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Poppycock’s Pendulous Parade

By Peter M. McMillan




Chapter One: A Jolly Good Filing Fiasco

In the bustling heart of London’s West End, where the cobblestones gleamed under a perpetually grey sky, Penelope Poppycock sashayed into the offices of Titter & Tattle Ltd., a firm renowned for its utterly useless knack at producing novelty desk calendars. The year was 1975, but not the 1975 you’d know—this was a world where women’s liberation was as mythical as a unicorn’s knickers, and the air was thick with the scent of perfume, hairspray, and cheeky innuendo. Penelope, a vision of feminine splendor at five-foot-eight, was no ordinary lass. Her J-cup treasures, barely contained by a lacy lavender brassiere that could’ve doubled as a parachute, strained against her snug cream blouse, each button waging a heroic battle. Below, her navy pencil skirt hugged her hips, the fabric stretched taut over her ten-inch pride and a pair of bollocks so hefty they’d make a bull blush. No trousers for Penelope today—her endowments demanded skirts, and this one flared just enough to tease without revealing the full majesty of her bollocks unless she bent over, which she planned to do often.

The office was a carnival of curves and giggles. Secretaries in flippy miniskirts and tight woolen jumpers darted about, their gargantuan knockers bouncing like beach balls at a summer fete. Doreen, the receptionist, sported a pair of K-cup whoppers cradled in a polka-dot bra visible through her sheer pink blouse. She leaned forward to adjust a vase, her tartan mini riding up to flash satin knickers stretched over a prodigious pair of bollocks that rivaled Penelope’s own. “Morning, Penny love,” Doreen chirped, giving her desk a playful pat that sent her chest jiggling. “Mr. Winkle’s in a tizzy—needs those files pronto.”

Penelope winked, her ruby lips curling. “Righto, Doreen. I’ll sort the old codger out.” She swayed toward the filing room, her heels clicking on the linoleum, each step making her skirt swish and her massive melons quiver. Her bra straps dug into her shoulders, a sweet ache from carrying such splendor. Beneath, her silk panties cradled her thick cock and weighty bollocks, the fabric whispering with every move. She loved the office’s unspoken rule: bend, stretch, and flaunt. It was practically in the employee handbook, right after “Tea breaks mandatory.”

Inside the filing room, chaos reigned. Cabinets loomed, stuffed with papers no one read. Penelope spotted Clara, a typist with H-cup bazooms spilling from a teal sweater so tight it looked painted on. Clara’s pleated skirt, scandalously short, flipped up as she reached for a high drawer, revealing a garter belt framing knickers that barely contained her enormous bollocks, swaying like pendulums. “Oh, Penny!” Clara gasped, turning with a giggle. “These blasted files are all wrong. Help a girl out?”

“Course, darling,” Penelope purred, sauntering over. She bent low to a bottom drawer, her skirt riding up to expose her satin-clad bollocks, heavy and proud. Clara’s eyes widened, her own chest heaving. “Blimey, Penny, your fella must be knackered keeping up with that lot.” Penelope chuckled, straightening with a file. “Chester’s a dear, but his twig and berries don’t quite measure up, poor sod. Six inches, bless him.” Clara sighed, patting her own skirt where her bollocks bulged. “My Roger’s the same. Five inches on a good day. Makes me weep.”

The door swung open, and in bounced Mavis, the office flirt, her I-cup jubblies wobbling in a red blouse unbuttoned to her navel, a black bra peeking out like a naughty secret. Her flippy skirt danced as she twirled, flashing knickers stretched over bollocks that could’ve starred in a fruit market. “Penny, Clara, you slags!” Mavis teased, giving Penelope’s bum a cheeky pat. “Mr. Winkle’s frothing—says you’re late with his reports.” She bent to pick up a dropped pen, her skirt flipping to reveal her hefty bollocks, and Penelope felt her cock twitch, straining her panties.

“Tell Winkle I’m coming,” Penelope said, her voice husky. She grabbed another file, leaning forward so her skirt hiked, her bollocks swinging free for a moment. Mavis whistled. “Cor, Penny, your Chester’s outclassed. That’s a proper set of crown jewels.” Penelope smirked, adjusting her skirt. “He tries, love. But sometimes a girl needs more.”

They trooped to Mr. Winkle’s office, a parade of bouncing bosoms and swishing skirts. Winkle, a balding chap with a mustache like a tired broom, sat behind his desk, sweating. His eyes locked on Penelope’s chest, then flicked to her skirt, where her cock and bollocks pressed against the fabric, a bulge no man could match. “Miss Poppycock,” he stammered, “these reports are rubbish. Fix ‘em, or it’s your arse.” Penelope leaned over his desk, her blouse gaping to show her lavender bra and wobbling wonders. “Sorry, sir,” she cooed, her skirt creeping up to flash her bollocks. Winkle’s face went puce.

Clara and Mavis joined in, bending to “help” with papers, their skirts flipping to reveal knickers straining over their massive bollocks. Winkle mopped his brow. “Good grief, ladies, have some decorum!” But his trousers tented, betraying him. Penelope straightened, her cock semi-erect, pushing her skirt out like a circus tent. “We’ll sort it, sir,” she said, winking. “Fancy a cuppa while we work?”

Back in the filing room, the trio got frisky. Clara yanked her skirt up, revealing her knickers and a nine-inch cock, bollocks like ripe melons. “Penny, you’re a menace,” she giggled, stroking herself. Mavis followed, her skirt pooling at her waist, her ten-inch prick and bollocks free. “Let’s have a bit of fun, yeah?” Penelope grinned, hiking her skirt to unleash her own monster cock, thick and veined, her bollocks swaying. “Why not, loves?”

Clara knelt, her sweater riding up to bare her bra, and took Penelope’s cock in her mouth, moaning as she sucked. Mavis pressed behind Penelope, her jubblies squashing against Penelope’s back, her cock rubbing Penelope’s thigh. “Your balls are bloody massive,” Mavis whispered, cupping them. Penelope groaned, her melons heaving, bra straps creaking. Clara’s lips worked magic, her own cock leaking through her knickers.

The door creaked, and in peeked Doreen, her polka-dot bra barely holding her bazookas. “You lot!” she squealed, joining in. She bent over a cabinet, skirt flipping to show her bollocks, and Penelope couldn’t resist. She pulled Doreen’s knickers down, revealing an eight-inch cock, and slid her own prick against it, bollocks slapping. “Your Harry’s cock’s a tiddler, isn’t it?” Penelope teased. Doreen moaned. “Four inches, the wanker. Yours is heaven.”

They swapped positions, a tangle of skirts, bras, and bulging knickers. Penelope’s cock found Mavis’s mouth, while Clara’s bollocks rubbed Doreen’s tits. The room filled with gasps and rustling satin, bras straining, skirts hiked. Penelope came first, her bollocks pulsing, splattering Mavis’s blouse. The others followed, knickers soaked, bras askew.

As they tidied up, skirts smoothed and bras adjusted, Penelope smirked. “Back to work, girls. Winkle’s waiting.” Her cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her panties. The office hummed, a playground of curves and cheeky pats, where every file was an excuse to bend and every skirt a promise of more.




Chapter Two: The Tea Break Tangle

Penelope Poppycock glided through the corridors of Titter & Tattle Ltd., her J-cup marvels swaying like pendulums in a crimson brassiere that peeked through her sheer white blouse, each seam stretched to its limits. Her emerald-green skirt, tight as a second skin, hugged her hips, barely containing her ten-inch cock and bollocks so prodigious they could’ve anchored a ship. The London morning buzzed outside, but inside, 1975 was a riot of giggles, swishing fabrics, and the kind of office where a typewriter was just an excuse to lean forward. Penelope’s silk knickers cradled her hefty endowments, whispering with every step, and she relished the stares—especially from the lads who’d never match her bulge. Her heels clicked, a siren’s call, as she headed for the tea room, where chaos was brewing thicker than a proper cuppa.

The tea room was a shrine to curves and cheek. Sylvia, a clerk with G-cup bazooms, bent over to fetch a biscuit tin, her flippy blue skirt riding up to reveal knickers straining over bollocks that looked ready to burst free. Her lemon-yellow bra, visible through a clingy sweater, heaved as she giggled. “Penny, love, you’re late for the brew!” Sylvia called, straightening with a wink. Across the room, Beatrice, a typist with H-cup whoppers, poured tea, her pink mini-dress flipping as she reached for cups, flashing satin panties stretched taut over bollocks that dwarfed most men’s prides. Her bra straps dug into her shoulders, a badge of her splendor.

Penelope smirked, setting her files down with a deliberate bend, her skirt inching up to expose her crimson knickers and bollocks swaying like ripe fruit. “Couldn’t rush perfection, Sylv,” she purred, her cock twitching against her panties. Sylvia’s eyes lingered. “Gor, Penny, your Chester’s a lucky sod, but is he packing enough for that?” She patted her own skirt, where her nine-inch cock bulged. Penelope sighed theatrically. “Bless him, six inches and a heart of gold. But sometimes I crave a proper shag.” Beatrice chimed in, her dress flipping as she bent for sugar, bollocks spilling from her knickers. “My Nigel’s worse—five inches, limp as a soggy biscuit. Your lot’s a bloody marvel, Penny.”

The door swung open, and in sashayed Gloria, the office minx, her I-cup jubblies bouncing in a violet bra under a see-through blouse unbuttoned to her waist. Her pleated skirt, scandalously short, flipped with every step, flashing knickers that barely held her bollocks, heavy as cannonballs. “What’s this, a cock-measuring contest?” Gloria teased, giving Penelope’s bum a playful smack. She bent to grab a teacup, her skirt soaring to reveal her bollocks, and Penelope’s cock stiffened, straining her skirt. “Just admiring Penny’s artillery,” Beatrice giggled, her own chest jiggling.

They clustered around the tea table, skirts swishing, bras creaking. Penelope poured, leaning forward so her blouse gaped, her crimson bra framing her wobbling wonders. Gloria leaned too, her skirt flipping to show her bollocks again, and whispered, “Penny, my Bert’s cock’s a sad four inches. Saw your bulge and nearly wept.” Penelope grinned, her bollocks shifting in her knickers. “Plenty to go round, love.” The air crackled—tea breaks were never just about tea.

Sylvia, emboldened, yanked her skirt up, revealing her knickers and a semi-erect nine-inch cock, bollocks like melons. “Penny, you’re trouble,” she said, stroking herself. Beatrice followed, her dress pooling at her hips, her eight-inch prick and bollocks free. “Let’s have a laugh, yeah?” Penelope’s eyes gleamed. She hiked her skirt, unleashing her thick cock, veined and proud, her bollocks dangling like a king’s ransom. “Why not, darlings?”

Gloria knelt, her blouse slipping to bare her violet bra, and took Penelope’s cock in her mouth, moaning as she sucked. Sylvia pressed behind Penelope, her bazooms squashing against Penelope’s back, her cock rubbing Penelope’s thigh. “Your balls are fucking glorious,” Sylvia gasped, cupping them. Penelope groaned, her marvels heaving, bra straps biting sweet pain. Beatrice’s lips found Sylvia’s cock, her own prick leaking through her knickers.

The tea room door creaked, and in peeked Elsie, a junior with G-cup knockers spilling from a green sweater, her mini-skirt flashing knickers over bollocks that could’ve starred in a grocer’s. “You lot!” Elsie squealed, joining the fray. She bent over the table, skirt flipping to show her bollocks, and Penelope’s cock throbbed harder. She pulled Elsie’s knickers down, revealing a seven-inch prick, and slid her own cock against it, bollocks slapping. “Your Tom’s cock’s a tiddler, isn’t it?” Penelope teased. Elsie moaned. “Three inches, the prat. Yours is a bloody dream.”

They tangled, a symphony of rustling skirts and straining bras. Penelope’s cock found Beatrice’s mouth, while Sylvia’s bollocks rubbed Gloria’s tits. Clara from accounts poked her head in, her H-cup bazookas bouncing in a navy bra under a tight blouse, her skirt flashing bollocks as she bent to “check the kettle.” “Penny, you slag!” Clara laughed, diving in. Her knickers slid down, revealing an eight-inch cock, and Penelope’s bollocks grazed hers, sparking moans.

Penelope’s fingers traced Clara’s bra, snapping a strap to make her bazookas jiggle. “Your Fred’s cock’s no match, is it?” she purred. Clara sighed, her prick stiffening. “Four inches, sodding useless. Gimme that beast.” She sucked Penelope’s bollocks, her tongue worshipping their weight. The room spun with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Gloria’s bra. Sylvia followed, her prick painting Beatrice’s skirt, while Elsie and Clara’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her crimson knickers. “Tea’s cold, girls,” she said, winking. “Back to the grind.” Gloria licked her lips, her violet bra sticky. “Penny, you’re a menace. Bert’s cock’ll never do now.” Beatrice nodded, her dress askew. “Nigel’s done for.”

As they filed out, Penelope’s blouse clung to her sweat-damp marvels, her skirt swishing over her bollocks. The office hummed, typewriters clacking, skirts flipping with every bend. Mr. Winkle’s door loomed—Penelope knew he’d sputter at her “late” files, but her bulge would shut him up. She glanced at Sylvia, whose knickers peeked as she bent for a pen, bollocks swaying. “Round two later?” Penelope whispered. Sylvia grinned. “With that cock and balls? Count me in.”

Penelope sauntered on, her bra creaking, cock twitching at the thought of more. Titter & Tattle was no place for trousers—skirts ruled, and her bollocks were the crown jewels.




Chapter Three: The Photocopier Pile-Up

Penelope Poppycock sashayed down the linoleum corridor of Titter & Tattle Ltd., her J-cup treasures bouncing like overzealous balloons in a sapphire brassiere that strained beneath her sheer peach blouse, every button a soldier on the brink of surrender. Her burgundy pencil skirt clung to her hips, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so weighty they’d make a prizefighter wince. The London air outside was drab, but inside, the office hummed with the rustle of flippy skirts, the creak of bras, and the kind of cheek that made 1975 a perpetual fete of flesh. Penelope’s lace knickers hugged her endowments, the fabric teasing her bollocks with every swish, and she relished the gasps her bulge drew. Mr. Winkle’s reports needed copying—dull as dishwater, but a fine excuse to visit the photocopier room, where mischief was as standard as chipped teacups.

The photocopier room was a closet of chaos, barely big enough for its hulking machine and the egos it attracted. Mavis, the office minx, was already there, her I-cup jubblies wobbling in a violet bra that peeked through her unbuttoned blouse, a pleated skirt so short it was more suggestion than garment. She bent over the copier, muttering about a jam, her skirt flipping to reveal satin knickers stretched over bollocks like ripe peaches. “Penny, thank heavens!” Mavis chirped, straightening with a giggle that sent her chest jiggling. “This bloody thing’s knackered again.” Beside her, Elsie, a junior with G-cup knockers spilling from a green sweater, leaned into a paper tray, her mini-skirt riding up to flash knickers clinging to bollocks that could’ve doubled as doorstops. Her bra straps dug deep, a badge of her bounty.

Penelope smirked, setting her files down with a theatrical bend, her skirt inching up to expose her lace-clad bollocks, swaying like a hypnotist’s pendulum. “Not to worry, loves,” she purred, her cock twitching against her knickers. Mavis’s eyes locked on the bulge. “Cor, Penny, your Chester’s a lucky bastard, but is he up to that? My Bert’s four inches are a sodding disgrace.” Elsie sighed, her skirt still hiked, bollocks bare. “Tom’s worse—three inches, limp as a wet fag. Your balls alone could crush him.” Penelope chuckled, leaning to “inspect” the copier, her blouse gaping to show her sapphire bra and wobbling marvels. “Chester’s six inches try, but they don’t quite fill the bill, do they?”

The copier whirred, spitting a mangled sheet. Elsie yanked her skirt higher, revealing a seven-inch cock, semi-erect, her knickers slipping. “This machine’s as useless as Tom’s prick,” she groaned, stroking herself. Mavis followed, her pleated skirt pooling at her waist, freeing a ten-inch cock and bollocks that begged for worship. “Penny, you’re a menace—sort us out,” she teased, kneeling. Her violet bra slipped as she took Penelope’s bollocks in her mouth, moaning at their heft. Penelope groaned, her skirt riding higher, cock stiffening to tent her knickers. “Mavis, you slag,” she gasped, her jubblies heaving, bra creaking.

The door creaked, and Sylvia stormed in, her H-cup bazooms bouncing in a yellow bra under a clingy blouse, her tight dress flashing knickers over bollocks like cannonballs as she bent for paper. “You lot!” she squealed, eyes on Penelope’s bulge. “Nigel’s five-inch cock’s a bloody letdown after seeing that.” She hiked her dress, revealing an eight-inch prick, and joined the fray, her lips finding Elsie’s cock, knickers soaked. Penelope’s cock sprang free as Mavis yanked her knickers, thick and veined, bollocks swaying. Sylvia’s bra gaped as she sucked Penelope’s bollocks, moaning, “These balls are fucking divine.”

They tangled, a riot of rustling skirts and straining bras. Penelope’s cock found Elsie’s mouth, her green sweater riding to bare her bra, tits quaking. Mavis’s bollocks slapped Sylvia’s jubblies, her violet bra sticky with sweat. Penelope’s fingers snapped Sylvia’s bra strap, making her bazooms jiggle, while Elsie’s knickers pooled, her cock leaking on Mavis’s skirt. The copier groaned, ignored, as knickers stretched and skirts flipped.

The door swung wide, and Alfie, a junior clerk, gawked, his trousers tenting at a meager six inches—nothing to Penelope’s glory. “What the—?!” he yelped, cheeks flaming. Mavis laughed, her cock bobbing. “Run along, Alfie, your tiddler’s outclassed!” Sylvia winked, her bollocks swaying. “Come back when you’ve got balls like Penny’s!” Alfie bolted, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Mavis’s blouse. Elsie followed, her prick painting Sylvia’s bra, while Sylvia’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Mavis’s climax soaked Elsie’s skirt, a sticky finale.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her lace knickers. “Copier’s fine now, loves,” she said, winking, grabbing the reports. Mavis licked her lips, her violet bra a mess. “Penny, Bert’s cock’s done for after this.” Elsie nodded, her green bra askew. “Tom’s three inches? Bin it.” Sylvia sighed, her dress clinging. “Nigel’s five’s a joke next to your balls, Penny.”

Penelope sauntered out, her blouse clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. The office clattered on, typewriters humming, skirts flipping with every bend. Winkle’s office waited—she’d deliver his reports, bulge first, and let him squirm. But whispers of a new temp, a shemale with bollocks to rival her own, sparked a grin. The photocopier room was just the start—lunchtime loomed, and Penelope’s cock twitched at the thought of more.




Chapter Four: Winkle’s Filing Fiasco

Penelope Poppycock strutted into Mr. Winkle’s office at Titter & Tattle Ltd., her J-cup marvels swaying like overripe melons in a ruby brassiere that strained beneath a clingy ivory blouse, each button a prayer against surrender. Her black pencil skirt hugged her hips, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so hefty they’d shame a stallion. The London afternoon droned outside, but inside, 1975 was a carnival of rustling skirts, creaking bras, and innuendo thicker than fog. Penelope’s silk knickers cradled her endowments, teasing her bollocks with every swish, and she savored Winkle’s inevitable fluster—his reports needed filing, a task as thrilling as cold porridge but ripe for mischief. Her heels clicked, a siren’s promise, as she carried a stack of papers, her bulge leading the way.

Winkle’s office was a stuffy shrine to bureaucracy, filing cabinets looming like sentinels of boredom. The man himself, balding with a mustache like a wilted hedge, sat sweating behind his desk, eyes darting to Penelope’s chest. “Miss Poppycock,” he stammered, “these reports are a shambles. File them properly, or it’s your neck.” Penelope smirked, bending low to set the papers down, her blouse gaping to reveal her ruby bra and wobbling wonders. Her skirt rode up, flashing her silk-clad bollocks, heavy and proud. Winkle’s face went beetroot, his trousers twitching—a rumored six-incher, no match for her glory.

Before Winkle could sputter, Sylvia burst in, her H-cup knockers bouncing in a yellow bra under a sheer blouse, her tight lilac dress flipping as she bent to “adjust” a chair, knickers straining over bollocks like ripe mangoes. “Penny, love, need a hand?” Sylvia chirped, her eyes on Penelope’s bulge. Gloria followed, I-cup jubblies jiggling in a red bra, her pleated skirt so short it barely existed, flashing knickers stretched over bollocks that could’ve starred in a grocer’s. “Winkle’s in a right state,” Gloria teased, giving Penelope’s bum a cheeky pat. She leaned for a pen, skirt soaring to reveal her bollocks, and Winkle mopped his brow.

Penelope sauntered to a cabinet, leaning low to “file,” her skirt hiking to bare her bollocks, swaying like a hypnotist’s watch. Sylvia sighed, her dress riding up, an eight-inch cock pressing her knickers. “Penny, your Chester’s six inches must be knackered. My Nigel’s five-inch flop’s a bloody joke.” Gloria nodded, her skirt flipped, nine-inch prick half-hard. “Bert’s four inches are sodding useless. Your balls alone, Penny, could ruin him.” Penelope chuckled, her cock stiffening, tenting her skirt. “Chester tries, loves, but he’s no match for this lot.”

Sylvia yanked her dress higher, freeing her cock, and knelt, her yellow bra slipping as she sucked Penelope’s bollocks, moaning at their weight. “These balls are fucking heaven,” she gasped, her knockers quaking. Gloria hiked her skirt, her red bra gaping as she rubbed her prick against Penelope’s thigh, bollocks swinging. “Penny, you’re a menace,” Gloria purred, her lips grazing Penelope’s cock, thick and veined. The cabinet rattled as Penelope leaned back, her blouse unbuttoning to bare her ruby bra, marvels heaving.

The door swung open, and Elsie skipped in, her G-cup bazooms spilling from a green bra under a tight sweater, her mini-skirt flipping as she bent for a file, knickers stretched over bollocks like plums. “You slags!” Elsie giggled, eyes on Penelope’s cock. “Tom’s three-inch nub’s a sodding tragedy next to that.” She pulled her skirt up, revealing a seven-inch prick, and joined the fray, her lips finding Gloria’s bollocks, sweater riding to show her bra. Winkle’s chair squeaked, his trousers tenting harder. “Ladies, for pity’s sake!” he choked, but his eyes betrayed him.

They piled over a cabinet, skirts pooling, bras creaking. Penelope’s cock slid into Sylvia’s mouth, her yellow bra sticky with sweat. Gloria’s bollocks slapped Elsie’s jubblies, her red bra askew. Elsie’s cock leaked on Sylvia’s knickers, her green bra straining as her tits bounced. Penelope’s fingers tugged Gloria’s bra, making her whoppers jiggle, while Sylvia’s bollocks rubbed Penelope’s thigh. The room filled with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists. Winkle’s desk shook as he gripped it, muttering about “standards,” his six-inch shame no match for Penelope’s beast.

A creak at the door, and Alfie, the junior clerk, peeked in again, his five-inch tent pathetic. “Not again!” he yelped, cheeks flaming. Gloria laughed, her cock bobbing. “Sod off, Alfie, your tiddler’s no good here!” Elsie winked, her bollocks swaying. “Penny’s balls could eat you whole!” Alfie scarpered, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Gloria’s red bra. Sylvia followed, her prick painting Elsie’s skirt, while Elsie’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Gloria’s climax soaked Penelope’s blouse, a sticky triumph.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her silk knickers. “Files sorted, Winkle,” she said, winking, tossing a folder his way. Winkle mopped his face, trousers damp. “Out, all of you!” he barked, but his voice cracked. Gloria licked her lips, her red bra a mess. “Bert’s four inches are bin-bound after this.” Sylvia nodded, her yellow bra askew. “Nigel’s five’s done.” Elsie sighed, her skirt clinging. “Tom’s three inches? Might as well be a lass.”

Penelope led the parade out, her blouse clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. The office clattered on, typewriters humming, skirts flipping with every bend. Lunchtime beckoned, and whispers of a new shemale temp—rumored to pack bollocks to rival Penelope’s—sparked a grin. Winkle’s office was a warm-up—the tea room or mailroom loomed, and Penelope’s cock twitched at the thought of more skirts to lift and pricks to shame.




Chapter Five: The Conference Room Caper

Penelope Poppycock glided into the conference room of Titter & Tattle Ltd., her J-cup marvels jiggling like jubilant zeppelins in a black brassiere that strained beneath a sheer lavender blouse, each button a heartbeat from mutiny. Her navy pencil skirt clung to her hips, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so prodigious they’d make a sculptor weep. The London dusk crept outside, but inside, 1975 was a riot of swishing fabrics, creaking lingerie, and cheek thicker than clotted cream. Penelope’s lace knickers hugged her endowments, teasing her bollocks with every step, and she relished the stares her bulge commanded. Mr. Winkle had summoned her for a “filing review”—a flimsy pretext, but the long oak table and plush chairs screamed opportunity for chaos. Her heels clicked, a saucy fanfare, as she carried a folder, her cock twitching at the thought of skirts flipping.

The conference room was a grand stage, its table gleaming under flickering fluorescents, chairs begging to be misused. Beatrice was already there, her I-cup bazookas wobbling in a pink bra under a clingy blouse, her pleated skirt flipping as she bent over files, knickers stretched over bollocks like ripe pears. “Penny, love!” Beatrice chirped, straightening with a giggle that sent her chest quaking. Elsie followed, her G-cup knockers spilling from a green bra beneath a tight sweater, her mini-skirt riding up as she leaned for a pen, flashing bollocks that could’ve anchored a dinghy. Her bra straps bit deep, a badge of splendor. “Winkle’s on about files again,” Elsie sighed, her eyes on Penelope’s bulge.

Penelope smirked, setting her folder down with a deliberate bend, her skirt inching up to expose her lace-clad bollocks, swaying like a naughty metronome. “Let’s sort the old sod out,” she purred, her cock stiffening against her knickers. Beatrice’s gaze lingered. “Gor, Penny, your Chester’s six inches must be shagged out. My Nigel’s five-inch flop’s a bloody tragedy.” Elsie nodded, her skirt still hiked, bollocks bare. “Tom’s three inches are a sodding insult. Your balls could squash him flat.” Penelope chuckled, leaning to “review” a file, her blouse gaping to show her black bra and wobbling marvels. “Chester’s a dear, but he’s no match for this lot.”

The door swung open, and Doreen sashayed in, her K-cup jubblies bouncing in a polka-dot bra under a sheer dress, her mini-skirt flipping to reveal knickers straining over bollocks like cannonballs. “You slags!” Doreen teased, giving Penelope’s bum a playful smack. She bent for a chair, skirt soaring to flash her bollocks, and Winkle’s cough echoed from the corner, his mustache twitching. “Miss Poppycock, this is urgent!” he barked, but his trousers tented—a six-inch rumor, dwarfed by Penelope’s pride.

Penelope sauntered to the table, leaning low to “sort” papers, her skirt riding higher, bollocks swaying. Beatrice yanked her skirt, freeing her eight-inch cock, and knelt, her pink bra slipping as she sucked Penelope’s bollocks, moaning, “These balls are fucking divine.” Elsie hiked her mini, her seven-inch prick springing free, rubbing Penelope’s thigh, her green bra gaping. Doreen joined, her dress pooling, nine-inch cock half-hard, her polka-dot bra sticky with sweat. “Penny, my Harry’s four-inch twig’s a disgrace next to that,” Doreen sighed, her lips grazing Penelope’s cock, thick and veined.

Winkle’s chair squeaked, his face puce. “Ladies, for heaven’s sake!” he choked, but his eyes betrayed him. The table groaned as they piled on, skirts up, bras creaking. Penelope’s cock slid into Doreen’s mouth, her jubblies quaking. Beatrice’s bollocks slapped Elsie’s knockers, her pink bra askew. Elsie’s cock leaked on Doreen’s knickers, her green bra straining as her tits bounced. Penelope’s fingers tugged Beatrice’s bra, making her bazookas jiggle, while Doreen’s bollocks rubbed Penelope’s thigh. The room swirled with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists.

The door creaked, and Alfie, the junior clerk, peeked in, his five-inch tent pathetic. “Not you lot again!” he yelped, cheeks aflame. Elsie laughed, her cock bobbing. “Sod off, Alfie, your tiddler’s no use!” Beatrice winked, her bollocks swaying. “Penny’s balls’d eat you alive!” Alfie bolted, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Beatrice’s pink bra. Doreen followed, her prick painting Elsie’s skirt, while Elsie’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Beatrice’s climax soaked Penelope’s blouse, a sticky triumph.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her lace knickers. “Files reviewed, Winkle,” she said, tossing a folder his way. Winkle mopped his face, trousers damp. “Out, all of you!” he roared, voice cracking. Beatrice licked her lips, her pink bra a mess. “Nigel’s five inches are bin-bound now.” Doreen nodded, her polka-dot bra askew. “Harry’s four’s a joke.” Elsie sighed, her skirt clinging. “Tom’s three? Might as well be a nun.”

Penelope led them out, her blouse clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. The office hummed, typewriters clacking, skirts flipping with every bend. Evening loomed, and whispers of a new shemale temp—packing a rumored eleven-inch cock and bollocks to rival Penelope’s—sparked a grin. The conference room was a warm-up—the mailroom or a late-night “audit” beckoned, and Penelope’s cock twitched at the thought of more knickers to soak and pricks to shame.




Chapter Six: The Tea Room Tangle

Penelope Poppycock slipped into the tea room of Titter & Tattle Ltd., her J-cup whoppers bouncing like gleeful balloons in a coral brassiere that strained beneath a sheer cream blouse, each button teetering on the edge of revolt. Her emerald skirt hugged her hips, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so weighty they’d make a blacksmith blush. The London evening hummed outside, but inside, 1975 was a whirlwind of rustling fabrics, creaking lingerie, and innuendo thicker than a suet pudding. Penelope’s satin knickers cradled her endowments, teasing her bollocks with every swish, and she savored the gasps her bulge drew. She’d ducked in for a breather after Winkle’s conference room fiasco, but the tea room—steamy with kettles and biscuits—was a magnet for mischief. Her heels clicked, a naughty prelude, as she eyed the table, her cock twitching at the promise of flipped skirts.

The tea room was a cozy den of curves and giggles, its air thick with steam and perfume. Beatrice was there, her I-cup bazookas jiggling in a pink bra under a clingy blouse, her pleated skirt flipping as she bent for teacups, knickers stretched over bollocks like ripe figs. “Penny, darling!” Beatrice chirped, straightening with a wink that sent her chest quaking. Doreen followed, her K-cup jubblies wobbling in a polka-dot bra beneath a sheer dress, her mini-skirt riding up as she leaned for biscuits, flashing bollocks that could’ve doubled as doorstops. Her bra straps dug deep, a badge of glory. “You’re a sight for sore eyes,” Doreen sighed, her gaze on Penelope’s bulge.

Penelope smirked, leaning to pour tea with a deliberate bend, her skirt inching up to expose her satin-clad bollocks, swaying like a saucy pendulum. “Just a quick cuppa, loves,” she purred, her cock stiffening against her knickers. Beatrice’s eyes lingered. “Cor, Penny, your Chester’s six inches must be knackered. My Nigel’s five-inch letdown’s a sodding joke.” Doreen nodded, her skirt still hiked, bollocks bare. “Harry’s four inches are a bloody disgrace. Your balls could crush him.” Penelope chuckled, her blouse gaping to show her coral bra and wobbling marvels. “Chester tries, but he’s no match for this lot.”

The kettle whistled, but the real steam was rising. Beatrice yanked her skirt higher, freeing an eight-inch cock, half-hard, her knickers slipping. “This tea’s not the only thing brewing,” she teased, kneeling. Her pink bra slipped as she sucked Penelope’s bollocks, moaning, “These balls are fucking heavenly.” Doreen hiked her dress, her nine-inch prick springing free, rubbing Penelope’s thigh, her polka-dot bra sticky with sweat. “Penny, you’re trouble,” Doreen purred, her lips grazing Penelope’s cock, thick and veined.

The door swung open, and Clara burst in, her H-cup knockers bouncing in a yellow bra under a tight blouse, her mini-skirt flipping as she bent for sugar, knickers stretched over bollocks like melons. “You slags!” Clara giggled, eyes on Penelope’s cock. “Fred’s four-inch nub’s a sodding tragedy next to that.” She pulled her skirt up, revealing an eight-inch prick, and joined the fray, her lips finding Doreen’s bollocks, blouse riding to show her bra. The table groaned as they piled on, skirts up, bras creaking.

Penelope’s cock slid into Beatrice’s mouth, her pink bra gaping as her bazookas quaked. Doreen’s bollocks slapped Clara’s jubblies, her polka-dot bra askew. Clara’s cock leaked on Beatrice’s knickers, her yellow bra straining as her tits bounced. Penelope’s fingers tugged Doreen’s bra, making her whoppers jiggle, while Beatrice’s bollocks rubbed Penelope’s thigh. The room swirled with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists. The kettle hissed, ignored, as satin rustled and bras groaned.

The door creaked, and Reggie, the tea boy, peeked in, his five-inch tent pathetic. “What the—?!” he yelped, cheeks flaming. Clara laughed, her cock bobbing. “Sod off, Reggie, your tiddler’s no good!” Doreen winked, her bollocks swaying. “Penny’s balls’d swallow you whole!” Reggie bolted, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Beatrice’s pink bra. Clara followed, her prick painting Doreen’s skirt, while Doreen’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Beatrice’s climax soaked Penelope’s blouse, a sticky finale.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her satin knickers. “Tea’s cold, loves,” she said, winking, grabbing a biscuit. Beatrice licked her lips, her pink bra a mess. “Nigel’s five inches are done for.” Doreen nodded, her polka-dot bra askew. “Harry’s four’s a joke.” Clara sighed, her skirt clinging. “Fred’s four? Might as well be a lass.”

Penelope led them out, her blouse clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. The office quieted, typewriters slowing, but skirts still flipped with every bend. Night beckoned, and whispers of a new shemale temp—packing an eleven-inch cock and bollocks to rival Penelope’s—sparked a grin. The tea room was a warm-up—the mailroom or an after-hours “audit” loomed, and Penelope’s cock twitched at the thought of more knickers to drench and pricks to shame.




Chapter Seven: The Company Retreat Rumpus

Penelope Poppycock swept into the oak-paneled library of Winkle’s Surrey estate, her J-cup marvels swaying like overzealous chandeliers in a coral brassiere that strained beneath a sheer ivory blouse, each button a whisper from defeat. Her emerald skirt clung to her hips, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so hefty they’d make a farmer jealous. The country air outside was crisp, but inside, 1975 was a furnace of rustling fabrics, creaking lingerie, and innuendo thicker than a vicar’s sermon. Penelope’s lace knickers teased her bollocks with every swish, and she relished the power her bulge wielded. Winkle had dragged her to this “team-building retreat” to “present strategies,” but his leering eyes screamed seduction. Her heels sank into the rug, a saucy overture, as she carried a leather folder, her cock twitching at the manor’s promise of mischief.

The library was a cavern of grandeur, shelves towering with dusty tomes, a chaise longue begging for sin. Winkle, in tweed trousers and a smirk, poured gin from a crystal decanter, his six-inch tent pathetic against Penelope’s glory. “Miss Poppycock,” he purred, “we’ll strategize privately—big plans for you.” Penelope smirked, bending low to “fetch” a book from a low shelf, her skirt riding up to flash her lace-clad bollocks, swaying like ripe fruit. Winkle’s glass trembled, gin splashing, as he stammered, “Such… dedication.” She straightened, blouse gaping to reveal her coral bra and wobbling whoppers, teasing, “All for the firm, sir.” His hand grazed her thigh, whispering of raises, his breath hot with lust.

Before Winkle could pounce, the door crashed open, and Gertrude, his sister-in-law, stormed in, early from a fox hunt. Her G-cup knockers bounced in a green bra under a tight tweed dress, knickers straining over bollocks like oranges. “Harold, you wretch!” she barked, her nine-inch cock bulging beneath her skirt. “Your four-inch twig’s a bloody farce!” Her eyes locked on Penelope’s bollocks, and she grinned, yanking her dress to reveal her prick, thick and proud. “Now this is kit!” Penelope matched her, hiking her skirt to free her cock, veined and massive, bollocks dangling. Gertrude knelt, her green bra slipping, sucking Penelope’s bollocks, moaning, “Harold’s a sodding joke next to these balls!”

The library doors swung again, and Mavis and Sylvia, retreat attendees, burst in, “checking” on Penelope. Mavis’s I-cup jubblies jiggled in a red bra under a sheer blouse, her pleated skirt flashing knickers over bollocks like melons. Sylvia’s H-cup bazookas wobbled in a teal bra, her mini-skirt flipping to show bollocks that rivaled Penelope’s. Mavis cursed, “Bert’s four-inch shame’s nothing to that bulge!” Sylvia sighed, “Nigel’s five-inch rubbish can’t compare.” They bent over a table, skirts riding up, bollocks bare, giggling as Winkle’s face went puce. “Ladies, this is outrageous!” he choked, but his trousers dampened, betraying him.

They piled onto the chaise, skirts up, bras creaking. Penelope’s cock slid into Mavis’s mouth, her red bra gaping as her knockers quaked. Gertrude’s bollocks slapped Sylvia’s tits, her green bra askew. Sylvia’s eight-inch prick leaked on Mavis’s knickers, her teal bra straining as her bazookas bounced. Penelope’s fingers tugged Gertrude’s bra, making her knockers jiggle, while Mavis’s bollocks rubbed Penelope’s thigh. The library swirled with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists. Winkle’s decanter clinked as he gripped it, muttering about “morale,” his four-inch shame no match for Penelope’s beast.

A creak at the window, and Alfie, the junior clerk dragged to the retreat, peeked from the garden, his five-inch tent laughable. “Not again!” he yelped, cheeks flaming. Sylvia laughed, her cock bobbing. “Sod off, Alfie, your tiddler’s no use!” Mavis winked, her bollocks swaying. “Penny’s balls’d crush you!” Alfie scarpered, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Gertrude’s green bra. Sylvia followed, her prick painting Mavis’s skirt, while Mavis’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Gertrude’s climax soaked Penelope’s blouse, a sticky triumph.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her lace knickers. “Strategy sorted, Winkle,” she said, tossing the folder onto the table. Winkle mopped his face, trousers a mess. “To the stables, all of you!” he roared, voice cracking, and fled. Gertrude licked her lips, her green bra a ruin. “Harold’s four inches are bin-bound.” Mavis nodded, her red bra askew. “Bert’s four’s done.” Sylvia sighed, her skirt clinging. “Nigel’s five? Might as well knit.”

Penelope led them out, her blouse clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. The manor buzzed, retreat games echoing from the lawns, skirts flipping with every charade. Midnight loomed, and Gertrude’s whisper of her shemale niece—packing a ten-inch cock and bollocks to rival Penelope’s—sparked a grin. The library was a warm-up—a croquet match or bedroom “debrief” beckoned, and Penelope’s cock twitched at the thought of more knickers to drench and pricks to shame.




Chapter Eight: The Film Set Fiasco

Penelope Poppycock sashayed onto the Pinewood Studios set of The Lusty Lads of Loxley, her J-cup whoppers jiggling like jubilant melons in a violet brassiere that strained beneath a sheer cream blouse, each button a hair’s breadth from mutiny. Her teal skirt hugged her hips, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so hefty they’d make a knight’s codpiece blush. The studio air buzzed with arc lights and fake medieval pomp, but in this 1975, it was a carnival of rustling fabrics, creaking lingerie, and innuendo thicker than a prop pudding. Penelope’s satin knickers teased her bollocks with every swish, and she relished the stares her bulge commanded. Winkle had sent her to “consult” on Titter & Tattle’s novelty calendar tie-in, banking on her charms to woo the director, Sir Reginald Pomp. Her heels clicked on the soundstage, a saucy fanfare, as she carried a mock-up calendar, her cock twitching at the set’s promise of chaos.

The set was a riot of fake castles, velvet drapes, and wenches in wigs, a playground for Lusty Lads’ bawdy farce. Winkle, in a ill-fitting suit, hovered near Sir Reginald Pomp, a pompous git with a monocle and a rumored four-inch prick, who ogled Penelope’s bulge like it was the Holy Grail. “Miss Poppycock,” Pomp purred, “your… assets could inspire our lads.” Winkle’s six-inch tent strained, and he whispered, “Seal this deal, and it’s a fat contract.” Penelope smirked, bending low to “inspect” a prop sword on a table, her skirt riding up to flash her satin-clad bollocks, swaying like a naughty pendulum. Pomp tripped over a fake shrub, monocle popping, while Winkle’s clipboard trembled, his breath hot with greed.

Before Pomp could leer closer, a bellow echoed, and Cassandra, the film’s leading lady, stormed off her mark, a K-cup diva in a corset that barely held her jubblies, her green bra peeking through. Her period skirt strained over a nine-inch cock and bollocks like grapefruits, knickers stretched to breaking. “Reggie, you lecher!” she snapped, spotting Penelope’s bulge. “Your four-inch twig’s a sodding insult!” Her eyes gleamed, and she yanked her skirt, freeing her prick, thick and proud. Penelope matched, hiking her skirt to unleash her cock, veined and massive, bollocks dangling. Cassandra knelt, her green bra slipping, sucking Penelope’s bollocks, moaning, “This is a proper beast, not Reggie’s rubbish!”

The clapperboard fell as Sylvia and Doreen, tagged along for “PR,” barged through, their H-cup and K-cup knockers bouncing in teal and polka-dot bras. Sylvia’s mini-skirt flipped, flashing bollocks like plums, while Doreen’s gown rode up, revealing bollocks that could’ve starred in a fruit stall. Sylvia cursed, “Nigel’s five-inch flop’s nothing to that bulge!” Doreen sighed, “Harry’s four-inch twig’s a bloody joke.” They bent over a prop throne, skirts soaring, bollocks bare, giggling as Pomp’s face went puce. “This is my set!” he choked, but his trousers dampened, betraying his four-inch shame. Winkle’s six-inch tent wilted, and he clutched a script for cover.

They piled into Cassandra’s trailer, a plush den of mirrors and velvet, skirts up, bras creaking. Penelope’s cock slid into Doreen’s mouth, her polka-dot bra gaping as her jubblies quaked. Cassandra’s bollocks slapped Sylvia’s bazookas, her green bra askew. Sylvia’s eight-inch prick leaked on Doreen’s knickers, her teal bra straining as her knockers bounced. Penelope’s fingers tugged Cassandra’s corset, making her whoppers jiggle, while Doreen’s bollocks rubbed Penelope’s thigh. The trailer rocked with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists. Pomp’s megaphone squawked outside, ignored, as satin rustled and bras groaned.

A creak at the door, and Alfie, the junior clerk hauled to Pinewood, peeked in, his five-inch tent laughable. “Not you lot!” he yelped, cheeks flaming. Doreen laughed, her cock bobbing. “Sod off, Alfie, your tiddler’s no match!” Sylvia winked, her bollocks swaying. “Penny’s balls’d squash you flat!” Alfie scarpered, tripping over a prop lute, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Cassandra’s green bra. Doreen followed, her prick painting Sylvia’s skirt, while Sylvia’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Cassandra’s climax soaked Penelope’s blouse, a sticky ovation.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her satin knickers. “Calendar’s a hit, Pomp,” she said, tossing the mock-up onto a prop chest. Pomp mopped his face, trousers a mess. “To the canteen, all of you!” he roared, voice cracking, and fled. Cassandra licked her lips, her green bra a ruin. “Reggie’s four inches are scrapped.” Sylvia nodded, her teal bra askew. “Nigel’s five’s done.” Doreen sighed, her gown clinging. “Harry’s four? Might as well be a prop.”

Penelope led them out, her blouse clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. The set clattered on, cameras rolling, wenches giggling. A wrap party loomed, and Cassandra’s whisper of her shemale co-star—packing a twelve-inch cock and bollocks to rival Penelope’s—sparked a grin. The trailer was a warm-up—a banquet scene or after-party “rehearsal” beckoned, and Penelope’s cock twitched at the thought of more knickers to drench and pricks to shame.




Chapter Nine: The Wrap Party Whirl

Penelope Poppycock glided into the Pinewood Studios ballroom, transformed for the wrap party of The Lusty Lads of Loxley, her J-cup marvels bouncing like gleeful zeppelins in a ruby brassiere that strained beneath a sheer emerald gown, each seam a whisper from rebellion. Her burgundy skirt swished over her hips, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so weighty they’d make a prop master faint. The studio lights glittered, but in this 1975, the air was thick with champagne fizz, rustling fabrics, and innuendo denser than a fogbound moor. Penelope’s silk knickers teased her bollocks with every step, and she savored the gasps her bulge drew. Titter & Tattle’s calendar tie-in had “wowed” the set, and Winkle had insisted she attend the bash to “cement relations.” Her heels clicked on the parquet, a saucy overture, as she scanned the crowd, her cock twitching at the party’s promise of mayhem.

The ballroom was a riot of glamour, draped in velvet, with banquet tables groaning under lobster and trifle, a dance floor pulsing with campy excess. Winkle, in a rented tux, hovered near Sir Reginald Pomp, the director, whose four-inch rumor paled next to Penelope’s glory. Pomp leered, monocle glinting, while Winkle’s six-inch tent strained, whispering, “Charm the stars, Poppycock—big deals await.” Across the room, Christopher Lee and Peter Cushing stood, regal as kings. Lee, towering in a black suit, his voice a velvet rumble, sipped claret, while Cushing, dapper in tweed, smiled warmly, their gentlemanly poise a calm amid the storm. “Miss Poppycock, a delight,” Lee said, bowing slightly, as Cushing nodded, “Your calendar’s quite the talk.” Penelope curtsied, her gown gaping to flash her ruby bra, but the duo remained impeccable, their eyes kind, not lustful.

Penelope smirked, bending to “adjust” a table’s centerpiece, her skirt riding up to flash her silk-clad bollocks, swaying like a naughty metronome. Pomp choked on his gin, monocle fogging, while Winkle’s clipboard slipped. Before Pomp could lurch closer, Cassandra, the K-cup leading lady, stormed through, her green bra peeking through a velvet gown, knickers straining over bollocks like melons. “Reggie, you cad!” she snapped, her nine-inch cock bulging. “Your four-inch twig’s a bloody farce!” Her eyes locked on Penelope’s bulge, and she yanked her skirt, freeing her prick, thick and proud. Penelope matched, hiking her skirt to unleash her cock, veined and massive, bollocks dangling. Cassandra knelt, her green bra slipping, sucking Penelope’s bollocks, moaning, “This is a star’s cock, not Reggie’s rubbish!”

The band faltered as Doreen and Mavis, there for “PR,” sashayed in, their K-cup and I-cup knockers bouncing in polka-dot and pink bras. Doreen’s mini-skirt flipped, flashing bollocks like grapefruits, while Mavis’s gown rode up, revealing bollocks that could’ve headlined a market stall. Doreen cursed, “Harry’s four-inch nub’s a sodding joke!” Mavis sighed, “Bert’s four-inch shame can’t touch that bulge!” They bent over a banquet table, skirts soaring, bollocks bare, giggling as Pomp’s face went scarlet. Winkle’s six-inch tent wilted, and he clutched a champagne flute. Lee raised an eyebrow, murmuring to Cushing, “Lively bunch.” Cushing chuckled, “Indeed, but we’ll stick to sherry.” Their gentlemanly calm held, unfazed by the debauchery.

The quartet slipped to a velvet-curtained alcove, skirts up, bras creaking. Penelope’s cock slid into Mavis’s mouth, her pink bra gaping as her jubblies quaked. Cassandra’s bollocks slapped Doreen’s whoppers, her green bra askew. Doreen’s nine-inch prick leaked on Mavis’s knickers, her polka-dot bra straining as her knockers bounced. Penelope’s fingers tugged Cassandra’s gown, making her bazookas jiggle, while Mavis’s bollocks rubbed Penelope’s thigh. The alcove swirled with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists. Lee and Cushing, spotting the curtain’s sway, exchanged amused glances. “Youthful exuberance,” Lee noted, sipping his claret. Cushing nodded, “Let’s find the dessert tray,” and they strolled off, ever the gentlemen.

A clatter at the door, and Alfie, the junior clerk dragged to the party, peeked in, his five-inch tent pathetic. “Not again!” he yelped, cheeks flaming. Mavis laughed, her cock bobbing. “Sod off, Alfie, your tiddler’s no star!” Doreen winked, her bollocks swaying. “Penny’s balls’d steal the show!” Alfie scarpered, tripping over a prop candelabra, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Cassandra’s green bra. Mavis followed, her prick painting Doreen’s skirt, while Doreen’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Cassandra’s climax soaked Penelope’s gown, a sticky encore.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her silk knickers. “Calendar’s a wrap, Pomp,” she said, tossing a mock-up onto a table. Pomp mopped his face, trousers a mess. “To the editing room!” he roared, voice cracking, and fled. Winkle trailed, muttering. Cassandra licked her lips, her green bra a ruin. “Reggie’s four inches are cut.” Mavis nodded, her pink bra askew. “Bert’s four’s scrapped.” Doreen sighed, her skirt clinging. “Harry’s four? Might as well be an extra.”

Penelope sauntered out, her gown clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. Lee and Cushing, by the dessert tray, raised their glasses. “Splendid spirit, Miss Poppycock,” Cushing said, smiling. Lee nodded, “A performance for the ages.” She winked, curtsying, as the party roared on, gowns flipping with every dance. A premiere loomed, and Cassandra’s whisper of her shemale co-star—packing a twelve-inch cock and bollocks to rival Penelope’s—sparked a grin. The alcove was a warm-up—a red-carpet romp or after-party “screening” beckoned, and Penelope’s cock twitched at the thought of more knickers to drench and pricks to shame.




Chapter Ten: The Premiere Pandemonium

Penelope Poppycock strutted into the Leicester Square Odeon for the premiere of The Lusty Lads of Loxley, her J-cup marvels heaving like triumphant galleons in a sapphire brassiere that strained beneath a sheer silver gown, each seam a prayer against surrender. Her burgundy skirt clung to her hips, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so prodigious they’d make a sculptor weep. The London night sparkled outside, but in this 1975, the cinema was a furnace of flashbulbs, velvet ropes, and innuendo thicker than a Bankside brothel. Penelope’s silk knickers teased her bollocks with every swish, and she relished the gasps her bulge drew. Titter & Tattle’s calendar tie-in had made her the talk of Pinewood, and Winkle had demanded she attend to “represent the firm,” his eyes gleaming with schemes. Her heels clicked on the red carpet, a saucy fanfare, as she waved to the crowd, her cock twitching at the premiere’s promise of uproar.

The Odeon was a palace of glitz, its foyer draped in gold, with posters of Lusty Lads boasting codpieces and cleavage. Winkle, in a sweaty tux, hovered near Sir Reginald Pomp, the director, whose four-inch rumor was a whisper against Penelope’s glory. Pomp leered, monocle fogging, while Winkle’s six-inch tent strained, hissing, “Seal our legacy, Poppycock—fame awaits!” Across the room, Christopher Lee and Peter Cushing stood, paragons of grace. Lee, statuesque in black, sipped champagne, his voice a velvet purr, while Cushing, dapper in grey, smiled warmly. “Miss Poppycock, you’ve lit up this production,” Lee said, bowing. Cushing nodded, “A true star.” Penelope curtsied, her gown gaping to flash her sapphire bra, but the duo remained impeccable, their charm chaste, sipping drinks with a twinkle.

Penelope smirked, bending to “sign” a fan’s program, her skirt riding up to flash her silk-clad bollocks, swaying like a naughty metronome. Pomp choked on his martini, monocle clattering, while Winkle’s clipboard slipped. Before Pomp could lunge, Cassandra, the K-cup leading lady, stormed through, her red bra peeking through a velvet gown, knickers straining over bollocks like grapefruits. “Reggie, you worm!” she snapped, her nine-inch cock bulging. “Your four-inch twig’s a bloody farce!” Her eyes locked on Penelope’s bulge, and she yanked her skirt, freeing her prick, thick and proud. Penelope matched, hiking her skirt to unleash her cock, veined and massive, bollocks dangling. Cassandra knelt, her red bra slipping, sucking Penelope’s bollocks, moaning, “This is a premiere cock, not Reggie’s tripe!”

The flashbulbs popped as Doreen, Sylvia, and Mavis, there as “firm ambassadors,” sashayed in, their K-cup, H-cup, and I-cup knockers bouncing in polka-dot, teal, and pink bras. Doreen’s gown flipped, flashing bollocks like melons, while Sylvia’s mini-skirt rode up, revealing bollocks that could’ve starred solo. Mavis’s dress split, baring bollocks like plums. Doreen cursed, “Harry’s four-inch nub’s a sodding joke!” Sylvia sighed, “Nigel’s five-inch flop’s nothing!” Mavis growled, “Bert’s four-inch shame can’t touch that!” They bent over a velvet bench, skirts soaring, bollocks bare, giggling as Pomp’s face went puce. Winkle’s six-inch tent wilted, and he clutched a poster for cover. Lee raised a brow, murmuring to Cushing, “Spirited lot.” Cushing chuckled, “Let’s fetch more bubbly,” and they glided off, ever gentlemanly.

The quintet slipped behind a gilded screen, skirts up, bras creaking. Penelope’s cock slid into Sylvia’s mouth, her teal bra gaping as her bazookas quaked. Cassandra’s bollocks slapped Doreen’s whoppers, her red bra askew. Doreen’s nine-inch prick leaked on Mavis’s knickers, her polka-dot bra straining as her jubblies bounced. Mavis’s ten-inch cock rubbed Penelope’s thigh, her pink bra slipping. Penelope’s fingers tugged Cassandra’s gown, making her knockers jiggle, while Sylvia’s bollocks swayed. The screen shook with gasps, knickers soaked, skirts hiked to waists. The projector hummed, ignored, as silk rustled and bras groaned.

A yelp at the foyer, and Alfie, the junior clerk dragged to the premiere, peeked in, his five-inch tent pathetic. “Not you slags!” he squealed, cheeks flaming. Sylvia laughed, her cock bobbing. “Sod off, Alfie, your tiddler’s no headliner!” Mavis winked, her bollocks swaying. “Penny’s balls’d steal the reel!” Alfie bolted, tripping over a velvet rope, leaving them cackling. Penelope’s cock pulsed, her bollocks tightening as she came, splattering Cassandra’s red bra. Doreen followed, her prick painting Sylvia’s skirt, while Sylvia’s bollocks pulsed, knickers drenched. Mavis’s climax soaked Penelope’s gown, a sticky finale. Cassandra’s nine-inch beast splattered Doreen’s bra, sealing the show.

They collapsed, giggling, skirts smoothed, bras adjusted. Penelope’s cock softened, still a bulge under her skirt, bollocks heavy in her silk knickers. “Firm’s famous now, Pomp,” she said, tossing a calendar onto a table. Pomp mopped his face, trousers a mess. “To the projection booth!” he roared, voice cracking, and fled. Winkle trailed, muttering about “decorum.” Cassandra licked her lips, her red bra a ruin. “Reggie’s four inches are scrapped.” Doreen nodded, her polka-dot bra askew. “Harry’s four’s done.” Sylvia sighed, her skirt clinging. “Nigel’s five? Might as well mime.” Mavis grinned, her pink bra skewed. “Bert’s four’s a blooper.”

Penelope sauntered to the auditorium, her gown clinging to her sweat-damp marvels, skirt swishing over her bollocks. Lee and Cushing, by the bar, raised their glasses. “A smashing triumph, Miss Poppycock,” Cushing said, smiling. Lee nodded, “The screen’s brighter for it.” She winked, curtsying, as the film rolled, codpieces bouncing to cheers. The premiere was a crescendo—Penelope’s legend was sealed, and Titter & Tattle’s name glowed in neon. But a whisper lingered: Cassandra’s shemale co-star, packing a twelve-inch cock, was eyeing a sequel. Penelope’s grin widened—she’d be ready.



Epilogue

Six months later, Penelope Poppycock lounged in Titter & Tattle’s new West End office, a shrine to their calendar’s success, her J-cup marvels snug in a coral brassiere under a tailored blouse, her emerald skirt swishing over her ten-inch cock and bollocks in lace knickers. The Lusty Lads premiere had made her a legend, and Winkle, humbled, now scurried at her beck. Cassandra, Doreen, Sylvia, and Mavis ran the show, their knockers and pricks still the talk of town, boyfriends’ four-inch shames long forgotten. A telegram arrived—Cassandra’s co-star, with that twelve-inch beast, proposed a new film. Penelope’s cock twitched, her bollocks heavy with promise. She tossed her hair, skirt flipping as she bent for a pen, and smirked. The next reel was calling, and London wasn’t ready.
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