutting out from the centers of her magnificent tits
looked like two big, purple grapes, ripe and ready to be picked.
Around her narrow waist, the witch wore a wispy, black garter belt
that matched color of the forest of kinky, black curls that covered
the Y of the witch’s flat belly.

Just then, Hansel’s pants went racing down
his legs and his big, hard cock flopped out into the open. As it
did, he saw the woman look down at it. An appreciative smile spread
out over her face as she backed over to the table.

Hansel had an overpowering urge to rush over
and fuck her as he watched her push up, planting her delightful,
round butt right on the edge of the table. Then, with her long,
shapely legs dangling down off the edge of the table, she leaned
back on her elbows and seductively spread her legs apart. Hansel
watched on with fevered excitement as the big, pink gash below the
forest of black curls slowly unfurled to reveal her wet, oozing
pussy.

“If you’re still hungry,” she purred,
looking straight at Hansel, “I’ve got a little something for you to
snack on, my Pretty.”

“Yeah—yeah—still hungry,” Hansel mumbled,
kicking out of his britches and shuffling over to the table with
his big, stiff cock leading the way.

Dropping to his knees, he buried his face
down into the gooey gash and began to lick and lap away at her hot,
smelly pussy.

“Would you like to join us, my lovely,”
Hansel heard the witch ask Gretel as he hungrily devoured the
witch’s ripe, fermented snatch. “I’m oh, so hungry, and it’s been
oh, so long since I’ve had such a pretty, little girl like you to
eat.”

“Yeah—yeah—coming,” Gretel panted, stepping
out of her dress.

“Oh, dear me, not so soon, I hope,” the
witch said, cackling at Gretel’s unintended pun.

Gretel didn’t catch the witch’s innuendo,
but hurried over to the table anyway.

“Crawl up on the table,” the witch told her.
“And bring that tasty morsel up here so Wilma can dine on it.”

Still slurping away at Wilma’s big, gooey
cunt, Hansel watched his naked sister crawl up on the table.

Gretel quickly straddled Wilma and then,
just as she was lowering her juicy, little pussy down onto Wilma’s
lips, there came a loud knocking on the door.

“Come on in, the door’s not locked,” Wilma
hollered out then drug Gretel’s pussy down onto her lips.

“What in the fuck...” the children heard
their father gasp from the doorway. “Wilma? Hansel? Gretel?”

Suddenly, Gretel lifted her leg up and spun
off Wilma to face her father.

“Father,” she sputtered, covering her tits
with an arm and hiding her pussy with her hand.

Turning on his knees, Hansel stared at his
father in shock.

“Father,” he was finally able to murmur.

“Sven—these children are yours?” Wilma
asked, smiling and pushing back up onto her elbows.

“Yes, yes, they’re mine. Both of them,” Sven
muttered, his eyes devouring his daughter’s trim figure.

“Well, come on in, you old woodchopper you,
it’s cold and I feel a draft,” Wilma giggled. “The more the merrier
I always say. And your glass of wine is on the table.”

“Well, why not...” Sven muttered, reaching
down and jerking on the rope that held his baggy britches up.

“Hansel, Gretel, come children, time to get
back to work,” Wilma tittered, laying back down on the table.

Hansel quickly buried his face back down
between Wilma’s outstretched legs and began to feast on her pussy
once again. As he did, Gretel threw her leg back across Wilma’s
face and lowered her pussy down onto the witch’s lips. Looking over
her shoulder, Gretel watched her father waddle over to the table
with his big, hard peter jutting out in front of him like the prow
on a ship. Sven hurriedly slurped down his glass of wine and then
clumped over to the table.

As Hansel continued to gobble away at the
witch’s delectable cunt, he saw his father crawl up onto the table.
Then he saw him throw a fat, hairy leg over Wilma and move up right
behind Gretel’s beautiful upturned butt.

From his viewpoint down between Wilma’s
legs, Hansel had a grandstand seat as he watched his father lift
his giant prick up and place it on the opening of Gretel’s
juice-smeared pussy.

“Ain’t gonna be no Mona to stop me this
time,” he grunted, jerking his big, hairy ass forward and driving
his big, fat peter down into his daughter’s tiny cunt all the way
up to its hairy hilt.

“Oh, Father, it’s so big...” Gretel gasped,
thrusting herself back at her father and taking every last bit of
his huge cock down into her hungry cunt.

“Bigger’n most, I spect,” Sven muttered,
jerking his ass back and forth as he began to hump away at his
daughter’s hot, tight pussy.

Hansel enviously watched his father’s big,
dangling balls bouncing back and forth across Wilma’s huge tits as
his father’s big prick sloshed in and out of Gretel’s hot cunt.

Just then, the pretty witch began to shake
and tremble as she cried out around Gretel’s clit.

“Oh—oh—oh—coming—coming—coming,” she wept
out as she dug her fingernails into Hansel’s scalp and shoved him
down onto her spewing cunt.

Hansel eagerly drank from the flowing
fountain, swallowing down the gushing flow of nectar as it flowed
out of her pussy.

When the flow of juice stopped, Hansel
immediately jumped to his feet and stuck his prick into the
juice-slathered hole between Wilma’s still trembling legs. Then as
he began to fuck the witch, he watched the fat in his father’s ass
quiver and ripple every time Sven sent his big cock ripping back
into Gretel’s tiny pussy.

Now the fucking lasted far into the
afternoon with Sven and Hansel alternating pussies back and forth
until alas they had no cum left to share with Wilma and Gretel. And
it was a tired Sven indeed that went trudging back to the cottage
in the forest. And he knew that Mona awaited him there. He also
knew that she would be expecting her fair share of cock, just as
she did every night.

Now after Sven left, the good witch, Wilma
asked the two children if they would like to live with her. She
would give them all the candy they could eat and they would never
have to work for anything. And the only thing she asked in return,
was that they spend most of their time in bed with her, keeping her
happy and satisfied…

Now this happens to be the real story of
Hansel and Gretel before the censors got hold of it and changed it
all around. Hansel and Gretel are still living with the good witch
deep in the forest at an undisclosed site. And as they promised,
they are happily keeping Wilma happy and satisfied. About the only
difference in anything was the few extra pounds that the children
have tacked on from eating all that candy...
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Now once upon a time, there was a poor widow
who had an only son, and a cow named Milky-White. Her son, Jack was
eighteen-years-old and a little on the slow side, but he was a
good-looking, glad-hearted lad and had no enemies.

Now the cow had received its name from its
creamy, white color, a color that ironically matched the color of
her owner’s tits. Yes, Jack’s mother’s huge, droopy udders were
just as milky white as the cow as they heavily hung down from her
chest, Jack sickly thought. And he knew that from all the times he
had sneaked peeks at his mother’s mountainous breasts when she
bathed in the little tin tub that sat by the chimney in their
little, two-roomed shack.

Now it came to pass that they were so poor,
all they had to live on was the milk the cow gave every morning,
which Jack carried to the market and sold. Too bad his mother’s
big, old tits weren’t producing anymore, Jack lewdly thought. As
big as they were, they could probably produce enough milk to double
the amount of milk they took to the village each day and they could
make twice as much money. Hell, nobody would know the difference.
But if she did have milk, he dementedly thought, he would save a
little back for himself. Then an obscene picture popped into his
head. It was a picture of his naked mother standing on her hands
and knees on the table while he had his hands wrapped around her
big, knobby nipples, pulling on them and milking them as creamy
white spurts of milk splashed down into a bucket...

But then one morning, Milky-White’s udder
gave no milk and they didn't know what to do.

"What shall we do, what shall we do, now?"
the widow blathered on, wringing her hands making her giant breasts
quiver and bobble under her threadbare dress.

"Cheer up, mother, I'll go and get work
somewhere. I’ll find me a job," said Jack.

"We've tried that before, dolt, and nobody
would take you. You know how lazy you are," said his mother. "We
must sell Milky-White and with the money start a shop or
something."

"All right, mother," Jack said. "It's market
day today, and I'll soon sell Milky-White, and then we'll see what
we can do."

So Jack took Milky-White’s halter in his
hand, and started off for the market. He hadn't gone far when he
met a funny-looking old man walking up the road toward him. The man
had a tall, beaver skin top hat and a funny looking umbrella that
he was twirling and using as a cane.

"Good morning, Jack,” the old man
snickered.

“Uh, uh, a good morning to you," Jack said,
a quizzical, confused look on his young face. Who the fuck is he,
and how did he know my name, Jack wondered?

"Well, Jack, where are you off to?" asked
the man, studying Milky-white with a pensive stare.

"I'm going to market to sell our cow.” Jack
mumbled, growing more and more curious.

"Oh, you look the proper sort of chap to
sell cows," said the man. "But I’m not too good with numbers and I
was wondering if you might help me out a little! Would you know how
many beans make five?”

Jack scratched his head and thought for a
minute... then two.

“Uh, that would be two in each hand and one
in your mouth," said Jack, not exactly the sharpest needle in the
sewing basket and very proud of himself for knowing the answer.

"Why aren’t you the intelligent lad,” the
man snickered again, pulling five beans out of his pocket. “Two in
this hand... and two in this hand... and one in your mouth!”

With that the man put two beans in Jack’s
right hand, two in his left hand and popped one into Jack’s
mouth.

“So, I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” the old
man said, smiling his most reassuring smile. “Since you are so
sharp, I’ll do a little swap with you. I’ll trade all five of those
beans for your old cow.”

"Go along," Jack said, feeling an odd
sensation down in his cock as he chewed on the bean and swallowed
it. "Old Milky-white is worth more than that... ain’t she?”

"Ah, but you don’t know what these beans
are," said the man. "If you plant them overnight, by morning they
grow right up to the sky."

"No way!” said Jack. "Ain’t possible, and
besides why the fuck would I want a giant beanstalk growing in my
yard anyway?"

“Beans, my lad... more beans... tons and
tons of beans!” the old man exclaimed.

“Well, our garden is noted for its good
soil,” Jack complained. “What if they don’t grow?”

“If they don’t grow—I’ll give you your cow
back!” the man proclaimed. “How can you go wrong?”

“Well, I guess,” Jack mumbled, holding out
his hand and studying the beans. “But you’d better be right.”

“You’ll see...” the old man snickered as
Jack begrudgingly handed over Milky-White’s halter to the man.

Stuffing the beans into his pocket, Jack
skipped along, heading back home to tell his mother of the
fantastic deal he had just made. And there was another oddity that
Jack had to figure out. After he had chewed the bean up and
swallowed it, it felt like his big peter was even larger and
bigger. Stopping by the side of the road, he looked up and down it
to see if anyone else were coming. Then, when he saw no one, he
reached down and slowly peeled his tattered, patched pants
open.

Damn, he muttered to himself, look at that
thing. Looks like I got my own fucking beanstalk. Big beanstalk, he
groaned seeing that his cock was now twice the size it had been
before he had consumed the bean. And hard as a fucking rock. Too
bad he didn’t have a pussy to put the damn thing in.

Arriving back at their hut, Jack sneaked up
and peeked into the window. Damn, he muttered to himself, she’s
taking another bath. She certainly took an awful lot of baths.

His mother had apparently just finished her
bath and was standing in the old, battered washtub drying herself.
Jack felt a jolt of electricity spark though his already
larger-than-life cock, watching her big, white tits flop and
flounce as she ran the towel over her ample body. She weren’t no
raving beauty, he told himself but there was certainly plenty of
her to go around. As he gawked on, he saw her long, gray-streaked
hair was hanging down over her shoulder, tickling over the great
swollen nipples jutting out of the milky white mountains of tit
flesh. There was a little too much to her rounded belly, but it
hadn’t turned to flab yet and Jack could still see the forest of
curly brown hairs that covered her secret place.

Now Jack didn’t get around much and his
mother was just about the only real contact that he had with the
female of the species. And watching his mother bathe was his only
education about the female body. But watching her made his big cock
feel all funny and tingly inside. And now it was tenting his
patched pants and threatening to poke another hole out through them
as he greedily pored over her naked body.

Then Jack saw her slip her hand down to the
curly nest of hair covering the bottom on her belly. As he watched
on with feverish excitement, he saw her suddenly begin rubbing
herself with a fat, pudgy finger.

All at once, Jack saw his mother turn and
look toward the window where he stood gawking at her.

“Jack! What are you doing!” she sputtered,
arms and hands flying everywhere to try and cover herself from his
leering eyes, but failing miserably because there was just too much
bare flesh to cover. “Now get away from that window...”

“Yes, mother,” Jack muttered, backing away
from the window and trudging over to the front door. He stood there
waiting, knowing that he was probably going to get the tongue
lashing of his life for watching her while she was taking a bath
and then playing with herself. But it wasn’t like it was the first
time or anything, he dumbly thought...

"Back already, Jack?" his mother angrily
asked, opening the door wearing her old, patched robe wrapped
around her stout figure.

“Yes, mother,” Jack mumbled, surprised that
she hadn’t chewed his ass for watching her through the window.

“So,” she said, looking over his shoulder.
“I see you haven't got Milky-White, so you must have sold her. How
much did you get for her?"

"You'll never guess, mother," Jack beamed,
shoving his hands down into his pocket.

"No, you don't say so. Good boy! Five
pounds? Ten? Fifteen? No, it can't be twenty," she giggled waiting
for him to bring out his hand and show her.

Then, he pulled his hand out and held it
palm up with the four beans resting in it!

"I told you, you couldn't guess. What do you
say to these beans? They're magical. Plant them overnight and—“

"What!" she sputtered. "What a fucking
idiot! You’re such a fool, such a dolt, such an idiot, as to give
away my Milky-White, the best milker in the parish, and prime beef
to boot, for four paltry beans!”

Jack flinched back as he saw his mother’s
pudgy hand flying for his face.

“Take that! Take that! Take that!” she
growled, slapping at him.

“But—but—Mother—“ Jack whined, trying to
defend himself from her attack.

“And as for your precious beans, here they
go out of the window!” she growled, knocking the beans out of his
hand and out through the same window where he had watched her
bathe. “And now off with you to bed. Not a sup shall you drink, and
not a bit shall you swallow this very night."

So Jack moped up the stairs to his little
room in the attic, sad and sorry he was, to be sure, as much for
his mother's sake as for the loss of his supper.

Lying in his bed, he thought he heard a
stirring outside his window, but he was too tired to look and
quickly dropped off to sleep.

When he woke up, the room looked funny. The
sun was shining into part of it, and yet all the rest was quite
dark and shady. So Jack jumped up and dressed himself and went to
the window to see what was going on. And what do you think he saw?
Why, the beans his mother had knocked out of the window into the
garden had sprung up into a big beanstalk that went up and up and
up till it reached the sky. So the man spoke the truth after all,
Jack muttered to himself.

So what would she have to say to that, Jack
smirked to himself? But he didn’t want to face her just yet as he
leaned out of the window and studied the giant beanstalk. When he
did, he noticed that the beanstalk had grown up quite close to the
house and very near his window, so all he had to do was climb out
onto the beanstalk and start climbing to see where it went.

Wondering where it would all lead, Jack
climbed out the window and started upward. He climbed, and he
climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he
climbed till at last he reached the sky. Or at least what he
thought was the sky. And when he got there he found a long broad
road going as straight as an arrow away from the beanstalk. As he
stood looking down the road, he grabbed a handful of the magic
beans growing on the vine and stuffed them into the pocket of his
threadbare pants. Then he set out walking, and he walked along, and
he walked along, and he walked along till he came to a great, big,
tall house, and out on the front doorstep there was a great, big,
tall woman sweeping it clean with a giant broom.

"Good morning, Mum," Jack said, quite
polite-like. "Could you be so kind as to give me some breakfast?"
for he hadn't had anything to eat, you know, the night before, no
supper and now no breakfast. He was as hungry as a hunter.

"It's breakfast you want, is it?" says the
woman. "It's breakfast you'll have.”

With that, she grabs Jack up by the scruff
of his neck and lifts him up into the air.

“You’ll be coming with me, cause I have
something you can be dining on,” she laughed, dragging Jack along
with her into the gigantic living room of the castle.

Plodding over to the huge couch sitting
against the wall, she set Jack on the floor beside it and flopped
down on the couch. Jack watched on with fearful eyes as she reached
down and jerked her dress up around her big belly to reveal a
gigantic, pink chasm down between her ponderous thighs.

“There be yer breakfast,” she snickered,
reaching down and running a thick, pudgy finger up the gorge
between her monstrous pussy lips. “And yer lucky cause today is all
you can eat fer free day down at the old Y!”

Jack had never seen a pussy the size of
hers. Not that he’d ever seen another pussy beside his mother’s
pussy anyway. But this one made his mother’s pussy look like little
baby’s pussy compared to the cavernous canyon that lay before him
as he gawked at it with reverent awe.

“Well,” the large lady smirked, “you gonna
stand there looking at it all day or are you going to dive in and
have yer breakfast?”

“That’s an awfully big pussy, Ma’am,” Jack
politely said, reaching out and taking hold of the giant pussy lips
in his hands.

“Well, boy, I’m an awfully big woman,” she
cackled cupping the back of his head in the palm of her hand and
shoving his face down toward the goo-filled chasm. “So I gots to
have an awfully big puss, too!”

Jack peeled the thick, meaty flaps of meat
back away from the huge, oozing hole between them. Then, he found
himself staring directly down into the juicy hole.

“Have a taste, my sweet,” the giantess
snorted, shoving his face down into the goo-filled chasm as Jack
took a long, hungry gulp of the sweet juice.

“Hmmmmm...” Jack muttered swallowing a
mouthful of the tasty goop down. “Tasty...”

“Thought you’d like it,” she snickered.
“Ain’t had no complaints on it yet, but hurry and finish yer
breakfast, cause I gotta nother little job fer you to do longs yer
down there!”

Wonder what that could be, Jack naively
wondered, slurping away at the bounteous flow of thick, hot juice
flowing out of the woman’s giant cunt...

A few minutes later, Jack had his fill of
pussy juice and raised his head up from between the ladies
ponderous thighs.

“Ya finished with yer breakfast?” she
grinned.

“Yes, Ma’am, and a mighty tasty breakfast it
was,” he snickered back, “now what was that other thing that you
wanted me to do for you, uh, while I’m down here?”

“Well, stand up for a minute,” she told him,
reaching down and fingering her big, jutting clit.

Struggling up to his feet, he stood between
her knees timidly looking up at her. Then she reached for his
crotch and quickly unbuttoned his tattered pants. As she did, his
dick flopped out into the open.

“Oh, darn, I was expecting more,” she
complained, fingering his limp cock with a pudgy finger.

“Uh, I got some magic beans,” Jack mumbled,
digging down in his pocket and bringing out a few of them.

“So, what’s that got to do with the size of
yer fucking cock?” she asked, a quizzical look on her face.

“My cock gets bigger when I eat ‘em,” he
grinned, popping one of the beans into his mouth and chewing it
up.

The large lady stared down at Jack’s cock as
he swallowed the bean down.

“My goodness,” she exclaimed as the moment
Jack swallowed the bean down, his peter sprang to attention and
shot up into the air another good six inches, doubling in size.

“How’s that?” Jack asked, proudly running
his hand up and down his jutting prick.

“Another one. Eat another one,” she giggled,
reaching for his foot-long cock.

With a big grin on his face, Jack popped
another bean into his mouth, chewed it up and swallowed it
down.

Sproing went his cock as it jerked wildly
and shot up into the air another six inches.

“Now that’s my kinda cock,” the lady
snickered, appreciatively running her hand up and down the giant
prong. “Just about as big as my old man’s big, old cock.”

Just then, she gave a tug on his peter and
aimed it down at the great, weeping gash down between her legs.

“Now get busy and pay for yer breakfast,”
she cackled

Grinning from ear to ear, Jack leaned
forward and rammed his peter down into the muck of her cunt. Then,
the next thing Jack knew, he was getting slapped up the side of the
head by a pair of giant tits, bigger than any he’d ever seen. Even
bigger than his mother’s, but not by much. Still fucking the hell
out of her juicy snatch, he reached up and wrapped his hands around
the two huge nipples jutting out of her tits and hung on for dear
life. Plucking and pulling on the monstrous nipples, he jerked his
ass back and forth as fast as it would go as he gave the lady the
fucking of her life.

Then all at once, a giant gush of goo gushed
out of her cunt and splashed onto his skinny thighs as she began to
grunt and groan while her whole body shook and shivered.

“Give it to me, boy, give it to me,” she
grunted, milking her big cunt down around Jack’s pistoning
prick.

Wanting to please the woman, Jack let go and
felt his cock kick as a huge gush of cum spewed out of it. His dick
continued to kick and jerk for the longest time, filling the lady’s
hot cunt with at least a gallon of thick, hot cum.

But Jack had just finished when thump!
Thump! Thump! The whole house began to tremble with the noise of
someone coming. A very big someone!

"Goodness gracious me! It's my old man,"
said the ogre's wife. "What on earth shall I do? Come along quick
and jump in here." And she stood up and dropped her long skirt over
Jack to hide him just as the ogre came clomping in.

He was a big one, to be sure. And at his
belt he had three calves strung up by the heels. Unhooking them, he
threw them down on the table and said, "Here, wife, broil me a
couple of these for breakfast. Ah! What’s this I smell?”

As Jack kneeled trembling on the floor
between the woman’s ponderous legs, the ogre looked around the room
suspiciously.

“Fee-fi-fo-fum,

I smell the cum of an Englishman,

Be he alive, or be he dead,

I'll have his bones to grind my bread."

"Nonsense, dear," said his wife. "You' re
dreaming. Or perhaps you smell what you left in me old snatch this
morn. Now you go and have a wash and tidy up, and by the time you
come back your breakfast will be ready for you."

So off the ogre went, and Jack came crawling
out from under her dress.

“Go hide in the panty and wait till he's
asleep," the wife told him, "he always has a doze after
breakfast."

Well, the ogre had his breakfast, and after
that he went over to a big chest and took out a couple of bags.
When he opened them, Jack, who was peeking out through a crack in
the door, saw that they were full of gold and jewels. Then, as the
ogre sat counting the gold coins from one sack, his head began to
nod and he began to snore till the whole house shook.

Then Jack crept out on tiptoe from the
pantry, and as he was passing the ogre, he grabbed one of the bags
of gold under his arm. Off he flew, running as fast as he could
till he came to the beanstalk. Looking down the stalk, he pitched
the sack down, hoping his mother wasn’t outside because he didn’t
want her to get hit by the falling bag of gold. Then checking back
up the road to see if he was being followed, he climbed down and
climbed down till at last he got home. Jumping off the stalk, he
landed on the ground and grabbed up the bag of gold and jewels.

Strutting into the house, he found his
mother sitting at the table with her head in her hands looking all
sad and forlorn.

“And where have you been?” she asked him,
spotting the bag in his hand. “And what’s in the bag?”

“I think you owe me an apology first,” he
smirked.

“Yeah—yeah—so you were right. Now what’s in
the bag?” she asked clutching for it.

Letting her have it, he watched her eyes
gape wide open when she saw all the gold and jewels inside it.

“Lordy me, where did you get this?” she
asked, digging her hand down into the bag and pulling out a handful
of gold.

“I climbed up the beanstalk and found an
ogre’s castle,” Jack vainly told her. “And when he went to sleep, I
stole one of his bags of gold.”

“One!” she exclaimed. “There’s more...”

“Bunches more,” Jack bragged.

“For goodness sake,” she cackled, grabbing a
handful of gold and shoving it into the pocket of her threadbare
dress. “I’m going to the village... and when I get back I’m gonna
have a surprise for you.”

“What’s that, mother?” Jack asked, glad to
see her happy once again.

“You’ll see... you’ll see,” she giggled,
pinching his chin between her thumb and finger. “You’ll see!”

With that, Jack’s mother whirled out of the
house and disappeared down the road toward the village in a cloud
of dust.

Tired from his morning of fucking and
climbing, Jack climbed back up to his room in the attic and lay
down to take a nap...

Jack woke to the sound of his mother
scurrying around downstairs. Laying there listening, he thought he
heard a bottle being uncorked.

A few minutes later, he heard his mother
call out from downstairs.

“Jackie, Dear, could you come down here. I
have something to show you!”

Crawling out of his bed, he plopped onto the
floor and climbed down the stairs backward.

“What mother,” he asked her, turning around
to face her. “Wow!”

His mother stood at the table with a glass
of champagne in her hand as Jack stared at her in disbelief.

Her long, gray-streaked hair was tied up in
a bun on top of her head and her eyebrows were newly shaped and
darkened. Her long, curled eyelashes had obviously received a
recent coat of mascara and the reddish-pink of her eye shadow
perfectly matched the faint blush of red on her chubby cheeks. And
her lips were painted a bright, suggestive red as she gave him a
big, happy smile.

Then Jack ran his eyes down over a new,
satin robe that clung to her body like a glove, highlighting all of
her abundant curves.

“Do you like my new robe,” she asked,
flirtatiously batting her big, brown eyes at him.

“Yeah, mother, yeah, you look really, uh,
really different, uh, really nice,” he mumbled.

“Good, because that’s just the first
surprise,” she giggled, handing him a glass of champagne. “Because
we’re going to do some celebrating today.”

“Celebrating what?” Jack asked, grinning and
taking a sip of the champagne. “The gold?”

“No! Your new job,” she told him with a coy
smile on her brightly painted lips, tipping up her glass, finishing
off her champagne and setting the glass on the table.

“What new job?” he asked, wondering what in
the hell she was talking about. Maybe she was going knockers, cause
he didn’t have no new job.

“Keeping your mother happy,” she beamed,
untying her robe and spreading it open.

“Holy Sheeeittt!” Jack exclaimed, his eyes
bugging out at least a foot as his chin dropped to the floor.

His leering eyes immediately dropped to his
mother’s gigantic tits as they rested in a tiny half-cup bra that
was made of dainty pink lace and silk. The brassiere did hardly
anything to hide any of the smooth, milky white skin that covered
the mountains of quivering, wriggling flesh. And the two knobby
nipples jutting out of the darkened tips of her giant udders were
obviously aroused and swollen.

“You been watching me bathe all this time,”
she giggled, “so I figured you might as well get your money’s
worth.

His mother just stood there, letting him
pore over her body, letting him take his time and check out each
new and exciting detail of her ensemble.

Dipping his eyes down to her thickened
waist, he found a frilly, pink, lace garter belt with six long pink
ribbons of silk stretching down from it to the tops of the pair of
sheer, pink nylons that encased her chubby legs. And over them, she
wore a pair of the tiniest pantaloons a man could ever imagine to
see. The panties were made of shimmering, pink satin, and Jack
could see that there was a big, wet stain spreading out from the
very bottom of their crotch. Sweeping his eyes down her shapely
legs, he saw that she was perched atop a pair of at least five-inch
stiletto high heels.

While she weren’t no Venus de Milo, he told
himself, she was pretty enough to give him a boner of unprecedented
magnitude as it stuck out in front of him, tenting his tattered,
torn breeches.

“Damn, mother, I, I don’t know what to say,”
he muttered, unable to close his eyes as he hungrily gawked at her.
“You’re fucking gorgeous!”

“Why, thank you,” she mewed, slowly stepping
toward him, rolling her plump hips like a streetwalker on the
prowl.

“Now,” she giggled, “let’s see what tools
you’re bringing with you to the job site.”

Jack looked down with eager anticipation as
his mother quickly untied the rope holding his breeches up and let
them go sliding down his skinny legs. As she did, his six-inch
peter twoinged up into the air pointing straight up.

Jack felt a twinge of disappointment as he
saw the look of sadness on his mother’s pretty, painted face.

“Oh, dear,” she muttered. “I was expecting
more...”

“Uh, wait, wait,” Jack muttered, leaning
down to his puddled pants that were wrapped around his ankles and
digging his hand into their pocket. “The beans, they’re magic.”

“What? What do you mean,” his mother asked,
absentmindedly fingering his twitching peter. “What do the beans
have to do with your fucking cock?”

“Watch,” he grinned, popping a bean in his
mouth and slowly chewing on it.

“Well,” she snorted when nothing
happened.

Then Jack swallowed and the moment he did,
his dick shot up into the air another six inches.

“Oh—My—Goodness—“ she shrieked, staring down
at Jack’s foot-long peter. “Now that’s what I mean, Baby. That’s
more like it. That’s a cock!”

Jack stood watching with a smug look on his
face as his mother worshipfully examined his jutting penis with her
pudgy fingers.

“Want me to eat another one?” he asked her,
smirking lewdly.

“No—No—one is quite enough for the moment,”
she murmured, solemnly examining the jutting giant.

Then, grabbing hold of his monstrous prong,
she swept up the champagne bottle and tugged him over to her
bed.

Flopping down on the bed, she rolled over
onto her back and looked up at Jack with a happy, lusty grin on her
red lips.

“If you’ll help me off with me panties,” she
giggled, taking a swig of champagne, “I’ll fix you a champagne
brunch.”

Grinning like a Cheshire cat, Jack kicked
off his pants off and leaned down over his mother. The tiny panties
were so tight, they left a crease in the skin of her thick waist as
Jack dug his fingers down under their stretchy waistband. Pulling
the panties down, Jack watched the forest of soft, brown curls come
into view. Then pulling them down farther, he saw the meaty, pink
lips of his mother’s cunt hove out into the open. As they did, they
wetly clung to the tiny panties for a moment as if reluctant to let
go of them. Once her pussy was exposed, Jack quickly pulled the
panties down off her chubby thighs, over her dimpled knees, over
her fat calves, and finally off over her stiletto high heels.

Then, lifting them to his nose, Jack took in
a deep whiff before tossing them down onto the bed.

“Ah pussy... sweet, fragrant pussy... I just
loves the smell of hot pussy,” he murmured as he watched his mother
tip up the champagne bottle and douse her pussy with the bubbly
liquor.

“Champagne brunch,” she giggled, spreading
her fat legs apart to show Jack her meaty cunt.

“A la carte...” Jack snickered, burying his
head down between her chubby legs and lapping away at her big,
meaty pussy.

“Ah, yes, I remember it well...” Jack’s
mother sighed.

Then Jack’s tongue found his mother’s big,
bulging clit exacting a giggle and wiggle from her jiggley ass.
Jack dutifully went about his new job, tackling it with enthusiasm
and eagerness as his mother lavished praise and adoration on him.
Soon the little room was reverberating with the slurping sounds of
Jack’s mouth and tongue and his mother’s happy gurgles as he
feasted on his champagne brunch. Then, all at once she began to
grunt and groan as her body went stiff. Jack suddenly found himself
trapped between her fat thighs as she slapped them together
imprisoning him between them.

Then, as abruptly as it had begun, it was
over and his mother’s chubby legs dropped, splaying out to the side
and leaving her pussy completely vulnerable to attack from above.
Jack was quick to take advantage of such an opportunity and slipped
the meat to her in a heartbeat. Jack’s ass was like a bouncing ball
as he hammered away at his mother’s hungry cunt. Then she slowly
woke from her orgasmic daze and joined in on the fun, humping and
thrusting herself back up at his furious pounding.

“Oh, Jackie, Baby,” his mother panted above
the groaning creak of the bed, “I do think you’ve found your
calling, Baby!”

Jack kept up the frenzied pace as his mother
groveled through two more orgasms, then with a final burst of
energy, he erupted and spewed out gallons and gallons of the sweet
stuff into his mother’s ravenous cunny...

After that, Jack and his mum spent most of
their time in the bed, pausing only to eat and dash into the
village to replenish their supply of food. They lived off the bag
of gold for some time, but at last they came to the end of the gold
and jewels and Jack made up his mind to try his luck once more at
the top of the beanstalk.

So one fine morning he crawled off his mum,
waved good-bye to her and set off up the beanstalk. He climbed, and
he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he
climbed till at last he came out onto the road again. Hurrying down
it, he made it up to the great tall house he had been to
before.

Sneaking up to one of the windows looking
out into the kitchen, he peeked in and saw that the ogre was just
finishing his breakfast.

Then he heard the ogre say, "Wife, bring me
the hen that lays the golden eggs and my golden harp."

“Yes, dear,” the woman said, disappearing
and returning with a squawking hen under one arm and a beautiful,
golden harp in her other hand.

Setting them on the table in front of the
Ogre, she stepped back and started unbuttoning her dress.

"Sing!" said the ogre to the harp and it
began to sing most beautifully.

Then the ogre looked over at the hen and
said, “Lay!” As he did, the hen gave out a couple of little,
chirping squawks and out onto the table with a loud thunk came a
sparkling gold egg.

Looking back over at the ogre’s wife, Jack
saw that she didn’t have a stitch of clothes on and had a funny
giddy look in her eyes.

Picking up the golden egg, the ogre cupped
it in the palm of his hand as his naked wife stepped up behind him
and ran her arms around his neck. The ogre sat with a goofy grin on
his face as his wife’s big tits brushed against his ears while she
ran her hands down over his chest and belly to his crotch.

“Getting a little frisky, are we, Dora?” the
ogre snickered while his wife untied the rope holding his pants
up.

“Yeah, you old fart,” she giggled shoving
her hand down inside his breeches. “You know how horny that damned
harp of yours makes me!”

“Well, here. Here’s a little dawdle for
you,” the ogre grunted, holding out the golden egg to his wife as
she tugged his huge, hard dick out into the open.

Taking the egg from him, she stepped back
and grabbed hold of his hand.

“Come on, you old goat, I’m hornier than a
rabbit in heat,” she cackled, pulling him across the kitchen.

Jack stepped over to the next window and
peeked in just as they came scuffling into the bedroom. The woman
still had hold of the ogre’s hand and he was shuffling along with
his pants down around his ankles while his huge cock slashed the
air in front of him bouncing like the prow of a boat in a storm. As
Jack looked on, the woman was on the bed laying on her back in a
heartbeat. She had her long legs splayed out exposing the big,
meaty gash between them as the ogre gawked at it with eager
anticipation. Then, before Jack could even say ““Fee-fi-fo-fum”,
the ogre was on top of her with his big dick sliding in and out of
the meaty hole. Jack stood watching the giant’s big, hairy ass
bouncing up and down as he fucked his wife for a few moments before
a sinister thought popped into Jack’s head...

Sneaking back over to the kitchen window, he
crawled through it and crept over to the table where the hen and
the harp sat. Grabbing them, he stuffed them under his arms and
made a mad dash for the door. But as he did the hen gave a loud
squawk.

“What’s going on out there,” Jack heard the
giant bellow from the bedroom followed by a loud thump! Thump!
Thump!

Then the harp called out quite loud,
"Master! Master!" and the ogre came running out of the house just
in time to see Jack flying off down the road as fast as his skinny,
little legs would carry him.

Jack ran as fast as he could, and the ogre
came rushing after, and would soon have caught him, only Jack had a
start and the ogre had to stop to kick off his pants. When Jack got
to the beanstalk the ogre was not more than twenty yards away
galloping along with his huge dick flopping every which way. Then
the ogre saw Jack suddenly disappear.

Coming to the end of the road, the ogre came
to a screeching stop, kicking up dirt and stones everywhere.
Looking down, he saw Jack underneath him, dodging stones and
climbing down for dear life. Well, the ogre didn't like trusting
himself to such a flimsy ladder as a beanstalk, and he stood and
waited, so Jack got another start.

But just then the harp cried out, "Master!
Master!" and the ogre, not willing to forfeit his magic harp and
hen, swung himself down onto the beanstalk, which shook with his
weight.

Down and down climbed Jack, and after him
climbed the angry ogre.

By this time Jack had climbed down and
climbed down and climbed down till he was very nearly home.

Seeing his mother standing out in the garden
looking up at the beanstalk with a puzzled look on her pretty face,
Jack called out to her.

"Mother! Mother! Bring me the ax, bring me
the ax!”

Then, just as Jack was reaching the ground,
his mother came rushing up with the ax in her hand. But when she
came to the beanstalk she stood stock still with fright, for there
she saw the ogre with his legs and cock just poking down through
the clouds.

But Jack jumped down and set the hen and
harp on the ground and grabbed hold of the ax. Then Jack gave a
chop at the beanstalk and cut it half in two. The ogre felt the
beanstalk shake and quiver, so he stopped to see what was the
matter. Then Jack gave another chop with the ax, and the beanstalk
was cut in two and began to topple over. As it did, the ogre lost
his hold and fell to the ground, breaking his crown while the
beanstalk came toppling down on top of him.

Then Jack reached down and swept up the hen
and the golden harp.

“Come, look and see what I’ve got,” Jack
happily laughed, carrying the hen and harp into the house and
setting them on the table. Still wearing her satin robe, Jack’s
mother followed him inside and stepped up beside him.

“Lay!” Jack commanded and suddenly the hen
gave out a couple of clucks then another golden egg appeared
underneath it!”

“Well, for goodness sakes!” his mother
exclaimed, grinning from ear to ear.

“Sing!” Jack snorted at the harp and
suddenly the room was filled its melodious music.

“Oh, My... oh, my, goodness...” his mother
mumbled, untying the belt of her gown and letting it go slithering
to the floor. “Oh, that makes me feel so, so horny!”

“Yeah, I know,” Jack snickered, untying his
rope and letting his pants drop to the floor.

“Eat a bean... hurry and eat a bean,” his
mother panted, grabbing his hand and tugging him toward the
bed...

Now Jack and his mother became very rich,
what with putting on shows with the magic harp and selling the
golden eggs. But most of Jack’s time was spent happily going about
the business of his new job. He grew to love his new job more and
more each day... and they lived happily ever after.
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