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Goldilocks and the Three Bears

 


Once upon a
time, there was a little girl named Goldilocks. Well
now, in our story, it was a
bit of a stretch to call Goldilocks a little girl. In fact, in some
departments she might even be considered a big girl, if you would
call the pair of 36 double Ds she was sporting big. And a girl?
Maybe a young woman might be a little more appros, for you see, she
had just passed the golden age of eighteen. But for the sake of our
little story, we'll just call her a girl. A little girl and as you
will see, Goldi, as her friends like to call her, wasn't the
sharpest blade in the drawer. Now when it came to book learning,
she made straight As, but when it came to other things, let's just
say she was a tad naïve. Especially when it came to things
involving sex. For you see, little Goldie had very few inhibitions
and really didn't care who knew about it. Some even say that she
once asked her father to show her his thing-a-ma-jig. Which he
gladly did, stating that he didn't want his daughter to grow up
uninformed about things of a sexual nature. And after he showed it
to her, he went on to explain and then demonstrate to her how it
worked if she would just give it a little encouragement. Some say
that Goldilocks mother, Copper even joined in to show the little
girl that men didn't have the corner on the sex thing. Well, that's
what they say. I'm not making it up, but I wasn't there and I can't
verify it or say if it was true or not, just saying…

Well, back to
our little tale. One day, Goldi decided to go for a walk in the
forest. Well, here we go again. In the original story, it says that
she went for a walk in the forest. But we
all know that bears don't live in the forest, so for the sake of
our story, we'll say she'd heard stories about a sloth of bears
living in the woods near her house and
wanted to go check them out.

As the story
goes, pretty soon, Goldi came upon a house in the woods. And there,
right on the big, shiny copper panel in the middle of the door was
the inscription "THE THREE BEARS! Now like
I told you, Goldie was a little naïve about some things, but she
knew that bears lived in caves and not in houses. So, being the
inquisitive little lass she was, she decided to visit them and see
who these Bears that lived in a
house were.
Knocking on the door, she was
disappointed when no one answered. Then, knocking a little louder,
she saw it slowly swing open. They must have forgotten to lock it,
she told herself…or maybe I knocked a little too hard? Whatever,
she smirked, sticking her head around the door and peeking
inside.

Not seeing
anyone, Goldi tiptoed into the house being as quiet
as a little church mouse so
that she wouldn't frighten anyone if they were home. Not that a
little eighteen-year-old girl would frighten a big, bad bear
anyway.

Tiptoeing into
the kitchen, she saw that there were three bowls of porridge
sitting on the table. It was about that time that Goldilocks
realized she was hungry. Picking up the big, silver spoon beside
the first bowl, she dipped it into the porridge and pulled out a
spoonful. Lifting the spoon up to her mouth, she stuck out her
little pink tongue and tasted the gruel.

"Ouch—" she
exclaimed, jumping back and dropping the spoon in her haste. "That
fucking porridge is too fucking hot—I think I might have burned my
tongue—"

Wincing, she stepped
down to the middle-sized bowl sitting in the middle of the table.
Picking up the middle-sized spoon by the bowl, she dipped it down
into the porridge and pulled out a spoonful. Carefully, this time,
she lifted the spoon up and took a timid, little taste.

"Ugh—" she grunted,
dropping the spoon back into the bowl. "That fucking porridge is
too fucking cold…"

Stepping down
to the last bowl, she picked up the spoon beside it and dipped it
in. Warily lifting the spoon up to her lips, she cautiously tasted
it.

"Ahhh, this
porridge is just right," she happily said, quickly attacking the bowl of gruel and emptying
it in a matter of seconds. "Now that was some good porridge," she
smirked, rubbing her little tummy and suddenly feeling a little
tired.

Walking into
the living room, Goldi saw
three chairs sitting in a row in front of the television. Deciding
to rest her little feet for a while, Goldilocks climbed up into the
first chair. It was much bigger than the other two chairs and
looked so soft and comfy.

But as she sat
down, she felt herself sinking down into the downy cushion. She
sank down deeper and deeper, so deep she was afraid she might
suffocate and knew that she had to get out before she did. Grunting
and huffing, Goldie struggled up out of the chair and jumped back
down on the floor.

"That fucking
chair is too fucking soft!" she exclaimed, drawing her high-heeled
foot back and kicking the chair out of frustration.

Limping
over to the second chair on her high
heels, she reached out and tentatively tested the cushion. She
wasn't going to let herself get trapped again like she had in the
first chair, she told herself. But this time, she found the cushion
was so stiff and hard it reminded Goldilocks of her father's
cock.

"This
fucking chair is too fucking hard.
Why it would just ruin my tight, little ass if I sat on anything as
hard and stiff as it," she whined.

Stepping down to the
last chair, she saw that it was smaller than the other two. Poking
the cushion, she found that it was soft and cushy, but not too soft
and cushy. Just right. And it seemed to be made for her. Just the
right size, too.

"Ahhh, this
chair is just right," she sighed, leaning back in the chair and pushing the foot rest out to
set her feet on it. Resting her feet on the foot rest, Goldie saw
that her short, summery skirt had ridden up and now her little bald
cunt was uncovered. Being the fancy free and footloose little girl
she was, Goldie didn't believe in panties so she never wore them.
Besides all they did was get in the way should an opportunity
present itself, like now, she giggled. reaching down and finding
her tingly clit with the tip of her finger.

Relaxing and
playing with her clit, Goldie found herself getting more and more
excited. The more excited she grew, the more animated she became
and before she knew it, her free arm was flailing about and her
legs were flopping every which way. Then all of a sudden, with a
loud crash, the chair broke and crashed down onto the floor in a
thousand pieces!

"Fuck—" Goldie
cursed, pushing back up onto
her high heels and brushing herself off. "Must have been made in
China," she snarled, miffed that her little masturbation party had
been interrupted by the chair's collapse.

"A bed," she
muttered, running her hand up under her skirt and finding her clit
again. "I need a bed so I can finish my business."

Still fingering
herself, Goldie went clopping up the stairs to the bedroom
on her stiletto heels. Stepping
inside, she saw three beds lined up against the wall.

"Yeah, Baby, that's
what I'm talking about," she snickered, studying the three
beds.

Suspicious from
her earlier experiences with the porridge and the chairs, she tentatively crawled up on the
biggest bed. When she did, she found that just like the big chair
downstairs, the bed was so soft and giving, she was afraid she was
going to get swallowed up by it, so she quickly jumped off it
before she sank down into it and would never be heard of
again.

Stepping down
to the middle-sized bed, she crawled up on it, disturbing the
bedspread as she did. But just like the middle-sized chair down
stairs, she found that it was hard and stiff as her father's
cock.

Goldilocks
was growing more and more
agitated as her finger worked faster and faster. Testing the last
bed, she found it was just right. Not wanting to wrinkle her little
blouse and skirt, Goldie quickly stripped them off and folded them
nice and neat before laying them on the night stand beside the bed.
Now as I said earlier, Goldie had little use for panties, but that
didn't stop her from wearing the rest of the accouterments such as
a little, lace-edged garter belt with six long, elastic garters
stretching down to the tops of her sheer, white nylons. A pair of
five-inch, stiletto high heels and a silly, little half-cup
brassiere finished out her little costume as she quickly hopped up
on the bed and rolled over onto her back. Her busy little finger
quickly found her clit and within seconds Goldie found herself
rushing toward orgasmic fulfillment.

Moaning and tossing
and turning, she fought closer and closer until all of a sudden she
let out a scream and finished in a juice-spurting explosion of
sexual indulgence and gratification.

Exhausted from
her little episode, Goldie rolled over on her side, pulled the
covers up and immediately fell asleep.

 


~~~

As Goldie slept, she
was unaware that the three Bears had returned from their little
begging adventure at the local camp grounds.

"Well, that was
a total wash," the bigger of the three Bears complained, pulling
off his mask to reveal that it was actually a human inside the bear
costume. "Sometimes I wonder why we go to the bother of putting on
these costumes in the first place. I can barely, pardon the pun,
breathe. The fur is all tickly and makes me sweat."

"Taxes, my
Dear," said the second Bear as she lifted her bear head off and set
it on the table beside her husband's. "Taxes. Everyone knows
animals don't have to pay taxes, so if everyone thinks we're real
bears, we don't have to pay. So quit grumbling. Besides Junior just
turned eighteen this year and we couldn't even claim him as a
dependent anymore…if we did pay taxes…which we don't."

"Hey, Mom,
after we eat breakfast, can we go play in the stream and see if we
can catch some salmon?" the teenage Bear giggled as he took his
bear head off and set it down beside the other two fake bear
heads.

"I thought you
wanted Mommy to read you a bedtime story," she frowned, reaching
down and groping his privates through his bear costume. "You know,
the one about Little Red Riding Hood by
Baron LeSade."

"Oh, yeah, Mom, I
forgot," he grinned, groping in the vicinity of his mother's
breasts that were partially hidden down inside the bear suit.

"Well, never
mind me, but I'm hungry. Let's go eat breakfast. We're going to need all our energy if I know
what Mama Bear has planned for us today," the older Bear leered,
grabbing at the female Bear's butt through her furry
costume.

"Yes, indeed,
Papa Bear," she giggled, grabbing the other two bear's paws and
dragging them toward the kitchen.

 


~~~

"What the fuck—someone's
been eating my porridge," growled the Papa bear. "And look at the
fucking mess they made," he fussed, swiping his fake paw through
the gob of spilled porridge to wipe it up.

"Someone's been
eating my porridge, too," said the Mama Bear, seeing that her spoon
was now sticking out of her bowl of gruel.

"Someone's been
eating my porridge and they ate it all up!" cried the teenage
bear.

"Oh, put a sock on
it…there's more on the stove," Mama Bear growled.

"What the fuck is
going on here?" Papa Bear suspiciously asked, slowly looking around
the room.

"I think maybe we had
a prowler," Mama Bear whimpered, grabbing hold of Papa Bear's arm
and snuggling up against him.

"Can I have some of
your porridge, Mom?" Junior asked, taking his spoon and digging it
down in Mama Bear's bowl.

"Oh, go ahead, eat
the whole fucking bowl, you greedy, little Bear," she complained,
holding onto Papa Bear's arm. "Come on, Honey, let's go see if we
can find the prowler."

"Yeah, come on," Papa
Bear grunted, stepping over to the back door and picking up the
baseball bat they kept there for just such emergencies.

Then warily
tiptoeing across the kitchen with his wife holding onto his arm and
junior bringing up the rear scarfing down his mother's porridge,
Papa Bear stepped out into the living room.

"Someone's been
sitting in my chair," growled
the Papa bear, seeing the indentation Goldie had left in the
cushion when she had sat in it.

"Someone's been
sitting in my chair, too," said the Mama Bear, poking at the
cushion in her chair.

"How can you
tell?" Papa Bear asked her looking at the cushion.

"I just can,"
she snarled. "Besides it's in
the fucking script so quit stalling and let's get on with
it."

"Fuck—" Junior exclaimed.
"Someone's been sitting in my chair and they've broken it all to
pieces," he muttered, kicking a piece of wood and sending it flying
across the room.

"Oh, quit
complaining—we'll buy you another one. You were getting too big for
it anyway," Mama Bear growled, looking around, looking for some
other clue as to the whereabouts of the intruder. "Maybe they're
upstairs in the bedroom," she whispered, still clinging onto Papa
Bear's arm as he threateningly held the bat at the ready.

"Yeah, let's go
look," he whispered back, cautiously tiptoeing over to the
stairs.

Slowly, one
step at a time, the three bears crept up the stairs and stepped out
into the bedroom.

"Look,
someone's been messing around on my bed," he muttered, reaching
down and running his paw through the little trail of pussy juice
Goldie had unknowingly left behind when she crawled up on his
bed.

"Look, someone was in my
bed, too" Mama Bear complained, seeing that the bedspread was
rumpled and had a similar stain on it."

"Holy fuck,
look—" junior snorted,
standing at the foot of his bed pointing at the body underneath the
covers on his bed. "Someone's been sleeping in my bed and they're
still there!" exclaimed Junior Bear.

Just then,
Goldilocks woke up.

"What the
fuck!" she exclaimed suddenly sitting up, letting the bedspread
fall to a wrinkled mess around her waist and exposing her
spectacular rack to the leering glare of all three
Bears.

"Sproing," went
Papa Bear's oversized penis as it immediately sprang to attention
down inside his bear suit when he saw the girl's awesome tits
jiggling and quivering as they hung down from her chest.

At the same
time, "Sproing," went Junior's
impressive organ as it suddenly turned to wood down inside his bear
costume. And if one listened carefully, you could almost hear the
juices gushing down out of Mama Bear's salivating pussy as they
splashed down to cover her inner thighs.

"Who? Who are
you?" Papa Bear exclaimed staring down at Goldie's amazing tits in
enraptured reverence. Never,
in all his forty years had he seen breasts of such awesome splendor
and grandeur. Not even Mama Bear's forty-two double Ds could hold a
candle to the girl's perky young tits as they jutted out softly
quivering and jiggling.

"Yeah? Who the fuck
are you?" Junior exclaimed, licking his long tongue around his lips
to lick away the drool that was dripping out of his mouth and
running down his chin.

"Goldilocks—"
Goldie huffed, jerking up the bedspread to hide her big, beautiful
tits from the Bear's gawking eyes. "Who the fuck are
you?" she asked, as if she didn't already
know.

"We're the
fucking three Bears. I'm Griz Bear, you know short for Grizzly.
This here is Cindy Bear, or Mama Bear as we like to call her," Griz
smirked, reaching down and groping his wife's ass through the bear
costume. "And this is Boo Boo," he laughed, making a fist and
poking out his thumb at the boy bear. We live here," Papa Bear
growled, disappointed that Goldie had pulled the spread back up to
cover her magnificent udders from view.

"Why are you
dressed like that? You look silly," Goldie snickered, studying the
Bears and their fake bear costumes.

"Taxes," Mama Bear
grinned back at her slowly running the zipper down the front of her
bear costume. "What are you doing in Junior's bed?"

"Uh, I got tired and since there was no one
around, I decided to take a little nap," Goldie fired back,
teasingly letting the spread creep down the slope of her astounding
breasts stopping just above the puffy swell of her areola.

"Well, Dear," Mama Bear softly murmured, "We
don't have anything planned for the rest of the day if you'd like
to stay awhile…" she smiled, slowly pushing her bear costume back
over her shoulders to reveal her mammoth forty-two double Ds.

"Wow, uh, Mrs.
Bear…is it?" Goldie giggled, staring down at the massive
mountains of tit-flesh hanging down from Mrs. Bear's chest. "Those
are some mighty fine milk jugs you have there."

"Yeah, they are, aren't they," Mrs. Bear
grinned, letting her costume slide down over her hips and legs to
land in a muddled heap at her feet. "And they're still full of
sweet, delicious mother's milk because I never got around to
weaning old Junior, here. Right, Boo-Boo?"

"Fucking-A, Mom," Junior yodeled, reaching
over and latching hold of one of his mother's gigantic udders,
giving it a good squeeze and spraying Goldie's face and tits with a
spray of rich, creamy mother's milk.

"That's awesome," Goldie snickered, running
her tongue around her lips to lick away the creamy coating of
milk.

"That ain't the only cream we got around here
though," Mr. Bear snickered, running the zipper down the front of
his bear suit. "Old Boo-Boo and I carry around our own milk
machines, don't we, Boo-Boo, my boy?"

"Damned straight, Mrs. Goldilocks," Boo-Boo
hollered, jumping up, unzipping his suit and letting it fall to the
floor.

"Oh, my goodness," Goldie exclaimed admiring
the Bear's staffly organs as they jutted up out of their hairy
groins tall and at the ready. "If I'd known that you Bears had such
stately members, I would have visited sooner," she giggled,
throwing back the covers and hopping out of the bed.

"My, my—" Mrs. Bear giggled when she saw how
naughtily little Goldie was dressed. "Now you are a right naughty
little darling, are you not?"

"I try to put my best foot forward," Goldie
purred, stepping up beside Mr. Bear and running her fingers down
his manly staff.

"I'm not saying that you're not putting your
best foot forward," Mr. Bear cackled, slipping his arm around
Goldie, latching a hand around one of her big, plump tits and
giving it a squeeze, "But I can't tell you, though, you are
definitely putting your best breast, uh, no make that breasts," he
hissed, giving her tit another squeeze," forward…"

"Glad you like them…my Daddy says they're the
finest tits in the land and I'm guessing he ought to know as I
think he's seen most of them," she chuckled.

"Your Daddy gets around does he?" Mrs. Bear
smiled sidling up to Boo-Boo and taking hold of his prodigious
member. "Well, maybe we'll just have to invite him for a little
shot of leg, someday." She snickered.

"I'm sure that he would like that, Mrs. Bear,
for he does so love big titties and yours are the biggest ones I've
ever seen."

"And what are your preferences in that field
of titties?" Mrs. Bear asked, slowly stroking her hand up and down
Boo-Boo's oversized organ.

"Oh, I like big titties, too, Mrs. Bear, but
I prefer big cocks, for you see I have a little leak down in my
little cunnie that needs something to plug it up.

"Well, my Dear," Mr. Bear smirked, curling
his hips and thrusting his giant cock up into the air. "I have just
the implement for such a task."

"I'll say…" Goldie grinned, leaning down and
placing a kiss right on the big purple head of .Griz's remarkable
penis. Goldie had never seen a penis the size and girth of Griz's
amazing cock. It had to be a foot long if it was an inch. It even
surpassed her father's ten-inch monster. And it was every bit as
big around as her own forearm, and just as long. "Well, what are we
waiting for?" Goldie giggled, throwing her arms and long, lovely
legs out and flinging herself back onto Boo-Boo's bed.

"Forgive me, Dear," Griz's smirked over at
his wife, putting his hands together and preparing to dive down
between Goldie's outstretched legs. "But it's a nice day for a
pic-a-nic—" With that, he let out a loud, "Yipee" and hit the bed
between Goldie's legs.

"Ker-slurp—" went his long tongue as he
swiped it up the drooling slit at the bottom of Goldie's flat,
little tummy.

"Oh, Griz, what a long tongue you have…"
Goldie laughed, grabbing him by the ears and shoving his face down
into her pussy.

"All the better to lick you with," Griz
yodeled out into Goldie's pussy as he went to work on her clit.

"Oh, my—" Goldie cooed, humping her pussy up
against Griz's lapping tongue.

"That give you any idea's Boo-Boo, my boy?"
Cindy Bear grinned, crawling up on her bed and shoving her abundant
ass up in front of Boo-Boo's face.

"Yes, Ma'am—" Boo-Boo grinned, grabbing hold
of the cheeks of his mother's ass and jerking them apart to bare
her puckered asshole. Then, with a leering smile, he flicked out
his tongue and licked it across the rubbery pucker.

"Oh, Boo-Boo, you are such a naughty, little
bear doing that to Mommy's little winkie," Cindy giggled out,
rolling her hips and wriggling her butt as she pushed it back
against Boo-Boo's face.

"What do you say, Mom, can I have a little
piece of it?" Boo-Boo snickered, reaming the little pucker with the
tip of his tongue.

"Why not, you've already got it all lubed up
and ready to go—" she laughed.

Boo-Boo was up on the bed and behind her
upturned butt in less time than it takes to tell about it. Standing
on the bed, crouched over his mother, Boo-Boo grabbed hold of his
eight-inch prick and bent it down at the starred circle of dark
flesh peeking out from between the cheeks of Cindy's copious ass.
Seating the big, barbed tip of his cock on the rubbery pucker, he
gave out a snort and began to push it down into the tight, little
sphincter.

As his oversized organ began to penetrate
Cindy's asshole, she flinched, but held her ground as the head of
her son's penis finally overcame the resistance and popped into her
ass.

"Lordy be, my child," she groaned, "I do
think you've grown since the last time," she winced as Boo-Boo gave
out another snort and sent the rest of his cock down into her
ass.

"It's bigger than the av-er-age cock, huh,
Mom?" Boo-Boo smirked as he began to rock back and forth while he
held onto her waist to balance himself.

"Yes, indeedy—" Cindy winced as her giant
tits were slapping up against her chin every time Boo-Boo pulled
her back on his cock and then humped it back into her ass.

Meanwhile, over on Boo-Boo's bed, Goldie was
already poised on the precipice of another juice-spurting explosion of sexual indulgence and
gratification as Griz enthusiastically reamed her pussy and clit
with his eight-inch tongue.

"Oh-oh-me-oh-my-Mr.
Bear—" she groveled out, squirming and twisting her little butt all
over the bed while Griz devoured her hot, little cunt.

Then all of a
sudden, she sprayed Griz's face with a huge gusher of hot, sticky
girl-juice as she tripped off into a cataclysmic orgasm the
likes of which she rarely achieved.

Griz didn't relent, keeping his long, thick
tongue twirling and swirling around Goldie's convulsing clit.

But sadly, before she knew it, it was over
for Goldie as she came crashing back down onto the bed.

"Wow, Mr. Bear, that's some tongue you have
there," she grinned, pushing up onto her elbows and looking down
between her legs at Griz's grinning, juice-splattered face.

"Like I said, all the better to lick you
with—" he leered, pushing up onto his knees between her legs and
licking his long tongue around his lips to lick away the residue of
her explosive conclusion. As he did, Goldie could see that his
long, stiff prick was still sticking straight up in the air.

"My-oh-my, Mr. Bear, what a big, long prick
you have," Goldie smiled watching Griz's cock twitch and jerk with
eager anticipation.

"All the better to fuck your hot, little
cunt, my dear," Griz leered leaning down over Goldie and grabbing
hold of his peter. "You want ole Griz to stick this thing down in
your hot, little cunt?"

"If you're sure Mrs. Bear doesn't mind if you
fuck the company right in front of her," Goldie giggled, spreading
her legs apart wider.

"Mrs. Bear is too busy getting her rear end
reamed to care about me fucking your hot, little cunt," Griz
guffawed, looking over at Boo-Boo who was enthusiastically plowing
his oversized cock in and out of his mother's copious behind.

"Well, what are we waiting for?" Goldie
grinned, watching Griz bend his prick down and aim the big, pointy
head down at her drooling pussy.

Barely able to contain his eagerness, Griz
quickly fitted the tapered tip of his cock down into the slippery
opening of Goldie's tight, little cunt. Then with a loud grunt, he
lunged forward and drove every last inch of his prick down into the
wet, slippery hole.

"Oh, My, Mr. Bear—" Goldie exclaimed, lunging
back at him, digging her heels into his ass and pulling him even
deeper into the tight, sucking depths of her pubescent pussy. "I
think I can feel it tickling my tonsils—" she laughed, wrapping her
arms around Griz's neck to hold on as Griz's hairy ass began to
jerk back and forth wildly.

"Oh, Lord. So hot, so tight, so fucking
wet-God, what a fucking pussy—" Griz bellowed out as Goldie's big
tits were sloshing up and down, her big rubbery nipples scraping
his hairy chest while he pummeled her forgiving pussy with wild
abandon.

The cottage was filled with the sounds of
fucking as Boo-Boo's belly was loudly slapping up against his
mother's upturned ass while Griz's groin was crashing up against
Goldie's bald pussy.

Then all of a sudden, there was a loud crash
as Boo-Boo's bed collapsed into a pile of broken boards while Griz
and Goldie didn't miss a beat on top of the mattress lying atop the
pile of lumber.

"Fuck—" Boo-Boo complained as he continued to
bombard his mom's ass with volley after volley of ass rippling
blows. "First she eats my porridge, then breaks my chair…and now my
bed. What's next?"

"Don't worry about it," Cindy panted, rocking
back and forth taking her son's penis deep up her ass on every
pile-driving blow. "Mommy will buy you new ones…"

"Oh, Goodie—" Boo-Goo laughed. "Uh-oh, uh-oh,
I think, I think I'm about to blow—"

"Me, too—" Cindy groaned as the pressure down
inside her pussy and ass was growing hotter and hotter.

Then all at once, without any further
warning, Boo-Boo's peter exploded shooting out gusher after gusher
of thick, steamy cum deep inside his mother's greedy ass while she
tripped off into an orgasm of her own. Surges of creamy hot pussy
juice went squirting down the insides of Cindy's legs as quarts of
bear cum came oozing out of her ass around the shaft of his cock to
run down off his balls and finally drip down onto the bed sheets
below.

"Golly, Mom—you sucked me dry—" Boo-Boo
groaned, slowly backing his wilting penis out of her cum-filled
rectum.

"I do seem to bring out the best in you—" she
snickered, dropping onto her belly and rolling over onto her
back.

"Wow—look at Pa go—" Boo-Boo cackled watching
Papa Bear laying the wood to Goldie's tight, little cunt.

"I think he's getting ready to blow," Mama
Bear grinned, watching Griz's ass bouncing up and down like bad
shocks on a bumpy road.

The little house began to shake and tremble
as the crescendo built. The windows were rattling, pictures were
falling to the floor, clouds of dust were floating everywhere. Just
then, while Boo-Boo and Cindy were holding onto each other to keep
from being shaken to the floor along with all of the other
knick-knacks, there was a loud sonic boom as Griz's ass broke
through the sound barrier and he let out a bellow so loud, it broke
windows miles away. Then his mighty engine erupted down inside
Goldie's ravenous, little cunt, spewing and spurting out giant gobs
of creamy, hot jism into her. The whole thing measured a 6.9 on the
Richter scale as his peter kicked and bucked for a good five
minutes before it finally slowed to a dribble, then to a trickle
and stopped.

There was come everywhere. Hanging from the
rafters, big puddles on the floor, the bed was covered in it as
silence suddenly reigned inside the three bear's house…

Finally, Goldie spoke.

"Wow, Griz, that was some fantastic fucking…"
she smiled up at him as he slowly backed his limp, dangling cock
out of her cum-filled pussy.

"I'll say…" he leered back at her as she lay
looking up at him with a dazed, befuddled look on her pretty,
little face. Then she looked over at her wrist watch.

"Oh, dear me, I must be going. It's late and
father will be looking for me. It is well past time for our
afternoon fuck…" Goldie giggled. "But I don't think Daddy will be
able to match the fucking you just gave me."

Staggering to her feet, little Goldie pulled
on her blouse. Her trembling fingers didn't seem to want to work,
but she finally got it buttoned up and only two buttons askew.
Woozily grinning, she looked down at her stockings and saw that one
was still hanging to one leg by one garter and the other by two
garters. One of her high heels had been broken in the melee while
one had survived. Pulling her little skirt up over her hips, she
couldn't seem to get it to hang right and just gave up after
struggling with it for several minutes. Her hair was disheveled and
skewwhiffed as it hung down around her cherubic face.

"Bye-bye-" she giggled as she stumbled across
the room on her damaged high heels and out through the door.

The three bears stood at the door watching
the little girl weaving down the path, wobbling from side to side
as she slowly made her way back toward town before they turned and
headed back up to the bedroom.

Crawling up on Papa Bear's bed, Mama Bear
picked up the book laying on the nightstand and leaned back against
the headboard while Boo-Boo and Griz snuggled up alongside her.
Then as she opened the book, they each latched onto a big tit and
began to suck and tease it while Mama Bear began to read:

Once upon a time there was a little girl who
was adored by everybody. She lived alone in a house on the edge of
a wood with her mother.

Her father, Wolfgang, had gotten caught once
too often dallying with other women and Red's mother had divorced
him. Now he worked in the city and lived with his mother on the
other side of the woods...

 


The End.
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Rapunzel




There once lived a
man and a woman who had always wished for a child, but alas they
could not have one. Now as fate would have it, this unlucky couple
visited the local good Witch in hope of finding a solution to their
problem.

"Well, I'm
afraid that I have some good news for you…and some bad news," she
pleasantly smiled after an evaluation of the woman's private
regions.

"What's the good
news?" the man asked standing by his wife holding onto her hand.
His wife was still lying on the examining table with her legs
spread apart and her feet in the stirrups.

"I think your wife's
barrenness can be cured with a little rapunzel.

"Rapunzel? What's
that? Never heard of it," the man muttered, turning and looking
over at his wife. "Have you, Honey?" he asked.

"Never," she told
him.

"Rapunzel is a
species of bellflower that can be eaten in salads. The greens taste
like spinach and the roots taste like radish," the good Witch
smiled, holding out her hand, palm up for her payment.

"Well, that's all
well and good, but where does one find this rapunzel stuff?" he
asked digging his hand down into his trouser pocket and pulling out
a silver coin.

"There's only one
person that I know of that grows rapunzel in her garden," the good
Witch said, taking the coin the man offered her and dropping it in
her little leather purse.

"And who would
that be?" he asked, helping his wife up off the examining
table.

"The Witch of the
North," the Witch smiled, ushering the pair out of her office.

Now it just so happed
that these people had a little window at the back of their house
from which the North Witch's splendid garden could be seen. The
garden was full of the most beautiful flowers and herbs. It was,
however, surrounded by a high wall, and no one dared to go into it
because the evil Witch had great power and was feared by all the
world.

The man and woman
went on line to see if they could find someone else with rapunzel,
but unfortunately, the Witch of the North was the only one with the
stuff. There weren't even any seeds for sale, so they were back to
square one. But at least their research had shown them what the
plant looked like and the woman spied every day seeing if she could
see some in the Witch's garden.

Then one day
the woman was standing by the window looking down into the garden
when she spotted a newly planted bed of the most tasty-looking
rapunzel she'd ever seen. Well, not only was it the most tasty
she'd ever seen, it was the ONLY rapunzel
she'd ever seen. It looked so fresh and green that she longed for
it and her desire to have a child only grew exponentially until she
had to have some. This desire increased every day. The woman knew
that she could not get any of it and grew more pale and miserable
each day.

Her husband was
worried about her and asked "What is wrong my dear?"

"Ah," she replied,
"if I can't eat some of the rapunzel from the garden behind our
house I think I shall die."

The man, who loved
her, thought, "Sooner than let my lovely wife die, I will bring her
some of the rapunzel myself, no matter what the cost."

In the twilight of
the evening, he climbed over the wall into the garden of the Witch,
hastily grabbed a handful of rapunzel and took it to his wife. She
at once made herself a salad and ate it happily. She, however,
liked it so much that the next day she longed for it three times as
much as before and told her husband that if he did not get her some
more, he would have no more of her fine, little pussy. She would
cut him off from this day forward.

If he was to have any
more of his wife's lovely cunt, he would have to once more descend
into the Witch's garden. In the gloom of evening, he set out again;
but this time when he had climbed over the wall he was terribly
afraid, for he saw the Witch standing before him.

"How dare you," she
said with angry look on her gnarled face, "sneak into my garden and
steal my rapunzel like a thief? You shall suffer for this!"

"Ah," the frightened
husband answered, "please have mercy, I had to have the rapunzel.
My wife saw it from the window and felt such a longing for it that
she would have died if she had not got some to eat."

Then the Witch
allowed her anger to be mellowed, and said to him, "If this is
true, I will allow you to take as much as you like, only I make two
conditions. First, you must pleasure me every night and give me as
many orgasms as I want," she cackled.

"And the second?" he
wanted to know.

"That you will find
out after you have satisfied my first demand."

What choice did the
man have? No rapunzel. No pussy from his wife. But to obtain the
precious commodity, he would also have to sleep with the Witch.
Little did the man know that the Witch had powers which could
transform her body and face from that of a bent and twisted Witch
to that of an eighteen-year-old girl.

"If those are your
conditions, I must do as you wish," he sadly told the Witch.

"Then come with me,"
the Witch cackled, leading the way out of the garden and into her
castle.

Dreading his fate,
the man followed her into her bed chambers where she told him to
undress and she would return shortly.

Taking off his shirt
and trousers, the man cowered beside the Witch's bed fearing her
return, hoping that he would somehow be able to make himself hard
for her.

Then, suddenly, from
out of the doorway where the Witch had disappeared, a
stunningly-beautiful eighteen-year-old damsel appeared without a
stitch of clothing on except for the five-inch stilettos she was
wearing on her tiny feet. She had the breasts of a goddess. Full,
ripe and soft as a summer's breeze. Her long blond hair hung down
her back almost to the perfect roundness of her exquisite ass. And
her legs were works of art, molded and shaped into statuesque
proportions by the stilettos.

"Where? Where is the
Witch?" the man asked, his manhood springing to immediate
attention.

"I am she," the girl
told him.

"You can't be…you are
beautiful. The Witch was old and uglier than a Witch's broom," the
man said, still not believing that he was indeed talking to the
Witch.

"Better watch it,
Bub," the Witch warned. "Talk that way about me and you'll have no
more rapunzel. And I will turn you into a fucking toad," she told
him, threateningly aiming her magic wand at his rock-hard cock.
"And I'll turn that thing into Jell-O and you'll never have another
piece of pussy as long as you live."

"Oh, please, pardon
me, my Lady," the man quavered, clutching his hands together and
dropping to his knees in front of her. "For I did not know."

"We'll see," the
Witch cackled, slowly walking around the man, checking him out and
then stopping directly in front of him with her drooling pussy only
inches from his lips.

"Lick it…" she
ordered, spreading her legs apart and rubbing her snatch against
his lips. "My clit…lick it and make me come. Then I'll see if I
should spare you or not."

Staggering to
his feet, the man swept the Witch up in his arms and tossed her out
into the middle of her bed. Then before she knew what was happening
he had his head buried down between her legs and was lapping away
at her cunt and clit like his life depended upon it, which of
course, it did.

He licked up
and down, back and forth, fluttering his busy tongue all over the
Witch's clit until she cried out and finished with a
flourish.

"Wow," where did you
learn that?" the Witch wheezed, lying in the middle of her bed
trying to catch her breath.

"I've been around the
block a time or two," he leered, slowly stroking his hand up and
down his rock-hard cock.

"Well, if you can
fuck as good as you lick, you'll have a permanent supply of
rapunzel," she snickered, throwing her long, shapely legs apart to
bare the gaping wound between them. "Climb on and show me—"

The man did as he was
told and within seconds his big butt was bouncing up and down like
pogo stick as he hammered away at the Witch's big, hairy cunt.

"Oh, yeah,
Baby, that's what I'm talking about," the Witch huffed as she
tripped off into another orgasm, then another and another. They
were coming like popcorn popping, each one swelling and bursting
down inside her salivating pussy.

"Enough—enough,
finish already—" she wheezed after her twentieth orgasm.

"Whatever you say,"
the man grunted, ramming his cock down inside her pussy and letting
it rip.

The man came and came
and came until he was literally wading around in the overflow
gushing out of the Witch's overflowing pussy.

"Take as much as you
want," she told him, pointing at the patch of rapunzel.

"Wait, what is the
second demand?" he asked her as he rolled off her.

"I want the baby
daughter your wife will bring into the world; she shall be well
treated, and I will care for it like a mother."

Again, what choice
did he have. And besides the Witch was a pretty good piece of
pussy. So now he would have his wife's pussy and the Witch's, which
wasn't a bad thing.

The man consented and
every night, he and the Witch consummated their agreement. Then,
when the baby was born the Witch appeared at once, gave the child
the name of Rapunzel and took the baby away with her.

The man's wife was
heartbroken, but what choice did he have.

"You are a horrid
man," his wife told him. "Why did you consent to give our child
away?"

"What choice did I
have. You and your incessant bitching about wanting rapunzel. I had
to sneak into the Witch's garden to get it. And the Witch caught
me. She threatened me with vile and nasty things if I didn't give
her what she wanted. So, you see it was your fault, not mine," he
complained. "If you had not wanted the rapunzel, I would not have
had to sneak into the Witch's garden in the first place."

Seeing her husband's
anguish, the woman forgave him and let him back into her bed where
they made another dozen kids without the help of the Witch for you
see, the Witch's rapunzel was some mighty, powerful stuff.

 


~~~

Now while the
man and his wife were making more babies, Rapunzel grew into the
most beautiful girl under the sun. And when she was sixteen years
old, the Witch took away all her clothes and shut her away in a
tower deep in the woods for you see the Witch was very jealous of
little Rapunzel and had some very special plans for the little girl
when she reached the age of eighteen. Rapunzel had grown a
magnificent head of hair, fine as spun gold, and when she heard the
voice of the Witch she wound her braids round one of the hooks of
the window, and then toss her hair down the side of the tower and
the Witch would climb up it as the tower had no stairs or doors and
the only way in or out was by a little window at the very top. When
the Witch wanted to go in and see Rapunzel, she stood beneath the
window and cried out,

"Rapunzel,
Rapunzel, Let down your hair."

It was a real pain in
the ass for the Witch, but it kept sweet, little Rapunzel for
herself and like I say, she had big plans for the girl when she
turned eighteen.

After two years came
to pass and Rapunzel was finally eighteen, the Witch paid the girl
a special visit. Standing down at the bottom of the tower, she
called out,

"Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
Let down your hair."

Then Rapunzel let
down the braids of her hair, and then grunting and snorting
carrying her backpack, the Witch climbed up to her.

Now as fate or
destiny or whatever name you wish to choose to call it would have
it, a certain young prince just happened to be riding nearby when
the Witch called up to Rapunzel. Riding closer, he saw the naked
girl standing in the window with her long braids of hair hanging
out the window, stretching all the way to the ground as the Witch
cursed and grumbled her way up it.

He'd just gotten a
glimpse of Rapunzel when she was letting her hair down and was
suddenly head over heels in love with her.

Tucking his secret
away inside his head, he rode back to his castle, vowing that
tomorrow he would visit the girl and try to trick her into letting
her hair down for him…

But I'm getting ahead
of myself…

Meanwhile, the Witch
had reached the window and climbed inside Rapunzel's tower.

"Good morning, my
Dearie," the Witch purred, climbing in through the window and
dropping to the floor on her stiletto heels. "And how are you this
lovely day?"

"What do you think,
Mrs. Witchie. Locked away in a tower in the middle of the woods. No
clothes. No one to talk to but myself all day long. I'm just
lovely," Rapunzel fussed, dragging her hair back up, curling it
around her head and sticking a comb in it to hold it up.

"Well, today is your
birthday, my Dearie, " the Witch smiled, stretching her arms out
behind her and letting her backpack go sliding down them. "And I
have brought you a birthday present."

"Really? And
just how old am I supposed to be on this fine day?" Rapunzel said
in a sarcastic, somewhat less than enthusiastic voice.

"Eighteen—" the Witch
smirked, unzipping her backpack and digging her hands down inside.
Then, as Rapunzel looked on, the Witch hauled out a long, black
dildo. The evil-looking thing had to be at least a foot long, as
big around as the Witch's wrist and was shaped just like a man's
cock even down to the pair of goose-egg-sized balls attached to its
thick base.

"A dildo? You brought
me a dildo on my birthday?" Rapunzel frowned, folding her arms in
front of her perfect eighteen-year-old breasts. "I've got more
fucking candles than I know what to do with and you bring me a
dildo. Jeez—"

"But this is a magic
dildo," the Witch cackled. "Watch—"

With that, the Witch
set the monstrosity on the floor. "On—" she snorted as all of a
sudden the dildo began to hum and buzz.

Suddenly, the dildo
reared up on its base and spun around. It seemed to be sniffing the
air, searching as it twitched and turned. Then, all of a sudden it
stopped and pointed right at Rapunzel's hot, little
eighteen-year-old pussy.

"What's it doing?"
Rapunzel asked cringing back from the thing.

"Looking for
pussy…and I think it's found one," the Witch snickered as the dildo
began to crawl across the floor toward Rapunzel.

"Go—go get in your
bed and lay down," the Witch told Rapunzel as the girl watched the
big, black cock crawling across the floor toward her.

Obeying the Witch,
Rapunzel ran over to the bed and climbed up on it. Then rolling
over onto her back, she pushed up onto her elbows and watched the
dildo make its way up the leg of her bed.

Rapunzel could see
that the thing was glistening wetly in the early morning sunlight
as it proceeded to make its way up the bed toward her. There was
something leaking out of the hole in the things big, black head and
running down to coat the whole thing in a layer of slippery
goo.

Then the thing
crawled up between Rapunzel's long, shapely legs, swinging back and
forth slapping against them spreading them open. Staring down at
the evil creature, she watched it pause for a moment as it stood
twitching and buzzing right in front of her salivating pussy.

Then, all of a
sudden, it flopped down on its belly and like a pig rooting for
truffles, dove down into the slippery moistness between Rapunzel's
legs.

"Oh, My—" Rapunzel
gasped as the thing began to push up inside her. "Oh, My, oh, My—"
she groaned as the buzzing, twitching cock buried itself deeper and
deeper into the clutching mush of her pussy.

"How's that, my
Lovely?" the Witch chuckled, seeing the look of bliss spread across
the girl's face as the dildo pushed in deeper and deeper.

"OH, MY—OH, MY—"
Rapunzel gushed as the big, black dildo began to slowly slide in
and out of her hot, little pussy.

As the girl lay
gasping and grunting while the fake cock slid in and out of her
pussy, the Witch was frantically unbuttoning her dress.

"And I have another
surprise for my little Lovely," the Witch cackled, pushing her
dress back over her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor.

"What? What could
that be?" Rapunzel breathlessly asked seeing the Witch standing
before her as naked as a jay bird only wearing her five-inch
stiletto high heels.

"This—" the Witch
smirked, crawling up on the bed and straddling little Rapunzel with
her big, hairy pussy poised just above the girl's mouth.

"I brought you
breakfast, my Dear…" she laughed, reaching down, cupping Rapunzel's
head in her hands and lifting her face up to the drooling pit.

Rapunzel was left
with no choice as she buried her face between the Witch's legs and
found her clit.

Now all the time she
had spent locked away in her tower, naked, alone and with nothing
else to do, Rapunzel had become quite familiar with her own
clitoris and pussy and knew just about all there was to know about
pleasing one. And now, she unleashed this knowledge on the Witch's
fortunate cunt and clit.

By the time the sun
had set on Rapunzel's little tower, the Witch had lost track of the
number of orgasms she had agonized through during the day…

"Dildo—Off—" she
breathlessly gasped as Rapunzel raised her face up out from between
her legs.

"What are you doing?
I didn't want it to stop," Rapunzel complained as the dildo ground
to a stop inside her pussy.

"The sun is setting,
my Dearie," the Witch tiredly complained, pushing the girl out from
between her legs and rolling out of bed. "I must make my way back
to the castle before the creatures of the night come forth," she
told Rapunzel, pulling her dress on. "I hope you enjoy your present
while I'm gone."

"But how do I make it
work?" Rapunzel asked, fingering the juice-slathered dildo sticking
out of her pussy.

"Dildo—On—" the Witch
snickered. As soon as the words were out of her mouth, the dildo
began to twist and turn, sliding in and out of Rapunzel's hungry,
little cunt.

"How do I make it go
faster?" Rapunzel asked, but the moment she said the word 'faster',
the thing immediately began to slide in and out faster. "Oh, I
see," she laughed.

"Now if you'll be so
kind as to let your hair down, I'll be leaving," the Witch told
her.

"Will you come back
tomorrow?"

"Maybe…that depends
upon my poor, little abused clit—" the Witch laughed as Rapunzel
snorted, "Stop—" and jerked the comb out of her hair. Pitching her
hair out the window, the girl watched the Witch go scurrying down
it and then disappear into the darkness.

Tugging her hair back
up, Rapunzel twisted it around her head and shoved the comb back in
place. Then, with a grin, she dove back into bed.

"Dildo—Go, Baby, Go—"
she giggled as the happy dildo began to hum and buzz as it worked
in and out of her pussy…

 


~~~

The next morning,
Rapunzel rolled over and saw the big, fat dildo lying beside her
with its head resting on a pillow.

But, just as she
started to utter the magic words, she heard someone calling out to
her from below.

"Rapunzel,
Rapunzel, let down your hair," she heard the voice call
out.

It didn't sound like
the Witch, but she had been very tired when she had left the night
before. Maybe she was just hoarse from all the moaning and groaning
she had done.

"Whatever," Rapunzel
said to herself, rolling out of bed, pulling the comb out of her
hair, wrapping her hair around one of the hooks on the window and
tossing the long braids of spun gold out the window.

Then she felt the
Witch climbing up. The Witch seemed heavier. Maybe she had another
present in her backpack, Rapunzel giddily thought. Another dildo?
She could hardly wait to see what the Witch had brought her.

Then, before Rapunzel
knew what was happening, the Prince came climbing in through the
window.

"What? What are you?"
Rapunzel gasped, for she had never seen a man before as the Witch
had kept her hidden away from everyone.

"Prince Peter…" the
Prince smirked, brushing the dust off his breeches, sweeping his
hat off his head and bowing with a flourish. "At your service, my
Lady…"

"No…what are you. I
have never seen the likes of such a creature," Rapunzel asked,
slowly stepping around the Prince, studying him, checking him
out.

"I am a man—"

"Men have no tits?"
she asked, brushing her fingers across the Prince's chest. "And
what is this?" she wanted to know, running her fingers across the
impressive lump jutting out against the front of Peter's
breeches.

"It is my cock," the
Prince smirked, appreciatively running his eyes down over
Rapunzel's spectacular rack. "And why aren't you wearing
clothes?"

"What need have I of
clothes?" she asked, poking his cock, feeling it growing harder
under her inquisitive fingers. "No one ever visits me up here in my
tower…except the Witch and she doesn't seem to mind. It feels like
a dildo," she smirked, her fingers measuring his cock through his
breeches. "And quite a large one, my fingers tell me."

"Why, yes, it is. It
is a dildo. A dildo made of flesh and sinew. Have you ever seen
such a dildo?" the Prince grinned.

 

"No, I have never
seen a dildo made out of flesh and sinew. All I have seen are my
candle dildos and that one," she told him, pointing to the big,
black dildo lying in the middle of her bed. "It is magic and the
Witch gave it to me for my eighteenth birthday."

"Oh, so you are
eighteen?"

"That's what the
Witch says, and I guess she knows…she seems to know everything
else."

"Well, then allow me
to give you a gift too," the Prince snickered, reaching down and
untying the cord wrapped around his waist that held his trousers
up.

"Oh, are you
going to give me a dildo, too?" Rapunzel giggled, watching as the
Prince slowly pushed his breeches down while his big, half-hard
cock flopped out into the open.

"My goodness—a
pink one. I have never seen a pink dildo before," she smiled,
slowing running her fingertips down the shaft to its thick, hairy
base. "But it seems to be stuck onto your belly. How do you take it
off?"

"You don't," Prince
Peter smirked, stepping out of his breeches and kicking them
aside.

"So how do I use it,
if I can't take it off?" Rapunzel asked with a questioning look on
her pretty face.

"Come…and I will show
you," Peter told her, taking her by the hand and leading her to the
bed. "Lie down…"

Doing as he told her,
Rapunzel crawled up on the bed and rolled over onto her back.

"Oh, look, you have
made it harder," she grinned, seeing that the Prince's penis was
now standing tall and proud as it jutted up out of his hairy
belly.

"It is a trick I will
show you…later," the Prince leered, crawling up onto the bed,
reaching down and taking hold of Rapunzel's ankles and spreading
her legs apart.

"Are you a virgin?"
he asked, leaning down to brush his fingers down the weeping, wet
wound between Rapunzel's long, lanky legs.

"A virgin? What is a
virgin?" she asked, feeling the man's fingers brush across her
clit. "Oh, that feels good…"

"A woman who has
never been fucked," the Prince told her.

"Fucked? What is
fucked?"

"Oh, never mind. I
will show you," he laughed, leaning down over Rapunzel and grasping
hold of his cock.

"Are you going to put
your dildo in my pussy?"

"Would you like for
me to do that?" he grinned, slowly rubbing the big, purple head of
his penis up and down between the lips of Rapunzel's slippery,
juice-slathered pussy.

"Oh, yes, very much
so," she cooed, spreading her legs wider apart and opening herself
to him.

Seating the tapered
tip of his cock down into the opening of the girl's pussy, the
Prince gave out a little grunt and drove down into her all the way
up to his balls in one swift thrust.

"Oh, My, oh, My—your
dildo is so hot…not like the one the Witch gave me," Rapunzel
laughed.

"Well, my Darling,
it's about to get hotter so grab hold of something and hold on,"
Peter smirked, jerking his ass backward and beginning to fuck
Rapunzel with deep, hard strokes.

"Oh, Wow, I
like your dildo, Mr. Prince," she giggled, kicking her long legs up
in the air and wrapping them around Peter's waist as he pounded
into her at a frenzied pace.

Rapunzel had never
fucked a man before but she found it to be a real hoot and as the
sun slowly set in the west, she didn't want the day to end.

"Well, Rappy, Babe,
it was fun," the Prince told her pulling his breeches back up and
stuffing his depleted cock back inside them.

"Don't go…" Rapunzel
begged him. "Stay the night…we can have so much fun."

"I'm afraid," he
explained to her. "I'm afraid of your Witchey-Poo friend. I hear
she can be pretty mean if you get on her wrong side."

"You can't leave me.
Take me with you," she told him.

"But how? I need your
hair to get down…"

"Cut it off,"
Rapunzel told him, pulling out the comb and letting her long, blond
hair spill out down onto the floor.

"But your hair is so
beautiful," Prince Peter complained. "It is such a shame to cut
hair of such beauty."

"Listen,
Dickhead, if you want any more of my little pussy you'll cut it
off. Then we can make our escape. My fucking hair will grow
back…the choice is yours," Rapunzel growled, folding her arms in
front of her pretty titties and turning to face away from the
Prince.

"Well, if you say
so," Prince Peter said, drawing his sword with a flourish and
taking a swipe at Rapunzel's long, gold lock. As he did, the sword
went right through the hair and it lay in a muddled heap in the
middle of the floor.

"Good job," Rapunzel
told him, gathering up her hair and stepping over to the window.
Quickly tossing her long, gold hair out the window, she wrapped it
around a hook and tied it into a knot. Then, with a smile, she
climbed out the window and went skimming down to the ground.

"Come on, hurry—" she
yelled back up to Prince Peter who was looking out the window.
Nervously looking around, Rapunzel waited for the prince to climb
down and join her on the ground.

Then suddenly, Prince
Peter was standing beside her. Sweeping her up in his arms, he
plopped her down on his horse's haunches behind the saddle and
quickly climbed aboard himself. Then, with a flourish, off they
went, riding off toward the setting sun and his castle where they
lived happily ever after…



The End

 


Return to the Table of
Contents

 


The Fisherman and His Wife




THERE was once a fisherman who lived with his
wife in a little cottage close to the sea. He went to fish every
day, and he fished and fished, and at last one day, when he was
sitting looking deep down into the shining water, he felt something
tug on his line. When he hauled it up there was a great flounder on
the end of the line. The flounder said to him: "Look here,
fisherman, don't you kill me; I am no common flounder, I am an
enchanted prince! What good will it do you to kill me? I sha'n't be
good to eat; so put me back into the water, and leave me to swim
about."

"Well," said the fisherman, "you need not
make so many words about it. I am quite ready to put back a
flounder that can talk." And so saying, he put back the flounder
into the shining water, and it sank down to the bottom, leaving a
streak of blood behind it.

Then the fisherman got up and went back to
his wife in the cottage.

"Husband," she said, "hast thou caught
nothing today? Again?"

Now, it just so happened that the fisherman's
wife was quite plain, so plain and unattractive some would even
have gone so far as to say she was ugly. But the fisherman was no
winner in the looks department either, so as the old saying went,
beggars can't be choosers. And to go along with her looks, she was
a bit of a bitch. Not that one could blame her, as one with her
looks had every reason to sour.

"No," said the man; "all I caught was one
flounder, and he said he was an enchanted prince, so I let him go
swim again."

"Didst thou not wish for anything then?"
asked his wife.

"No," said the man; "what was there to wish
for?"

"Alas!" said his wife; "isn't that the way it
is with men? Always thinking of yourself. What about your poor,
pitiable wife. Didn't it occur to you that she might like a
prettier face or something?"

That wouldn't be a bad thing, the man thought
as he looked at his wife's gnarled, wart-covered face.

"Go back and call the fish. Tell him that
your wife wants a pretty face. Surely; he will surely give me
that!"

The man was still not very willing to go, but
he did not want to vex his wife and knew that if he didn't go back
and at least try, there would be no pussy for him tonight. So at
last he went back to the sea.

He found the sea no longer bright and
shining, but dull and green. He stood by it and said, "Flounder,
flounder in the sea, pray thee, harken unto me. My wife, Isabel has
a wish for you to grant."

Just then the flounder came swimming up, and
said: "Well, I'm not in the habit of granting wishes, but you did
spare my life, so what does she want?"

"Alas!" said the man; "As I said, it is not
for me, but for my wife that thinks I ought to have wished for
something as I caught you and let you go and got nothing for my
trouble. She wants you to make her face pretty, good fish.

"Go home again, then," said the flounder;
"she has her wish."

The man went home and found his wife was
sitting in front of her vanity looking into her mirror.

When she saw him step inside, she took him by
the hand, and said: "Look, my husband, isn't this much better?
Don't you think me pretty?"

The fisherman was taken aback by his wife's
beautiful face. He had never seen a prettier face in all of his
forty years.

"Oh, yes, my dear, you are indeed quite
beautiful," he told her, kissing her right on her new-acquired
rose-petal soft lips.

To celebrate, his wife took him to bed and
fucked the lucky man near to death.

Everything went well for a week or more, and
then said the wife to the man, "Listen, husband; my face is so
pretty, it is a shame I have to put up with this ratty hair. The
flounder might have given me the hair to go with my face, but he
didn't. So go to the flounder, and tell him to give me pretty
hair."

"Alas, wife," said the man; "your hair is
good enough for me."

"There you go again," Isabel complained.
"Always thinking of yourself. Don't go. But there'll be no more
pussy for you until I have a fine head of hair."

"Nay, wife, that is not fair," said the man,
"the flounder gave you a pretty face. I don't want to go back; as
likely as not he'll be angry."

"Don't then," said the woman. "Just remember
that every time you get horny and want a little of my pussy."

The man's heart was heavy, and he was very
unwilling to go. He said to himself: "It's not right." But at last
he went.

He found the sea was no longer green; it was
still calm, but dark violet and gray. He stood by it and said:

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, pray thee,
harken unto me. My wife, Isabel has a wish for you to grant."

Suddenly, there was a big splash and the
flounder stuck his head out of murky water. "Now, what does she
want?" said the flounder.

The poor fisherman was half scared to death
as the flounder looked awfully angry.

"Alas," said the man, "my wife wants pretty
hair."

"Go home again," said the flounder; "she is
combing it as I speak."

The man went away and when he got back, he
found his wife sitting at her vanity running her comb through a
head of hair that even Rapunzel would have been proud to own.

When she saw him enter the cabin, she took
him by the hand and said, "So, what do you think? Is not this worth
having?"

"Oh, yes," said the man; "You are beautiful.
Now we can live and be content."

"We will think about that," said his wife,
"and fuck upon it. Come, let us go to bed and I will show you my
appreciation…"

With that they went to bed and just as
before, Isabel near fucked the lucky man's brains out.

Next morning the wife woke up first; just as
the day was dawning. Looking down at her chest, she saw that her
breasts were so small and shriveled, it was amazing that her
husband would even want anything to do with her.

Her husband was still asleep, but she pushed
him with her elbow, and said, "Husband, get up."

"What? What do you want?" the fisherman
asked, sitting up beside her and rubbing his eyes.

"Look-look at these," she told him, cupping
her tiny tits in her hands and lifting them. "I wish for bigger
ones...and prettier ones. Ones that will be the envy of the land.
See here, now, go to the flounder. I will have tits. Huge tits.
Beautiful tits. Tits to kill for."

"Alas, wife," said the man, "your tits are
fine just the way they are. What do you need bigger ones for?" Even
though he was complaining, the thought of his wife having bigger
tits wasn't a bad thing, he told himself.

"Ah," said his wife, "always thinking of
yourself again. Well, if you don't go to the flounder, you'll never
touch these again."

So the man went; but he was quite sad because
he knew the flounder would be mad.

"It is not right," he said; "it is not
right."

When he reached the sea, he found it dark,
gray, and rough, and evil-smelling. He stood there and said:

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, pray thee,
harken unto me. My wife, Isabel has a wish for you to grant."

Suddenly, the waters parted and the flounder
stood on its tail glaring at the man.

"Now, what does she want?" said the
flounder.

"Alas," said the man, "she wants big tits
now…and pretty ones…"

"Go back. She is admiring them even as I
speak," said the flounder.

So the man went back, and when he reached the
cottage he found his wife standing in front of the mirror
completely naked admiring the new set of forty double Ds that had
sprouted out of her chest.

He stood before her, and said, "Alas, wife,
art thou now happy?"

"Happy? I am ecstatic!" she declared,
grabbing hold of the man's head and shoving it down between her
mountainous breasts. "Aren't you?"

"Yes," he said; "now I am happy," the man
croaked from down between her massive udders, barely able to
breathe.

To bed they went and his wife once again
showed her appreciation by fucking him to within an inch of his
life…

The next morning, the fisherman awoke to find
his wife standing in front of her mirror with her back to it. She
was looking over her shoulder down at her saggy ass which she held
in her hands squeezing and massaging it.

"No, don't tell me," he said rolling out of
bed and standing up.

"Nay, husband," she answered, smiling and
cupping her big tits and giving them an appreciative squeeze. "I
find my ass hangs very heavy in my hands. I can't bear it any
longer. Go back to the flounder. Tell him that I wish a fine ass to
go with my pretty face, hair and new tits."

"Alas, wife," said the man, "why dost thou
now want a new ass? The one you have is fine."

"Husband," she answered, "go to the flounder.
A fine new ass I will have. And if you are nice, perhaps I will let
you have a piece of it."

"Alas, wife," said the man, "for a piece of
ass, I would ask the flounder."

"Fine, now go, before I change my mind…" said
the woman. "I want a fine ass and thou art but my husband. To him
thou must go, and that right quickly. If he can give me new tits,
surely he can give an ass that I will be proud of, so quickly
go."

He had to go, but he was quite frightened.
And as he went, he thought, "This won't end well; I just hope the
flounder understands the predicament I am in."

With that he came to the sea, but now he
found it quite black, and heaving up from below in great waves. It
tossed to and fro, and a sharp wind blew over it, and the man
trembled. So he stood there, and said:

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, pray thee,
harken unto me. My wife, Isabel has a wish for you to grant."

All of a sudden there was a clap of thunder
and a flash of lightning as the seas opened and the flounder stood
on the seabed angrily glaring at the fisherman. Suddenly, the
fisherman became aware of something he had not seen before. The
flounder was sporting the mother of all hard ons. The fish's
prodigious member was a foot long if it was an inch.

"What does she want now?" said the flounder
with an angry snort.

"What?" the fisherman asked, still stunned by
the size and girth of the fish's giant cock. "Oh, yeah, uh, she
wants a fine ass…"

"Go back, then" said the flounder, "She is
admiring it even as we speak."

He went in and saw his wife with her back to
her mirror looking over her should at one of the finest asses the
man had ever seen. Tight, firm, and perfectly round, it would have
made Kim Kardashian green with envy.

Her husband stood still, and said, "Wife,
thine ass is a work of art!"

"Yes," said she; "it is truly an ass among
asses. And as I promised, come and you will be the first to sample
a piece of it," she smiled, leading the fisherman over to their
bed.

Indeed, his wife was the finest piece of ass
the fisherman had ever had the privilege of fucking and he spent
the night sampling it over and over again…

The next morning, when he awoke, he found his
wife sitting on her vanity bench stretching out her legs and
looking at them.

"Your legs, too?" he muttered, knowing that
he was going to have to make another trip back to the sea.

"Husband," she said, "look at them. They are
ugly. They do not go with the rest of my body. Go to the flounder
and tell him that I want a pair of legs that are so pretty, Juliet
Prowse would be jealous. Go back to the flounder."

"Alas, wife," said the man, "what wilt thou
want next? He will have given you a completely new body."

"Well, while you're at it," she smiled,
reaching down and groping his small, limp prick, "ask him if there
is anything he can do about this," she ridiculed.

Frightened and a little ashamed, he went back
to the sea. He shivered and shook, and his knees trembled. A great
wind arose over the land, the clouds flew across the sky, and it
grew as dark as night; the leaves fell from the trees, and the
water foamed and dashed upon the shore. In the distance the ships
were being tossed to and fro on the waves, and he heard them firing
signals of distress. There was still a little patch of blue in the
sky among the dark clouds, but toward the south they were red and
heavy, as in a bad storm. In despair, he stood and said:

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, pray thee,
harken unto me. My wife, Isabel has a wish for you to grant."

There was another peal of thunder and a flash
of lightning as the seas opened up and he found himself face to
face with the angry flounder.

"What the fuck does the bitch want now?"
snarled the flounder and the man saw that the flounder's erect
penis was even larger and more formidable than before.

"Alas" said the man, "she wants legs that
would make Juliet Prowse jealous."

"Go back. She has them…" said the
flounder.

"And, she was wondering…" quaked the
fisherman. "She was wondering if you couldn't do something about my
cock—"

"Oh, she did, did she?" the flounder said.
Suddenly, the fisherman had a strange feeling down inside his
penis.

With that, the flounder flapped its tail and
flounced out of the water and landed under the fisherman's arm.

"Take me home with you," he said.

So back he went with the fish tucked under
his arm and he found a swimming pool in his front yard.

"Put me in the pool," the fish ordered
him.

Seeing no reason not to obey the flounder,
the fisherman dropped the fish in the water.

"Now go fetch your wife--"the flounder told
him, floating on his back and using his gigantic cock as a
sail.

"Wife," said the man, looking at her and
admiring her long, lovely legs as he stepped into the cottage.
"Thou are now indeed a beautiful woman. Are you pleased?"

"Yes," she said; "now I am pleased with how I
look. But did the flounder do anything with your codpiece?"

"I do not know…I did not look," he smiled,
reaching down for the rope that held his trousers up and untying
it. Then he let his breeches drop to the floor as they both stared
down at crotch.

"Oh, no—" the man gasped when he saw that
alas, the flounder had indeed done something with his penis. He had
turned it into a pussy.

"Alas, wife," he sadly said, "thou have asked
for too much and now you will have none. Oh, by the way, the
flounder is out in a pool in the front yard and wishes to see
you."

"What does he want?" she asked him still
staring down at her husband's pussy.

"I do not know, but what do you have to worry
about. Look at me, I am the one who has to worry now. I have no
penis!"

"Yeah. Always thinking about yourself," she
complained. "But what about me? For now I will have no cock to keep
me happy—"

Her husband, who was still more than a little
miffed in that he no longer had a prick, was so shocked that he
nearly fell down. He thought he must have heard wrong. He rubbed
his eyes and said, "I shall never have another happy moment."

She looked at him so wildly that it caused a
shudder to run through him.

"Alas, wife," he said, falling on his knees
before her, "what will I do?"

Then he pulled on his trousers and followed
his wife out to the pool in the front yard. Such a storm was raging
that they could hardly keep their feet; houses and trees quivered
and swayed, mountains trembled, and the rocks rolled into the pool.
The sky was pitch black; it thundered and lightened, and the water
in the pool ran in black waves, mountains high, crested with white
foam.

"Wowser—" the flounder squawked, running his
eyes up and down the fisherman's naked wife. "Where the fuck did
you come from?" he snickered.

"Wowser yourself," she smirked back at him.
"Where the fuck did you find that cock of yours?"

"What the hell, you think I only hand out
wishes to everyone else? Thought I would embellish my attributes a
little myself."

"Well, that is a rather fortunate thing," she
smiled, dipping her toe down into the water and finding it to be
just the right temperature. "For you see, my husband has an
unfortunate mishap and no longer possesses one."

"That is not a problem, my lady. Just dive
right in and Charlie will take care of what ails you…"

Isabel promptly complied with the flounder's
suggestion and dove right in. Within moments she had her legs
wrapped around the fish's waist and was riding him for all she was
worth…

The fisherman stood watching for a while
before he gathered up his fishing pole and headed back for the sea.
And every day, he could be seen fishing for another magic flounder
that might reverse the flounder's spell for the first flounder he
had found seemed quite content lounging around in his new pool with
the fisherman's wife…

And there, unfortunately for the fisherman
they are to this very day!
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The Haughty Princess




Now once upon a time in a land far away,
there was a very worthy King, whose daughter was the greatest
beauty that could be seen far or near. But alas, she was as proud
as Lucifer and to tell the truth, a real bitch. A Bitch with a
capital B and no King or prince would agree to marry her. Her
father was tired out and at his wit's end, but deciding to give his
daughter one last chance, he invited every king, and prince, and
duke, and earl that he knew, and even some he didn't know to come
to his castle for one last chance to marry her.

They all came, and next day after breakfast
they stood in a row on the lawn in front of the castle and the
Princess was brought before them to pick one of them out.

Walking along in front of them, the Princess
came to the first one in line. Now it just so happens that the duke
was a little on the portly side and this fact was not unnoticed by
our Princess.

"I won't having any of you, Beer-barrel," she
declared. "You're so fat, I bet you can't even see your cock—"

Now the next one in line was tall and thin,
and to him she said, "I won't have you, Ramrod! As skinny as you
are, I'll bet you have to have a pencil dick."

The next in line was a white-faced man and to
him she said, "I won't have you, Pale Death for you haven't enough
blood to color your face, much less to make a good hard on."

The man next to the pale one was a
red-cheeked man to whom she said, "I won't have you, Cockscomb!
Rather obvious you have a heart condition and I'll not have you
having a heart attack while you're in the saddle," she
complained.

Finally, she was at the end of the line. She
stopped a little before the last of all the men. He was a
fine-looking fellow in face and form. Being the bitch she was, the
Princess wanted to find some defect in him, but alas, she couldn't
and the only thing she could think of was the fact that he had a
beard. Not that she would let it be known, but she even admired him
a little. So, with a vindictive sneer, she exclaimed, "I won't have
you, Whiskers! I'll not have those whiskers tickling my little
cunt."

So they were all spurned and the next day
they all went away. Now the King was so pissed, he decided he had
had enough and said to her, "I've had enough of your bull shit. I'm
not going to put up with it anymore. To punish your impudence, I'm
going to give your hand to the first beggar-man or singing minstrel
that calls."

"What? You wouldn't dare—" the Princess
declared before storming off to her room in a rage.

Unfortunately for her, a short time later a
fellow dressed in rags with hair that came to his shoulders and a
bushy red beard all over his face came knocking at the door and
singing a song.

When the song was over, the man was invited
in. The King was so saddened by what he had promised, he did not
have the heart to deal with the Princess, so he had the Captain of
the Guard handle everything.

"Come, my Princess, the King has ordered me
to bring you to the Great Hall," the Guard told the Princess.

The captain did as he was told and brought
the impudent Princess before the beggar who was sitting in the
Great Hall having his meal.

"What? What do you want?" she fussed. "And
who, who are you?"

"My name is Beardy and your husband to be,"
the beggar told her.

Meanwhile, the Captain of the Guard had
summoned a priest and Princess was married to Beardy. Oh how she
roared and she bawled, but her father was nowhere to be seen.

"Here," the Captain said to the bridegroom,
"the King instructed me to give you these five guineas. Now take
your wife out of the castle and the King never wants to lay eyes on
you or her again."

"Yes, My Lord," the beggar told him, and then
with a wink, he led her off and out of the castle.

The Princess was miffed and dismal enough she
was.

Before she had had a carriage to take her
everywhere she wanted to go and now she had to walk. And walking
along on the dirt road in her high heels wasn't fun.

"Whose wood is this?" she asked the beggar as
they stopped to rest by a bubbling stream.

"It belongs to the King you called Whiskers
yesterday," the beggar smirked. And he gave her the same answer
about meadows and cornfields, and at last a fine city.

"Alas, what a fool I was!" said she to
herself. "He was a fine man, and I might have him for a husband,
but alas, now I'm stuck with you, oaf."

At last they came up to a poor cabin sitting
in the middle of a clearing.

"Why are we stopping here?" she indignantly
asked.

"This is my cabin," he told her, "and now
it's yours, too."

The Princess began to cry. She was tired and
hungry and had nowhere else to go so she went in with him.

To her dismay, there was neither a table laid
out, nor a fire burning, and she was obliged to help her husband to
light it, fix their dinner and clean up the place before
bedtime.

"Where is my bed?" she asked the beggar as he
stood before the only bed in the cabin unbuttoning his blouse.

"Here," he told her, waving his hand in the
direction of the bed.

"And where do you purport to sleep?" she
asked him as he pulled his blouse back over his brawny shoulders to
bare his hairy chest.

"Why in bed with you, of course…after I've
performed my husbandly duties," he grinned, reaching down to the
knot in the rope holding up his trousers.

"Husbandly duties?" the Princess suspiciously
asked, her eyes locked on his fingers as they untied the knot.

"Why yes, My Lady, you are my wife now and I
plan on having my way with you before we sleep."

"But—but I—" she started to say but stopped
with a gasp when the beggar's breeches suddenly fell to the
floor.

"Good Lord—" the Princess gulped staring down
at the beggar's monstrous penis.

She could not believe it. Even though it was
soft and limp, the thing hung down between his legs with its big,
purple head almost brushing his knees. And it had to be as big
around as her wrist as it slowly began to fill with blood and firm
up. She had seen horses with smaller ones.

"You—you—that—you're going to put that thing
in me?" she choked out, pointing down at his slowly-hardening
cock.

The Princess was in a state of shock. She
couldn't move as she stood gawking down at the evil thing as it
started to slowly lift its head out from between the beggar's legs
while he stepped out of his trousers and started toward her.

"What?" she croaked as he stepped around
behind her and began unbuttoning her dress. "What are you
doing?"

"I want to see why the King was so anxious to
get rid of you," he grinned, spreading open the back of her dress
and pushing it forward off her shoulders.

As he did, the Princess's dress dropped to
the floor and her big, beautiful tits spilled out into the open
like two ripe melons ready for picking.

"Oh, my, the King was such a fool to give
these treasures away," the beggar drooled, cupping the dangling
wonders in his hands and giving them a soft squeeze.

"But the King is my father…" the Princess
complained, feeling the beggar pinch her big, rubbery nipples and
give them a rough twist.

"I wouldn't have let that stop me…if you were
my daughter," the beggar snickered.

Just then, the Princess felt the beggar's
long, hard cock nudge up against her ass.

It felt huge. It felt as big as a tree limb
as he slowly rubbed it up and down crack of her ass, leaving it
coated with the slippery slime oozing out of the head of the evil
thing.

"Careful with that thing," the Princess
complained as the man continued to squeeze and fondle her breasts
while he rubbed himself against her butt.

"You're right, I must find a safe place to
put it before I hurt someone with it," he snickered, stepping back
and sweeping the Princess off her feet. Then, staggering over to
the bed, he tossed her down in the middle of it and was up between
her legs almost before she even got a glimpse at the foot-long ogre
now jutting up out of his hairy groin.

"Oh—MY—" she gasped as she gawked down at the
evil thing.

"What's wrong? Have you never seen a cock
before?" the beggar smirked, wrapping his fist around his cock and
slowly twisting it up and down the massive penis.

"Never one of that size—" she moaned, unable
to take her eyes off the beast.

"Well, they say size is everything…" the
beggar laughed, shoving her legs wider apart and crouching over
her.

Now the Princess was no virgin, that was for
sure, but never had she seen a penis such as the one the beggar was
sporting as he slowly fitted the big, purple head of the thing down
in the slavering opening of her cunt.

"It is so big," she complained, as the beggar
pushed and the massive head slipped inside her. "What if it won't
fit?"

"I shall make it fit," he grinned, pushing
another inch down inside the slippery channel.

"My poor cunt," the Princess wept. "You shall
stretch it all out of shape. And no other man will ever fit inside
it again."

"Have no fear of that, my dear," the beggar
guffawed. "After I'm through with you, you'll never want another
cock but this one," he leered, pushing another two inches down
inside the tight clutch of her cunt.

The Princess had never felt so abused and he
only had three inches inside her. Then two more inches slipped
inside her.

How would she ever be able to take all of the
monstrous thing, she frantically wondered as another two inches
disappeared down inside the widely-stretched channel of her cunt?
She had never felt so full of cock as another two inches wormed
their way inside. It felt like her insides were being pushed aside,
compressed and flattened to accept the horrid thing.

Looking down, she was surprised to see that
there were only three more inches to go as the beggar pushed
another inch inside. Now two were left, she giddily thought as her
pussy stretched and elongated, collapsing around the penis and
lovingly milking it. Then suddenly, the beggar's hairy belly
smacked up against her belly. She had done it. She had taken him
all. Every last inch of him.

The beggar had been right. She was ruined for
any other man. No other man would ever be able to fill her as he
was doing.

"Oh, yesssssss—" she hissed as she suddenly
tripped off into an orgasm. And then, as the beggar began to fuck
her with deep, cunt-filling strokes, she had another and then
another. They wouldn't stop as they fucked the night away and far
into the morning before the beggar finally shot his wad and filled
her with his creamy load…

 


~~~

The Princess was a changed woman. She was in
love. And she vowed that she would prove her love to the
beggar…

The next day the beggar made her put on a
gown and a cotton handkerchief. Then, when she had her house
cleaned up; and no business to keep her employed, he brought home
sallies [willows], peeled them, and showed her how to make baskets.
But the hard twigs bruised her delicate fingers, and she began to
cry. Well, then he asked her to mend their clothes, but the needle
drew blood from her fingers and she cried again. He couldn't bear
to see her tears, so he bought a creel of earthenware, and sent her
to the market to sell them. This was the hardest trial of all, but
she looked so handsome and sorrowful, and had such a nice ass, that
all her pans, and jugs, and plates, and dishes were gone before
noon. And the only mark of her old pride showed itself when she
slapped a young buck who tried to slip his hand up under her dress
and cope a cheap grope.

Well, her husband was so glad, he sent her
off with another creel the next day. But this time, her luck failed
her when a drunken huntsman came riding up and his beast got in
among her ware and made mess of them. She went home crying, but the
beggar showed her no mercy. "I see," he said, "you're not fit for
business. You're nay good at anything but fucking. Well, come
along, I'll get you a kitchen-maid's place in the King's palace. I
know the cook," he told her.

"But the Captain of the Guard said we were
never to show our face at the castle again…" the Princess wept.

"Never you mind that," he told her taking her
to the castle and dropping her off with the cook.

So the poor thing was obliged to stifle her
pride once more and work in the very same kitchen that had prepared
her food before she had married the beggar. Now the cook was a
sadistic bitch and she made sure the Princess was kept very busy.
And to add insult to injury, the footman and the butler were all
the time trying to cop a feel here and there. But the cook saw what
was happening and gave the fellows such a lambasting with a besom
that they made no second offer. So every night when she went home,
she carried left overs wrapped in papers in her pockets.

A week after she started working for the
cook, there was great bustle in the kitchen. The King was going to
be welcoming a lady to come live in the castle with him, but no one
knew who the lady was to be.

Well the Princess was clueless and one
evening the cook filled the Princess's pockets with cold meat and
puddings. Then the cook took the Princess aside and told her,
"Before you go, let us have a look at the great doings in the big
parlor."

So they came near the door to get a peep and
who should they see but the King himself as handsome and grand as
you could please sitting on his throne all by himself.

Cringing back, afraid her father would spot
her and punish her, the Princess was surprised when suddenly the
cook shoved her out into the Great Hall and then slammed the door
shut behind her.

"Who—who goes there?" the King bellowed
out.

"It is I, your lord, just a lowly kitchen
maid," the Princess said, bowing so low the King could not see her
face.

"Your handsome helper must pay for her
peeping," the King laughed. "Dance a jig for me."

The Princess had no choice. But when she
started to dance, she hadn't danced two steps when the meat and the
puddings flew out of her pockets.

"A thief—" the King grunted as the Princess
flew to the door, crying piteously. But she was soon caught by the
King, and taken into the back parlor.

"What are you going to do with me, Father?"
she piteously asked, cringing back away from him, not knowing what
to expect.

"Don't you know me, my darling ?" he said.
"I'm Beardy, your husband the ballad-singer."

"Huh?" the Princess groaned as she watched
her father untying his pants.

Then his breeches suddenly dropped to the
floor revealing his foot-long penis.

"There, does that help your memory?" he
cackled, grabbing hold of it and shaking it at her.

"You're the beggar?" the Princess gasped,
staring at her father's oversized organ.

"I knew you well," he smiled, running his
fingers through her hair. "All this was just to drive your pride
out of you."

"Well, that you did, Father," she said,
caressing his cock as it slowly lifted up out from between his
hairy legs. "But with a weapon this size, you could drive anything
out of any woman in the land," she softly laughed, leaning down and
placing a soft, lingering kiss squarely on the head of the colossal
cock.

The Haughty Princess didn't know how she was,
with fright, and shame, and joy, but now love was uppermost in her
heart. She laid her head on her father's hairy chest and cried like
a child. While the company were wondering what would be the end of
the beautiful girl and the King, they were all overjoyed that the
prodigal Princess had returned. If they only knew what went on
behind the closed doors when the king and his daughter wiled away
their days together and lived happily ever after...

 


The End
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