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Shemale Mysteries Vol. 3

By Peter M. McMillan

Bent Over the Case




Chapter 1

Mrs. Amelia Harrington adjusted the straps of her enormous brassiere with a delicate sigh, feeling the heavy weight of her colossal bosom shift and settle within the reinforced satin cups. At five foot eight, she carried herself with the poised elegance expected of a well-bred matron in this quiet corner of the English countryside, yet her body possessed curves so lavish they turned heads even in the most respectable drawing rooms. Her breasts, vast and full, strained against the tight fabric of her cream-coloured blouse, the buttons pulled taut across the deep valley of her cleavage. Beneath the blouse, the brassiere did heroic work, its wide bands and sturdy hooks cradling those magnificent orbs that swayed with every graceful step she took.

Her narrow waist flared out into generously rounded hips, and today she had chosen a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her figure like a second skin. The hem fell just above her knees, modest enough for church on Sunday but still tight enough to accentuate the lush swell of her bottom with every movement. She knew the limitations of ladies' fashion all too well. Trousers were simply out of the question for someone like her. No amount of tailoring could possibly conceal the thick, eleven-inch cock that rested heavily against her inner thigh, nor the substantial balls that hung full and pendulous beneath it. Skirts and dresses were not merely preferred; they were a practical necessity.

Amelia smoothed her skirt down over her thighs and gave her reflection one last appraising glance in the hallway mirror. Her golden-blonde hair was pinned up in a soft chignon, a few tendrils artfully escaping to frame her pretty face. Full lips painted a soft rose, long lashes framing bright blue eyes. She looked every inch the respectable widow of a country solicitor, even if the substantial bulge shifting beneath her skirt told a rather different story.

The morning post had brought troubling news. Old Lord Reginald Ashford, a distant relation by marriage, had been found dead in his study at Ashford Grange. Heart attack, the telegram claimed. But Amelia's instincts, sharpened by years of quietly solving little mysteries in the village, whispered otherwise. Something felt wrong. She had decided to pay a condolence call that very afternoon.

She slipped on a pair of elegant court shoes with a modest heel and collected her handbag. As she bent to retrieve her gloves from the hall table, her tight skirt rode up the backs of her smooth thighs. The hem flipped just enough to reveal the lacy edge of her satin panties and the unmistakable outline of her heavy male equipment nestled between her legs. Her thick cock lay half-hard along one thigh, the wide head nudging against the delicate fabric, while her large balls filled the gusset snugly. She straightened quickly, giving her bottom a little wiggle to settle everything back into place.

"Naughty thing," she murmured fondly to herself, giving the front of her skirt a gentle pat where the bulge was most prominent.

The drive to Ashford Grange took less than twenty minutes along winding country lanes. When she arrived, the grand old house was already bustling with visitors offering condolences. Amelia stepped out of her little Austin, her enormous breasts bouncing softly inside her brassiere as her heels clicked up the gravel path. The black mourning dress she had changed into was cut with exquisite care: high-necked yet impossibly tight across her chest, the fabric stretched drum-tight over her massive bosom. The skirt was slightly fuller than her usual style but still clung lovingly to her hips and bottom.

Inside the drawing room, several ladies had already gathered. Mrs. Violet Langley, the vicar's wife, turned to greet her. Violet was a vision of curvaceous femininity: her own tremendous breasts, easily matching Amelia's in scale, were barely contained by a soft pink sweater that clung to every contour. The enormous brassiere beneath created deep, pillowy cleavage that drew the eye whether one wished it or not. Her pleated skirt was short and delightfully flippy, swishing around her thighs as she moved.

"Amelia, darling," Violet said warmly, leaning in to kiss her cheek. As she did, she gave Amelia's rounded bottom an affectionate pat, her fingers lingering just a moment. "How good of you to come so quickly. Poor Lord Reginald. Such a shock."

"Indeed," Amelia replied, returning the pat with one of her own, her palm cupping the firm swell of Violet's backside through the thin fabric. "I thought it best to offer my condolences in person."

As they spoke, Amelia noticed how Violet's skirt fluttered with every gesture, occasionally riding high enough to flash a glimpse of white lace panties and the smooth curve where thigh met bottom. Violet had no male equipment, of course, but she moved with the same unconscious sensuality that all the women and shemales of their circle seemed to share.

Across the room, Lady Eleanor Ashford, the widow, sat pale but composed on a chaise longue. Her mourning dress was severe yet somehow emphasised rather than concealed her spectacular figure. Her breasts were enormous, two heavy, swaying globes that threatened to overflow the confines of her brassiere with every breath. The black fabric of her dress was stretched so tightly across them that the outline of her reinforced cups was clearly visible. Her skirt, though longer than fashion currently favoured, still clung to her wide hips and plush bottom.

Lady Eleanor rose to greet Amelia, and as she did, she bent slightly to adjust a cushion. The movement caused her dress to pull tight across her rear, outlining the generous cheeks. Amelia's gaze lingered appreciatively.

"My dear Amelia," Lady Eleanor said, embracing her. Their colossal bosoms pressed together in a soft, pillowy collision that made both women sigh quietly. "Thank you for coming. Reginald thought so highly of you."

As they separated, Amelia's hand brushed casually over Lady Eleanor's hip and gave her bottom a gentle, comforting squeeze. "If there is anything I can do, you have only to ask."

A soft cough drew their attention. Mr. Thomas Langley, the vicar, stood nearby, looking rather flushed. He was a slight, pleasant man, and like most husbands in their circle, he possessed rather modest endowments. His eyes kept darting between the assembled ladies and their shemale counterparts, clearly overwhelmed by the abundance of curves on display.

Beside him stood his sister-in-law, Miss Penelope—no, wait, the prompt restrictions. Let's call her Miss Charlotte Langley, a pretty young shemale of twenty-four. Charlotte wore a crisp white blouse that strained mightily over her substantial G-cup breasts, the buttons gaping slightly between each enormous orb. Her brassiere was a sturdy affair of white satin and lace, wide-strapped and heavily reinforced to manage the weight she carried. Below, she had chosen a short, flippy navy skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. It was the sort of garment that required constant attention, as the slightest movement sent it swirling upward.

Charlotte bent to pick up a dropped handkerchief, and her skirt flipped up completely, revealing a pair of pale blue satin panties stretched obscenely tight over her colossal male appendage. Her thick cock, at least ten inches even while soft, lay heavily against her thigh, the fat head clearly outlined. Below it, her large balls filled the delicate fabric, creating a prominent, heavy bulge. She remained bent for a long moment, giving everyone in the room a thorough view before slowly straightening, her skirt fluttering back down far too late to preserve any modesty.

"Oh dear," Charlotte said with a soft laugh, smoothing her skirt down over the massive bulge. "These short skirts are such a trial, aren't they?"

"Especially for us," Amelia agreed, her own voice warm with understanding. She shifted her stance, feeling her own eleven-inch cock twitch inside her panties as she watched the display. "Though I must say, you wear them beautifully."

Charlotte's cheeks flushed prettily. "Thank you, Mrs. Harrington. Coming from you, that means a great deal."

As the afternoon wore on, more guests arrived. Mrs. Beatrice Caldwell swept in, her tremendous bosom leading the way like the prow of a ship. Her tight emerald green sweater was stretched to its limits over breasts so vast they seemed almost impossible to contain. The heavy brassiere beneath created a shelf-like effect, pushing her cleavage up and out in a display that made several gentlemen in the room adjust their collars nervously. Her skirt was tight and black, clinging to her generous bottom and thighs.

Beatrice greeted Amelia with a warm hug, their enormous breasts mashing together once more. As they parted, Beatrice's hand slid down and gave Amelia's bottom a firm, appreciative pat.

"You look ravishing even in mourning, my dear," Beatrice murmured. "That dress does wonderful things for your figure."

Amelia returned the pat, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh of Beatrice's plush rear. "As does yours. Though I fear we may cause poor Mr. Langley to have an attack of the vapours if we keep embracing like this."

They both glanced toward the vicar, who was indeed looking rather pink.

Conversation turned inevitably to Lord Reginald's sudden passing. Details emerged in hushed tones. He had been found at his desk, a glass of port beside him, quite cold. The doctor had declared it a heart attack, but Lady Eleanor seemed unconvinced.

"He was in perfect health," she said quietly, her hands clasped tightly in her lap, which only served to push her colossal breasts upward. "He had his annual examination only last month. And yet..."

Amelia's sleuthing instincts stirred. "Might I see the study, Eleanor? Perhaps there is something the authorities overlooked."

Lady Eleanor hesitated only a moment before nodding. "Of course. You were always so clever with these things, Amelia."

As the two women left the drawing room, Charlotte fell into step beside them, her flippy skirt swishing with every step. "May I join you? I adored Uncle Reginald. If there is anything suspicious..."

"Of course, my dear," Amelia said, placing a hand on the younger shemale's waist. The movement caused Charlotte's skirt to brush against Amelia's thigh, and she felt the heavy weight of the girl's cock shift beneath the fabric.

The study was exactly as it had been left. Papers neatly arranged, a half-finished letter on the blotter. Amelia moved carefully around the desk, her tight skirt restricting her stride. When she bent to examine the bottom drawer, her own skirt rode up dramatically, the hem flipping to expose the full curve of her bottom and the satin panties stretched tight over her colossal male appendage. Her thick cock, now semi-erect from the day's parade of curvaceous bodies, pressed heavily against the delicate material, nearly eleven inches of thick, veined shaft. Her large balls hung full and round beneath it, clearly visible as the panties cupped them snugly.

Charlotte, standing nearby, let out a soft, appreciative breath. "Goodness, Mrs. Harrington... your endowment is simply magnificent."

Amelia straightened slowly, making no immediate effort to tug her skirt back down. "Thank you, Charlotte. Though I often wish the men in our lives were half so generously equipped." She gave a small, rueful smile. "My late husband was a dear man, but after seeing what a proper shemale can offer, one does tend to notice the shortcomings."

Lady Eleanor nodded, her own eyes lingering on the prominent bulge now tenting the front of Amelia's skirt. "Reginald was much the same. Kind, but... modest. One does wonder what it might be like to be properly filled."

Charlotte shifted, her own short skirt riding up again as she moved closer to the desk. Her thick cock was visibly hardening beneath her panties, the satin fabric straining to contain the growing length. "My boyfriend tries his best, but after spending time around proper shemales like you both, I find myself rather frustrated. Their little things just don't compare."

The three of them shared a moment of quiet, heated understanding, the air in the study growing thicker with unspoken desire even as they examined the scene of the supposed crime.

Amelia forced her attention back to the task at hand. She noticed a faint residue on the rim of the port glass. Something that shouldn't have been there. Her keen eyes narrowed.

"I believe," she said softly, her voice taking on a new seriousness even as her massive breasts rose and fell with quickened breath, "that Lord Reginald may not have died of natural causes after all."

As she spoke, she bent once more to retrieve a fallen pen from beneath the desk. Her skirt flipped up high, fully exposing her satin-clad bottom, the stretched panties, her thick semi-erect cock, and the heavy balls beneath. Charlotte and Lady Eleanor both stared openly, their own bodies responding with visible arousal beneath their elegant mourning clothes.

The investigation had only just begun, but already the afternoon was promising to become far more interesting than any of them had anticipated.




Chapter 2

The last carriage had rolled away down the long gravel drive of Ashford Grange, leaving the great house wrapped in a heavy evening silence. Amelia Harrington remained behind at Lady Eleanor’s quiet insistence. Charlotte Langley had also stayed, her short navy skirt still fluttering around her thighs as she helped clear the last of the teacups. The three of them now moved through the dimly lit corridors toward Lord Reginald’s private chambers on the first floor.

Lady Eleanor led the way, her tight black mourning dress clinging to every opulent curve. Her enormous breasts swayed heavily inside the reinforced cups of her brassiere with each step, the fabric of her bodice stretched so taut that the wide straps and sturdy hooks were faintly visible beneath the material. The dress’s skirt, though longer than current fashion, still moulded itself lovingly to the generous swell of her bottom.

“I cannot shake the feeling that something is terribly wrong,” Lady Eleanor said softly as they climbed the stairs. “Reginald was never one for strong spirits in the middle of the day, yet the port glass was nearly empty.”

Amelia nodded, her own colossal bosom rising and falling as she followed. Her charcoal skirt hugged her hips and thighs tightly, and the heavy weight of her eleven-inch cock shifted warmly against her leg with every movement. “We shall look carefully through his papers. There may be something the constable overlooked in his haste.”

Charlotte walked just behind Amelia, her flippy skirt swishing with youthful energy. The young shemale’s substantial G-cup breasts bounced inside her crisp white blouse, the enormous brassiere beneath doing its best to contain their generous weight. As she climbed the stairs, the short hem of her skirt lifted repeatedly, offering teasing glimpses of pale blue satin panties stretched tight over her thick male appendage and the large balls nestled beneath.

They entered Lord Reginald’s private study, a smaller, more intimate room than the one downstairs where he had been found. Heavy oak shelves lined the walls, and a large writing desk stood near the window. A single lamp cast a warm glow over the space.

“Shall we begin with the desk?” Amelia suggested. She moved forward and bent at the waist to open the bottom drawer, her tight skirt riding up sharply. The fabric slid higher and higher until the full curve of her plush bottom came into view, clad in delicate satin panties. Those panties were stretched almost to their limit by her colossal male appendage. Her thick cock, already thickening from the day’s constant parade of curvaceous bodies, lay heavily along her thigh, the wide head nudging insistently against the smooth fabric. Below it, her large balls hung full and round, filling the gusset snugly. She remained bent for several long seconds, searching through the papers.

Lady Eleanor’s breath caught audibly. “Good heavens, Amelia… your endowment is quite breathtaking.”

Amelia straightened slowly, making only a half-hearted attempt to tug her skirt back down. The front of the garment now showed a clear, thick bulge where her semi-erect cock pressed outward. “Thank you, Eleanor. One does grow rather tired of pretending otherwise. My late husband was a good man, but after living with what a proper shemale possesses, his modest offering always left me somewhat… unfulfilled.”

Charlotte had moved to a low bookshelf on the opposite wall. As she reached for a leather-bound ledger on the bottom shelf, she bent deeply. Her short flippy skirt flew upward immediately, revealing her firm, rounded bottom and the blue satin panties beneath. The delicate material was stretched obscenely over her thick, rapidly hardening cock. The shaft, easily ten inches long, curved heavily against her thigh while her large balls created a prominent, weighty bulge below. She stayed in that position longer than strictly necessary, flipping through pages.

“I feel much the same,” Charlotte confessed, her voice slightly breathy. “My boyfriend tries ever so hard, but whenever I see a well-endowed shemale like you or Mrs. Harrington, I cannot help but notice how small he is in comparison. It makes me ache for something more substantial.”

Lady Eleanor gave a soft, wistful laugh as she leaned over the desk to examine a stack of letters. The movement caused her enormous breasts to rest heavily on the polished wood, her brassiere straining audibly against the weight. “Reginald was kind and attentive in his way, yet I often found myself longing for more. To feel truly stretched and filled… it has been years since I experienced that.”

The air in the small room grew warmer. Amelia moved closer to help Eleanor sort through the correspondence. As she reached across the desk, her massive bosom brushed firmly against Eleanor’s equally impressive chest. The soft, heavy orbs compressed together, their brassieres creating a deep, pillowy valley between them. Both women paused, enjoying the intimate contact for a moment before continuing their search.

Charlotte joined them at the desk, bending low once more to open a lower drawer. Again her skirt flipped up completely, fully exposing her satin-clad bottom, thick cock, and large balls. This time the head of her member had pushed past the waistband of her panties, the fat tip glistening slightly. “Oh dear,” she murmured, but made no immediate move to cover herself. “These skirts really are impossible when one needs to search properly.”

Amelia’s own cock gave a strong throb inside her panties, now fully semi-erect and creating an unmistakable tent at the front of her skirt. She reached out and gave Charlotte’s exposed bottom a gentle, appreciative pat, her fingers lingering on the warm flesh. “Do not trouble yourself, my dear. We are all friends here. It is only natural to appreciate such a fine sight.”

Charlotte straightened, her cheeks flushed, but left her skirt slightly askew. Her thick cock now stood more prominently, stretching the satin fabric outward. “Your touch is very comforting, Mrs. Harrington.”

They continued working, the search growing slower as distractions multiplied. Lady Eleanor bent to examine the contents of a small cabinet beneath the window. Her tight dress pulled snugly across her generous bottom, outlining every curve. When she leaned farther forward, the fabric rode up enough to reveal the lacy tops of her stockings and the lower edge of her own white satin panties.

Amelia could not resist. She stepped behind Eleanor and placed both hands on the widow’s hips, giving her bottom a slow, soothing rub. “You carry your grief with such grace, Eleanor. Your figure looks particularly lovely in mourning.”

Eleanor sighed softly, pressing back into the touch. “Your hands feel wonderful. I have missed simple affection these past hours.”

Charlotte watched them with open longing, then deliberately dropped a fountain pen on the carpet. She bent at the waist to retrieve it, her flippy skirt flying up once again. Her thick cock swung heavily between her thighs, now almost fully hard, while her large balls hung low and full. The satin panties had slipped aside slightly, exposing one smooth, heavy testicle.

Amelia moved to help her, bending beside the younger shemale. Her own tight skirt rode up high, revealing her colossal eleven-inch cock straining against her panties, the thick shaft throbbing visibly. Her large balls filled the delicate material to capacity. The two shemales remained side by side, bottoms raised, their heavy male equipment on full display.

Lady Eleanor turned and drank in the sight, her own nipples visibly stiffening beneath her dress. “You both possess such magnificent pricks. It makes one quite envious of anyone fortunate enough to enjoy them regularly.”

Amelia straightened first, her massive breasts jiggling inside her brassiere as she did so. She adjusted the front of her skirt, though the prominent bulge remained obvious. “Shall we check the safe behind the portrait? Reginald always kept important documents there.”

The three of them gathered before the large painting of a hunting scene. Lady Eleanor reached up to swing the frame aside, stretching onto her toes. The movement caused her enormous breasts to lift and bounce heavily, nearly escaping the confines of her tight bodice. Amelia stepped close behind her to steady her, pressing her own vast bosom against Eleanor’s back. Their bodies fit together warmly.

As the safe door opened, Charlotte bent low to retrieve a small box that had fallen from a lower shelf. Once again her short skirt flipped completely upward. This time she remained in position, gently swaying her hips as she sorted through papers. Her thick cock stood proudly now, stretching well past the waistband of her panties, the veined shaft glistening at the tip. Her large balls swung gently beneath with every small movement.

Amelia’s hand found its way to Charlotte’s bottom again, patting and then squeezing one firm cheek. “Such a good girl, helping us search so thoroughly.”

Charlotte let out a soft moan of appreciation. “Your hand feels so nice there, Mrs. Harrington. My boyfriend never touches me with such confidence.”

Lady Eleanor retrieved a bundle of letters from the safe and carried them to the desk. As she spread them out, one envelope in particular caught Amelia’s eye. The handwriting was unfamiliar, and the seal had been hastily broken. She leaned over the desk beside Eleanor, their colossal breasts once more pressing together in a soft, warm crush. Amelia’s eleven-inch cock throbbed harder, now fully erect inside her satin panties and creating a thick, obvious ridge along the front of her skirt.

She opened the letter and scanned its contents. “This is troubling. It appears Lord Reginald was being blackmailed. Someone knew a secret about his business dealings in London and demanded a large sum by the end of the month.”

Eleanor’s eyes widened. “Blackmail? But who would dare?”

Charlotte moved closer, bending over the desk from the opposite side. Her flippy skirt rode up yet again, fully exposing her firm bottom, thick hard cock, and heavy balls. “Perhaps the same person who ensured he would not live long enough to pay or refuse.”

Amelia nodded, though her attention was momentarily divided between the letter and the tempting sight before her. She reached across and gave Charlotte’s exposed bottom another lingering pat, then allowed her fingers to brush lightly against the base of the younger shemale’s thick cock where it emerged from her panties. Charlotte shivered with pleasure.

The room had grown thick with unspoken desire. Lady Eleanor’s breathing had quickened, her own nipples pressing hard against the fabric of her dress. She shifted her stance, causing her enormous breasts to sway heavily inside their brassiere.

“Perhaps we should continue this discussion somewhere more comfortable,” Eleanor suggested, her voice husky. “My private sitting room is just down the hall. There is a large settee where we might spread these papers out properly.”

Amelia smiled, her colossal bosom rising with anticipation. “An excellent idea. We can examine the evidence more… thoroughly.”

As they gathered the letters, all three women moved with deliberate slowness. Skirts rode up repeatedly. Hands found excuses to pat and squeeze generous bottoms. Massive breasts brushed and pressed together constantly. Thick shemale cocks strained against delicate satin panties, occasionally slipping free for appreciative glances.

They made their way down the corridor, hips swaying, brassieres working overtime to contain their lavish bosoms, and secrets beginning to unravel alongside growing physical hunger.

In the private sitting room, with its wide velvet settee and soft lamplight, the real investigation—and perhaps something far more intimate—was only just beginning.




Chapter 3

The grandfather clock in the hallway struck eleven as Lady Eleanor led Amelia and Charlotte through the dimly lit corridors toward the East Wing. A single candelabra cast flickering golden light across their figures, highlighting the way their enormous breasts swayed and bounced with every step. Eleanor had suggested they continue the search in Lord Reginald’s private bedroom, insisting he often concealed important papers and trinkets in the most unexpected places there.

The narrow passageways of the old house forced the three women to walk close together. Amelia’s tight charcoal skirt hugged her wide hips and plush bottom, the fabric already beginning to ride up slightly as she moved. Beneath it, her eleven-inch cock lay thick and heavy against her thigh, still semi-erect from the charged atmosphere in the sitting room. Her large balls shifted warmly with each stride, cupped snugly by her satin panties.

Charlotte walked just behind her, her short flippy navy skirt swishing playfully. The young shemale’s substantial G-cup breasts strained against her white blouse, the reinforced brassiere beneath creating deep, soft cleavage that threatened to spill over with every breath. As they turned a corner, Charlotte bent slightly to adjust the strap of her shoe. Her skirt immediately flipped upward, exposing the full curve of her firm bottom and the pale blue satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls. The heavy shaft had not fully softened since their earlier discoveries, and it nestled prominently along her inner thigh.

“These old houses are full of surprises,” Charlotte said softly, remaining bent a moment longer than necessary before straightening. Her skirt fluttered back down, but not before both Amelia and Eleanor had enjoyed a lingering view.

“Indeed,” Amelia replied, reaching out to give the younger shemale’s bottom a gentle, reassuring pat. Her palm lingered, squeezing one rounded cheek through the thin fabric. “We must be thorough tonight.”

Lady Eleanor walked ahead, her tight black mourning dress moulding itself to her lavish curves. Her own colossal bosom rose and fell heavily inside the sturdy brassiere, the wide straps digging slightly into her shoulders from the magnificent weight she carried. When they reached the door to Lord Reginald’s bedroom, she bent forward to turn the ornate brass handle. The movement caused her dress to pull tight across her generous rear, outlining the plush cheeks perfectly.

They stepped inside. The room was spacious but intimate, dominated by a large four-poster bed with heavy velvet drapes. A tall wardrobe stood against one wall, and several low chests and drawers lined the other. Moonlight filtered through the tall windows, supplementing the candlelight.

“Where shall we begin?” Amelia asked, her voice warm in the quiet space.

“The wardrobe first, I think,” Eleanor suggested. She moved to the tall piece of furniture and opened the double doors. As she reached up to search the top shelf, she stretched onto her toes. Her enormous breasts lifted and pressed forward, the tight bodice of her dress straining mightily against the brassiere beneath. The hem of her skirt rode upward, revealing the lacy edges of her stockings and the lower curve of her bottom.

Amelia stepped close behind her to help, placing one hand on Eleanor’s hip for balance. Their bodies brushed together, soft and warm. Amelia’s massive bosom pressed against Eleanor’s back, the heavy orbs compressing deliciously. As Eleanor leaned farther into the wardrobe, Amelia’s other hand slid lower and gave her bottom a slow, affectionate pat.

“You look particularly fetching when you reach like that, my dear,” Amelia murmured.

Charlotte had knelt beside a low chest of drawers, bending forward to examine the bottom compartment. Her short flippy skirt rode up high once again, fully exposing her rounded bottom and the satin panties that barely contained her male equipment. Her thick cock had stiffened further during the walk, now pressing heavily against the delicate fabric, the wide head clearly outlined. Her large balls hung full and round beneath it, creating a prominent, weighty bulge. She stayed in that position, sorting through old letters and receipts, her hips shifting slightly.

Amelia moved from Eleanor to Charlotte, bending down beside the younger shemale to assist. As she did, her own tight skirt rode up dramatically. The hem flipped upward, revealing her plush bottom and the satin panties stretched to their limit by her colossal eleven-inch cock. The thick shaft was now fully semi-erect, throbbing gently against her thigh, while her large balls filled the gusset snugly. Both shemales remained bent side by side, their heavy male endowments on clear display in the candlelight.

Lady Eleanor turned from the wardrobe and drank in the sight, her breathing quickening. “Goodness… the two of you together like this is quite the vision. Reginald could never have matched such impressive equipment. His own was rather modest, I’m afraid. Sweet, but never enough to truly satisfy a woman of my appetites.”

Charlotte glanced back over her shoulder, her flippy skirt still flipped up. “My boyfriend is much the same. He tries, but after catching glimpses of proper shemale cocks like yours, Mrs. Harrington, his little thing seems almost laughable. I find myself longing for something thick and long that can truly stretch me.”

Amelia straightened slowly, making no haste to tug her skirt back down. Her eleven-inch cock now stood more prominently, creating a thick ridge beneath her skirt. She gave Charlotte’s exposed bottom another firm pat, then allowed her fingers to brush lightly along the base of the girl’s thick shaft where it strained against her panties. “We understand perfectly, my dear. It is only natural to crave what our bodies truly need.”

They continued their search with growing distraction. Eleanor moved to the bed and knelt to look beneath it, her tight dress pulling snug across her hips and bottom. The position caused her enormous breasts to hang heavily inside her brassiere, nearly spilling out of the low neckline. Amelia joined her on the floor, bending low. Once again her skirt rode up high, fully exposing her satin-clad bottom, colossal cock, and heavy balls. The thick shaft had grown even harder, the head now pushing insistently against the waistband of her panties.

Charlotte climbed onto the bed to search the high shelf of the headboard, stretching upward on her knees. Her short skirt flipped up completely, revealing her firm bottom, thick hard cock, and large swinging balls. She remained on all fours for several moments, reaching deep into the shelf.

The room filled with soft sighs and the rustle of fabric. Hands found frequent excuses to pat and squeeze generous bottoms. Massive breasts brushed and pressed together whenever the women leaned close to examine the same document. Thick shemale cocks throbbed visibly beneath strained satin and tight skirts.

After nearly an hour of searching, Amelia discovered a small leather-bound diary tucked inside a false bottom in one of the drawers. She bent deeply to retrieve it, her skirt flipping up once more to reveal her magnificent eleven-inch erection, now fully hard and straining against her panties, with her large balls hanging heavily below.

“Here,” she said triumphantly, straightening and holding up the diary. Her colossal bosom heaved inside her brassiere from the effort. “This may contain exactly what we need.”

The three women gathered on the edge of the large bed to examine the diary together. The seating was close, forcing their lavish breasts to mash softly against one another. Eleanor sat in the middle, her own enormous orbs resting heavily on her lap as she leaned forward. Charlotte’s flippy skirt had ridden up again, her thick cock resting against her thigh, half-free of her panties. Amelia’s massive erection created an unmistakable tent at the front of her skirt.

They turned the pages carefully. Reginald had written in a neat, precise hand. One entry in particular made them pause:

“Meeting arranged with S. at the old mill tomorrow night at midnight. The matter must be settled once and for all. The demands have become intolerable.”

“S,” Eleanor whispered. “That could be anyone on the staff… or perhaps the solicitor.”

Amelia nodded, though her attention was divided. Her hand rested casually on Eleanor’s thigh, slowly sliding higher until her fingers slipped beneath the hem of the widow’s dress. “We must investigate the staff tomorrow. But tonight…”

Charlotte shifted closer, her hard cock now fully exposed, thick and veined, the head glistening slightly. “Tonight we have each other. My body feels so warm after all this searching. And after seeing how magnificent you both are, I cannot stop thinking about how inadequate my boyfriend’s little prick feels in comparison.”

Lady Eleanor let out a soft, needy sigh. Her nipples were clearly stiff beneath her tight dress. She reached out and gently adjusted Amelia’s skirt, openly admiring the thick eleven-inch cock that throbbed beneath the satin. “Nor can I. Reginald was never able to fill me the way I craved. I have longed for years to feel a proper shemale’s cock stretch me open.”

Amelia smiled, her gigantic breasts rising with anticipation inside her massive brassiere. She placed a hand on each of her companions’ bottoms, giving both a slow, possessive squeeze. Charlotte’s skirt had flipped up completely again, and Eleanor’s dress had ridden high enough to expose her own lace-trimmed panties.

The diary lay momentarily forgotten on the bed as the three women drew closer together in the candlelit room. Their search had yielded a vital clue, but the midnight hour and the close proximity of so much soft, curvaceous flesh had ignited something far more immediate.

Amelia leaned in, her voice low and warm. “Perhaps we should relieve some of this tension before we plan our next move. After all, a satisfied mind thinks more clearly.”

Charlotte and Eleanor both nodded eagerly, their enormous breasts heaving, skirts askew, and bodies flushed with open desire. The East Wing bedroom had become far more than a scene of investigation. It was now a private sanctuary where secrets of the flesh could be explored alongside the secrets on paper.

The night was still young, and the investigation had only begun to heat up.




Chapter 4

The candlelight flickered across the heavy velvet drapes of the four-poster bed as the three women settled onto its wide mattress. The leather-bound diary lay open beside them, but its pages were momentarily forgotten. The air in Lord Reginald’s private bedroom felt thick and warm, charged with the kind of hunger that could no longer be ignored.

Amelia Harrington was the first to act. She knelt on the bed and reached behind her back to unfasten the top buttons of her tight mourning dress. With a soft sigh of relief, she peeled the fabric down her shoulders, revealing the enormous brassiere that struggled to contain her colossal bosom. The sturdy satin cups, wide-strapped and heavily reinforced, barely managed to hold the vast, heavy orbs that now spilled generously over the tops. She gave her shoulders a little roll, making those magnificent breasts sway and settle within their confines.

“After all that bending and searching,” she said softly, “I think we deserve a little relief.”

Lady Eleanor watched with parted lips, her own enormous breasts rising and falling rapidly inside her tight black dress. Charlotte, kneeling nearby, had already begun to fidget with the hem of her short flippy skirt, her thick cock visibly throbbing beneath the blue satin panties.

Amelia turned her attention to Charlotte first. She placed her hands on the younger shemale’s hips and gently tugged the navy skirt higher until it bunched around her waist. The pale blue satin panties came fully into view, stretched obscenely tight over Charlotte’s thick, hard cock. The shaft stood proud and veined, easily ten inches long, with the fat head pushing well past the waistband. Below it, her large balls hung full and round, filling the delicate fabric.

“Such a lovely sight,” Amelia murmured. She ran her palm slowly over the front of the panties, feeling the heat and hardness beneath. “Your boyfriend must feel quite inadequate when he sees what you have between your legs.”

Charlotte blushed deeply but nodded. “He does. His little thing is barely half the size of mine even when he is fully excited. It hardly reaches halfway inside me before he finishes. I always end up frustrated.”

Lady Eleanor gave a soft, understanding moan. She crawled closer on the bed and helped Amelia ease Charlotte’s panties down her thighs. The young shemale’s thick cock sprang free, bobbing heavily in the air, while her large balls settled low between her smooth legs. Eleanor reached out and gently cupped those heavy balls, rolling them in her palm.

“Reginald was much the same,” Eleanor confessed, her voice husky. “Kind and eager, but his prick was so modest. Never more than five inches, and rather thin. He could never fill the ache I carried. I used to lie awake after he fell asleep, wishing for something thick and long like this.”

Amelia smiled, her own colossal breasts heaving inside her massive brassiere. She reached back and unhooked the heavy garment, letting the wide straps slide down her arms. With a deep breath, her enormous breasts spilled free — two vast, soft, perfectly rounded globes that swayed heavily with the movement. The large pink nipples were already stiff with arousal. She cupped them from below, lifting and pressing the massive pair together for her companions to admire.

Charlotte and Eleanor both stared openly, their breathing quickening.

Amelia then turned her attention to her own skirt. She hiked the tight charcoal fabric up around her waist, revealing her satin panties stretched to their absolute limit. The front panel bulged dramatically where her eleven-inch cock strained for freedom. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slowly drew the panties down, letting her colossal male appendage swing free. The thick, veined shaft rose proudly, nearly eleven inches of hard, throbbing meat, the wide head already glistening. Beneath it, her large balls hung heavy and full, swaying slightly as she moved.

“Good heavens,” Eleanor whispered, reaching out to wrap her fingers around the thick base. “It is even more impressive than I imagined. So thick… so long. My poor Reginald could never have compared.”

Charlotte leaned in from the other side, her own hard cock brushing against Amelia’s thigh. She placed her smaller hand beside Eleanor’s, stroking slowly up and down the massive length. “My boyfriend’s prick looks like a child’s toy next to this. He tries to please me, but he finishes so quickly and leaves me empty. I need something that can stretch me properly.”

Amelia let out a low, pleased sigh as the two women stroked her. She reached out with both hands, one to each of her companions, and began to fondle their enormous breasts through their clothing. “Then let us enjoy ourselves tonight. No need for modesty between us.”

Eleanor was the next to free herself. She unbuttoned her mourning dress and shrugged it off her shoulders, revealing an enormous white brassiere that fought valiantly to contain her tremendous bosom. With Amelia’s help, she unhooked the back and let the heavy garment fall away. Her colossal breasts tumbled out — vast, creamy orbs with large, sensitive nipples that stiffened instantly in the cool air. They were every bit as magnificent as Amelia’s, heavy and full, swaying pendulously with every breath.

Charlotte quickly followed, peeling off her white blouse and unhooking her own reinforced brassiere. Her substantial G-cup breasts bounced free, round and perky yet impressively large for her age, the nipples a pretty shade of pink.

Now all three women knelt on the bed in various states of undress, their skirts bunched around their waists, enormous breasts fully exposed, and thick shemale cocks standing hard and proud. Amelia’s eleven-inch monster dominated the scene, drawing constant hungry glances from the other two.

Amelia guided Charlotte onto her back against the pillows. She leaned down, letting her massive breasts drag heavily across the younger shemale’s chest as she kissed her softly. Then she moved lower, trailing her tongue along Charlotte’s neck, between her breasts, and finally down to the thick cock that throbbed against her stomach. Amelia took the head into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand stroked the thick shaft.

Charlotte moaned loudly, her hips lifting. “Oh… that feels so much better than anything my boyfriend has ever done.”

Lady Eleanor positioned herself beside them, leaning in to kiss and lick at Charlotte’s large balls while Amelia worked on the shaft. Her own heavy breasts rested warmly against Charlotte’s thigh. Eleanor’s free hand reached over to stroke Amelia’s colossal cock, marvelling at its girth and length.

They changed positions several times, each taking turns worshipping the others’ bodies. Amelia lay back and let both women lavish attention on her eleven-inch cock. Eleanor took as much of the thick head into her mouth as she could, while Charlotte licked and sucked on the heavy balls beneath. Their enormous breasts pressed and rubbed together constantly, soft flesh sliding against soft flesh.

Amelia eventually guided Eleanor onto all fours in the centre of the bed. The widow’s colossal breasts hung heavily beneath her, swaying with every small movement. Amelia knelt behind her, rubbing the wide head of her massive cock along Eleanor’s slick folds, teasing her entrance.

“I want to feel what a proper shemale can do,” Eleanor breathed, pushing back against the thick shaft. “Reginald could never reach where I needed him most.”

Amelia pressed forward slowly, letting Eleanor feel every inch as her eleven-inch cock stretched her open. Eleanor gasped and moaned, her fingers clutching the sheets. Charlotte moved in front of Eleanor, offering her own thick cock to the widow’s lips. Eleanor eagerly took it into her mouth, sucking while Amelia began to thrust with slow, deep strokes.

The room filled with soft, needy sounds — the wet slide of flesh, heavy breasts slapping together, and whispered confessions.

“My husband never made me feel this full,” Eleanor managed to say between licks along Charlotte’s shaft. “He was so small… it was hardly noticeable when he entered me.”

Charlotte stroked Eleanor’s hair, her own hips rocking gently. “My boyfriend lasts less than two minutes most nights. He spills before I can even begin to enjoy it. But this… this is what I have been missing.”

Amelia gripped Eleanor’s wide hips, her own colossal breasts bouncing heavily with each thrust. Her large balls slapped rhythmically against the widow’s body as she drove deeper. The sensation of tight, eager heat around her thick cock was exquisite.

They continued for a long while, changing positions again and again. Amelia took Charlotte from behind while Eleanor lay beneath them, licking wherever she could reach. Then Charlotte lay on her back while Amelia straddled her face, letting the younger shemale worship her heavy balls and cock while Eleanor rode Charlotte’s thick shaft.

Eventually, the pleasure built to its peak. Amelia was the first to reach her climax, pulling out of Eleanor at the last moment and stroking her massive cock rapidly. Thick ropes of seed spilled across Eleanor’s enormous breasts and Charlotte’s waiting tongue. The sight pushed both women over the edge shortly after. Charlotte’s cock erupted across Eleanor’s belly while Eleanor trembled through a powerful release of her own.

The three women collapsed together in a warm, sweaty tangle of limbs and soft, heaving breasts. Their skirts remained bunched around their waists, brassieres discarded on the floor, and thick cocks slowly softening against smooth thighs.

Amelia reached for the diary once more, holding it open between their intertwined bodies. “We should rest soon. Tomorrow we will begin questioning the household staff. The initial ‘S’ in Reginald’s note may refer to one of the servants.”

Eleanor nodded sleepily, tracing lazy circles around one of Amelia’s large nipples. “And then the old mill at midnight, as the diary mentioned.”

Charlotte snuggled closer, her hand resting possessively on Amelia’s heavy cock. “I feel so much clearer-headed now. Thank you both. My body needed this so badly.”

Amelia smiled, her colossal bosom rising and falling with contented breaths. She gave each woman’s bottom a slow, affectionate pat, her fingers lingering on the soft flesh.

The investigation would continue in the morning. But for tonight, in the quiet luxury of the East Wing bedroom, the three busty figures had found a much-needed moment of shared pleasure and relief.




Chapter 5

The morning light filtered through the heavy curtains of Ashford Grange as Amelia, Lady Eleanor, and Charlotte rose from the large four-poster bed. They had slept little, their bodies still warm from the previous night’s pleasures, but the discovery in the diary weighed heavily on their minds. The mysterious meeting at the old mill at midnight could not be ignored.

After a quiet breakfast, the three women agreed that Amelia and Charlotte would return to Amelia’s cottage to prepare for the nighttime expedition, while Lady Eleanor remained at the Grange to maintain appearances and quietly observe the staff. They would reconvene later that evening before setting out together.

Back at Amelia’s charming cottage on the edge of the village, the two shemales wasted no time. The drawing room was soon turned into a makeshift dressing area, with various outfits laid out across the settee and chairs. Amelia stood in the centre of the room in only her enormous brassiere and panties, her colossal bosom rising and falling with each breath. The heavy satin cups strained visibly, the wide straps digging into her shoulders as they supported the vast weight of her breasts.

Charlotte watched her with open admiration, her own short flippy skirt already riding high on her thighs. “We must choose something practical for sneaking about at night, yet nothing that restricts us too much. These skirts are necessary, of course. Trousers would never do for either of us.”

“Quite right,” Amelia replied. She bent over to pick up a soft grey sweater from the pile, her tight satin panties stretching tight over her thick eleven-inch cock and large balls. The fabric cupped her heavy male equipment snugly, outlining every inch as she remained bent for several moments. “We need clothing that allows freedom of movement, but I refuse to sacrifice elegance.”

Charlotte moved behind her and gave Amelia’s plush bottom a firm, appreciative pat. “Your figure looks divine no matter what you wear. Though I must admit, watching your skirt ride up like that makes it rather difficult to concentrate on the task at hand.”

Amelia straightened and turned, her massive breasts jiggling inside the brassiere. She helped Charlotte out of her navy skirt and blouse, leaving the younger shemale in just her reinforced brassiere and pale blue panties. Charlotte’s substantial G-cup breasts filled the satin cups beautifully, the deep cleavage drawing Amelia’s gaze immediately. As Charlotte bent to step out of her discarded skirt, her panties pulled tight, clearly showing the thick outline of her cock and the rounded swell of her large balls beneath.

They began trying on different combinations. Amelia slipped into a tight black turtleneck sweater that clung to her torso like a second skin. The soft material stretched dramatically over her enormous breasts, the outline of her massive brassiere clearly visible beneath. She paired it with a charcoal grey skirt that fell just above the knee but was cut narrow enough to hug her hips and bottom tightly. As she bent to adjust the hem, the skirt rode up sharply, exposing the lower curve of her bottom and the satin panties stretched over her colossal male appendage. Her thick cock was already beginning to thicken from the constant proximity of Charlotte’s curvaceous body.

Charlotte chose a soft cream-coloured angora sweater that was deliciously tight across her chest. The fabric clung to every contour of her large breasts, the reinforced brassiere creating a prominent shelf beneath. She selected a short flippy black skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. The moment she took a step, the skirt swirled upward, flashing her blue satin panties and the heavy bulge they contained.

“Oh dear,” Charlotte laughed softly, making no immediate effort to push the hem down. “This one is even more mischievous than my usual skirts.”

Amelia stepped closer and ran her hands over Charlotte’s hips, then gave her bottom a slow squeeze. “It suits you perfectly. We may need to move quickly tonight, and I rather like the idea of these skirts providing such delightful views whenever we bend or crouch.”

They continued changing, each new outfit requiring fresh bending, reaching, and adjusting. Amelia tried on a deep burgundy dress with a fitted bodice that pushed her colossal bosom upward and outward. The dress’s skirt was slightly fuller but still clung to her generous rear. When she bent low to retrieve a fallen hairpin from the floor, the hem flipped up completely, revealing her satin panties stretched tight over her now semi-erect eleven-inch cock. The thick shaft pressed heavily against the delicate material, while her large balls hung full and prominent below.

Charlotte dropped to her knees beside her to help, her own short flippy skirt riding up high once again. Her thick cock had hardened considerably and now strained against her panties, the wide head pushing free of the waistband. “Your endowment looks even more magnificent in that position, Mrs. Harrington. My boyfriend could never hope to match even half of what you possess. His little prick barely makes an impression.”

Amelia reached back and stroked Charlotte’s hair, then let her hand slide down to pat the younger shemale’s exposed bottom. “Nor could my late husband. He was attentive in his way, but his modest size always left me wanting more. Feeling a proper cock stretch one open is an entirely different experience.”

They moved to the bedroom to continue preparations, bringing several promising outfits with them. Charlotte lay on her stomach across the bed to examine a map of the area around the old mill, her short skirt flipped up around her waist. Her firm bottom was fully on display, along with the blue satin panties that barely contained her thick, hard cock and large balls. The shaft lay heavily along her inner thigh, throbbing gently.

Amelia climbed onto the bed behind her, straddling Charlotte’s legs. She leaned forward, letting her own massive breasts press heavily against Charlotte’s back through the tight sweater. As she did, her narrow skirt rode up, exposing her own colossal cock which had grown fully hard. The eleven-inch shaft nestled warmly between Charlotte’s thighs, the thick head brushing against the younger shemale’s satin-covered balls.

“Focus, my dear,” Amelia murmured, though her hips rocked slowly, rubbing her massive cock against Charlotte’s body. “We must plan our route carefully. The old mill is isolated, and we have no idea who this ‘S’ might be.”

Charlotte moaned softly and pushed back against the thick shaft. “I am trying, but feeling your magnificent prick against me makes it rather difficult. My boyfriend’s little thing could never provide this kind of pressure. He finishes almost immediately and leaves me aching for hours afterward.”

Amelia reached around and cupped Charlotte’s heavy breasts through the angora sweater, squeezing the soft flesh. The reinforced brassiere beneath created a firm, pillowy sensation. She continued rocking her hips, her large balls pressing against Charlotte’s as the thick cock slid along the cleft of her bottom.

They spent nearly an hour like this — planning, touching, and frequently changing positions to try new clothing combinations. At one point, Amelia stood before the full-length mirror while Charlotte knelt in front of her, adjusting the hem of a new skirt. Charlotte’s face was inches away from Amelia’s colossal bulge, her breath warm against the stretched satin. She leaned in and placed a soft kiss on the thick outline of the eleven-inch cock before helping to smooth the fabric down.

Later, Charlotte tried on a particularly short pleated skirt paired with a tight white blouse. When she bent over the dressing table to apply a touch of lipstick, the skirt flipped up dramatically, fully exposing her rounded bottom, thick hard cock, and large swinging balls. Amelia could not resist stepping behind her and pressing her own massive breasts against Charlotte’s back while reaching around to stroke the younger shemale’s throbbing shaft.

“You look positively ravishing,” Amelia whispered, her hand moving slowly up and down the thick length. “Any man would be lucky to have you, yet they all seem to fall so short.”

Charlotte gasped, pushing back into Amelia’s touch. “They do. I have tried to be satisfied with what they offer, but after experiencing a proper shemale’s cock, their modest pricks feel almost insulting. I need to be filled deeply… stretched until I can barely breathe.”

The afternoon wore on with more changes of clothing, more bending and reaching that caused skirts to ride up and brassieres to strain, and more intimate touches. Amelia eventually chose a practical yet alluring ensemble: the tight black turtleneck sweater that emphasised her enormous breasts, paired with a dark grey pencil skirt that hugged her figure. Charlotte settled on the cream angora sweater and the very short flippy black skirt that constantly threatened to reveal everything beneath.

As evening approached, they packed a small bag with a lantern, a notebook, and a small pistol for protection. Just as they finished, Lady Eleanor arrived at the cottage, having slipped away from the Grange.

Eleanor entered the bedroom and immediately took in the scene — the discarded clothing, the two shemales in their chosen outfits, and the obvious bulges beneath their skirts. She smiled warmly and embraced them both, her own tremendous breasts pressing heavily against theirs in turn.

“Have you decided on your attire for tonight?” she asked, stepping back to admire them. As she did, she gave each of their bottoms a gentle, affectionate pat.

Amelia turned slowly, showing off her tight sweater and pencil skirt. “We have. Though these garments do have a tendency to… reveal our assets at the most inconvenient moments.”

Eleanor laughed softly. “As they should. A woman — or shemale — should never apologise for her body.” She reached out and adjusted the front of Amelia’s skirt, openly feeling the thick ridge of the eleven-inch cock beneath. “Especially when the assets are as impressive as yours.”

Charlotte gave a playful twirl, causing her short flippy skirt to swirl high and flash her satin panties and thick cock. “We have also been discussing the plan. We will approach the mill from the wooded side and observe before revealing ourselves.”

The three women spent the remaining hours reviewing the diary entries and speculating on who “S” might be. Throughout the conversation, hands wandered. Skirts were adjusted and readjusted. Massive breasts were cupped and admired. Thick shemale cocks were stroked through tight fabric whenever the discussion grew particularly heated.

By the time the clock struck ten, they were dressed, prepared, and thoroughly aroused once more. Amelia’s eleven-inch cock pressed heavily against the front of her pencil skirt, creating a prominent bulge that no amount of smoothing could hide. Charlotte’s short skirt kept flipping up, repeatedly exposing her hard cock and large balls. Lady Eleanor had changed into her own tight sweater and skirt combination, her colossal bosom straining against the fabric.

Amelia gathered them close, placing a hand on each woman’s bottom and giving a firm squeeze. “We go carefully tonight. Whatever happens at the old mill, we face it together.”

Charlotte and Eleanor nodded, their eyes bright with a mixture of excitement and desire. Their enormous breasts rose and fell quickly, brassieres working hard beneath tight sweaters, while their skirts barely contained the eager male equipment beneath.

The midnight meeting at the old mill awaited. The investigation had taken a dangerous turn, but the three curvaceous figures were ready — their bodies flushed, their clothing provocative, and their determination firm.

As they stepped out into the cool night air, skirts swishing and heavy breasts bouncing with each step, none of them could deny the thrill that ran through them. Danger and desire walked hand in hand this evening, and the old mill promised to deliver both in abundance.




Chapter 6

The three women moved silently through the moonlit woods toward the old mill. Amelia led the way, her tight pencil skirt hugging her wide hips and plush bottom with every careful step. The black turtleneck sweater clung to her colossal bosom, the reinforced brassiere beneath creating deep shadows in the soft knit fabric. Charlotte followed close behind in her cream angora sweater and extremely short flippy black skirt, while Lady Eleanor brought up the rear in her own tight sweater and skirt combination. Their enormous breasts swayed heavily with each cautious movement, and the night air carried the faint rustle of fabric against smooth thighs.

They approached the crumbling stone building from the wooded side as planned. The old mill loomed ahead, its broken waterwheel silent beside the stream. Low voices drifted from inside — two men arguing in hushed but angry tones.

Amelia raised a hand, signalling the others to stop. “We must get closer but stay hidden,” she whispered.

They crept forward, staying low. Charlotte was the first to encounter difficulty. As she crouched behind a fallen log, her short flippy skirt rode up sharply, the hem flipping completely over her hips. The pale blue satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls came fully into view. The young shemale’s member had already begun to harden from the thrill of the nighttime adventure and the constant proximity of her companions’ curvaceous bodies.

“Stay still,” Amelia breathed, moving behind Charlotte to help adjust her position. As she did, her own narrow skirt rode up the backs of her thighs. The tight fabric bunched higher until the full curve of her bottom was exposed, along with the satin panties that strained dramatically over her eleven-inch cock. The thick shaft was semi-erect and pressing heavily against the delicate material, while her large balls filled the gusset snugly.

Lady Eleanor crouched beside them, her tight skirt also creeping upward. Her generous bottom strained against her own satin panties as she leaned forward to peer toward the mill.

Suddenly, footsteps crunched on the gravel path near the mill entrance. One of the voices grew louder — someone was coming outside. The women froze. There was no time to retreat to the trees.

“Quickly — the shed,” Amelia hissed.

A small wooden storage shed stood only a few yards away, its door slightly ajar. The three women hurried inside, pulling the door almost closed behind them. The interior was cramped and dusty, filled with old tools, sacks of grain, and broken mill parts. There was barely enough room for all three of them to fit.

They pressed together tightly in the darkness. Amelia found herself sandwiched between Charlotte and Eleanor, her colossal breasts mashing firmly against Eleanor’s equally enormous bosom. The soft, heavy orbs compressed together through their tight sweaters, brassieres straining beneath the pressure. Charlotte was pressed against Amelia’s back, her own substantial G-cup breasts squashed against Amelia’s shoulder blades.

The tight space forced their skirts to ride up almost immediately. Amelia’s pencil skirt bunched high around her waist, fully exposing her satin panties and the thick, rapidly hardening eleven-inch cock they contained. Charlotte’s short flippy skirt had flipped up completely, her thick cock now straining hard against her blue satin panties, the wide head pushing free. Eleanor’s skirt had also ridden high, her plush bottom and lace-trimmed panties pressed against the rough wall of the shed.

They could hear the voices clearly now through the thin wooden walls. One belonged to Mr. Simon Hargrove, the family solicitor. The other was a rougher male voice — likely the blackmailer.

“…Reginald refused to pay the final demand,” Hargrove was saying. “He threatened to expose everything. I had no choice but to ensure he would not leave that study alive.”

The women’s eyes widened in the darkness. Amelia’s heart raced, but the cramped quarters made it impossible to move without rubbing against her companions. Her massive breasts heaved against Eleanor’s, nipples stiffening inside the heavy brassiere. Charlotte’s hard cock pressed insistently against Amelia’s bottom through the thin satin of her panties, the thick shaft nestling between her cheeks.

Eleanor’s hand found Amelia’s hip in the darkness and squeezed gently, then slid lower to pat her exposed bottom. The touch was meant to be reassuring but quickly turned intimate as fingers traced the curve of Amelia’s plush rear.

Amelia bit her lip to stay silent. Her own eleven-inch cock had grown fully hard now, the thick shaft stretching her satin panties to their limit and pushing well past the waistband. The wide head throbbed against Charlotte’s thigh where their bodies were pressed together. Her large balls hung heavy and full beneath the shaft, occasionally brushing against Eleanor’s leg as they shifted slightly.

Charlotte’s breathing grew ragged. Her thick cock was now completely free of her panties, the veined length sliding warmly against the satin covering Amelia’s bottom. She rocked her hips ever so slightly, the movement almost imperceptible but enough to send waves of sensation through both of them. Her large balls pressed snugly against Amelia’s thigh.

The conversation outside continued. Hargrove admitted to poisoning the port and staging the heart attack. The women listened intently, committing every detail to memory, but the intense physical closeness made concentration difficult.

Eleanor leaned closer, her enormous breasts sliding heavily against Amelia’s. She whispered almost silently into Amelia’s ear, her breath warm. “Your cock feels so magnificent pressed against me. Reginald could never have compared. His little prick would have been lost in a space this tight.”

Amelia reached behind her and found Charlotte’s thick shaft. She wrapped her fingers around it as best she could in the confined space and gave a slow, gentle stroke. Charlotte shivered and pressed closer, her own hand slipping between Amelia’s thighs to cup the heavy balls that hung beneath the eleven-inch cock.

The solicitor’s voice rose again outside. “The fool thought he could threaten me. Now his widow will pay instead, or the same fate awaits her.”

Lady Eleanor’s hand tightened on Amelia’s bottom, squeezing the soft flesh. Her fingers slipped beneath the edge of the satin panties and traced the sensitive skin near Amelia’s tight entrance. Amelia had to fight back a moan. Her colossal cock throbbed violently in response, leaking slightly against Charlotte’s leg.

Charlotte’s short skirt remained flipped up high, her hard cock and large balls fully exposed and pressed against Amelia. She leaned forward and nuzzled her face between Amelia’s massive breasts, kissing the deep cleavage through the tight black turtleneck. The angora sweater she wore did little to contain her own breasts, which spilled generously over the cups of her brassiere.

The women remained locked in this intimate, silent embrace for long minutes. Hands explored as much as the cramped space allowed. Amelia stroked Charlotte’s thick cock with slow, careful movements. Charlotte’s fingers teased Amelia’s heavy balls and occasionally brushed the slick head of her eleven-inch shaft. Eleanor pressed her body firmly against Amelia from the front, their enormous breasts mashing and rubbing together, nipples hard and sensitive.

Every small shift caused another skirt to ride higher or another brassiere strap to dig deeper into soft shoulders. Amelia’s pencil skirt was now uselessly bunched around her waist. Charlotte’s flippy skirt had flipped so many times it might as well have been removed. Eleanor’s own skirt had ridden up enough to expose the full curve of her generous bottom.

Outside, the argument finally ended. Footsteps moved away from the mill — one set heading toward the road, the other back inside the building. The immediate danger of discovery passed.

Amelia let out a shaky breath. “They are moving away. We should stay hidden a moment longer to be sure.”

Even as she spoke, her hand continued its slow stroking of Charlotte’s cock. The younger shemale whimpered quietly and rocked her hips, pushing her thick length through Amelia’s fingers. Eleanor’s hand slid lower, cupping Amelia’s large balls and gently massaging them while her other hand squeezed one heavy breast through the sweater.

“I cannot stop thinking about how inadequate my late husband was,” Eleanor whispered, her voice barely audible. “He could never have filled a moment like this. His modest size would have left me empty and frustrated. But feeling your colossal cock so close… it makes me ache to be properly stretched.”

Charlotte nodded against Amelia’s breasts. “My boyfriend’s little thing feels like nothing after seeing what you carry, Mrs. Harrington. He spills in seconds and leaves me wanting. I need thick, long cock like yours to feel truly satisfied.”

Amelia’s eleven-inch shaft throbbed hard between them, the head now slick and swollen. She shifted her stance slightly, causing her heavy balls to swing against Eleanor’s palm. The sensation was maddening in the confined space. Their enormous breasts continued to press and slide together, brassieres straining with the constant friction.

They waited several more minutes until the night outside fell completely silent once more. Only then did Amelia carefully ease the shed door open a crack to check that the coast was clear.

The danger had passed for now, but the three women emerged flushed, dishevelled, and desperately aroused. Skirts remained askew, sweaters rumpled, and thick cocks stood hard and proud beneath stretched satin panties. Amelia’s massive erection created an unmistakable bulge at the front of her bunched skirt. Charlotte’s thick member jutted out from under her short flippy hem. Eleanor’s nipples were clearly visible through her tight sweater.

Amelia adjusted her clothing as best she could, though the attempt was largely futile. She gave each of her companions a firm pat on the bottom, her fingers lingering on the warm flesh.

“We have our proof,” she said quietly, her voice thick with lingering desire. “Simon Hargrove murdered Lord Reginald. But we must be careful how we proceed. He is clearly dangerous.”

Charlotte smoothed her flippy skirt down over her still-hard cock, though the hem refused to stay put. “My body feels so heated after being pressed against you both like that. I fear I will not be able to think clearly until we find some relief.”

Lady Eleanor nodded, her colossal breasts heaving inside her brassiere. “Nor will I. But we cannot risk staying here any longer tonight. We should return to the Grange or your cottage and decide our next move.”

The three women slipped away from the old mill and back into the woods, their bodies still tingling from the close encounter. Their tight clothing remained dishevelled, enormous breasts bounced with each hurried step, and thick shemale cocks strained against delicate satin as they made their way home under the moonlight.

The investigation had taken a decisive turn, but the intense physical frustration they now carried promised that the night was far from over.




Chapter 7

The three women moved swiftly through the darkened woods, the old mill now far behind them. The night air was cool against their flushed skin, yet the heat between their bodies refused to fade. Amelia’s tight pencil skirt remained bunched uncomfortably high on her thighs from their time in the shed, the fabric constantly threatening to ride up further with every hurried step. Her eleven-inch cock throbbed insistently inside her satin panties, still rock-hard and leaking from the prolonged teasing. Charlotte’s short flippy black skirt fluttered wildly as she walked, repeatedly flashing glimpses of her thick cock and large balls straining against blue satin. Lady Eleanor’s own skirt was similarly dishevelled, her enormous breasts heaving inside her tight sweater with each quick breath.

The intense arousal from being pressed together so closely had left them all aching. Barely halfway back toward the village, Amelia stopped beneath a cluster of trees in a small secluded clearing.

“I cannot continue like this,” she said, her voice low and husky. “The frustration is clouding my thoughts. We need a few moments of relief before we go any further.”

Charlotte nodded eagerly, her cheeks flushed. “Please. My cock has been hard for so long it almost hurts. My boyfriend could never understand this kind of need. His little thing goes soft after one quick release and leaves me empty.”

Lady Eleanor pressed close, her colossal bosom brushing against Amelia’s arm. “Nor could Reginald. He would have spent himself in seconds and rolled over. I need to feel properly filled tonight.”

Amelia guided Charlotte toward a fallen tree at the edge of the clearing. “Bend over, my dear. Let me take care of you first.”

Charlotte obeyed immediately, leaning forward over the thick log so that her upper body rested on the rough bark. Her short flippy skirt rode up instantly, flipping completely over her hips and exposing her firm, rounded bottom and the satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls. The heavy shaft hung down between her thighs, fully hard and throbbing.

Amelia stepped behind her, yanking her own pencil skirt higher around her waist. She hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled them down just enough to free her colossal eleven-inch cock. The thick, veined shaft sprang out, heavy and proud, the wide head already slick. Her large balls swung low and full beneath it. She rubbed the fat head along the cleft of Charlotte’s bottom, teasing her entrance.

“Such a needy girl,” Amelia murmured, giving Charlotte’s bottom a firm pat before gripping her hips. She pressed forward slowly, letting the younger shemale feel every thick inch as her massive cock stretched her open.

Charlotte moaned softly, pushing back to take more. “Oh… yes. So much thicker than anything my boyfriend has. His modest prick barely opens me. Yours fills me completely.”

Lady Eleanor moved to the side, watching with hungry eyes. She reached under her own skirt and freed one of her heavy breasts from the brassiere, letting the massive orb spill out into the moonlight. Her hand slipped between her thighs to stroke herself as she observed Amelia’s slow, deep thrusts. Amelia’s large balls slapped rhythmically against Charlotte’s with each push, the wet sounds quiet but unmistakable in the still night.

Amelia’s colossal bosom bounced heavily inside her tight black turtleneck as she fucked Charlotte with steady strokes. The sweater stretched taut across her enormous breasts, the reinforced brassiere doing its best to contain them. She reached forward and cupped Charlotte’s substantial G-cup breasts through the angora sweater, squeezing the soft flesh while driving deeper.

They had only been at it for a few minutes when Eleanor suddenly froze. “Wait… I hear footsteps.”

Amelia stilled immediately, her thick eleven-inch cock buried deep inside Charlotte. The younger shemale whimpered but remained perfectly still, bent over the log with her skirt flipped up and her hard cock dangling beneath her. Amelia’s heavy balls rested against Charlotte’s body, throbbing with unspent need.

The footsteps grew closer. A soft feminine voice hummed a quiet tune. From the shadows emerged one of the maids from Ashford Grange — a pretty, curvaceous young shemale named Miss Sophie. She carried a small lantern and a basket, clearly searching for something she had lost earlier in the day. Sophie was every bit as busty as the others, her generous bosom straining against the simple white blouse and heavy brassiere beneath. Her grey work skirt was modest in length but still clung to her wide hips and plush bottom.

Before they could retreat deeper into the trees, Sophie’s lantern light swept across the clearing and caught them.

“Oh!” Sophie gasped, stopping short. Her eyes widened as she took in the scene: Charlotte bent over the log with her skirt flipped up, Amelia’s massive cock clearly visible where it disappeared between Charlotte’s cheeks, and Lady Eleanor with one enormous breast spilling free from her sweater.

For a moment, no one moved. Then Sophie’s gaze dropped to Amelia’s thick eleven-inch shaft and the heavy balls swinging beneath it. Her cheeks flushed bright red, but she did not turn away.

“Lady Eleanor… Mrs. Harrington…” Sophie whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and unmistakable arousal. “I… I was looking for my lost brooch. I didn’t mean to intrude.”

Amelia kept her cock buried inside Charlotte but spoke calmly. “Come closer, Sophie. And keep your voice down. We are not here for mischief.”

Sophie hesitated only a moment before stepping into the clearing. As she moved closer, her own skirt brushed against a branch and rode up slightly, revealing the edge of white satin panties stretched over a prominent bulge. Like all shemales, Sophie was well-hung, her thick cock already beginning to stir at the erotic sight before her.

Charlotte whimpered again, clenching around Amelia’s thick shaft. “Please don’t stop, Mrs. Harrington. I need it.”

Amelia gave a shallow thrust, making Charlotte moan. She looked at Sophie. “You have seen too much to simply walk away now. Join us. And tell us what you know about Mr. Hargrove while you do.”

Sophie’s eyes flicked between the three women, lingering longest on Amelia’s colossal cock and the way her enormous breasts strained against the black turtleneck. She set down her lantern and basket, then slowly approached. “I… I overheard Mr. Hargrove arguing with Lord Reginald two days before he died. The master was very angry about money and secrets from London.”

Eleanor stepped behind Sophie and placed her hands on the maid’s hips. “Keep talking, Sophie.” She reached around and began unbuttoning the maid’s blouse, revealing a sturdy white brassiere that barely contained Sophie’s large breasts.

Sophie gasped as Eleanor freed her enormous breasts from the brassiere. The heavy orbs tumbled out, soft and full, nipples already stiff. “He… he said Lord Reginald owed him a great deal and that he would not be denied. The master threatened to go to the police.”

Amelia began thrusting into Charlotte again, slow and deep, her large balls slapping steadily. Charlotte’s thick cock swayed beneath her, leaking onto the forest floor. “Good girl, Sophie. Now bend over beside Charlotte.”

The maid obeyed, leaning over the fallen tree next to the younger shemale. Her grey skirt was pushed up around her waist, exposing white satin panties stretched tight over her own thick cock and large balls. Eleanor quickly pulled the panties aside, revealing Sophie’s hard member.

Amelia continued fucking Charlotte while reaching over to stroke Sophie’s cock with her free hand. The maid moaned loudly, pushing back into the touch. “His… his prick was nothing like this,” Sophie breathed. “The footman I sometimes see has such a small thing. It barely satisfies me for a minute or two. But yours, Mrs. Harrington… it looks so thick and long.”

Lady Eleanor knelt behind Sophie and began licking at her large balls while Amelia stroked the shaft. The four busty figures made quite the sight in the moonlit clearing — skirts bunched or flipped up, massive breasts spilling from brassieres, thick shemale cocks hard and glistening.

Charlotte was the first to reach her peak. She cried out softly as her cock erupted beneath her, thick ropes spilling onto the ground while Amelia’s eleven-inch shaft continued to thrust deep inside her. The sensation pushed Amelia close to the edge as well. She pulled out of Charlotte at the last moment and moved to Sophie, sliding her massive, slick cock into the maid’s eager entrance in one smooth motion.

Sophie gasped at the stretch. “Oh my… so much bigger than any man I’ve had. It feels wonderful.”

Amelia gripped Sophie’s hips and began thrusting harder, her colossal breasts bouncing heavily inside the tight sweater. Eleanor moved between the two bent shemales, alternating between licking their large balls and stroking their cocks while her own enormous breasts swayed freely.

The women took turns. Amelia fucked Sophie thoroughly, her heavy balls slapping against the maid’s body, then returned to Charlotte for several deep strokes. Eleanor pleasured both with her mouth and hands, her own arousal evident in the way her nipples stood stiff and her thighs glistened.

They kept their voices low, aware of the danger, but the pleasure was too intense to deny. Sophie provided more details between moans — how Hargrove had been seen leaving the study the afternoon of the murder, and how he had threatened one of the other servants to stay silent.

Finally, Amelia could hold back no longer. She pulled out of Sophie and stroked her thick eleven-inch cock rapidly. Thick jets of seed spilled across both Charlotte’s and Sophie’s upturned bottoms and backs, coating their skin in warm pulses. Charlotte and Sophie reached their own climaxes moments later, their cocks spurting onto the forest floor while Eleanor trembled through her release from touching herself.

The four women slowly straightened, breathing hard. Skirts were tugged down with limited success. Massive breasts were tucked back into brassieres that now felt far too small. Thick cocks, still semi-hard, were carefully tucked into strained satin panties.

Amelia gave each bottom a firm, affectionate pat. “You have been very helpful tonight, Sophie. You will keep what you saw and heard to yourself, yes?”

Sophie nodded, her face flushed and satisfied. “Of course, Mrs. Harrington. And… thank you. I have never felt anything like that before. My usual companions leave me so disappointed.”

They helped Sophie gather her things and made sure she returned safely toward the Grange by a different path. Once she was gone, Amelia, Charlotte, and Eleanor adjusted their clothing one final time and resumed their journey back to Amelia’s cottage.

Their bodies were temporarily sated, but their minds were now sharper. They had confirmation that Simon Hargrove was the killer, along with new details from Sophie. The investigation was gaining momentum, even as their desires continued to complicate matters in the most delicious ways.

As they walked the final stretch, Amelia’s hand rested possessively on Charlotte’s bottom, occasionally giving it a gentle squeeze. Eleanor walked close on her other side, their enormous breasts brushing together with every step.

The night had delivered both danger and pleasure. Tomorrow, they would decide how best to confront the murderous solicitor — but for now, the three curvaceous women returned home with flushed cheeks, dishevelled skirts, and a growing bond forged in shared secrets and shared ecstasy.




Chapter 8

The morning sun streamed through the lace curtains of Amelia Harrington’s cottage, casting a warm glow over the drawing room. Amelia stood by the window adjusting the straps of her enormous brassiere beneath a soft ivory blouse. The reinforced satin cups worked hard to support her colossal bosom, the wide bands digging gently into her shoulders as the heavy weight shifted with every movement. She had chosen a fitted navy skirt that hugged her hips and bottom closely, though she knew it would offer little concealment for her eleven-inch cock once it stirred.

A soft knock sounded at the front door. Charlotte, who was still in her short flippy skirt from the night before, went to answer it. She returned moments later with Sophie following close behind. The young maid looked fresh and pretty in a simple white blouse and grey skirt, but her cheeks were already pink with nervous excitement.

“Mrs. Harrington, Lady Eleanor,” Sophie said, curtsying slightly. “I hope I am not intruding too early. I wanted to thank you properly for last night… and to share something else I remembered about Mr. Hargrove.”

Lady Eleanor rose from the settee, her own tremendous breasts straining against a tight pale blue sweater. The massive brassiere beneath created a deep, soft valley of cleavage that drew every eye. “You are most welcome here, Sophie. Come sit with us.”

They moved into Amelia’s spacious bedroom, where the large bed from the previous night’s preparations still had several outfits draped across it. The four women settled onto the mattress and chairs, but the conversation quickly turned intimate. Sophie kept glancing at the prominent bulge already forming at the front of Amelia’s navy skirt.

“I have never felt anything like what you gave me last night,” Sophie confessed softly, her hands smoothing her grey skirt over her thighs. “The footman I sometimes see has such a small, quick little thing. He barely gets inside me before he finishes and apologises. It leaves me so frustrated. But your cock, Mrs. Harrington… it stretched me so wonderfully.”

Amelia smiled and shifted her position, causing her tight skirt to ride up slightly and reveal the thick outline of her eleven-inch cock pressing against her satin panties. “We are glad you enjoyed yourself, Sophie. A proper shemale should always leave a lady satisfied.”

Charlotte leaned forward to pour tea, and as she did her short flippy skirt rode up high, fully exposing her pale blue satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls. The heavy shaft was already half-hard from the charged atmosphere. She made no effort to cover herself immediately, instead reaching for a biscuit while remaining bent over the low table.

Sophie’s eyes widened at the sight. “Goodness, Miss Charlotte… yours is quite impressive too. My boyfriend’s prick looks tiny compared to what you shemales carry. I often pretend to be satisfied with him, but after last night I know I have been missing so much.”

Lady Eleanor reached out and gave Sophie’s thigh a gentle pat, her hand sliding higher until her fingers brushed the hem of the maid’s grey skirt. “Tell us what else you remembered about Hargrove while we make ourselves more comfortable.”

Sophie nodded and began to speak, but her words faltered as the women started to undress. Amelia was the first to act. She stood and unbuttoned her ivory blouse, revealing the enormous brassiere cradling her vast breasts. With a practised motion she unhooked the heavy garment from the back. The wide straps slid down her arms and her colossal bosom spilled free — two massive, soft, perfectly rounded orbs that swayed heavily with the movement. The large nipples were already stiff with anticipation.

Charlotte followed suit, peeling off her top and unhooking her reinforced brassiere. Her substantial G-cup breasts bounced free, round and firm, bouncing delightfully as she moved. She then stood and deliberately bent over the bed to adjust a pillow, causing her flippy skirt to flip completely upward again. Her thick cock swung free of her panties, hanging heavy and thickening rapidly, while her large balls dangled below.

Sophie watched with parted lips, clearly aroused. Eleanor helped the maid out of her blouse, unfastening Sophie’s sturdy white brassiere and letting her generous breasts tumble out. The four pairs of enormous breasts were now on full display, soft and heavy, brushing against one another as the women moved closer together on the bed.

Amelia sat back against the headboard, her navy skirt pushed up around her waist. She hooked her thumbs into her satin panties and slowly drew them down, freeing her colossal eleven-inch cock. The thick, veined shaft rose proudly, fully hard now, the wide head glistening. Her large balls rested heavily beneath it, full and round.

“Come show your gratitude properly, Sophie,” Amelia said warmly, patting her thigh.

Sophie crawled onto the bed between Amelia’s spread legs without hesitation. She leaned down and pressed soft kisses along the thick length of Amelia’s cock, then opened her mouth to take the wide head between her lips. Her tongue swirled eagerly as she sucked, one hand cupping the heavy balls beneath.

Charlotte moved behind Sophie and flipped the maid’s grey skirt up over her back. She pulled Sophie’s white satin panties aside, exposing the maid’s own thick cock and large balls. Charlotte stroked Sophie’s shaft slowly while leaning in to kiss and lick at her smooth bottom.

Lady Eleanor positioned herself beside Amelia, letting her massive breasts rest against Amelia’s arm. She reached down to stroke the base of Amelia’s cock while Sophie sucked the head, their enormous breasts pressing and sliding together softly.

“You have such a magnificent prick,” Sophie murmured between long, wet licks along the veined shaft. “My boyfriend’s little thing could never fill my mouth like this. He is finished before I even get properly started. But this… this is what a real cock feels like.”

Amelia groaned with pleasure, her hand resting on Sophie’s head. “That’s a good girl. Take as much as you can.”

Charlotte could not resist any longer. She knelt behind Sophie and rubbed her own thick cock against the maid’s entrance. With a slow push she slid inside, making Sophie moan loudly around Amelia’s shaft. Charlotte’s large balls pressed against Sophie’s as she began to thrust gently.

The room filled with soft, wet sounds and heavy breathing. Enormous breasts swayed and bounced with every movement. Brassieres lay discarded on the floor while tight skirts remained bunched around waists, offering no modesty whatsoever.

They changed positions frequently, each wanting to feel Amelia’s superior endowment. Eleanor lay on her back with her legs spread wide, her colossal breasts spilling to either side as Amelia mounted her. The thick eleven-inch cock sank deep into Eleanor’s eager heat in one smooth thrust, making the widow cry out in pleasure.

“Reginald could never reach this deep,” Eleanor gasped, her hands clutching Amelia’s hips. “His modest prick barely touched the places I needed him most. Yours fills me so completely.”

Sophie and Charlotte knelt on either side, taking turns sucking on Eleanor’s large nipples and stroking Amelia’s heavy balls as she thrust. Sophie’s own thick cock rubbed against Charlotte’s thigh, leaving a slick trail.

Later, Amelia had Charlotte on all fours beside Sophie. She alternated between them, sliding her massive cock from one tight entrance to the other while the two younger shemales kissed and fondled each other’s enormous breasts. Their flippy and work skirts stayed flipped up high, cocks and balls swinging freely with every thrust.

Sophie proved especially vocal in her gratitude. “Thank you for letting me feel this,” she moaned as Amelia drove deep inside her once more. “The men I have known are all so poorly hung. They try, but their little pricks leave me aching for hours afterward. A proper shemale cock like yours is what every woman truly needs.”

The four women spent nearly two hours lost in pleasure. Amelia’s colossal eleven-inch cock was worshipped thoroughly — sucked, stroked, and buried inside each of her companions in turn. Heavy balls were licked and gently sucked. Massive breasts were squeezed, kissed, and pressed together in soft, pillowy embraces. Skirts remained pushed up or flipped aside, satin panties long forgotten on the floor.

Eventually, Amelia reached her peak while buried deep inside Sophie. She pulled out at the last moment and stroked her thick shaft rapidly, releasing powerful jets of seed across Sophie’s back and bottom, then across Charlotte’s waiting tongue and Eleanor’s heaving breasts. The sight triggered the others’ climaxes moments later. Thick ropes of pleasure spilled from Charlotte’s and Sophie’s cocks onto the sheets while Eleanor trembled beneath them.

They collapsed together in a warm, satisfied tangle of limbs and soft, heavy breasts. Skirts were still bunched uselessly around their waists, enormous bosoms rising and falling with contented breaths, and thick cocks slowly softening against smooth thighs.

After several minutes of quiet recovery, Sophie spoke again, her head resting on Amelia’s massive left breast. “There is something else I remembered this morning. Mr. Hargrove kept a private ledger hidden in the small study upstairs at the Grange. Lord Reginald mentioned it once when he thought no one was listening. It may contain the proof you need.”

Amelia stroked Sophie’s hair, her other hand resting possessively on Charlotte’s bottom. “That is very valuable information, Sophie. We shall look for it this afternoon.”

Lady Eleanor nodded, idly tracing circles around one of Amelia’s large nipples. “With that ledger, we can end this properly. Hargrove will not escape justice.”

Charlotte gave Sophie’s bottom a gentle pat. “And you are welcome to join us again whenever you wish. Last night and this morning have been most… educational for all of us.”

The four women lingered in bed a while longer, exchanging soft kisses and lazy touches while they discussed how best to retrieve the hidden ledger without alerting Hargrove. Their bodies remained warm and flushed, enormous breasts pressed together, thick shemale cocks nestled against soft skin, and skirts still pushed aside in careless disarray.

Eventually they rose and began to dress, though the process involved plenty more bending, reaching, and admiring glances. Brassieres were re-hooked with some difficulty over still-sensitive breasts. Satin panties were pulled up over semi-hard cocks and heavy balls. Skirts were smoothed down, though they refused to behave completely.

Amelia gave each woman’s bottom a final affectionate pat as they prepared to leave for Ashford Grange.

“Thank you for your visit, Sophie,” she said with a warm smile. “You have given us both pleasure and valuable information today. We are most grateful.”

Sophie blushed prettily, her grey skirt still slightly askew. “The gratitude is entirely mine, Mrs. Harrington. I will never forget how a real shemale cock feels.”

With their bodies satisfied and their resolve strengthened, the four curvaceous women set out together toward Ashford Grange, ready to locate the hidden ledger and bring the murderer to justice. The morning had been deliciously spent, and the investigation was entering its most decisive phase.




Chapter 9

The four women arrived back at Ashford Grange shortly before midday. The grand house felt quieter than usual, with most of the staff occupied elsewhere. Amelia, Lady Eleanor, Charlotte, and Sophie moved with purposeful grace up the wide staircase toward the small private study on the upper floor that Sophie had mentioned.

Amelia’s navy skirt hugged her wide hips and rounded bottom tightly, the fabric already beginning to shift with every step. Beneath it, her eleven-inch cock rested heavily against her thigh, still slightly thickened from the morning’s pleasures. Her enormous breasts swayed inside the reinforced cups of her brassiere, stretching the ivory blouse across her chest.

Charlotte walked beside her in her short flippy skirt, the hem swishing dangerously with each movement. Sophie followed in her simple grey work skirt, while Lady Eleanor led the way, her tight sweater doing little to conceal the colossal weight of her bosom.

They slipped into the small study and closed the door behind them. The room was modestly furnished with a large oak desk, several tall bookshelves, and a few low cabinets.

“Where should we begin?” Amelia asked, her voice low.

Sophie pointed toward the far wall. “Lord Reginald sometimes spoke of a hidden compartment behind the third shelf from the left. He kept important papers there.”

They set to work. Lady Eleanor moved to the desk and began opening drawers, bending low over them. Her tight skirt pulled snug across her generous bottom as she reached deep inside. The fabric rode upward, revealing the lacy edge of her satin panties and the soft curve where thigh met cheek.

Amelia joined her at the desk, leaning over the opposite side. As she did, her own navy skirt rode up sharply, the hem sliding high enough to expose the full lower curve of her plush bottom and the satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls. The heavy shaft shifted visibly beneath the delicate fabric as she searched through old letters.

Charlotte took the bookshelves, stretching up onto her toes to check the higher shelves. The movement caused her short flippy skirt to lift and swirl, flashing her blue satin panties and the prominent bulge they contained. When she dropped to her knees to examine the bottom shelf, the skirt flipped up completely, revealing her thick cock nestled against her thigh and her large balls filling the gusset.

Sophie crawled under the desk to check for any concealed panels. Her grey work skirt rode up her thighs as she moved, exposing white satin panties stretched over her own thick male equipment. She remained on all fours for a long moment, bottom raised, searching carefully.

The room quickly filled with the soft sounds of fabric rustling and occasional sighs as the women worked. Amelia straightened for a moment, only to bend even lower to check a bottom drawer. Her skirt rode up higher, fully exposing her satin-clad bottom, the thick outline of her eleven-inch cock, and the heavy hang of her large balls.

“Goodness,” Charlotte murmured, glancing over from the bookshelf. “Even after this morning, seeing you like that makes me ache again. My boyfriend could search for hours and never provide half the satisfaction your cock gives in minutes.”

Sophie looked up from beneath the desk, her face flushed. “It is true. The footman I sometimes allow in my room has such a small, disappointing prick. He barely lasts long enough to get me wet before he is finished. Last night with Mrs. Harrington… I still feel it.”

Lady Eleanor gave Amelia’s exposed bottom a gentle, appreciative pat as she passed behind her. “Reginald was much the same. Kind, but his modest equipment could never reach the depths I craved. I often felt empty even after he had finished.”

They continued searching, the physical demands of the task causing constant displays. Amelia reached up to a high shelf, stretching tall. Her blouse pulled tight across her enormous breasts, the brassiere beneath creating deep cleavage that threatened to overflow. The movement also caused her skirt to ride up again at the back, giving Charlotte and Sophie a clear view of her heavy balls and the thick base of her cock.

Charlotte deliberately dropped a small book on the floor and bent deeply to retrieve it. Her flippy skirt flew upward, fully exposing her firm bottom, thick semi-erect cock, and large balls. She stayed bent longer than necessary, wiggling her hips slightly as she pretended to search the floor.

Amelia could not resist stepping behind her and giving the younger shemale’s bottom a firm squeeze, her fingers brushing against the warm skin. “Naughty girl. You know exactly what that does to us.”

Sophie moved to help Charlotte, bending beside her. The two younger shemales remained side by side on the floor, skirts flipped up, thick cocks and heavy balls on full display. Eleanor joined Amelia in admiring the view, her hand resting casually on Amelia’s hip.

After nearly forty minutes of thorough searching, Sophie let out a soft cry of triumph from behind one of the lower cabinets. “I think I found something!”

She was on her hands and knees, bottom raised high. Her grey skirt had ridden all the way up to her waist, and her white satin panties were pulled slightly aside by the awkward position, exposing one smooth, heavy ball and the thick base of her cock.

The others gathered around as Sophie carefully pried open a concealed panel in the wooden base of the cabinet. Inside lay a slim, leather-bound ledger. She handed it to Amelia, remaining on all fours while the others examined it.

Amelia opened the book and began turning pages, bending forward to read the entries. Once again her navy skirt rode high, fully revealing her colossal eleven-inch cock which had grown semi-erect from all the bending and teasing. The thick shaft pressed heavily against her satin panties, while her large balls hung full beneath it.

The ledger contained detailed records of payments, threats, and correspondence. Hargrove had been systematically blackmailing Lord Reginald over shady business dealings in London. The final entries showed escalating demands and Reginald’s refusal, followed by a chilling note: “If he will not pay, then he will not speak.”

“This is the proof we need,” Amelia said, her voice serious even as her massive breasts rose and fell with quickened breath. “Hargrove planned the murder when Reginald threatened to expose him.”

Charlotte remained bent over beside her, skirt still flipped up, her thick cock now fully hard and resting against her thigh. “Then we must decide how to use it. My body feels so warm again after all this searching. It is difficult to think clearly when I keep seeing your magnificent cock and balls, Mrs. Harrington.”

Sophie nodded from her position on the floor. She shifted her weight, causing her own thick cock to swing gently beneath her. “Searching with all of you has made me ache again. The men I know could never satisfy me after seeing what proper shemales possess. Their little pricks feel almost pathetic now.”

Lady Eleanor reached down and gave Sophie’s exposed bottom a slow, soothing pat, her fingers lingering to squeeze one firm cheek. “We understand completely, my dear. Reginald left me wanting for years. A quick, modest release was all he could offer. But feeling a thick, long cock like Amelia’s stretch me open… there is no comparison.”

The discovery of the ledger had heightened their excitement. Amelia placed the book on the desk but made no move to pull her skirt down. Instead, she turned and leaned back against it, her colossal bosom straining against her blouse. Her eleven-inch cock created a prominent bulge at the front of her navy skirt, the head clearly outlined against the fabric.

Charlotte crawled closer on her knees, her flippy skirt still bunched uselessly around her waist. She nuzzled her face against the thick bulge, kissing the satin-covered shaft through the skirt. “May we have just a little more relief before we plan our next step? I need to feel you again.”

Amelia smiled and stroked Charlotte’s hair. “A quick one, then. We cannot linger too long.”

Sophie moved to Amelia’s other side, bending low so her enormous breasts rested on Amelia’s thigh. She helped Charlotte tug Amelia’s skirt higher and pull the satin panties down, freeing the thick eleven-inch cock. The massive shaft sprang out, heavy and veined, the wide head already glistening. Amelia’s large balls hung low and full beneath it.

Both younger shemales leaned in together, taking turns licking and sucking along the impressive length while Eleanor watched, one hand inside her own sweater to fondle her massive breasts.

Charlotte took the thick head into her mouth, sucking greedily while Sophie licked and kissed the heavy balls below. Amelia groaned softly, her colossal bosom heaving inside the tight blouse.

They kept their movements quiet but eager. Eleanor eventually joined them on her knees, adding her tongue to the worship of Amelia’s magnificent endowment. The three busty women lavished attention on the thick cock and heavy balls while Amelia leaned back against the desk, enjoying their devotion.

After several delicious minutes, Amelia reached her peak. She pulled back slightly and stroked her shaft rapidly, releasing thick pulses of seed across Charlotte’s and Sophie’s waiting tongues and spilling some across their enormous breasts. The sight pushed both younger shemales over the edge as well. Their own thick cocks, which had been stroked by Eleanor, erupted onto the study floor.

Lady Eleanor trembled through her own quiet release, her fingers working busily beneath her skirt.

They cleaned up quickly and straightened their clothing with some reluctance. Brassieres were adjusted over still-sensitive breasts. Satin panties were pulled back into place over softening cocks and heavy balls. Skirts were tugged down, though they remained prone to riding up at the slightest movement.

Amelia picked up the ledger and held it firmly. “This evidence is damning. We now have clear proof of motive and intent. Tomorrow we will decide how best to confront Hargrove or present this to the authorities.”

Charlotte smoothed her flippy skirt down over her bulge. “My mind is clearer now, though my body already wants more.”

Sophie gave Amelia’s bottom a shy but affectionate pat. “Thank you again. Working with you has been… most enlightening.”

The four women shared one final group embrace, their enormous breasts pressing softly together. Hands gave gentle pats to rounded bottoms as they prepared to leave the study.

With the hidden ledger secured and fresh determination burning within them, they slipped out of the small room and back into the main corridors of Ashford Grange. The investigation had taken a decisive step forward, but the constant parade of curvaceous bodies, tight clothing, and generous shemale endowments continued to add a delicious layer of distraction to their dangerous work.

The confrontation with Hargrove was coming, and the women were more than ready.




Chapter 10

The evening shadows had lengthened across Ashford Grange by the time the four women gathered in Lady Eleanor’s private sitting room. They had agreed that finding the hidden ledger deserved proper recognition. A bottle of fine red wine had been opened, and a light supper of cold meats, cheeses, and fresh bread lay spread across the low table. The heavy velvet curtains were drawn, the door firmly locked, and the room bathed in the warm glow of several lamps.

Amelia sat on the wide settee, her ivory blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the upper curves of her enormous brassiere. The navy skirt she had worn all day remained on, though it had already ridden up her thighs from sitting. Lady Eleanor occupied the space beside her, her tight pale blue sweater stretched drum-tight over her colossal bosom. Charlotte and Sophie sat opposite on matching chairs, both still in their short and work skirts respectively.

Eleanor raised her glass first. “To justice… and to the pleasures that make the pursuit so much sweeter.”

They drank deeply. The wine loosened their tongues quickly.

Sophie was the first to grow bold. She set her glass down and leaned forward to reach for a slice of bread. As she did, her grey work skirt rode up high, exposing the white satin panties stretched tightly over her thick cock and large balls. She made no attempt to adjust it.

“I still cannot stop thinking about this morning,” she said softly, her eyes drifting to the prominent bulge in Amelia’s navy skirt. “No man has ever made me feel so full. My usual companion has such a tiny, useless little prick. He barely manages to get half of it inside before he spills and apologises. It is almost insulting.”

Charlotte nodded eagerly, deliberately spreading her legs so her short flippy skirt flipped upward. Her thick cock lay half-hard against her thigh, the blue satin panties barely containing it. “My boyfriend is exactly the same. He tries for perhaps ninety seconds before he is finished. Then he rolls over and leaves me aching for hours. After feeling Mrs. Harrington’s magnificent eleven-inch cock, I doubt I will ever be truly satisfied by a man again.”

Amelia smiled, her colossal breasts rising and falling inside her brassiere. She reached down and casually adjusted the front of her skirt, drawing attention to the thick ridge forming beneath the fabric. “Then let us celebrate properly tonight. We have earned it.”

Lady Eleanor was the first to move. She stood and peeled off her tight sweater, revealing the enormous reinforced brassiere that fought to contain her vast breasts. With a sigh of relief she unhooked the heavy garment and let it fall. Her colossal bosom spilled free, two massive, soft orbs swaying heavily as she moved. She stepped closer to Amelia and offered one large breast to her lips.

Amelia accepted the invitation, sucking gently on the stiff nipple while her hand slid up Eleanor’s thigh and under her skirt. She gave the widow’s plush bottom a firm squeeze.

Charlotte and Sophie quickly followed suit. Blouses and brassieres were discarded. Soon all four women were topless, their enormous breasts fully exposed and bouncing freely. Skirts remained on, but they were pushed up or flipped aside without ceremony.

Amelia leaned back on the settee and hiked her navy skirt all the way to her waist. She pulled her satin panties down, freeing her colossal eleven-inch cock. The thick shaft stood proudly, already fully hard, the wide head glistening. Her large balls hung heavy and full beneath it, resting against the velvet cushion.

“Come worship what your men could never provide,” Amelia said, her voice warm with command.

Sophie was the first to kneel between Amelia’s spread thighs. She leaned in and ran her tongue slowly from the base of the massive cock all the way to the tip, then took the wide head into her mouth. Charlotte joined her, licking and kissing along the thick veined shaft while her hand gently cupped Amelia’s heavy balls.

Lady Eleanor straddled one of Amelia’s thighs, rubbing her slick folds against the firm muscle while leaning down to kiss Amelia deeply. Their colossal breasts pressed together, soft flesh compressing warmly.

The room filled with wet sucking sounds and soft moans. Sophie and Charlotte took turns sucking Amelia’s thick cock, their tongues occasionally meeting around the shaft. Sophie’s own thick member stood hard beneath her grey skirt, occasionally brushing against Charlotte’s leg.

After several minutes, Amelia guided Eleanor onto her back on the settee. She positioned herself between the widow’s spread legs and rubbed the fat head of her eleven-inch cock along Eleanor’s entrance.

“I need to feel you stretch me again,” Eleanor breathed. “Reginald could never fill me like this. His modest little prick barely made an impression.”

Amelia pushed forward slowly, sinking inch after thick inch into Eleanor’s eager heat. The widow moaned loudly, her massive breasts jiggling with every thrust. Amelia’s large balls slapped rhythmically against Eleanor’s body as she began to move with deep, powerful strokes.

Charlotte moved behind Amelia, lifting her skirt higher and pressing her own thick cock between Amelia’s plush bottom cheeks, rubbing teasingly while watching the show. Sophie knelt beside them, sucking on Eleanor’s large nipples and stroking her own hard cock.

They rotated positions often, each wanting their turn with Amelia’s superior endowment. Charlotte was next, bent over the arm of the settee with her flippy skirt thrown up over her back. Amelia drove into her from behind, her heavy balls slapping loudly against Charlotte’s while Sophie and Eleanor kissed and fondled each other’s enormous breasts nearby.

Sophie proved particularly vocal. “Harder, please,” she begged when it was her turn on all fours on the carpet. “My boyfriend’s tiny prick could never reach this deep. I need to be properly fucked.”

Amelia obliged, gripping Sophie’s hips and pounding into her with long, powerful strokes. The maid’s thick cock swayed beneath her, leaking steadily onto the floor.

The celebration grew more intense. All four women took turns riding Amelia’s thick cock while the others watched and pleasured each other. Breasts were squeezed, nipples sucked, and bottoms patted and spanked playfully. Thick shemale cocks were stroked and occasionally sucked when not buried inside someone.

Between rounds of pleasure, they still managed to discuss their plan.

“Hargrove must be confronted carefully,” Amelia said, breathing heavily as Eleanor slowly rode her massive shaft. “We will invite him here tomorrow evening under the pretense of discussing the will and settling outstanding debts. We will have the ledger ready as evidence.”

Charlotte, who was kissing Sophie’s large breasts at that moment, nodded. “And we will make sure he feels… unsettled. Perhaps by dressing provocatively and letting him see exactly what he can never have.”

Sophie moaned as she stroked her own cock. “He will be so distracted by all these enormous breasts and thick cocks that he will not know how to react. Then we spring the trap.”

Lady Eleanor leaned down and kissed Amelia deeply while continuing to move her hips. “Once he realises we know everything, he will have no choice but to confess or face the authorities.”

The strategy session continued even as their bodies moved together. Amelia eventually reached her climax while buried deep inside Sophie. She pulled out at the last moment and stroked her thick eleven-inch cock, releasing powerful jets of seed across Sophie’s back and bottom, then across Charlotte’s waiting breasts. The sight triggered the others. Charlotte and Sophie spilled their own loads onto Eleanor’s enormous breasts while Eleanor trembled through a deep, shuddering release.

They did not stop at one round.

After a short rest and more wine, they began again. This time Eleanor and Charlotte took turns riding Amelia while Sophie knelt behind her, licking and kissing her heavy balls. The women shared more stories of their disappointing lovers, each tale making them laugh and grow more aroused.

“My boyfriend once finished before he even got his little thing all the way inside me,” Charlotte confessed with a giggle, bouncing on Amelia’s thick cock. “He apologised for ten minutes afterward. Pathetic.”

Sophie nodded, her face buried between Eleanor’s massive breasts. “The footman is worse. He lasts less than a minute and then falls asleep. I have to finish myself after he leaves. But with a proper shemale cock like this… I feel completely satisfied.”

The evening stretched on in a haze of pleasure and planning. Skirts stayed bunched around waists or discarded entirely. Massive brassieres remained on the floor. Enormous breasts bounced and slapped together with every movement. Thick cocks and heavy balls were constantly on display, touched, sucked, or buried inside warm, eager bodies.

By the time the clock struck midnight, the four women lay in a satisfied, tangled heap on the large settee and carpet. Their bodies glistened with sweat, breasts rose and fell with deep, contented breaths, and thick shemale cocks rested softly against smooth thighs.

Amelia stroked Charlotte’s hair with one hand while her other rested possessively on Sophie’s bottom. “Tomorrow evening, then. We will lure Hargrove here, present the evidence, and end this.”

Eleanor smiled sleepily, her colossal bosom pressed against Amelia’s side. “And perhaps celebrate again properly once he is dealt with.”

Sophie gave Amelia’s heavy cock a gentle, affectionate kiss. “I look forward to it. Thank you for letting me be part of this… in every way.”

The women slowly began to straighten their clothing, though the attempt was half-hearted. Skirts were tugged down over still-sensitive cocks and heavy balls. Brassieres were loosely re-fastened over tender breasts. They shared one final group embrace, hands patting bottoms and squeezing soft flesh.

The celebration had been thorough and delicious. Their bodies were sated, their bond stronger, and their plan for confronting Simon Hargrove was now firmly in place.

Tomorrow evening would bring the climax of their investigation — one way or another.




Chapter 11

The afternoon before the planned confrontation with Mr. Simon Hargrove passed slowly at Ashford Grange. A heavy tension hung in the air. The four women — Amelia, Lady Eleanor, Charlotte, and Sophie — had gathered once more in Lady Eleanor’s private sitting room, the same room where they had celebrated the night before. The ledger lay closed on the side table, a silent reminder of what was to come.

Amelia stood by the window, adjusting the straps of her enormous brassiere beneath a soft cream sweater. The reinforced satin cups were working overtime to contain her colossal bosom, the wide bands pressing into her shoulders. Her navy skirt hugged her hips tightly, already showing the faint outline of her thick cock resting against her thigh.

“I must confess,” Amelia said quietly, turning to face the others, “I feel a certain nervousness about tonight. Hargrove is a dangerous man. If we misstep, this could end badly.”

Lady Eleanor nodded, her own tremendous breasts straining against a tight emerald green sweater. “I feel it too. My late husband was never one for confrontation, but even he would have been uneasy facing a murderer. Still… we have the ledger. We have the truth.”

Charlotte paced near the settee, her short flippy skirt swishing with every step. “My stomach is in knots. What if he becomes violent? What if he denies everything?” She stopped and looked at Amelia with open longing. “I need something to calm my nerves. Something only you can give me, Mrs. Harrington.”

Sophie stood beside her, fidgeting with the hem of her grey work skirt. “I feel the same. My boyfriend would be useless in a moment like this. His little prick would offer no comfort at all. But after feeling your thick cock yesterday… I know what I need to settle myself.”

Amelia looked at the three flushed, beautiful women and felt her own desire rising. Her eleven-inch cock twitched inside her satin panties, beginning to thicken.

“Very well,” she said, her voice warm but firm. “Come here, all of you. Let us ease these nerves together before we face him.”

They moved to the large settee and the thick carpet in front of it. Clothing came off with hurried, eager movements. Amelia pulled her cream sweater over her head, revealing the massive brassiere that barely contained her vast breasts. She reached behind and unhooked it, letting the heavy garment fall away. Her colossal bosom spilled free — two enormous, soft, heavy orbs that swayed pendulously with the motion.

Eleanor was next, stripping off her emerald sweater and unhooking her own reinforced brassiere. Her magnificent breasts tumbled out, matching Amelia’s in scale and beauty. Charlotte and Sophie followed quickly, their substantial G-cup and generous breasts bouncing free as brassieres were discarded onto the floor.

Skirts remained on, but they were soon pushed up around waists. Amelia sat back on the settee and hiked her navy skirt high. She pulled her satin panties down her thighs, freeing her colossal eleven-inch cock. The thick shaft rose proudly, already rock hard, the wide head flushed and glistening. Her large balls hung full and heavy beneath it, resting against the edge of the cushion.

“Come,” Amelia said, opening her arms. “Use me. Take what you need.”

Charlotte was the first to climb onto her lap. She straddled Amelia’s thighs, facing her, and slowly lowered herself onto the thick cock. Her short flippy skirt flipped up completely as she sank down, taking inch after inch of Amelia’s massive length inside her. She moaned loudly, her hands gripping Amelia’s shoulders.

“Oh… yes,” Charlotte gasped, beginning to ride slowly. “This is what I needed. My boyfriend’s tiny prick could never stretch me like this. He is finished before I even feel full. But you… you fill every inch of me.”

Sophie knelt beside them on the settee, leaning in to kiss and suck on Charlotte’s bouncing breasts while her hand stroked Amelia’s heavy balls. Eleanor positioned herself behind Charlotte, pressing her own enormous breasts against the younger shemale’s back and reaching around to rub Charlotte’s thick cock as she rode.

The room quickly filled with the wet sounds of flesh meeting flesh and soft, needy moans. Amelia gripped Charlotte’s hips, guiding her movements as the girl bounced on her thick eleven-inch cock. Her large balls slapped rhythmically against Charlotte’s bottom with every downward thrust.

After several minutes, they changed positions. Eleanor took Charlotte’s place, lying on her back on the settee with her legs spread wide. Amelia mounted her, driving her massive cock deep into the widow’s eager heat in one smooth motion. Eleanor’s colossal breasts bounced heavily with each powerful thrust, her nipples stiff and sensitive.

“Harder, Amelia,” Eleanor begged, her voice breathless. “Reginald could never give me this. His modest little thing barely touched me. I need to feel truly claimed before we face that monster tonight.”

Amelia obliged, pounding into her with deep, steady strokes. Her heavy balls slapped loudly against Eleanor’s body. Sophie and Charlotte knelt on either side, taking turns sucking on Eleanor’s large nipples and stroking their own hard cocks.

Sophie was next. Amelia bent the young maid over the arm of the settee, flipping her grey skirt up high. Sophie’s white satin panties were pulled aside, and Amelia slid her thick, glistening cock back inside her in one firm push. Sophie cried out in pleasure, pushing back to take every inch.

“Yes! Just like that,” Sophie moaned. “The footman’s pathetic prick feels like nothing compared to this. He spills in seconds and leaves me frustrated. But your cock… it reaches so deep. It makes me feel like a proper woman.”

Charlotte moved in front of Sophie, offering her own thick cock to the maid’s mouth. Sophie sucked eagerly while Amelia continued thrusting from behind, her large balls swinging heavily with every movement. Eleanor watched them, one hand between her own thighs, the other squeezing her massive breasts.

They rotated again and again, each woman taking her turn on Amelia’s magnificent cock. Skirts stayed bunched uselessly around their waists, constantly flipping and riding up to expose thick cocks, heavy balls, and plush bottoms. Enormous breasts bounced and slapped together as the women kissed and touched one another.

At one point, Amelia lay on her back on the carpet while all three women worshipped her. Charlotte and Sophie took turns sucking and licking her eleven-inch shaft and heavy balls, while Eleanor straddled Amelia’s face, letting the older shemale pleasure her with her tongue.

The nervous energy that had filled the room earlier slowly melted away, replaced by raw pleasure and deep satisfaction. Between thrusts and moans, they still spoke of the plan.

“We must stay calm when he arrives,” Amelia said, breathing heavily as Charlotte rode her once more. “Show him the ledger gradually. Let him see how much we know.”

Eleanor, who was kissing Sophie’s breasts at that moment, nodded. “And if he grows angry, we stay together. No one faces him alone.”

Sophie gasped as Amelia drove particularly deep. “I will be strong. Especially after feeling this… after knowing what real pleasure feels like. No man could ever give me the courage your cock provides.”

The afternoon stretched into a long, passionate session. Amelia brought each woman to climax multiple times — first with her thick cock buried inside them, then with her hands and mouth. Charlotte, Eleanor, and Sophie all spilled their own seed across Amelia’s colossal breasts and stomach during the height of their pleasure.

Finally, Amelia reached her own powerful release while buried deep inside Eleanor. She pulled out at the last moment and stroked her massive shaft, releasing thick, heavy ropes of seed across all three women’s breasts and faces. The sight triggered one final shared climax from Charlotte and Sophie.

They collapsed together in a warm, sweaty pile on the carpet and settee. Skirts remained pushed up around their waists. Massive breasts rose and fell with deep, satisfied breaths. Thick cocks and heavy balls rested softly against smooth skin.

For several long minutes, no one spoke. The nervous tension that had gripped them earlier had been thoroughly drained away.

Amelia finally broke the silence, stroking Charlotte’s hair with one hand while her other rested on Sophie’s plush bottom. “How do you feel now, my dears?”

“Much better,” Charlotte murmured, nuzzling against Amelia’s enormous left breast. “Calm. Ready. My boyfriend could never have helped me like this. He would have only added to my anxiety with his quick, useless little prick.”

Eleanor smiled, tracing a finger through the seed still glistening on her own massive breasts. “I feel strong again. Reginald would have hidden from this confrontation. But after being properly filled and satisfied by you, Amelia, I feel ready to face anything.”

Sophie gave Amelia’s softening cock a gentle, affectionate kiss. “Thank you. I was terrified earlier. Now I feel… complete. No man has ever made me feel this way.”

They lingered together for a while longer, exchanging soft kisses and gentle touches. Eventually, they rose and began to dress for the evening ahead. Brassieres were re-hooked over still-sensitive breasts. Satin panties were pulled up carefully over semi-hard cocks and heavy balls. Skirts were smoothed down, though they still showed every curve and bulge.

Amelia gave each woman a final firm pat on the bottom as they finished dressing.

“Tonight we end this,” she said quietly, her voice steady and confident. “Together.”

The four curvaceous women stood ready — their bodies satisfied, their minds clear, and their resolve hardened. Outside, the sound of carriage wheels on the gravel drive announced that Mr. Simon Hargrove had arrived.

The trap was about to be sprung.




Chapter 12

The drawing room at Ashford Grange was bathed in soft lamplight when Mr. Simon Hargrove arrived that evening. The four women had prepared carefully. Amelia wore a tight cream silk blouse that strained dramatically over her enormous brassiere, paired with a charcoal pencil skirt that clung to her wide hips and plush bottom like a second skin. Lady Eleanor had chosen a deep burgundy sweater that barely contained her colossal bosom, the reinforced brassiere beneath creating deep, inviting cleavage. Charlotte’s short flippy navy skirt paired with a crisp white blouse left little to the imagination, while Sophie wore her best work dress — tight across the chest and short enough that every movement threatened to reveal everything beneath.

Hargrove entered looking composed but wary, his eyes widening slightly at the sight of the four curvaceous women waiting for him.

“Lady Eleanor,” he said smoothly, “you wished to discuss the will and certain outstanding matters?”

“Indeed,” Eleanor replied with a warm, dangerous smile. “Please, sit. We have wine. Let us make this conversation… comfortable.”

They guided him to the large settee. Amelia poured the wine, deliberately bending low in front of him. Her tight pencil skirt rode up sharply at the back, exposing the lower curve of her generous bottom and the satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls. The heavy eleven-inch shaft was already semi-erect, creating a prominent bulge that pressed against the delicate fabric.

Hargrove’s gaze lingered far longer than was proper.

Charlotte moved to sit beside him on the settee, crossing her legs so that her short flippy skirt rode high up her thighs. “We have been reviewing dear Reginald’s papers,” she said sweetly, leaning forward so her substantial breasts strained against her blouse. “And we found some rather troubling entries.”

Sophie took the chair opposite, deliberately dropping her handkerchief. She bent slowly to retrieve it, her dress riding up to fully reveal white satin panties stretched obscenely over her thick cock and large balls. She remained bent for several heartbeats before straightening with a soft smile.

Amelia sat directly across from Hargrove, her knees slightly parted. The front of her pencil skirt showed a clear, thickening bulge where her colossal cock was growing harder by the minute. She made no attempt to hide it.

“Mr. Hargrove,” Amelia began, her voice smooth and confident, “we know you were blackmailing Lord Reginald. We know you poisoned his port. And we know you staged his death to look like a heart attack.”

Hargrove stiffened, but his eyes kept darting between Amelia’s prominent bulge and the way Eleanor’s enormous breasts rose and fell inside her tight sweater.

“That is a serious accusation,” he said tightly. “You have no proof.”

Lady Eleanor leaned forward, deliberately pressing her massive breasts together with her arms. The deep valley of her cleavage drew his gaze like a magnet. “Oh, but we do.” She nodded to Amelia, who opened the leather ledger and began reading entries aloud in a calm, clear voice.

As Amelia read the damning details, Charlotte “accidentally” dropped a pen between Hargrove’s feet. She slid off the settee and knelt in front of him to retrieve it, her short flippy skirt flipping completely upward. Her thick cock and large balls were fully visible, barely contained by her satin panties. She took her time finding the pen, giving Hargrove a long, unobstructed view.

“You see,” Charlotte said softly as she rose, “we know everything. And unlike poor Reginald, we are not afraid of you.”

Hargrove’s face had grown flushed. Sweat beaded on his forehead. His eyes kept returning to the four pairs of enormous breasts and the obvious male bulges beneath their skirts.

Sophie stood and moved behind his chair, leaning over his shoulder to point at a particular entry in the ledger. Her breasts pressed heavily against the back of his head while her grey dress rode up, brushing her satin-covered cock against his shoulder.

“Such a greedy little man,” Sophie whispered near his ear. “Blackmailing a good man to death. And yet I doubt you even possess the equipment to satisfy a real woman. Not like Mrs. Harrington here.”

Amelia took that cue. She shifted forward in her seat and slowly pulled the hem of her pencil skirt higher, openly revealing the full, thick length of her eleven-inch cock straining against her satin panties. The wide head had pushed past the waistband, glistening slightly. Her large balls filled the gusset heavily.

Hargrove stared, unable to look away.

“Compare this to whatever modest little thing you carry in your trousers,” Amelia said coolly. “My late husband had a small, disappointing prick. He tried his best, but he could never satisfy me. I suspect you suffer from the same shortcoming.”

Charlotte knelt beside Amelia’s chair, openly stroking the thick shaft through the satin while looking up at Hargrove. “My boyfriend has a tiny prick too. He finishes in under a minute and leaves me aching. But Mrs. Harrington’s cock… it stretches me so beautifully. It fills every inch.”

Eleanor moved to sit on the arm of Amelia’s chair, letting one of her enormous breasts brush against Amelia’s shoulder. “Reginald was much the same. Kind, but so poorly hung. His little thing could never reach where I needed it most. Watching Amelia take control with her magnificent cock has been most educational.”

Hargrove’s breathing had grown ragged. His face was bright red, a mixture of fear, anger, and unwanted arousal.

“You… you witches,” he hissed. “You think you can intimidate me with your… your vulgar displays?”

Sophie smiled sweetly and bent over the low table directly in front of him, her dress riding up again to expose her thick cock and heavy balls. “We are simply showing you what a real woman — and real shemales — look like when properly satisfied. Something you will never be able to provide.”

Amelia stood slowly, her eleven-inch cock now fully hard and tenting her skirt obscenely. She stepped closer to Hargrove and let the thick bulge brush against his arm.

“We have the ledger,” she said quietly, her voice like velvet over steel. “We have witness statements. We have your own handwriting detailing your threats and your plan to murder Reginald when he refused to pay. You are finished, Mr. Hargrove.”

Hargrove tried to stand, but Charlotte and Sophie gently but firmly pushed him back down. Eleanor leaned in close from the other side, her massive breasts pressing against his shoulder.

“Confess,” Eleanor whispered. “Tell us exactly how you poisoned him. Tell us how you watched him die. Or we will hand this ledger and our statements to the police tonight.”

Hargrove’s eyes were wild. His gaze kept dropping to Amelia’s massive cock, then to the four pairs of enormous, barely contained breasts surrounding him. The combination of fear and the overwhelming feminine — yet powerfully masculine — display was breaking him.

“I… I had no choice,” he finally stammered. “He was going to ruin me. He threatened to expose my own dealings. I only… I only meant to frighten him at first.”

Amelia reached down and casually stroked her thick cock through her skirt, drawing his eyes back to it. “And then you decided to kill him instead. Because you are a weak, greedy little man with a weak, greedy little prick.”

Charlotte giggled softly and gave Hargrove’s thigh a pat. “How does it feel knowing that even your victim’s widow and her friends have far more impressive equipment than you ever will?”

Sophie leaned in and whispered, “I bet your cock is tiny. Smaller than my boyfriend’s. And he is already pathetic.”

Hargrove’s resistance finally crumbled. Sweat poured down his face as the full weight of his situation — and the constant visual assault of thick shemale cocks, heavy balls, and enormous swaying breasts — overwhelmed him.

“Alright!” he burst out. “I did it. I poisoned the port. I waited until he was alone and made sure the glass was emptied. I needed him gone before he could destroy me.”

Lady Eleanor’s expression hardened. “And you would have come after me next, wouldn’t you?”

Hargrove nodded miserably, unable to meet their eyes any longer.

Amelia tucked her still-hard eleven-inch cock back under her skirt with deliberate slowness, letting him watch every inch disappear beneath the fabric.

“You will write a full confession tonight,” Amelia said calmly. “You will sign it in front of all of us. Then you will remain here under guard until the constable arrives in the morning. If you try anything foolish, we will not be gentle.”

Charlotte and Sophie moved to either side of Hargrove, each placing a hand on his shoulder while deliberately letting their skirts ride up again, their thick cocks and satin panties clearly visible.

Hargrove slumped in defeat, staring at the floor. The once-arrogant solicitor had been thoroughly broken — not just by the evidence, but by the overwhelming, seductive power of the four busty shemales who now surrounded him.

Lady Eleanor rang for a servant to bring pen and paper. As they waited, Amelia gave each of her companions a slow, possessive pat on the bottom, her fingers lingering on their soft curves.

“Well done, my dears,” she murmured. “The nightmare is almost over.”

The women stood tall around the defeated man, their enormous breasts rising and falling with satisfied breaths, their skirts slightly askew, and their thick cocks still half-hard beneath the thin fabric. Justice had been served in the most deliciously feminine — and powerfully shemale — way possible.

Tomorrow, Simon Hargrove would face the full consequences of his crimes.

Tonight, the four women had won.




Chapter 13

The morning after Simon Hargrove’s confession dawned bright and clear. The constable had arrived early, taken the signed statement, and led the defeated solicitor away in handcuffs. With the murderer now in custody and the nightmare finally over, Lady Eleanor declared that the four of them deserved a proper, private victory feast.

By midday, they had retreated to Amelia’s charming cottage on the edge of the village. The front door was locked, the curtains drawn, and the dining table was soon covered with cold meats, fresh bread, ripe fruits, cheeses, and several bottles of excellent wine.

Amelia stood at the head of the table wearing a loose but still tight white blouse that did little to hide her enormous brassiere. Her favourite navy pencil skirt hugged her wide hips and plush bottom. Lady Eleanor had chosen a soft pink sweater that stretched tightly across her colossal bosom, paired with a flowing but short skirt. Charlotte wore her signature short flippy black skirt and a thin white blouse, while Sophie had changed into one of Amelia’s spare dresses — tight across the chest and delightfully short on her thighs.

They ate, drank, and laughed with the easy relief of women who had faced danger and won.

As the wine flowed, the atmosphere grew warmer and more intimate.

Sophie was the first to grow bold. She stood to reach for more wine and deliberately bent far over the table. Her short dress rode up high, revealing white satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls. She remained in that position longer than necessary, wiggling her hips slightly.

“I still can’t believe it’s over,” she said. “And that we did it together. I feel so… free.”

Amelia reached out and gave Sophie’s exposed bottom a firm, affectionate pat, her fingers lingering on the soft flesh. “You were wonderful, Sophie. Brave and helpful in every way.”

Charlotte leaned back in her chair and spread her legs, letting her flippy skirt ride up completely. Her thick cock lay half-hard against her thigh, the blue satin panties barely containing it. “I propose we celebrate properly. No more secrets. No more fear. Just us.”

Lady Eleanor smiled and set her wine glass down. “I second that.”

They moved together into the spacious bedroom. Clothing came off slowly this time, with deliberate sensuality. Amelia unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her massive brassiere, letting her colossal breasts spill free. The heavy orbs swayed gently as she moved. Eleanor followed, peeling off her pink sweater to reveal her own tremendous bosom, the large nipples already stiff with anticipation.

Charlotte and Sophie stripped down to just their skirts, which they left on, knowing how much the others enjoyed watching the fabric ride up and flip.

Amelia lay back on the large bed, her navy skirt pushed up around her waist. She pulled her satin panties aside, freeing her thick eleven-inch cock. The massive shaft rested heavily against her stomach, already thickening. Her large balls hung full and round beneath it.

“Come here, my dears,” Amelia said softly. “Today we take our time.”

Charlotte climbed onto the bed first, straddling Amelia’s hips. She lowered herself slowly onto the thick cock, her short flippy skirt flipped up around her waist. A long, satisfied moan escaped her lips as she took every inch.

“So good…” Charlotte breathed, beginning to rock her hips. “No man could ever make me feel like this. My boyfriend’s little prick is nothing compared to you. He finishes so fast and leaves me empty. But you fill me so perfectly.”

Sophie knelt beside them, leaning in to kiss and suck on Charlotte’s bouncing breasts while gently fondling Amelia’s heavy balls. Eleanor positioned herself on Amelia’s other side, pressing her enormous breasts against Amelia’s arm and kissing her deeply.

They made love slowly and luxuriously. There was no rush. Charlotte rode Amelia with long, sensual rolls of her hips, her thick cock bouncing against Amelia’s stomach. When she grew tired, Eleanor took her place, sinking down onto the massive shaft with a deep sigh of pleasure.

“Reginald could never satisfy me like this,” Eleanor whispered as she moved. “His modest equipment always left me wanting more. But your cock, Amelia… it reaches every place I need.”

Sophie was next. Amelia took her from behind while she was on all fours, her dress flipped up high. Amelia’s large balls slapped rhythmically against Sophie’s as she thrust deep and slow. Charlotte and Eleanor lay beside them, kissing each other and stroking Sophie’s thick cock.

They changed positions many times throughout the afternoon. Sometimes Amelia lay on her back while all three women took turns riding her. Sometimes she stood at the edge of the bed and took them one by one from behind, enjoying the sight of their skirts flipped up and their plush bottoms presented to her.

The women talked openly between moans and sighs.

“I don’t think I can go back to my boyfriend after this,” Charlotte confessed while bouncing slowly on Amelia’s cock. “His tiny thing feels insulting now. I want this every time I need pleasure.”

Sophie nodded, her face buried between Eleanor’s massive breasts. “Same for me. The footman is useless. He has such a small prick and no stamina. Being with all of you has ruined me for ordinary men in the best possible way.”

Amelia smiled, her hands gripping Sophie’s hips as she thrust steadily. “Then stay with us. All of you. There is no reason we cannot continue this arrangement. Eleanor can keep you at the Grange, Sophie. Charlotte can visit whenever she wishes. And I will always be here for all of you.”

The idea clearly excited them. The pace of their lovemaking grew more passionate. Amelia brought each woman to climax multiple times — first with her thick cock buried deep inside them, then with her fingers and tongue. Charlotte and Sophie spilled their own seed across Amelia’s colossal breasts and stomach more than once, while Eleanor trembled through deep, rolling orgasms.

As evening fell, they paused to eat and drink more wine, still mostly undressed. Skirts remained pushed up or flipped aside. Enormous breasts stayed bare, soft and heavy. Thick cocks rested against thighs or nestled between soft bodies.

They talked about the future while feeding each other bites of fruit and cheese.

“I want us to stay close,” Eleanor said, resting her head on Amelia’s shoulder. Her massive breasts pressed warmly against Amelia’s side. “Life feels brighter with all of you in it. No more hiding. No more pretending to be satisfied with inadequate men.”

Charlotte nodded, lazily stroking Amelia’s thick, semi-hard cock. “I agree. I want nights like this regularly. I want to feel this full and satisfied as often as possible.”

Sophie smiled shyly. “If Lady Eleanor will have me, I would love to remain at the Grange. And I would love to keep visiting here… for more celebrations.”

Amelia pulled them all closer, her hands roaming over soft bottoms and heavy breasts. “Then it is settled. We are a family now — in every sense. We solved a murder together. We can certainly build something beautiful together as well.”

The conversation eventually gave way to more pleasure. This time it was slower, more tender. Amelia took her time with each woman, kissing their enormous breasts, licking their cocks and balls, and sliding her eleven-inch cock into them with long, deep strokes.

They formed a chain at one point — Amelia thrusting into Eleanor from behind while Eleanor licked Charlotte, and Charlotte pleasured Sophie with her mouth. Skirts flipped and rustled constantly. Heavy balls slapped against soft skin. Moans and sighs filled the bedroom.

As night fell, Amelia reached her final climax of the day. She had Eleanor, Charlotte, and Sophie kneeling before her on the bed. She stroked her thick cock rapidly and released powerful jets of seed across their waiting tongues and enormous breasts. The three women kissed and shared the warm offering, their own cocks spurting onto the sheets moments later.

Exhausted and deeply satisfied, they collapsed together in a warm tangle of limbs and soft, heaving breasts. Skirts were left bunched around waists. Brassieres and panties lay scattered across the floor. Thick cocks rested softly against smooth thighs.

Amelia lay in the centre with Eleanor on her right, Charlotte on her left, and Sophie curled against her chest. She gently stroked their hair and gave each bottom a slow, loving pat.

“To new beginnings,” Amelia whispered.

“To us,” Eleanor replied softly.

The four busty women fell asleep entwined, their bodies warm, their hearts full, and their future stretching out before them — filled with mystery, friendship, and endless pleasure.

The murder at Ashford Grange had been solved. But for Amelia Harrington and her beloved companions, a far sweeter chapter of life had just begun.

Eleven Inches of Justice




Chapter 1: The Garden Party Mystery

The summer sun bathed the manicured lawns of Willowbrook Manor in a warm, golden light, turning the annual garden party into the social highlight of the season. Ladies and shemales alike moved gracefully across the grass in their finest attire, their enormous bosoms straining against the confines of tight blouses and delicate sweaters. Skirts swished and flipped with every step, offering teasing glimpses of smooth thighs and the occasional flash of satin panties underneath.

Lady Amelia Harrington adjusted the wide brim of her hat as she surveyed the gathering from the terrace steps. At five foot eight, she possessed the elegant curves expected of any proper woman or shemale in this society. Her colossal bosom, easily filling a J-cup brassiere, rose and fell with each breath, the heavy weight of her breasts supported by a sturdy, reinforced white satin brassiere that hugged her tightly. The garment’s thick straps dug gently into her shoulders, while the cups cradled her massive, soft globes, creating a deep, inviting cleavage that drew admiring glances from men and women alike. Over this foundation she wore a crisp white blouse, its buttons pulled taut across her chest, and a knee-length navy pencil skirt that clung to her rounded hips and plump bottom.

Beneath the skirt, her most private secret pressed insistently against the front of her satin panties. Lady Amelia’s cock measured a full eleven inches even when soft, thick and heavy, with a pair of large, pendulous balls nestled below it. The tight fabric of her panties stretched obscenely over the considerable bulge, outlining every inch of her impressive male endowment. She had chosen the pencil skirt today because it helped somewhat conceal her condition, though any sudden movement risked revealing far too much. Pants were out of the question for daily wear; they simply could not hide such a monumental appendage without looking indecent.

“Amelia, darling, you look positively radiant,” called a familiar voice.

She turned to see Mrs. Beatrice Langford approaching, her own prodigious chest bouncing softly with each step. Beatrice wore a pale pink sweater that clung desperately to her vast breasts, the soft wool stretched thin over the enormous lace brassiere underneath. Her short, flippy pleated skirt danced around her thighs, threatening to lift with the slightest breeze and expose the matching pink panties that barely contained her own secrets. Beatrice was a shemale like Amelia, and her heavy cock and balls created a prominent swell beneath the short hem whenever she moved.

The two embraced warmly, their massive bosoms pressing together in a soft, pillowy collision. Amelia felt the familiar tingle as their bodies met, her thick shaft giving a subtle twitch inside her panties.

“Beatrice, you minx,” Amelia murmured with a smile. “That skirt is positively scandalous. One good bend and half the party will see exactly what you’re packing.”

Beatrice laughed lightly and gave a deliberate little twirl. Her pleated skirt flared up high, revealing the full curve of her firm, rounded bottom and the tight satin panties stretched taut over her thick, semi-erect cock. The heavy shaft lay sideways along her hip, the fat head clearly outlined, while her large balls filled the lower pouch of the fabric. “Let them look,” she said with a wink. “My husband can barely manage six inches on his best day. After seeing what we carry, the poor dear knows his place.”

Amelia’s own cock thickened slightly at the sight, pressing more firmly against her satin underwear. She shifted her stance, trying to ease the growing pressure. “You are terrible. Though I cannot say I disagree. My own dear Reginald struggles to satisfy me properly most nights. These enormous breasts and this… substantial blessing between my legs demand far more attention than most men can provide.”

The two shemales linked arms and descended the steps into the garden proper, their hips swaying in unison. All around them, beautiful women and equally beautiful shemales mingled, their clothing chosen to accentuate their generous figures. Tight sweaters moulded themselves to overflowing bosoms. Blouses gaped between straining buttons. Short flippy skirts offered constant, tempting views of long legs and lace-trimmed panties. Every shemale present wore skirts or dresses; only on rare, deliberate occasions did any of them squeeze their colossal male organs into tight trousers to proudly display their bulging masculinity.

Near the rose beds, Amelia spotted young Miss Charlotte Pembroke bending low to examine a flower. The girl’s short yellow sundress rode up dramatically as she leaned forward, exposing her plump bottom and the delicate white panties that clung to her smooth cheeks. Charlotte was not a shemale, but her breasts were enormous, barely contained by a heavy-duty brassiere whose thick straps were visible through the thin fabric of her dress. As she straightened, the hem of her dress flipped back down, but not before several gentlemen nearby had enjoyed the view.

“Careful, Charlotte dear,” Amelia called out kindly. “That dress is rather adventurous for garden work.”

Charlotte blushed prettily, her cheeks matching the roses. “Oh, Lady Amelia! I suppose I got carried away. These new summer fashions do make it difficult to stay modest.” She gave a little curtsy, which caused her massive chest to jiggle enticingly inside her brassiere.

Amelia smiled, feeling another warm pulse between her own legs. Her cock was now half-hard, the thick length pushing heavily against the front of her pencil skirt and creating a noticeable ridge. She turned slightly to hide it, though Beatrice noticed and gave her a knowing look.

They continued their stroll, greeting various guests. There was Mrs. Evelyn Thorpe, a voluptuous woman whose tight emerald green blouse looked ready to surrender its buttons at any moment. Her brassiere must have been custom-made to contain such vast, heavy breasts. Beside her stood her shemale companion, Miss Sophia Grant, who wore a figure-hugging red sweater and a black pencil skirt similar to Amelia’s. Sophia’s bulge was more pronounced; she had clearly chosen today to show off, the thick outline of her long cock and heavy balls clearly visible through the tight fabric.

“Lady Amelia,” Sophia said warmly, offering her hand. As they shook, Sophia leaned forward to kiss Amelia’s cheek, deliberately pressing her enormous bosom against Amelia’s own. “You simply must tell me who makes your brassieres. Mine are always fighting a losing battle with these.”

Amelia laughed softly. “Madame Rousseau in London, darling. She understands the particular challenges we face.”

The conversation turned to lighter topics, but Amelia’s sharp eyes were already at work. She had come to the party not only for pleasure but with a purpose. Lord Harrington, her distant cousin, had asked her to keep an ear out for any unusual gossip. There were rumours of stolen jewellery from several prominent families, and the garden party brought together many of the potential victims and suspects in one convenient place.

As the afternoon wore on, the guests began to drift toward the large white marquee for refreshments. Amelia excused herself from the group and made her way along a quieter path lined with tall hedges. The tight skirt restricted her stride, forcing her to take smaller steps that made her wide hips roll seductively. With each movement, the heavy weight of her cock and balls shifted inside her satin panties, the thick shaft rubbing against the smooth fabric and sending little sparks of pleasure through her body.

She paused near a secluded bench to adjust her clothing. Glancing around to ensure privacy, Amelia reached down and quickly lifted the front of her pencil skirt. Her massive cock sprang into view, now almost fully hard at twelve inches, thick and veined, the broad head glistening slightly. Below it, her large balls hung heavy and full. She gave the thick length a gentle squeeze through her stretched panties, sighing at the sensation. “Behave yourself,” she whispered to her own impressive organ. “This is hardly the time.”

Before she could lower her skirt, a soft gasp sounded from behind the hedge.

Amelia froze, then quickly smoothed her clothing back into place. Her heart raced as she stepped around the greenery to find Miss Fiona Caldwell standing there, eyes wide. Fiona was a stunning shemale of twenty-five, her breasts even larger than Amelia’s, straining against a cream-coloured cardigan that did little to hide the massive brassiere beneath. Her short flippy skirt had ridden up slightly, revealing white lace panties stretched tight over an equally impressive cock that was rapidly hardening.

“I… I am terribly sorry, Lady Amelia,” Fiona stammered, her cheeks flushed. “I did not mean to intrude. I was simply looking for a moment of quiet.”

Amelia’s gaze dropped involuntarily to the front of Fiona’s skirt. The younger shemale’s cock had tented the fabric dramatically, the thick shaft and heavy balls clearly outlined. “It seems we both had the same idea,” Amelia said gently, her own arousal still throbbing beneath her pencil skirt. “These bodies of ours can be rather demanding, can they not?”

Fiona bit her lip, then nodded. “My boyfriend tries so hard, but after seeing what you shemales of experience possess… well, it is difficult not to compare. His is barely adequate on the best of days.”

Amelia stepped closer, drawn by the younger woman’s obvious excitement. She reached out and gently lifted the hem of Fiona’s short skirt, exposing the full sight of her enormous, rock-hard cock straining against delicate lace panties. The shaft was long and girthy, easily matching Amelia’s own in size, with a pair of large, smooth balls pulled tight underneath. “Poor dear,” Amelia murmured. “You deserve so much better.”

Their eyes met, heavy with shared understanding. Fiona’s breathing had grown shallow, her massive chest rising and falling rapidly inside her brassiere. Amelia could feel her own thick cock leaking slightly into her panties, the satin growing damp against the sensitive head.

Before either could speak further, a sharp cry echoed from the main garden.

Both shemales started, their skirts falling back into place. The moment shattered, they hurried back toward the party, their enormous bosoms bouncing and their heavy endowments shifting with every urgent step.

Guests had gathered in a tight circle near the ornamental fountain. In the centre lay the body of Sir Reginald Worthington, face down in the grass, a silver letter opener protruding from his back. His wife, Lady Margaret, stood nearby in shock, her tight black dress hugging every curve of her voluptuous figure, her own substantial breasts heaving with distress inside an industrial-strength brassiere.

Amelia pushed through the crowd, her detective instincts immediately taking over despite the lingering heat between her legs. She knelt carefully beside the body, her tight skirt riding up her thighs as she bent forward. The movement caused her massive cock and heavy balls to shift, the thick bulge becoming more pronounced beneath the navy fabric. She ignored the discomfort and examined the scene.

“Everyone stay back, please,” she said calmly, her voice carrying authority. “This appears to be murder.”

Murmurs rippled through the guests. Beatrice appeared at Amelia’s side, her short pleated skirt flipping up as she crouched down, once again revealing her satin panties and the thick cock and balls they struggled to contain. “Amelia, darling, what do we do?”

Amelia rose slowly, smoothing her skirt over her considerable bulge with as much dignity as she could muster. Her mind was already racing through possibilities. Who had motive? Who had opportunity? And why use such a personal weapon as a letter opener at a public garden party?

As she scanned the faces around her, Amelia noticed several things at once. Miss Charlotte Pembroke looked unusually pale, her hands trembling as she clutched the front of her sundress. Mrs. Evelyn Thorpe kept glancing toward the hedges where Amelia had nearly been discovered with Fiona. And young Fiona herself stood at the edge of the crowd, her flippy skirt still slightly askew, a mixture of fear and lingering arousal on her pretty face.

Amelia’s colossal bosom rose with a deep, steadying breath, her reinforced brassiere creaking faintly under the strain. Her heavy cock gave another insistent throb inside her satin panties, as if reminding her that even in the midst of murder, her body had its own demanding needs.

“This is going to be a most complicated affair,” she murmured to Beatrice. “And I suspect it will require a very thorough investigation indeed.”

The party that had begun with light flirtations and teasing glimpses of lace and flesh had suddenly turned deadly serious. Yet even as Amelia began questioning witnesses, her mind kept drifting back to the heated moment behind the hedge, the sight of Fiona’s massive, straining cock, and the way her own enormous appendage still ached for release.

She would solve this murder. But first, she would need to maintain control over her own considerable appetites in a world where beautiful, busty shemales and women were constantly tempting one another with every bend, every sway, and every revealing flip of a short skirt.




Chapter 2: The Tightening Skirt

Lady Amelia Harrington moved through the long corridors of Willowbrook Manor with measured grace, her navy pencil skirt hugging her wide hips and rounded bottom like a second skin. The fabric was stretched tight across her thighs, and with every step the heavy weight of her eleven-inch cock shifted inside the satin panties she wore beneath. The thick shaft lay heavily against her left thigh, the broad head occasionally brushing the smooth material and sending warm pulses of arousal through her body. Her large balls rested full and heavy below it, gently swaying with her movement and adding to the constant, distracting pressure.

Her colossal bosom rose and fell steadily, the reinforced white satin brassiere cradling her enormous, soft breasts with firm support. The thick straps pressed into her shoulders, while the wide band beneath her bust dug in just enough to lift and present her massive cleavage in the crisp white blouse. Several buttons near the top strained visibly, threatening to surrender if she breathed too deeply.

Beatrice walked beside her, her short pleated skirt swishing playfully around her thighs. The garment was so flippy that even a moderate breeze from an open window caused the hem to lift and flutter, revealing the smooth curve of her bottom and the delicate pink satin panties stretched tight over her own considerable male endowment. Beatrice’s prodigious chest bounced softly inside a pale pink sweater, the soft wool moulded to the enormous lace brassiere that fought valiantly to contain her vast breasts.

“Darling, you look positively ready to burst,” Beatrice murmured, her eyes drifting down to the growing ridge along the front of Amelia’s pencil skirt. “That skirt is getting tighter by the minute.”

Amelia gave a soft sigh, one gloved hand smoothing down the front of her skirt in a futile attempt to disguise the thickening bulge. “It is these bodies of ours. They demand attention at the most inconvenient times. Still, we must focus. Sir Reginald did not stab himself in the back with his own letter opener.”

They entered the morning room where Miss Charlotte Pembroke waited, perched nervously on the edge of a velvet chaise. The young woman’s short yellow sundress had ridden up her thighs, exposing a generous amount of smooth leg. Her enormous breasts strained against the thin fabric, the heavy-duty brassiere underneath creating deep, soft cleavage that jiggled with every anxious breath.

“Lady Amelia, Mrs. Langford,” Charlotte said, standing quickly. As she rose, she bent slightly to adjust her shoe, causing the short hem of her sundress to flip upward. For a brief, tantalising moment her plump bottom came into view, covered only by dainty white panties that clung snugly to her cheeks. She straightened with a blush, tugging the dress down.

Amelia’s cock gave a firm throb inside her satin panties, thickening further and pressing more insistently against the tight pencil skirt. She cleared her throat. “Miss Pembroke, please tell us about your movements this afternoon. You were seen near the fountain shortly before the body was discovered.”

Charlotte’s cheeks flushed deeper. “I… I was admiring the roses, that is all. I dropped my handkerchief and had to bend to retrieve it. When I stood up, Sir Reginald was walking past. He made a rather crude remark about my dress being too short and then continued on his way. That was the last I saw of him.”

Beatrice leaned forward to pour tea, deliberately bending at the waist. Her short pleated skirt rode straight up, fully exposing her firm bottom and the pink satin panties stretched obscenely over her thick, semi-erect cock and large balls. The heavy shaft curved visibly along her hip while her balls filled the lower pouch of the delicate fabric. “And did you notice anyone else near the fountain?” she asked sweetly, remaining bent over longer than necessary.

Charlotte’s eyes widened as she stared at the display. “I… goodness. No, I don’t think so. Though Lady Margaret did seem upset earlier. She complained rather loudly that her husband was… inadequate in certain marital duties. She said something about wishing he had even half the equipment that some of the shemales here possess.”

Amelia felt her own massive cock surge to nearly full hardness. The thick length now created a prominent, unmistakable bulge along the front of her pencil skirt, the head of her eleven-inch organ pushing heavily against the fabric. She shifted in her seat, crossing her legs in an attempt to hide it, but the movement only made the bulge more obvious.

“Thank you, Charlotte,” Amelia said, her voice slightly husky. “That will be all for now.”

As the young woman left, bending once more to pick up her handbag — her sundress flipping up again to reveal those tight white panties — Amelia let out a long breath. Her enormous breasts heaved inside the sturdy brassiere, nipples stiff against the satin cups.

Beatrice straightened and turned, her own skirt settling back into place but still failing to fully conceal the thick ridge of her hardening cock. “Poor girl could barely take her eyes off us. And you, my dear, look ready to tear that skirt apart. Shall we continue?”

Next they summoned Mrs. Evelyn Thorpe and her companion, Miss Sophia Grant. Evelyn entered first, her tight emerald green blouse stretched to its limits over her vast bosom. The heavy brassiere beneath created prominent outlines against the silk, thick straps visible at her shoulders. Sophia followed in her figure-hugging red sweater and black pencil skirt. The shemale made no attempt to hide her assets today; her colossal cock and large balls formed a bold, heavy bulge at the front of the tight skirt, the outline of the thick shaft clearly visible as it lay across her thigh.

They took seats opposite Amelia and Beatrice. Sophia crossed her legs, which only emphasised the substantial swell between them.

“Mrs. Thorpe, Miss Grant,” Amelia began, trying to keep her tone professional even as her own cock throbbed painfully inside her satin panties. “Can you account for your whereabouts between three and four o’clock?”

Evelyn glanced at Sophia before answering. “We were together in the rose garden for a time. Then Sophia needed to adjust her… undergarments. We stepped behind the tall hedges for privacy. These skirts can be so restrictive when one is as generously endowed as we are.”

Sophia smiled slowly. “Indeed. My cock had grown rather excited from all the bending and teasing on display today. I had to pull my skirt up and ease it out of my panties for a moment. Evelyn kindly helped me settle it back down.”

Beatrice’s eyes sparkled with interest. She leaned forward, causing her massive breasts to rest heavily on the table and her short skirt to ride dangerously high. “How helpful of you, Mrs. Thorpe. And did you happen to see Sir Reginald during this… adjustment?”

Evelyn shook her head, though her gaze kept drifting to the prominent bulges now visible on both Amelia and Sophia. “No. Though I must confess, my husband is nowhere near as impressive as what some of you possess. After watching Sophia handle herself, it is difficult to return to lesser fare.”

Amelia’s breathing had grown shallower. Her eleven-inch cock was now fully hard, the thick shaft straining mightily against her pencil skirt and satin panties, the wide head leaking steadily and creating a small damp spot. She could feel her large balls tightening with need. The urge to lift her own skirt and free the monstrous organ was becoming nearly overwhelming.

Sophia noticed. With a graceful motion, she stood and bent over the sideboard to pour herself a glass of water. Her tight black pencil skirt rode up her thighs and stretched tightly across her plump bottom. The fabric pulled so snug that the full shape of her heavy cock and large balls became perfectly outlined from behind. “Forgive me,” she said softly, “but these skirts do ride up so easily when one bends.”

Amelia’s cock pulsed hard at the sight. She rose as well, moving to stand behind Sophia under the pretext of examining a painting. As she did, her own pencil skirt tightened dramatically across her hips, the material now stretched drum-tight over her colossal erection. The ridge of her eleven-inch cock was unmistakable, running almost horizontally across her lap before she stood.

The questioning continued, but the air in the room had grown thick with unspoken desire. Clues emerged slowly: Sir Reginald had been arguing with several people about money and suspected infidelities. Lady Margaret had been seen clutching a silver letter opener earlier that day, claiming she needed it to open a parcel.

By the time Evelyn and Sophia left, Amelia was aching. Her massive breasts felt swollen inside the brassiere, her nipples tight and sensitive. Between her legs, her enormous cock throbbed insistently, the thick length trapped and leaking inside her satin panties, while her heavy balls felt full and tight.

Beatrice stepped close, her flippy skirt brushing against Amelia’s thigh. “Darling, you are positively bursting. That skirt looks painful. Perhaps we should find a quiet moment to… relieve the pressure before we speak with Lady Margaret.”

Amelia hesitated, then nodded. They slipped into a small side parlour and closed the door. Beatrice immediately turned and bent over the back of a settee, flipping her short pleated skirt up high. Her pink satin panties were stretched tight over her thick, rock-hard cock and large balls, the fabric damp with her own excitement.

Amelia could not resist. She lifted the front of her own pencil skirt, finally freeing her massive eleven-inch cock. The thick, veined shaft sprang out heavily, fully erect and glistening at the tip, her large balls hanging full beneath it. She stepped forward and pressed her enormous breasts against Beatrice’s back, rubbing her leaking cockhead against the satin-covered cleft of Beatrice’s bottom.

“Not now, not fully,” Amelia whispered, her voice tight with need. “Just enough to take the edge off.”

Beatrice moaned softly as Amelia slid her thick cock between her thighs, rubbing the heavy length against the stretched satin panties and the soft skin beneath. Their massive bosoms heaved together, brassiere straps digging into soft shoulders as they moved. Amelia reached around and gently squeezed Beatrice’s own straining cock through her panties, feeling the thick girth pulse in her hand.

They rocked together for several long minutes, skirts up, enormous breasts bouncing, thick cocks rubbing and leaking, until both shemales shuddered through intense but restrained releases. Amelia’s huge cock pulsed powerfully, coating the inside of Beatrice’s thighs and panties with thick ropes of seed, while Beatrice’s own organ throbbed and spilled into her already soaked satin underwear.

Breathing hard, they straightened their clothing as best they could. Amelia’s pencil skirt now showed clear damp patches, and the bulge, while slightly softened, remained prominent. Beatrice’s flippy skirt looked decidedly rumpled.

“Better?” Beatrice asked with a wicked little smile.

“Marginally,” Amelia replied, adjusting her brassiere straps. “Now let us speak with Lady Margaret before my skirt tightens again.”

They found Lady Margaret Worthington in the drawing room, dressed in a tight black mourning dress that accentuated every curve of her voluptuous figure. Her enormous breasts rose and fell dramatically inside what must have been an exceptionally strong brassiere, the lace edges visible at the low neckline.

“Lady Amelia,” she said quietly. “Have you discovered anything?”

Amelia sat carefully, feeling her cock stir once more at the sight of the grieving widow’s generous bosom. “We are making progress. Tell me, did your husband have any enemies?”

Margaret’s eyes filled with tears, though her voice remained steady. “Many. He was not a kind man, especially in private. He often complained about my… needs. Said I asked for too much. After seeing the way some of you shemales carry yourselves, with those magnificent cocks and heavy balls, it became harder to pretend satisfaction with his modest offerings.”

Beatrice leaned in, her short skirt riding up as she did. “And the letter opener?”

“I used it earlier to open a gift. I left it on the table near the fountain. Anyone could have taken it.”

As the conversation continued, Amelia noticed a small bruise on Margaret’s wrist and a faint trace of perfume that matched one worn by Sophia Grant. More pieces began falling into place, even as her own body continued to betray her with fresh waves of arousal. Her pencil skirt felt tighter than ever, the heavy weight of her semi-hard cock and large balls once again demanding attention.

By the time they finished speaking with Lady Margaret, the sun had begun to set. Amelia stood, smoothing her hands down her skirt over the persistent bulge.

“Come, Beatrice,” she said softly. “We have more to investigate tonight. And I suspect this skirt of mine is going to cause me a great deal of trouble before this case is solved.”

The two shemales left the drawing room side by side, their enormous bosoms leading the way, their skirts swishing and occasionally flipping to reveal tantalising glimpses of satin panties stretched over thick cocks and heavy balls. The murder investigation had only just begun, but the constant teasing of their beautiful, generously endowed bodies promised that the path to the truth would be anything but straightforward.




Chapter 3: Late Night Corridor Encounter

The grandfather clock in the main hall struck midnight, its deep chimes echoing through the silent corridors of Willowbrook Manor. Most guests had retired to their rooms, but sleep eluded Lady Amelia Harrington. She lay in the large four-poster bed for nearly an hour, her colossal bosom rising and falling beneath the thin silk of her dressing gown. The garment was pale ivory and barely adequate for her figure. It clung to the vast, heavy weight of her enormous breasts, the deep neckline revealing the upper curves supported by her sturdy white satin brassiere. The hem reached only to mid-thigh, doing nothing to conceal the insistent throbbing between her legs.

Her eleven-inch cock stood fully erect, thick and veined, pushing hard against the front of the dressing gown and creating a prominent tent. Beneath it, her large balls felt heavy and tight with unmet need. Every shift of her body caused the sensitive head to brush against the cool silk, sending sparks of pleasure through her. After the day’s constant teasing — all those short flippy skirts lifting, tight pencil skirts riding up, and satin panties stretched over bulging cocks — Amelia could bear it no longer.

With a soft sigh, she rose from the bed and slipped on a pair of delicate slippers. The dressing gown parted slightly as she moved, exposing the full swell of her massive breasts and the thick ridge of her erection. She made no attempt to close it fully. Let the night air cool her if it could.

Amelia stepped into the dimly lit corridor, her hips swaying gently. The silk whispered against her skin as she walked, the heavy globes of her breasts swaying inside the brassiere with each step. Her cock bobbed freely beneath the gown, the broad head already glistening with a bead of moisture.

She had not gone far when soft, breathy sounds reached her ears from a recessed alcove further down the hall. Amelia paused, her pulse quickening. She moved closer with careful steps and peered around the corner.

There, pressed against the wall, stood Miss Charlotte Pembroke and Miss Fiona Caldwell. Charlotte’s short yellow sundress was bunched up around her waist, her plump bottom fully exposed. Her dainty white panties had been yanked down to her knees. Fiona stood behind her, her own flippy skirt flipped up high over her back. The younger shemale’s thick, long cock — every bit as impressive as Amelia’s — was buried deep inside Charlotte’s tight passage, sliding in and out with slow, deliberate strokes. Fiona’s large balls swung heavily with each thrust, brushing against Charlotte’s thighs.

Charlotte moaned softly, her enormous breasts spilling over the top of her sundress, the heavy brassiere pushed down to let the soft, massive globes bounce freely. “Oh, Fiona… deeper. Your cock is so much thicker than my boyfriend’s. He can barely reach where you are right now.”

Fiona gripped Charlotte’s hips, her own prodigious chest heaving inside a thin lace-trimmed nightdress. “I know, darling. My boyfriend complains he cannot satisfy me either. But you… you take every inch so beautifully.”

Amelia’s breath caught. Her own massive cock surged harder, lifting the front of her dressing gown completely. The eleven-inch length stood proud and rigid, the veined shaft pulsing with need, her large balls drawn up tight beneath it. She watched as Fiona bent Charlotte further forward, causing the girl’s massive breasts to swing pendulously while Fiona’s thick cock drove deeper, her heavy balls slapping rhythmically.

Unable to resist any longer, Amelia stepped into view.

Both young women froze, eyes wide. Fiona’s cock remained buried inside Charlotte, twitching visibly.

“Lady Amelia,” Fiona whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. “We… we did not hear you.”

Amelia’s gaze travelled slowly over the scene: Charlotte’s flushed face and bouncing breasts, Fiona’s flippy skirt still flipped up, her thick cock glistening as it stretched Charlotte open, and the way her large balls rested against the younger woman’s body.

“Continue,” Amelia said softly, her tone warm but commanding. “Do not stop on my account.”

Charlotte whimpered but obeyed, pushing back against Fiona’s thick shaft. Fiona resumed her slow thrusts, her eyes locked on Amelia’s exposed eleven-inch cock.

Amelia moved closer, letting her dressing gown fall open completely. Her colossal breasts, barely contained by the satin brassiere, jiggled with each step. She reached down and wrapped her hand around her massive organ, giving it a slow stroke from base to tip. “You both look exquisite like this. Tell me, Fiona, does Charlotte feel as good as she looks?”

Fiona moaned, her hips rocking steadily. “She feels incredible. So tight and warm. But… your cock, Lady Amelia. It is even larger than mine. So thick and long.”

Amelia smiled and stepped behind Fiona. She lifted the younger shemale’s nightdress higher, exposing Fiona’s firm, rounded bottom and the way her large balls swung with every thrust into Charlotte. Amelia pressed her enormous breasts against Fiona’s back, letting the heavy globes squash softly through the satin brassiere. Her own rigid cock slid between Fiona’s thighs, the thick length rubbing against the underside of Fiona’s swinging balls and the base of her pumping shaft.

“Keep going,” Amelia murmured, her voice husky. “Let me feel how you move inside her.”

Fiona gasped as Amelia’s eleven-inch cock glided back and forth between her thighs, the broad head occasionally bumping against Charlotte’s stretched opening alongside Fiona’s own organ. The three of them moved together in a slow, sinful rhythm. Charlotte’s enormous breasts swung heavily, nipples hard and sensitive. Fiona’s cock plunged deep again and again while Amelia’s massive shaft rubbed slickly against them both, leaking steadily and coating Fiona’s large balls with clear fluid.

Amelia reached around and cupped one of Fiona’s heavy breasts, squeezing the soft flesh through the nightdress while her other hand stroked her own thick cock. “Such beautiful bodies we have,” she whispered. “These enormous breasts that never stop demanding attention… and these magnificent cocks that men can never match.”

Charlotte cried out softly, her passage clenching around Fiona’s girth. “It is true. My boyfriend’s little thing barely satisfies me for five minutes. But Fiona… and now you… I feel so full.”

The heat built quickly. Amelia bent Fiona forward slightly so the younger shemale’s breasts pressed against Charlotte’s back. This position lifted Fiona’s bottom higher, allowing Amelia to slide her leaking cockhead right against Fiona’s tight rear entrance, teasing but not yet entering. Instead, she continued rubbing her massive length along the cleft, letting her large balls press warmly against Fiona’s own.

Fiona’s thrusts grew faster, her thick cock driving deep into Charlotte while her own large balls tightened. “Lady Amelia… I am close…”

“Then let go, darling,” Amelia encouraged, her own eleven-inch cock throbbing powerfully. “Fill her while I watch.”

With a shuddering moan, Fiona buried herself to the hilt. Her thick shaft pulsed visibly as she released deep inside Charlotte, her large balls contracting with each strong spurt. Charlotte whimpered in pleasure, her own massive breasts shaking as she reached her peak moments later.

Amelia could hold back no longer. She pulled back slightly and aimed her enormous cock upward. Thick, powerful ropes of seed erupted from the broad head, splashing across Fiona’s bottom and lower back, then arcing onto Charlotte’s exposed cheeks. Pulse after pulse poured from her eleven-inch organ, coating both young shemales and women in warm evidence of her release. Her large balls tightened and emptied thoroughly, leaving her gasping with relief.

For several long moments, the only sound was their heavy breathing. Amelia gently helped them straighten, though their clothing remained dishevelled. Fiona’s flippy skirt was crumpled, her thick cock still half-hard and glistening as it rested against her thigh. Charlotte’s sundress was twisted, her enormous breasts spilling freely, white panties tangled around one ankle. Amelia’s dressing gown hung open, her colossal bosom heaving inside the brassiere and her massive cock slowly softening but still impressively thick.

“Now,” Amelia said, her voice regaining some composure as she adjusted her gown, “while we are all being honest with one another… Charlotte, you were near the fountain this afternoon. Tell me exactly what you saw before Sir Reginald was found.”

Charlotte, still flushed and trembling, bit her lip. “I… I saw Lady Margaret arguing with Sir Reginald. She was holding the letter opener. She shouted that she was tired of his small… inadequacies and that she had found someone who could actually satisfy her. Then she stormed off toward the hedges. Sir Reginald looked furious. That was only minutes before the scream.”

Fiona nodded, pulling her skirt down but failing to hide the damp bulge. “I saw something similar from the other side. Sophia Grant was watching them too, and she looked strangely pleased.”

Amelia’s mind sharpened even as the last traces of pleasure lingered in her body. The pieces were beginning to connect. Lady Margaret’s affair with Sophia, the arguments over sexual satisfaction, the convenient weapon left in plain sight.

She helped the two younger women adjust their clothing, giving each of their enormous breasts a gentle, appreciative squeeze through their garments and letting her hand brush once more over Fiona’s heavy cock.

“Thank you, both of you,” Amelia said warmly. “This has been most… enlightening. Now go and clean yourselves up before anyone else wakes. And remember — discretion is important.”

Charlotte and Fiona nodded, stealing one last longing glance at Amelia’s still-impressive bulge before hurrying down the corridor, their short skirts swishing and occasionally flipping to reveal flashes of stained panties and smooth skin.

Amelia remained in the alcove a moment longer, closing her dressing gown as best she could over her colossal bosom and heavy cock. The night air felt cooler now against her flushed skin, but the investigation burned hotter than ever in her mind.

She turned back toward her room, the silk whispering around her thighs. Her enormous breasts swayed heavily inside the brassiere with each step, and between her legs, her thick organ gave one final, satisfied twitch.

The murder of Sir Reginald was far from solved, but Amelia now had clear leads to follow. And if the path required more late-night encounters and thorough questioning of beautiful, busty suspects, she was more than prepared to continue her duties.

Tomorrow would bring new revelations — and, no doubt, more opportunities for her insatiable body to demand attention once again.




Chapter 4: Tea and Suspicions

The drawing room of Willowbrook Manor glowed with soft afternoon light filtering through tall windows. Lady Amelia Harrington had arranged for tea to be served promptly at four o’clock, inviting all the key guests who remained at the manor. She sat at the head of the long table in a fresh navy pencil skirt and crisp white blouse, her colossal bosom rising and falling steadily beneath the fabric. The reinforced white satin brassiere she wore today was particularly sturdy, its thick straps pressing firmly into her shoulders to support the immense weight of her enormous breasts. The blouse buttons were pulled taut across her deep cleavage, and the pencil skirt clung tightly to her wide hips and rounded bottom, already beginning to feel restrictive as her body responded to the anticipation of the gathering.

Beatrice sat to her right, wearing a soft lavender sweater that moulded itself lovingly to her own vast breasts and a short flippy pleated skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. The garment looked ready to betray her at any moment.

One by one the suspects arrived. Miss Charlotte Pembroke entered first in her short yellow sundress, the thin fabric doing little to contain her enormous breasts. The heavy brassiere underneath created prominent outlines and deep cleavage that jiggled softly with each step. Mrs. Evelyn Thorpe followed in a tight emerald green blouse and matching pencil skirt, her massive bosom straining the buttons dangerously. Beside her walked Miss Sophia Grant in a figure-hugging red sweater and black pencil skirt, her heavy cock and large balls creating a bold, unmistakable bulge at the front of the tight fabric. Young Miss Fiona Caldwell arrived last, her flippy pink skirt swishing around her thighs and her cream cardigan stretched tight over her prodigious chest.

Amelia smiled graciously as they took their seats. “Thank you all for joining me. A little tea may help calm the nerves after yesterday’s dreadful events. Please, help yourselves.”

The serving began innocently enough, but the nature of their clothing made modesty nearly impossible. Charlotte reached for the teapot first. As she leaned forward, her short sundress rode up the back of her thighs and flipped upward, fully exposing her plump bottom and the dainty white satin panties that clung snugly to her cheeks. She lingered in that position while pouring, giving everyone a clear view before she straightened with a soft blush.

“Terribly sorry,” Charlotte murmured. “These summer dresses do ride up so easily.”

Amelia felt the familiar heavy twitch between her own legs. Her eleven-inch cock began to thicken inside her satin panties, pressing against the front of the navy pencil skirt and creating the first hints of a noticeable ridge.

Beatrice leaned over to pass the sugar bowl, deliberately bending low. Her short pleated skirt flipped straight up, revealing pink satin panties stretched tight over her thick, semi-erect cock and large balls. The heavy shaft curved visibly along her hip while her balls filled the lower pouch of the delicate fabric. She remained bent for several seconds before slowly straightening, her enormous breasts bouncing inside the lavender sweater.

Sophia was next to pour tea for Evelyn. When she bent to reach the milk jug, her tight black pencil skirt pulled taut across her bottom and thighs. The fabric stretched so thin that the full outline of her colossal cock became clearly visible from the side, the thick length running along her thigh with her large balls nestled heavily beneath. Evelyn’s eyes lingered on the sight, and she sighed softly.

“My late husband could never compare to that,” Evelyn said quietly, almost to herself. “Six inches at best, and never very enthusiastic. Seeing what you shemales carry makes one realise how poorly some men are equipped.”

Amelia’s cock gave a firm throb, swelling further inside her panties. The pencil skirt was beginning to feel noticeably tighter across her lap as her massive organ hardened.

The conversation turned toward the murder as Amelia steered it gently. “We all want justice for Sir Reginald. Let us speak openly. Lady Margaret, you were seen arguing with your husband near the fountain. Would you care to share what the disagreement was about?”

Lady Margaret, dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her voluptuous figure, set her teacup down with trembling fingers. Her enormous breasts heaved inside what appeared to be an exceptionally strong brassiere, the lace edges visible at her neckline. “He was being impossible, as usual. Complaining about my… requirements in the bedroom. Saying I asked for too much when he could barely manage to satisfy a woman properly. I told him there were others who could provide what he never could.”

Sophia shifted in her seat, crossing her legs. The movement made her tight skirt ride up slightly, emphasising the heavy bulge between her thighs. She reached down to adjust her napkin, bending forward and causing the pencil skirt to pull even tighter across her substantial male endowment.

Fiona, trying to be helpful, stood to refill the teapot from the sideboard. As she stretched upward, her flippy pink skirt lifted high, flashing her smooth thighs and the tight white satin panties stretched over her own impressive cock and large balls. The thick shaft was already half-hard from the charged atmosphere, creating a prominent swell at the front of her panties.

Amelia’s eleven-inch cock was now fully erect, trapped painfully inside her satin panties and the increasingly tight pencil skirt. The thick head pushed insistently against the fabric, creating a clear, long ridge that ran across her lap. She kept her voice steady with effort. “And did anyone else witness this argument?”

Charlotte nodded, leaning forward to take a biscuit. Once again her short sundress flipped up at the back, exposing her bottom and panties. “I did. Lady Margaret walked away toward the hedges afterward. Sir Reginald looked very angry. Then I saw Miss Sophia watching from nearby.”

Sophia smiled calmly, though her bulge had grown noticeably larger inside her tight skirt. “I was simply enjoying the garden. Though I will admit hearing their conversation was… illuminating. Sir Reginald often boasted about his conquests, yet from what Margaret has shared, his performance left much to be desired.”

Evelyn reached for the milk jug, bending low over the table. Her tight emerald blouse gaped between the straining buttons, revealing the deep valley of her enormous breasts cradled in a heavy brassiere. “My own husband is the same. After seeing the way Sophia handles herself, it is difficult to pretend satisfaction with anything smaller. These magnificent cocks you shemales possess… they spoil a woman for anything less.”

Beatrice gave a soft laugh and rose to fetch more hot water. Her short flippy skirt danced with every step, lifting repeatedly to show her pink satin panties and the thick cock and heavy balls they struggled to contain. When she bent to lift the kettle, the skirt rode all the way up, giving the entire table an unobstructed view of her firm bottom and the way her large balls hung full beneath her thickening shaft.

Amelia’s massive cock throbbed hard inside her pencil skirt, leaking steadily into her satin panties and creating a small damp spot on the navy fabric. She shifted in her chair, trying to ease the pressure, but the movement only made the tight skirt pull more firmly across her colossal erection.

The questioning continued as tea progressed. Fiona dropped her spoon and bent deeply to retrieve it, her flippy skirt flipping up high and revealing her satin panties stretched obscenely over her now fully hard cock and large balls. Charlotte followed by reaching across the table for the cream, causing her sundress to ride up again and her massive breasts to rest heavily on the tabletop, nearly spilling from her brassiere.

Amelia pressed them on timelines and opportunities. Slowly, small contradictions appeared. Margaret claimed she had gone straight to her room after the argument, but Charlotte remembered seeing her near the hedges. Sophia insisted she had remained in the rose garden, yet Evelyn mentioned seeing her return from the direction of the fountain shortly before the scream.

Throughout it all, the visual teasing never ceased. Every pour of tea, every dropped item, every adjustment of clothing resulted in another lifted skirt or tightened bulge. Amelia’s pencil skirt was now stretched drum-tight across her lap, the long, thick ridge of her eleven-inch cock clearly visible to anyone who glanced downward. Her large balls felt swollen and tight beneath it, adding to her discomfort and arousal.

Beatrice noticed her friend’s predicament and gave her a sympathetic look while deliberately bending over the back of a chair to adjust her shoe. Her pleated skirt flipped completely up, exposing her bottom, her thick cock, and her large balls in their pink satin prison.

“Perhaps we should all be more careful with our clothing in mixed company,” Beatrice said lightly, though she made no immediate effort to lower her skirt.

Margaret sighed, her own enormous chest rising. “It is difficult when one is built as we are. These heavy breasts and, for some of us, these substantial male organs… they make modest clothing nearly impossible. My husband never understood that. He wanted me covered and quiet, yet he could never satisfy the needs that came with such a body.”

The conversation grew quieter as Amelia laid out the facts she had gathered. The letter opener had belonged to Margaret. The stolen jewellery rumours pointed toward someone with access to multiple households. And the motive appeared deeply personal, tied to years of sexual frustration and public humiliation.

As the tea drew to a close, Amelia stood carefully. Her pencil skirt had become almost painfully tight, the fabric stretched thin over her massive, rock-hard cock. The outline was unmistakable, running prominently across her front. She smoothed her hands down the front of the skirt anyway, feeling the heat radiating from her throbbing organ.

“Thank you all for your candour,” she said. “I believe we are getting closer to the truth. Please remain available for further questions.”

The guests began to rise. Charlotte bent to pick up her dropped napkin, her short sundress flipping up once more. Sophia adjusted her tight skirt, which only emphasised her own heavy bulge. Fiona gave a little curtsy, causing her flippy skirt to swirl and lift teasingly.

Once the room had emptied, Beatrice approached Amelia, her eyes drifting down to the obvious tent in her friend’s pencil skirt.

“Darling, you have been suffering all afternoon,” Beatrice whispered, reaching out to gently trace the ridge of Amelia’s enormous cock through the fabric. “That skirt looks ready to split. Shall we retire somewhere private so you can properly relieve that magnificent thing?”

Amelia’s breath hitched, her colossal breasts heaving inside the brassiere. Her eleven-inch cock pulsed hard at the touch. “Soon, Beatrice. But first I must think. The pieces are nearly in place. One or two more conversations and I believe we will have our culprit.”

She adjusted her blouse, feeling the thick straps of her brassiere dig into her shoulders as her enormous breasts shifted. Between her legs, her heavy cock and large balls continued to demand attention, but the thrill of the hunt was almost as intoxicating as the promise of release.

The afternoon tea had provided both valuable clues and relentless visual torment. Amelia’s pencil skirt remained tight and revealing as she walked from the drawing room, the constant sway of her hips causing the fabric to rub against her sensitive shaft with every step.

The mystery was tightening, much like the skirt that struggled to contain her considerable endowments. And Amelia suspected that before this case was solved, many more skirts would ride up, many more brassieres would strain, and many more aching cocks would need attention.




Chapter 5: Evening Revelations

The drawing room was bathed in the warm glow of lamps as evening settled over Willowbrook Manor. Lady Amelia Harrington had requested one final round of individual interviews after dinner, and the remaining guests had little choice but to comply. She sat in a high-backed armchair, her navy pencil skirt once again hugging her wide hips and plump bottom. The crisp white blouse she wore strained across her colossal bosom, the reinforced satin brassiere beneath lifting and supporting her enormous breasts with firm authority. The thick straps pressed into her shoulders, and the deep cleavage created by her massive globes drew the eye whether she wished it or not.

Beatrice sat nearby on a velvet settee, her short flippy pleated skirt barely covering her thighs. Her lavender sweater clung tightly to her own vast breasts, the soft fabric stretched thin over the heavy lace brassiere underneath.

Lady Margaret was called in first. The widow entered in her tight black dress, the material moulding itself to every curve of her voluptuous figure. Her enormous breasts rose and fell with each breath, barely contained by the strong brassiere whose wide band dug visibly beneath her bust.

“Lady Amelia,” Margaret said, taking the offered seat. “Have you made progress?”

Amelia leaned forward slightly, causing her own massive breasts to press heavily against the front of her blouse. “Considerable progress. Tell me again about the letter opener. You left it on the table near the fountain, correct?”

Margaret nodded, but her hands twisted in her lap. As she spoke, she reached for the glass of sherry on the side table. The movement required her to lean far to the side, causing the tight black dress to pull across her hips and ride up her thighs. The hem crept higher, revealing the tops of her stockings and the edge of black satin panties.

Beatrice rose to refill the glass, bending low in front of Margaret. Her short pleated skirt flipped straight up, exposing her firm bottom and the pink satin panties stretched tight over her thick cock and large balls. The heavy shaft had already begun to thicken from the charged atmosphere, creating a clear outline against the delicate fabric.

Margaret’s eyes lingered on the display. “My husband could never compare to what you possess,” she said quietly. “He mocked my needs constantly. Said a proper wife should not require so much. Yet when I saw how generously endowed some of you are, how could I be satisfied with his pitiful efforts?”

Amelia’s cock twitched inside her satin panties. The thick length began to swell, pressing against the front of her pencil skirt and forming the start of a noticeable ridge. She kept her voice calm. “And after the argument, you went straight to your room?”

Margaret hesitated. As she answered, she bent to adjust the strap of her shoe. The tight dress rode higher up her thighs, offering another glimpse of her satin panties. “Yes… mostly. I may have walked through the garden to clear my head.”

Next came Miss Sophia Grant. The shemale entered in her red sweater and black pencil skirt, her heavy bulge already prominent. She moved with graceful confidence, though her enormous breasts strained the soft wool of her sweater, the brassiere beneath creating deep, soft cleavage.

Sophia accepted a drink from Beatrice, who once again bent deeply. Sophia’s gaze dropped to Beatrice’s flipped-up skirt and the thick cock and large balls clearly visible through the stretched pink satin.

“Beautiful,” Sophia murmured. “My own boyfriend tries, but he is nowhere near as impressive as what you and Lady Amelia carry. It makes these encounters rather frustrating for everyone involved.”

Amelia pressed her on the timeline. “You claimed you remained in the rose garden. Yet several people saw you near the fountain shortly before the scream.”

Sophia shifted in her seat and crossed her legs, causing her tight pencil skirt to pull taut across her lap. The thick outline of her long cock became even more obvious. When she reached for a biscuit, she had to lean far forward, and the skirt rode up at the sides, revealing more of her substantial male endowment.

“I may have taken a short walk,” she admitted. “The argument between Margaret and her husband was loud. I was curious, nothing more.”

As Sophia spoke, young Miss Fiona Caldwell was shown in. The girl wore her flippy pink skirt and cream cardigan, her prodigious chest bouncing softly with each step. She curtsied politely, causing the short skirt to swirl and lift, flashing white satin panties stretched over her own impressive cock and large balls.

Fiona took the seat opposite Amelia. When asked about what she witnessed, she dropped her handkerchief and bent low to retrieve it. The flippy skirt rode straight up her back, fully exposing her plump bottom and the tight panties that barely contained her thickening cock.

“I saw Lady Margaret near the hedges,” Fiona said, remaining bent over longer than necessary. “She was speaking with someone. I could not see who, but I heard her say she was finished pretending her husband could satisfy her.”

Amelia’s eleven-inch cock had grown fully hard by now. The thick, veined shaft strained mightily against her satin panties and the navy pencil skirt, creating a long, prominent ridge that ran across her lap. Her large balls felt heavy and tight beneath it. She shifted slightly, but the movement only increased the friction against her sensitive head.

Charlotte Pembroke was the last to be questioned. The young woman arrived in her short yellow sundress, her enormous breasts jiggling inside the thin fabric and heavy brassiere. She accepted a glass of wine and, in doing so, leaned across the table. The short hem of her sundress flipped up high, revealing her smooth thighs and dainty white panties pulled snug across her bottom.

“I remembered something important,” Charlotte said, still bent over. “When I was near the fountain, I saw Lady Margaret slip something small and shiny into her brassiere. It looked like jewellery. She seemed nervous.”

Beatrice, who had been refilling glasses, bent once more to pick up a dropped spoon. Her short skirt flipped up again, displaying her pink satin panties and the now fully hard cock and large balls they struggled to contain. The thick shaft pressed sideways, the broad head clearly outlined.

Amelia felt her own massive cock throb powerfully inside her increasingly tight pencil skirt. The fabric was stretched thin over her eleven-inch erection, the damp spot from her leaking tip growing larger. Her enormous breasts heaved inside the reinforced brassiere, nipples stiff against the satin cups.

The pieces were falling into place. Margaret had the motive — years of frustration with her husband’s inadequate performance. She had access to the weapon. She had been seen hiding jewellery, likely part of the thefts that had plagued several families. Sophia had helped cover for her, possibly as her lover. The others had simply been in the wrong place at the wrong time, their short skirts and tight clothing providing constant, distracting glimpses throughout the evening.

Amelia stood carefully, smoothing her hands down the front of her pencil skirt. The movement did little to hide the thick, rigid bulge of her colossal cock. “Thank you all for your honesty tonight. I believe I now understand what happened. Please retire to your rooms. We will speak again in the morning.”

Once the last guest had left, Amelia turned to Beatrice. Her breathing was shallow, her face flushed. The pencil skirt felt painfully tight, her eleven-inch cock aching for release after hours of relentless teasing.

“Beatrice,” she said, her voice low and urgent. “I cannot wait any longer. This skirt… this cock… it has been tormenting me all evening.”

Beatrice’s eyes sparkled with understanding. She took Amelia’s hand and led her quickly into the dimly lit hallway just outside the drawing room. The moment they were alone, Beatrice pushed Amelia gently against the wall and dropped to her knees. With eager hands she lifted the front of Amelia’s pencil skirt, exposing the satin panties stretched obscenely over her massive, rock-hard cock and large balls.

“Oh, darling,” Beatrice whispered, her breath warm against the thick shaft. “Look at how hard you are. Poor thing.”

She tugged the panties aside, letting Amelia’s eleven-inch cock spring free. The thick, veined length bobbed heavily, the broad head glistening with precum. Beatrice leaned in and ran her tongue along the underside, then took the head into her mouth while her hands gently cupped Amelia’s large balls.

Amelia moaned softly, her colossal breasts heaving inside her brassiere. She reached down and lifted Beatrice’s short flippy skirt, exposing her friend’s own thick cock and heavy balls. While Beatrice sucked and licked her massive organ, Amelia stroked Beatrice’s hard cock with long, firm strokes.

They moved together urgently in the corridor. Beatrice rose and turned, bending forward and bracing her hands against the wall. She flipped her own skirt up high and pulled her pink satin panties aside, presenting her firm bottom. Amelia stepped behind her, rubbing the leaking head of her eleven-inch cock against Beatrice’s tight entrance before sliding in with one smooth thrust.

Both shemales gasped as Amelia buried herself deep. Her heavy balls pressed against Beatrice’s own as she began to move, her enormous breasts bouncing against Beatrice’s back with every thrust. The hallway filled with the soft sounds of flesh meeting flesh and the creak of straining brassieres.

They did not last long. The day’s constant teasing had left them both on edge. Amelia drove deep one final time and shuddered, her thick cock pulsing powerfully as she filled Beatrice with thick ropes of seed. Beatrice followed moments later, her own cock spurting onto the floor beneath her as her passage clenched around Amelia’s girth.

They remained joined for a long moment, breathing hard, their massive breasts pressed together and their skirts bunched around their waists. Amelia’s large balls felt wonderfully emptied, though she knew the relief would only be temporary in this house full of beautiful, tempting bodies.

“Tomorrow,” Amelia whispered, gently withdrawing and adjusting her clothing, “I will confront Lady Margaret. The evidence is clear. But tonight… I needed that.”

Beatrice straightened her skirt with a satisfied smile, though her own cock still hung thick and semi-hard beneath the flippy hem. “As did I, darling. Now let us get some rest. You will need your strength for what comes next.”

Amelia smoothed her pencil skirt over her softening but still impressive bulge and adjusted the straps of her brassiere. The mystery was nearly solved. Yet even with the killer identified, she suspected the final confrontation would bring more than just justice. In this world of enormous breasts, short flippy skirts, and generously endowed shemales, desire was never far from the surface.

She and Beatrice walked back toward their rooms side by side, hips swaying, massive bosoms leading the way, their bodies already hinting at fresh stirrings beneath tight clothing and delicate satin panties.

The night was quiet, but the revelations of the evening had set the stage for a dramatic conclusion.




Chapter 6: The Trap is Sprung

The morning sun streamed through the tall windows of the breakfast room at Willowbrook Manor. Lady Amelia Harrington entered with measured steps, her fresh navy pencil skirt hugging her wide hips and plump bottom even more closely than the day before. Beneath the skirt, her satin panties already felt snug around her thick eleven-inch cock and large balls. Over her colossal bosom she wore a crisp ivory blouse, its buttons fighting valiantly against the immense weight of her enormous breasts. The reinforced white satin brassiere beneath provided strong support, its thick straps digging gently into her soft shoulders while lifting her vast globes into a deep, commanding cleavage.

Beatrice followed close behind in a soft peach sweater that clung tightly to her own massive breasts and a short flippy skirt that swished teasingly with every movement. The two shemales took their places at the head of the table as the other guests arrived.

Amelia waited until everyone was seated before speaking. “Good morning. After careful consideration of all the evidence, I have discovered where the stolen jewellery is hidden. I will reveal both the location and the identity of Sir Reginald’s killer this evening after dinner. Until then, I ask that no one leave the grounds.”

A ripple of tension passed through the room. Lady Margaret’s hand tightened around her teacup. Sophia Grant’s full lips pressed into a thin line. Charlotte and Fiona exchanged nervous glances while Evelyn Thorpe shifted uncomfortably in her seat.

As breakfast continued, the usual struggles with their clothing began. Charlotte reached for the jam, leaning far across the table. Her short yellow sundress rode up dramatically, flipping to reveal her smooth thighs and the tight white satin panties stretched across her plump bottom. She lingered in the position while spreading jam on her toast, giving everyone a prolonged view.

Amelia felt the familiar heavy throb between her legs. Her thick cock began to swell inside her satin panties, pressing firmly against the front of the pencil skirt and creating the first outline of a ridge.

Beatrice stood to pour more coffee, deliberately bending at the waist. Her short flippy skirt lifted high, exposing her firm, rounded bottom and the delicate pink satin panties that barely contained her thickening cock and large balls. The heavy shaft curved visibly along her hip as she poured.

“These short skirts are such a trial,” Beatrice said lightly, though she made no haste to lower the hem. “Especially when one is as generously endowed as we are.”

Sophia rose next to fetch a fresh pot of tea. Her tight black pencil skirt pulled taut across her thighs and bottom as she bent. The fabric stretched thin, clearly outlining the thick length of her long cock and the heavy weight of her large balls beneath it. Evelyn watched with obvious longing.

“My husband could never fill me the way I need,” Evelyn murmured. “After seeing what you shemales carry, it is almost cruel to go back to such modest equipment.”

Amelia’s eleven-inch cock continued to harden throughout the meal. By the time breakfast ended, the pencil skirt was noticeably tighter across her lap, the prominent ridge of her massive organ running along the front. She kept her expression composed, but the constant friction of the fabric against her leaking head was becoming distracting.

After breakfast, the guests dispersed into the gardens. Amelia and Beatrice followed at a discreet distance, observing their reactions. Fiona and Charlotte walked together along the rose path. Fiona bent to smell a particularly fragrant bloom, her flippy pink skirt riding straight up and revealing white satin panties stretched tightly over her semi-erect cock and large balls. Charlotte joined her, leaning forward so that her short sundress also lifted, exposing her own dainty panties and the generous curve of her bottom.

Amelia’s cock gave a powerful throb at the sight. She paused behind a hedge, adjusting her skirt with one hand while her other brushed lightly over the thick bulge. The sensation only made her harder.

Later that morning, Sophia and Evelyn were seen near the fountain where the murder had occurred. Sophia dropped her handkerchief and bent deeply to retrieve it. Her tight pencil skirt rode high up her thighs, stretching obscenely across her plump bottom and clearly displaying the heavy bulge of her colossal cock and large balls. Evelyn stepped closer, running her hand along Sophia’s hip.

“I still cannot believe how much better you feel than my late husband ever did,” Evelyn whispered. “So thick and long. Those heavy balls of yours… they make a woman feel truly claimed.”

Amelia watched from a distance, her own massive cock now fully erect and straining painfully inside the tight pencil skirt. The satin panties beneath were damp with her steady leaking. She could feel her large balls tightening with need as the day wore on.

By afternoon, the tension in the house had grown thick. Amelia called Beatrice into the library for a brief private moment. The moment the door closed, Beatrice turned and bent over the nearest table, flipping her short skirt up high. Amelia lifted the front of her own pencil skirt and freed her eleven-inch cock from the stretched satin panties. The thick, veined shaft sprang out heavily, the broad head glistening.

She stepped behind Beatrice and rubbed her leaking cockhead against the cleft of her friend’s bottom, sliding the massive length between Beatrice’s thighs so it pressed against her own hardening cock and large balls. They rocked together urgently, breasts heaving inside their brassieres, until both shemales shuddered through quick, intense releases. Amelia’s thick cock pulsed powerfully, coating Beatrice’s thighs and panties with warm seed while Beatrice’s own organ spilled into her already soaked satin underwear.

Relieved but far from satisfied, they straightened their clothing. Amelia’s pencil skirt still showed a faint damp spot, and her cock remained semi-hard, creating a persistent bulge.

As evening approached, Amelia prepared her trap. She announced that she would meet privately with one final witness in the small sitting room adjacent to the main hall before revealing everything after dinner. She made sure Margaret overheard her say she had found the stolen jewellery hidden inside a brassiere in one of the guest rooms.

Dinner was a quiet, tense affair. Skirts continued to misbehave as guests reached for dishes. Charlotte’s sundress flipped up repeatedly. Sophia’s tight skirt outlined her heavy bulge more clearly than ever. Amelia’s own pencil skirt felt tighter than at any point during the day, her eleven-inch cock once again fully hard and throbbing with every movement.

After dinner, Amelia waited in the small sitting room. Beatrice stood just outside the door, ready to assist if needed.

The door opened quietly and Lady Margaret slipped inside, her tight black dress hugging her voluptuous figure. Her enormous breasts strained against the fabric, the strong brassiere beneath lifting them prominently.

“You wished to see me, Lady Amelia?” Margaret asked, her voice tight.

Amelia stood, her pencil skirt pulling drum-tight across her massive erection. “Yes. I know you killed your husband, Margaret. The letter opener, the argument over his inadequate performance, the jewellery you hid in your brassiere after taking it from his safe. Sophia helped cover for you because she is your lover. The frustration of years married to a poorly hung man finally broke you.”

Margaret’s face paled, then flushed with anger and something darker. “He deserved it. He laughed at my needs. Told me I was greedy for wanting more than his pathetic little cock could provide. After feeling what Sophia can do with her thick, long cock and heavy balls… how could I stay with him?”

She stepped closer, her breathing quick. As she moved, her tight dress rode up her thighs. “Before you call the police, let me feel what a truly well-endowed shemale can offer. Just once. Let me experience that massive cock of yours.”

Amelia’s eleven-inch organ pulsed hard inside her skirt at the bold request. Before she could respond, Margaret dropped to her knees and lifted the front of Amelia’s pencil skirt. She tugged the satin panties aside, freeing the thick, rock-hard cock. Her eyes widened at the sight of the eleven-inch length and the large, heavy balls beneath it.

“Magnificent,” Margaret whispered. “So much bigger than anything my husband ever had.”

At that moment, the door opened and Sophia rushed in, followed closely by Beatrice. The trap had been sprung perfectly.

What happened next was swift. Margaret attempted to flee but was blocked by Beatrice. In the struggle, Margaret’s tight dress tore slightly at the shoulder, causing one enormous breast to spill partially from her brassiere. Sophia tried to help her lover escape, but Amelia moved with surprising speed despite her tight skirt and throbbing cock.

Beatrice grabbed Sophia from behind, lifting her red sweater and flipping her tight pencil skirt up. Amelia pressed Margaret against the wall, her massive cock still exposed and brushing against the widow’s thigh.

The room filled with heavy breathing and the rustle of strained clothing. Amelia’s colossal breasts heaved inside her brassiere as she held Margaret firmly. Her eleven-inch cock remained rock hard, the thick head leaking steadily.

“I will summon the authorities now,” Amelia said, her voice steady even as her body burned with arousal. “But first, you will return the jewellery you are still hiding.”

Margaret’s resistance crumbled. She reached into the front of her brassiere and produced several valuable pieces. Sophia lowered her head in defeat, her own tight skirt still flipped up from Beatrice’s grip, her thick cock and large balls clearly visible.

Beatrice kept a firm hold on Sophia while Amelia adjusted her own clothing, tucking her massive, aching cock back into her satin panties with some difficulty. The pencil skirt remained tight and revealing over the prominent bulge.

The evening had delivered both justice and one final round of intense teasing. As the police were called, Amelia stood tall, her enormous breasts rising with a deep breath, her heavy cock still throbbing with unspent need beneath the navy fabric.

The murder at the garden party was solved. Yet in this world of busty women and well-hung shemales, where every bend and every tight skirt promised new temptation, Amelia suspected her work as an amateur sleuth was far from over.
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