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Shemale Mysteries

By Peter M. McMillan

All characters are 18+ years of age.

Cock and Dagger at Thimbleton




Chapter One: The Busty Sleuth of Buxom Manor

The rain pelted down on the cobblestone streets of Little Puddington, a quaint English village where the women wore their skirts tight and their brassieres tighter. In this world, the fairer sex—and their equally stunning counterparts with a little something extra—reigned supreme in beauty, their voluptuous figures a constant distraction to the men who stumbled about, half-drunk on ale and lust. Mrs. Penelope Bustworth, a matron of impeccable repute and even more impeccable proportions, stood at her parlor window, her H-cup treasures straining against a cream-colored sweater that hugged her curves like a lover’s desperate embrace. Her tight pencil skirt, a deep burgundy, clung to her generous hips, the hem flirting just above her knees as she shifted her weight, her plump arse giving a little jiggle that would’ve made any man—or woman—weak at the knees.

Penelope sighed, her breath fogging the glass. She adjusted her colossal bosom, the massive brassiere beneath her sweater creaking faintly under the weight of her prodigious melons. She’d heard the news just an hour ago: Lord Reginald Thimbleton, the lecherous old sod who owned half the village, had been found dead in his study, a letter opener buried in his chest and a look of shock frozen on his wrinkled face. The local constabulary, a gaggle of bumbling men with wandering hands, had already botched the scene, no doubt too busy patting the maids’ bums to notice any real clues. It was up to her, the village’s unofficial sleuth, to sort this mess out. And oh, how she relished the chance to strut her stuff while doing it.

She turned from the window, her sweater-clad jugs swaying with the motion, and grabbed her coat—a tailored number that barely buttoned over her titanic chest. The doorbell chimed, and in sashayed Miss Lavender Lace, the village’s most notorious seamstress and a vision of feminine perfection with a twist. At 5’8”, Lavender’s figure was a symphony of curves, her G-cup beauties spilling over the top of a floral blouse so tight it looked painted on. Her short, flippy skirt, a scandalous shade of violet, swished as she moved, revealing the edge of a satin garter belt and the unmistakable outline of her enormous package. The skirt did little to hide the hefty bulge of her massive cock and equally impressive balls, the fabric stretched taut over her endowments like a second skin.

“Penelope, darling!” Lavender cooed, her voice a sultry purr as she bent over to set her sewing basket on the table. The skirt rode up, flashing a glimpse of her lacy knickers, the satin straining to contain the weight of her gargantuan bollocks. “I heard about old Reggie. Ghastly business, but I can’t say I’m surprised. The man couldn’t keep his hands off anything with a pulse.”

Penelope smirked, her eyes lingering on Lavender’s bountiful assets—both upstairs and down below. “Nor his eyes, the dirty bugger. Last week he tried to cop a feel of these,” she said, giving her own mountainous mammaries a playful heft. “I nearly smothered him with them just to teach him a lesson.”

Lavender giggled, straightening up and smoothing her skirt, though it did nothing to conceal the prodigious swell of her manhood. “Oh, I’d have paid to see that. My Harold’s no better, mind you. His little prick’s a disappointment after I’ve seen what I’m packing.” She gave her hips a little wiggle, the outline of her colossal cock shifting under the fabric. “Sometimes I think I should’ve married Daisy instead—she’s got a pair of balls that’d make a stallion jealous.”

Penelope chuckled, her own sweater straining as she crossed her arms under her prodigious rack. “Well, let’s not waste time lamenting our men’s shortcomings. I’m off to Thimbleton Manor to poke around. Care to join me? I could use an extra pair of eyes—and a distraction for the coppers.”

Lavender’s eyes lit up, and she clapped her hands, her bountiful bosom bouncing in her blouse. “Oh, yes! Let me just slip into something more… investigative.” She darted to the corner, bending over again to rummage through her basket, her skirt flipping up to reveal the full glory of her massive, swaying balls nestled in those satin panties. Penelope bit her lip, her own arousal stirring at the sight. This world might’ve kept women in their place, but damn if they didn’t make it a bloody sexy one.

Ten minutes later, they arrived at Thimbleton Manor, a sprawling estate dripping with old money and older secrets. The front door was ajar, and Constable Perkins stood there, his uniform rumpled and his eyes glued to Lavender’s swaying hips as she minced up the steps. Her skirt swished, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs, and when she “accidentally” dropped her handkerchief, she bent over with a theatrical flourish. The skirt flipped up, exposing her enormous bollocks, the satin of her knickers stretched to the breaking point. Perkins nearly choked on his own tongue, his hand twitching as if to pat her arse before he thought better of it.

“Oi, eyes up here, Constable,” Penelope snapped, thrusting her titanic chest forward. Her sweater buttons strained audibly, and Perkins’ gaze snapped to her glorious globes instead. “We’re here to see the body. Where’s it at?”

“Er, study, ma’am,” he stammered, wiping sweat from his brow. “But it’s a right mess—blood everywhere, and the maids won’t stop bending over to mop it up.”

Penelope rolled her eyes, striding past him with Lavender in tow. The study was indeed a scene of chaos. Lord Reginald lay sprawled across his desk, his shirt stained crimson, the letter opener jutting from his chest like a macabre bookmark. Two maids, their bountiful bosoms spilling from low-cut uniforms, were fussing about, bending over to scrub the floor. Their tight skirts hugged their arses, and one—Miss Tilly, a stunning lass with knockers to rival Penelope’s—kept finding excuses to lean forward, her massive brassiere peeking out as her blouse gaped.

Lavender sidled up to Penelope, her own blouse buttons straining as she whispered, “Think one of these girls did it? Tilly’s got a temper—and a boyfriend with a cock so small she’s been eyeing mine for months.”

Penelope smirked, her eyes scanning the room. “Maybe. Or maybe it was someone with a bigger grudge—and bigger balls.” She nodded toward the corner, where a third figure emerged: Miss Juniper Bloom, a 5’7” beauty with a rack that could stop traffic and a skirt so short it barely covered her assets. As she bent to pick up a fallen candlestick, her skirt flipped up, revealing a pair of knickers stretched tight over a cock so massive it hung halfway down her thigh, her enormous balls swaying like pendulums. Juniper straightened, catching Penelope’s eye with a sly wink.

“Poor Reggie,” Juniper purred, adjusting her blouse to better frame her stupendous sweater puppies. “He was always grabbing what wasn’t his. My Tom’s got nothing on this,” she added, patting her bulge with a sigh. “Maybe I should’ve let Reggie have a go—just to shut him up.”

Penelope’s mind raced, her own colossal chest heaving with excitement. A murder, a manor full of busty beauties and well-endowed vixens, and a mystery begging to be unraveled. She’d get to the bottom of this—and maybe get a little filthy in the process. “Right,” she said, clapping her hands, her jugs jiggling. “Let’s start with the desk. Lavender, bend over and check the drawers—I want to see if there’s anything worth a damn in there.”

Lavender grinned, obliging with a slow, deliberate lean, her skirt riding up to showcase her glorious package. Penelope licked her lips. This was going to be one hell of a case.




Chapter Two: Clues and Curves

The air in Thimbleton Manor’s study hung thick with the coppery tang of blood and the faint perfume of lavender-scented talc, no doubt wafting from Lavender Lace’s voluptuous frame as she bent over Lord Reginald’s desk. Her short violet skirt flipped up like a naughty invitation, the satin of her knickers stretched taut over the obscene heft of her massive balls, the fabric barely containing their weight as they swayed with her movements. Her G-cup treasures pressed against the desk’s edge, threatening to pop the buttons of her floral blouse as she rummaged through the drawers, her plump arse wiggling in the air. Penelope Bustworth stood nearby, her own H-cup mammoths heaving beneath her cream sweater, the tight burgundy skirt clinging to her hips as she surveyed the scene with a mix of curiosity and unabashed lust.

“Found anything yet, darling?” Penelope asked, her voice husky as she adjusted her colossal brassiere, the underwire creaking under the strain of her titanic tits. She couldn’t help but stare at Lavender’s endowments—those enormous bollocks were a sight to behold, and she felt a familiar heat pooling between her thighs. This world might’ve kept women and their well-hung counterparts on a leash, but fuck if it didn’t make for some delicious eye candy.

Lavender straightened, her skirt settling back over her prodigious package with a teasing swish. She held up a crumpled letter, her bountiful bosom jiggling as she waved it triumphantly. “This, my dear, is a bloody goldmine. Reggie was blackmailing half the village—look at this filth!” She handed it to Penelope, bending slightly as she did, her skirt riding up just enough to flash those glorious orbs again.

Penelope snatched the paper, her eyes scanning the scrawled threats. Lord Reginald had dirt on everyone: Tilly the maid’s secret trysts with the butcher, Juniper Bloom’s gambling debts, even Lavender’s late-night “sewing sessions” with the vicar’s wife. “The old bastard had a death wish,” she muttered, her sweater straining as she crossed her arms under her mountainous melons. “But who’d he push too far?”

Before Lavender could answer, the door swung open, and in sauntered Miss Daisy Dazzle, a 5’9” vision with knockers so massive they rivaled Penelope’s own. Her tight sweater, a scandalous shade of crimson, hugged her stupendous sweater puppies, the fabric stretched to its limits. Her flippy black skirt barely skimmed her thighs, and as she bent to adjust her garter, it flipped up to reveal a pair of lace knickers struggling to contain her colossal cock and equally impressive balls. The bulge was obscene, the satin clinging to every curve of her hefty manhood, and Penelope couldn’t help but lick her lips.

“Daisy, love!” Lavender chirped, her own blouse buttons straining as she clapped her hands. “What brings you here? Come to mourn Reggie or just to flash that monster between your legs?”

Daisy grinned, straightening up and smoothing her skirt, though it did little to hide the outline of her enormous prick. “Bit of both, I reckon. Heard you two were sniffing around, and I couldn’t resist joining the fun. Besides, my Bert’s got a cock so pitiful I’ve half a mind to let Juniper fuck me just to feel something.” She sighed, patting her bulge. “These balls deserve better than his limp little noodle.”

Penelope chuckled, her own arousal spiking at the thought of Daisy and Juniper tangled up in a sweaty heap. “Well, you’re just in time. We’ve got a blackmail letter and a room full of suspects. Tilly’s over there mopping up blood like it’s her job to bend over every five seconds—look at her, arse in the air and those whopping great tits spilling out.”

Tilly, oblivious to the scrutiny, was indeed bent double, her tight maid’s uniform riding up to show off her lacy knickers and the creamy expanse of her thighs. Her massive brassiere peeked from her blouse, the cups overflowing with her prodigious bosom as she scrubbed at a stubborn stain. “Bloody men,” she muttered, loud enough for them to hear. “Reggie grabbed my bum one too many times—good riddance, I say.”

Juniper Bloom, still lurking by the candlestick, smirked and leaned forward to inspect a bookshelf, her short skirt flipping up to reveal her own satin-clad package. Her enormous balls dangled heavily, the fabric stretched so tight it looked ready to split. “Tilly’s not wrong,” she purred, her voice dripping with mischief. “Reggie tried to grope me last week—nearly got a face full of these for his trouble.” She gave her hips a little shake, her colossal cock shifting under the skirt.

Penelope’s mind whirled, her sweater-clad jugs rising and falling with each excited breath. “So we’ve got motive aplenty. Tilly’s fed up with the groping, Juniper’s got debts he might’ve used against her, and Lavender—well, you’ve got those ‘sessions’ he threatened to spill. Daisy, what about you? Any reason to stick a letter opener in the old goat?”

Daisy laughed, her crimson sweater straining as she tossed her hair. “Oh, he caught me shagging the stableboy once—said he’d tell Bert unless I let him watch next time. I told him to sod off, but maybe he pushed someone else too far.” She bent over to peer at the body, her skirt flipping up again, those massive bollocks swaying like ripe fruit in her knickers.

Penelope stepped closer to the desk, her tight skirt hugging her arse as she leaned over Reginald’s corpse. Her sweater gaped, revealing the edge of her colossal brassiere, the satin cups cradling her H-cup treasures. She prodded the letter opener, noting the angle—deep, precise, angry. “This wasn’t a spur-of-the-moment job,” she mused. “Someone planned this. Someone with a steady hand and a hell of a grudge.”

Lavender sidled up, her own blouse barely containing her G-cup beauties as she pressed against Penelope’s side. “Think it was one of us? Or maybe one of the men? Poor sods can’t compete with our lot—my Harold’s balls are like walnuts compared to mine.” She giggled, bending to check under the desk, her skirt riding up to flash her stupendous package once more.

Penelope’s eyes narrowed, her arousal warring with her sleuthing instincts. “Could be. But let’s not rule out the maids—or the wives. Reggie’s missus, Lady Agatha, hasn’t shown her face yet. She’s got a rack to die for and a temper to match. Maybe she got tired of his wandering hands.”

As if on cue, the door creaked open, and in swept Lady Agatha Thimbleton, a statuesque beauty with a bosom so enormous it defied gravity. Her tight black dress clung to her curves, the neckline plunging to showcase her gargantuan globes, the massive brassiere beneath straining audibly. Her skirt, a flared number, swished as she moved, and when she bent to dab at her eyes with a handkerchief, it flipped up to reveal silk knickers hugging her plump arse—no extra equipment there, just pure, voluptuous womanhood.

“Oh, my poor Reggie!” Agatha wailed, her voice theatrical as she leaned over the body, her titanic tits nearly spilling from her dress. “Who could’ve done this to my darling?”

Penelope exchanged a glance with Lavender, who smirked and whispered, “Darling, my arse. She’s been shagging the gardener for months—his cock’s not half bad, but nothing like mine.” She gave her bulge a little pat, her skirt swishing.

“Right,” Penelope said, clapping her hands, her sweater jiggling. “Agatha, dry those crocodile tears and tell us where you were last night. And the rest of you—start talking. Someone here’s got blood on their hands, and I’ll be damned if I don’t find out who.”

The room buzzed with tension—and a fair bit of lust—as the busty sleuth set to work, her mind racing with clues and her body aching to turn this mystery into something far filthier.




Chapter Three: Maids and Mayhem

The kitchen of Thimbleton Manor was a steamy den of domesticity and debauchery, the air thick with the scent of soap suds and the musk of aroused bodies. Penelope Bustworth strode in, her H-cup treasures bouncing in her cream sweater, the tight burgundy skirt hugging her arse like a second skin. Her massive brassiere creaked as she leaned against the counter, eyeing the two maids bent over their tasks. Tilly, with her knockers spilling from a tight black uniform, scrubbed a pot so vigorously her plump bum jiggled, the hem riding up to flash lacy knickers stretched over her creamy thighs. Beside her, Rose—a 5’7” vixen with G-cup melons and a prodigious package—polished a ladle, her short skirt flipped up to reveal satin panties straining against her colossal balls, the fabric damp where her thick cock pressed against it.

“Alright, you two,” Penelope purred, her voice dripping with lust as she adjusted her titanic tits. “Reggie’s cold on the slab, and I want answers. What’d he have on you?” Her sweater buttons strained as she thrust her chest forward, aching to bury her face in someone’s cleavage—or lower.

Tilly straightened, her uniform gaping to show off her massive brassiere, the cups overflowing with her bountiful bosom. “The bastard caught me sucking off the butcher in the pantry,” she admitted, bending over again to scrub, her arse high. “Threatened to tell my Tom—whose prick’s so small I’d rather fuck Rose’s monster any day.” She licked her lips, eyeing Rose’s bulge.

Rose grinned, yanking her skirt higher to reveal her satin-clad cock, already semi-erect and leaking precum through the fabric. “Reggie couldn’t keep his hands off me,” she said, bending over the counter, her enormous balls swaying heavily. “Groped my arse daily—once tried to yank my knickers down to see these.” She spread her legs, the satin stretching tight over her hefty manhood, and Penelope’s cunt throbbed at the sight.

Lavender Lace sashayed in, her G-cup beauties jiggling in her floral blouse, the short violet skirt swishing to tease her own colossal package. “Fuck, Rose, you’re making me wet,” she cooed, bending beside her to “help” polish, her skirt flipping up to flash her massive bollocks nestled in satin. “Spill it—what else do you know?”

Rose moaned as Lavender’s hand brushed her bulge, her cock twitching. “He kept a locked box under his bed,” she gasped, grinding against the counter. “Said it had all his secrets—maybe who killed him.” Her knickers were soaked now, the outline of her prick obscene.

Penelope’s sweater clung to her sweaty skin as she stepped closer, her nipples hard against her brassiere. “Good girl,” she growled, grabbing Rose’s hips and spinning her around. “Let’s see how much you can take while we figure this out.” She yanked Rose’s skirt up, freeing her colossal cock and balls from the satin, the thick shaft slapping against her thigh. Penelope dropped to her knees, her sweater gaping as she sucked Rose’s prick into her mouth, tongue swirling around the leaking tip. Rose groaned, her G-cup tits bouncing as she thrust into Penelope’s throat, her balls slapping her chin.

Tilly whimpered, bending lower, her knickers sliding down to reveal her dripping cunt. “Fuck me too,” she begged, and Lavender obliged, hiking her own skirt to free her massive cock. She rammed into Tilly’s slick hole, the maid’s arse jiggling as Lavender pounded her, her own prodigious bollocks swinging with each thrust. “Take it, you slut,” Lavender hissed, her blouse buttons popping as her bosom heaved.

Daisy Dazzle burst in, her crimson sweater straining over her stupendous sweater puppies, her flippy skirt flipping up as she bent to grab a teapot. “Bloody hell, you lot!” she cried, her enormous balls bulging in her lace knickers. “I say we hold a séance—get Reggie’s ghost to confess while we fuck!” She straddled the table, grinding her hefty prick against the wood, precum staining her satin.

Penelope pulled off Rose’s cock with a wet pop, her lips glistening as she hefted her H-cup jugs. “Séance later,” she panted, shoving Rose onto the counter and climbing atop her. She ripped her sweater open, buttons flying, her massive brassiere spilling her tits free. She impaled herself on Rose’s prick, her cunt swallowing it to the hilt, her arse bouncing as she rode hard. “Fuck, your balls are huge,” she moaned, reaching back to squeeze them, their weight filling her hands.

Lavender slammed into Tilly faster, the maid’s screams echoing as her knockers swayed, her cunt clenching around Lavender’s colossal shaft. “Harder, you hung bitch!” Tilly wailed, and Lavender obliged, her own balls slapping Tilly’s thighs, wet with sweat and juices.

Daisy, not to be outdone, yanked her knickers aside, her enormous cock springing free. She jerked herself off, her G-cup bosom bouncing as she watched, spurting thick ropes of cum across the table. “Next round’s mine,” she gasped, her balls pulsing.

Penelope’s climax hit like a freight train, her cunt gushing over Rose’s prick as she screamed, her titanic tits slapping Rose’s face. Rose followed, her cock erupting deep inside, her massive balls tightening as she flooded Penelope’s womb. Lavender and Tilly came together, a messy tangle of limbs and fluids, their moans a filthy symphony.

Panting, Penelope slid off Rose, her sweater in tatters, her skirt hiked to her waist. “Right,” she rasped, wiping cum from her chin. “Upstairs—locked box. Now.” The group stumbled to their feet, skirts askew, brassieres creaking, and cocks still dripping. Daisy led the charge, her flippy skirt flashing her bollocks, while Lavender and Tilly clung to each other, wet and sated.

Penelope adjusted her ravaged brassiere, her H-cup treasures heaving. “This case is getting fucking nasty,” she muttered, grinning. “Let’s crack that box—and maybe each other—wide open.” The mystery loomed, but the lust burned hotter, and she couldn’t wait to see who’d get fucked next—literally or otherwise.




Chapter Four: The Box and the Bed

The stairs of Thimbleton Manor creaked under the weight of Penelope Bustworth and her lust-drenched posse as they ascended, a parade of swaying hips, bouncing bosoms, and barely concealed endowments. Penelope led the charge, her H-cup treasures spilling from her torn cream sweater, the massive brassiere beneath clinging to her sweat-slicked skin like a lover’s desperate grip. Her burgundy skirt was hiked to her thighs, stained with Rose’s cum, and her cunt still throbbed from the kitchen fuckfest. Behind her, Lavender Lace minced along, her G-cup beauties jiggling in her ravaged floral blouse, the short violet skirt flipped up to flash her colossal balls, still glistening from Tilly’s juices. Rose followed, her satin knickers shoved down her thighs, her thick cock swinging free, while Tilly and Daisy brought up the rear, their skirts askew and their massive brassieres straining with every step.

They burst into Lord Reginald’s bedroom, a cavern of velvet and vice, the four-poster bed dominating the space like a throne of sin. Penelope dropped to her knees beside it, her titanic tits swaying as she groped under the mattress. “Where’s that fucking box?” she growled, her arse high, the skirt riding up to show her soaked knickers clinging to her plump cheeks.

Rose bent beside her, her G-cup melons brushing Penelope’s arm, her colossal prick slapping her thigh as she reached deeper. “Here!” she cried, dragging out a small iron chest, her skirt flipping up to reveal her enormous balls dangling heavily in the satin. The group crowded around, their breathing heavy, their bodies still buzzing from the kitchen orgy.

Lavender licked her lips, her blouse gaping as she knelt, her massive cock twitching under her skirt. “Let’s crack it open—and then each other,” she purred, bending forward, her bollocks swaying like ripe fruit. She grabbed a hairpin from her basket, jamming it into the lock, her bosom heaving as she twisted it.

Daisy straddled the bedpost, her crimson sweater half-off, her stupendous sweater puppies bouncing as she ground her hefty prick against the wood. “Hurry up, I’m fucking dripping here,” she moaned, her lace knickers stretched tight over her enormous balls, precum soaking through. Tilly joined her, bending over the bed, her uniform gaping to show her massive brassiere, her cunt still slick from Lavender’s pounding. “Fuck me again while we wait,” she begged, spreading her legs.

Penelope smirked, her sweater in tatters as she yanked the box free. “Hold your tits, girls—let’s see what Reggie’s hiding.” The lock popped, and she flung the lid open, revealing a stack of letters, a ledger, and a velvet pouch. She snatched a letter, her H-cup jugs jiggling as she read aloud: “Tilly, you little slut—pay me fifty quid or I’ll tell Tom about the butcher’s sausage down your throat.” She tossed it aside, grabbing another. “Juniper, your debts are mine unless you let me suck that monster cock.”

Rose groaned, her prick hardening as she bent over the box, her skirt flipping up. “Bastard wanted a taste of this,” she said, stroking her colossal shaft, her balls swaying. Penelope couldn’t resist—she lunged forward, sucking Rose’s cock deep, her throat stretching around the girth. “Fuck, you’re huge,” she mumbled around it, her massive brassiere creaking as her tits pressed against Rose’s thighs.

Lavender pounced on Tilly, yanking her skirt up and slamming her massive cock into the maid’s dripping cunt. “Take it, you filthy bitch,” she hissed, her G-cup bosom bouncing as she thrust, her bollocks slapping Tilly’s arse with wet smacks. Tilly screamed, her knockers swaying, her brassiere snapping a strap as she clawed the bed.

Daisy climbed atop the box, her flippy skirt riding up as she jerked her enormous prick, her cum splattering the letters. “Read faster, Penelope—I need to fuck something!” she wailed, her balls pulsing as she shot another load.

Penelope pulled off Rose with a gasp, her lips swollen, her sweater gone entirely now, just the brassiere holding her H-cup treasures. She grabbed the ledger, flipping pages as Rose bent her over the bed, ramming her thick cock into Penelope’s cunt. “Oh, fuck yes!” Penelope screamed, her arse jiggling as Rose pounded her, the ledger slipping from her hands. “It’s—fuck—accounts! Reggie was skimming from everyone!”

Rose grunted, her massive balls slapping Penelope’s thighs, her G-cup tits bouncing as she fucked harder. “Who’d he piss off most?” she gasped, her prick throbbing inside Penelope’s clenching heat.

Lavender came with a howl, flooding Tilly’s cunt, her colossal bollocks tightening as she pumped her load. Tilly shuddered, her own climax soaking the sheets, her massive bosom heaving. “The gardener—Giles!” she panted. “Reggie cut his pay—saw him lurking last night!”

Daisy slid off the box, her cock still dripping, and bent over to rummage through the pouch, her skirt flipping up to show her enormous balls. “Look—his cufflink!” she cried, holding up a gold trinket, her bosom swaying. “Giles was here!”

Penelope’s orgasm ripped through her, her cunt gushing over Rose’s prick as she screamed, her H-cup jugs slapping the bed. Rose followed, her cock erupting, her balls emptying deep inside. “Fuck, we’ve got him!” Penelope rasped, collapsing, cum dripping down her thighs.

She rolled over, her brassiere barely containing her sweat-soaked tits, and grinned at the group. “Giles, that sneaky bastard. Let’s clean up—and then fuck him up.” The women and shemales nodded, their skirts and knickers in disarray, their bodies slick with sex. Lavender bent to kiss Tilly, her massive cock brushing her thigh, while Daisy straddled Rose, grinding her bulge against her.

Penelope adjusted her skirt, her H-cup treasures heaving. “Next stop, the garden,” she said, licking her lips. “But first, I want Juniper’s cock in me—let’s make this a proper party.” The mystery was unraveling, but the filth was just getting started, and she couldn’t wait to bury herself in it—balls deep.




Chapter Five: Garden of Sin

The sun dipped low over Thimbleton Manor’s garden, casting golden light on the tangled roses and the even more tangled bodies about to defile them. Penelope Bustworth stormed ahead, her H-cup treasures bouncing free from her shredded sweater, the massive brassiere beneath a tattered relic clinging to her sweat-drenched skin. Her burgundy skirt, sticky with Rose’s cum, rode up her thighs, her knickers long gone, leaving her plump arse jiggling with every step. Behind her, Lavender Lace swayed, her G-cup bosom heaving in her torn floral blouse, the violet skirt flipped up to showcase her colossal balls swinging in satin, still slick from Tilly’s cunt. Rose, Daisy, and Tilly followed, skirts askew, brassieres creaking, cocks and tits on full display, a horny parade of flesh and filth.

Giles, the gardener, stood pruning a hedge, his lanky frame freezing as Penelope thrust her titanic tits into his face, the sweaty globes smothering his nose. “Talk, you bastard,” she growled, her cunt dripping as she grabbed his decent-sized bulge. “What’s this cufflink doing in Reggie’s room?” Lavender bent over a rosebush beside him, her skirt flipping up, her enormous balls dangling like ripe fruit, satin knickers soaked with precum as she wiggled her arse.

Rose joined the assault, yanking her skirt high, her colossal cock slapping Giles’ thigh as she ground against him, her G-cup melons swaying. “Spill it, or I’ll fuck the truth out of you,” she hissed, her massive balls brushing his leg, heavy and hot. Giles stammered, his prick hardening under Penelope’s grip. “I—I fought Reggie over pay, but I didn’t kill him! He was alive when I left!”

Before he could finish, Juniper Bloom burst through the gate, her G-cup bosom heaving in a tight sweater, her flippy skirt flipping up to reveal her massive prick bulging in satin, her balls swaying as she stomped forward. “He’s lying!” she cried, bending to point at Giles, her endowments swinging free. “I saw him flee the study—blood on his hands!”

The tension snapped like a overstretched garter. Penelope dropped to her knees, ripping Giles’ trousers down, his cock springing free—thick, not monstrous, but fuckable. She sucked it deep, her throat gagging as she bobbed, her H-cup jugs slapping his thighs. Rose pounced on Penelope from behind, ramming her colossal prick into her dripping cunt, her massive balls swinging with each thrust. “Fuck her harder—she loves it,” Rose grunted, her G-cup tits bouncing as she pounded, cum still dripping from their last round.

Lavender grabbed Juniper, bending her over a bench, their skirts flipping up as their huge cocks rubbed together, satin knickers shoved aside. “You jealous bitch,” Lavender moaned, humping Juniper’s shaft, her enormous balls slapping against Juniper’s, wet and heavy. Juniper groaned, her prick leaking, her bosom heaving as she thrust back, their satin-clad bulges grinding in a filthy dance.

Daisy bent Tilly over a stone bench, her crimson sweater gone, her stupendous sweater puppies swinging as she slammed her hefty cock into Tilly’s slick pussy. “Take it, you slut,” Daisy snarled, her massive balls smacking Tilly’s arse, her knickers a cum-soaked rag around her ankles. Tilly screamed, her knockers bouncing free of her brassiere, her cunt clenching as Daisy fucked her raw.

Giles gasped, his cock pulsing in Penelope’s mouth as he confessed, “Reggie’s ledger—mentioned a lover—Lady Agatha! He caught her with me!” Penelope pulled off, spit and precum dripping down her chin, her H-cup treasures heaving as Rose slammed into her harder, her orgasm building. “Agatha, that horny cow,” she panted, her cunt gushing over Rose’s prick as she came, her arse jiggling with each thrust.

Rose roared, her colossal cock erupting, flooding Penelope’s womb, her massive balls tightening as she pumped her load. Lavender and Juniper climaxed together, their cocks spurting thick ropes across the bench, their G-cup bosoms pressed tight. Daisy pulled out, jerking her prick over Tilly’s arse, her cum painting the maid’s skin as Tilly shuddered, her own climax soaking the stone.

Panting, Penelope staggered up, her skirt a cum-streaked mess, her brassiere barely holding her H-cup jugs. “Agatha’s next,” she rasped, licking her lips as Rose’s seed dripped down her thighs. “But first, I want a tit-fuck from you lot—line up those cocks and balls.” The group grinned, skirts and knickers discarded, their endowments glistening in the fading light. Giles, spent but wide-eyed, watched as Penelope knelt, her massive tits ready to take them all.

“Case is heating up,” she purred, squeezing her globes around Rose’s prick first, her cunt aching for more. “Let’s corner that widow—and fuck her ‘til she sings.” The garden reeked of sex and roses, the mystery tightening like a satin garter, and Penelope couldn’t wait to unravel it—preferably balls-deep in someone new.




Chapter Six: Desk Deep and Dirty

The study of Thimbleton Manor was a battlefield of lust and secrets as Penelope Bustworth barged in, her H-cup treasures swaying free, the remnants of her cream sweater a distant memory. Her burgundy skirt, soaked with cum, clung to her arse like a desperate lover, her massive brassiere long discarded, leaving her titanic tits bouncing with every step. Her cunt dripped down her thighs, still pulsing from the garden fuckfest, and her eyes burned with horny determination. The group followed, a parade of heaving bosoms and bulging knickers—Lavender Lace, Rose, Daisy Dazzle, Tilly, and Juniper Bloom, their skirts flipped up, brassieres creaking, and cocks twitching for more.

Penelope tore into a drawer, her jugs jiggling as she rifled through papers. “That will’s here somewhere,” she growled, her arse high, knickers gone, her slick folds glistening in the lamplight. Lavender bent over the desk beside her, her G-cup beauties spilling from her torn floral blouse, her violet skirt flipped up to flash her colossal prick bulging in satin, the fabric stretched tight over her massive balls. “Fuck, let’s find it quick—I need something in me,” she moaned, wiggling her hips.

Rose pounced, yanking Lavender’s knickers down, her own G-cup bosom bouncing as she rammed her thick cock into Lavender’s tight arse. “Take it, you hung slut,” Rose grunted, her enormous balls slapping Lavender’s thighs, her skirt a crumpled heap around her waist. Lavender screamed, her prick leaking precum onto the desk, her bosom heaving as she clawed the wood.

Daisy straddled Tilly on an armchair, her crimson sweater shredded, her stupendous sweater puppies swinging as she plunged her hefty cock into Tilly’s dripping pussy. “Suck my tits while I fuck you,” Daisy hissed, her massive balls smacking Tilly’s arse, her lace knickers a cum-soaked rag. Tilly obeyed, her own knockers spilling free of her brassiere, her lips latching onto Daisy’s nipples as she moaned, her cunt clenching around the girth.

Juniper sidled up to Penelope, bending to check a lower shelf, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal her colossal prick and heavy balls swaying in satin. “Help me look,” she purred, and Penelope dropped to her knees, sucking Juniper’s cock deep, gagging on the thick shaft as it hit her throat. “Fuck, you’re huge,” she mumbled around it, her H-cup jugs pressing against Juniper’s thighs, her hands squeezing those massive bollocks.

Papers flew as the orgy raged, the air thick with sweat and sex. Penelope pulled off Juniper with a wet pop, her lips swollen, and yanked a leather-bound folder from the drawer. “Got it!” she cried, flipping it open as Juniper bent her over the desk, slamming her prick into Penelope’s cunt. The will spilled out—Reginald Thimbleton’s last testament, naming Giles, the gardener, as his bastard son and sole heir. “That sneaky fucker!” Penelope gasped, her arse jiggling as Juniper pounded her, her H-cup tits slapping the desk.

The discovery lit a fire—Penelope rode Juniper harder, her cunt gushing over the thick shaft, her screams echoing. “He killed for the cash!” she panted, her climax building. Rose fucked Lavender’s arse raw, her colossal cock erupting, flooding Lavender’s hole as her balls tightened, her G-cup bosom bouncing. Lavender came too, her prick spurting across the will, soaking the pages in thick cum.

Daisy pulled out of Tilly, jerking her hefty cock over the maid’s face, her cum painting Tilly’s knockers as Tilly shuddered, her own orgasm soaking the chair. “Fuck, Giles had motive!” Daisy moaned, her massive balls pulsing. Tilly licked the cum from her lips, her brassiere snapped, her bosom heaving. “He’s been eyeing the manor for months,” she rasped.

Juniper roared, her prick throbbing as she flooded Penelope’s womb, her enormous balls emptying deep inside. Penelope climaxed with a howl, her cunt clenching, her H-cup treasures swaying as she collapsed, cum dripping down her thighs. “We’ve got him,” she panted, grabbing the will, her body slick with sweat and sex. “Giles wanted it all—did he stab Reggie to get it?”

The group disentangled, skirts and knickers in tatters, cocks still dripping, bosoms heaving. Lavender bent to kiss Rose, her massive prick brushing her thigh, while Daisy straddled Tilly again, grinding her bulge against her. Penelope adjusted her cum-streaked skirt, her H-cup jugs bare and proud. “Time to trap that bastard,” she growled, licking her lips. “But first, I want you all in me—let’s fuck ‘til we’re sure.”

The study reeked of cum and victory, the will a sticky testament to their breakthrough. Penelope grinned, her cunt aching for more, the mystery tightening like a satin garter around Giles’ neck—and she couldn’t wait to pull it taut, preferably with a cock in every hole.




Chapter Seven: Square of Sin

The cobblestone square of Little Puddington buzzed with villagers as Penelope Bustworth stormed in, her H-cup treasures bouncing free, the last scraps of her cream sweater gone, her burgundy skirt a cum-streaked rag clinging to her arse. Her massive brassiere was history, her titanic tits swaying in the open air, nipples hard as she clutched Reggie’s will, her cunt dripping down her thighs from the study’s fuckfest. Behind her trailed Lavender Lace, Rose, Daisy Dazzle, Juniper Bloom, and Tilly, their skirts flipped up, G-cup bosoms spilling from torn blouses, colossal cocks and balls bulging in satin knickers, a horny mob ready to end this filthy mystery.

Giles stood by the fountain, pruning its edges, his eyes widening as Penelope thrust the will in his face, her jugs jiggling. “You killed Reggie for this, you bastard!” she roared, her voice echoing over the gasps of onlookers. Lavender bent over the fountain’s rim, her violet skirt flipping up, her massive balls swaying in satin, precum soaking the fabric as she wiggled her arse. “Come on, Giles—admit it,” she purred, her G-cup bosom heaving, teasing him closer.

Rose pinned Daisy against a stone wall, her colossal prick slamming into Daisy’s cunt, their G-cup tits bouncing as they fucked, their enormous balls slapping together. “Take it, you slut,” Rose growled, her skirt a crumpled heap, her satin knickers around her ankles. Daisy moaned, her hefty cock leaking, her crimson sweater shredded, her stupendous sweater puppies swaying as she clawed the wall.

Juniper bent Tilly over a bench, her flippy skirt up, her massive prick plunging into Tilly’s dripping pussy. “Fuck me harder,” Tilly begged, her knockers spilling free, her brassiere snapped, her arse jiggling as Juniper’s colossal balls smacked her thighs. The crowd murmured, some shocked, some aroused, cocks hardening under trousers, hands slipping into skirts.

Giles lunged, a wild glint in his eye, but Penelope tripped him, straddling his face, her slick cunt smothering his nose and mouth. “Confess, you prick!” she snarled, grinding down, her H-cup jugs bouncing as she pinned him. His muffled voice broke through: “Yes—I stabbed him! He’d cut me out—wanted it all!” His decent-sized cock tented his trousers, and Penelope ripped them open, sucking him deep, her throat gagging as she bobbed, her arse high for the village to see.

Lavender pounced on Juniper, bending her over the bench beside Tilly, ramming her colossal prick into Juniper’s tight arse. “You jealous bitch,” Lavender hissed, her G-cup bosom slapping Juniper’s back, her massive balls swinging as she fucked, cum still dripping from their last round. Juniper screamed, her own prick spurting onto the cobblestones, her satin knickers soaked.

Rose pulled out of Daisy, spinning her around to ram her cock into Daisy’s arse, while Daisy jerked her hefty prick, her cum painting the wall. Tilly crawled under, sucking Daisy’s balls, her knockers bouncing as she moaned, her cunt dripping. The crowd erupted—some cheered, some joined, a butcher yanking his apron off to jerk his modest cock, a seamstress bending to finger her pussy under her skirt.

Penelope rode Giles’ cock, impaling herself on his shaft, her cunt clenching as she screamed, “Got you, you fucker!” Her H-cup treasures slapped his chest, her climax building as he groaned, his prick pulsing inside her. A constable stumbled forward, holding a bloodied shirt from Giles’ shed, shouting, “Evidence!” The crowd roared, and Penelope came, her juices soaking Giles’ lap, her arse jiggling as she milked him dry.

Lavender flooded Juniper’s arse, her massive balls tightening as she pumped her load, while Rose and Daisy swapped Tilly’s holes—Rose in her cunt, Daisy in her mouth—cum flying as Tilly shuddered, her orgasm soaking the bench. Giles spurted into Penelope, his confession sealed, his fate locked as the constable cuffed him, dragging him off, his prick still dripping.

Penelope staggered up, cum dripping down her thighs, her H-cup jugs heaving. “Case closed,” she panted, grinning at the crowd. “Now—fuck me, all of you!” The square exploded into a public orgy—Lavender bent over for the butcher, Juniper rode a farmer’s face, Rose and Daisy tag-teamed a barmaid, their colossal cocks and balls on display. Tilly straddled a merchant, her knockers bouncing as she fucked him, the village lost in lust.

Penelope knelt, her cunt and tits open to all, taking a cock in her mouth, another in her pussy, her hands squeezing massive balls as the village celebrated. “Victory tastes better with cum,” she moaned, her body slick with it, the mystery solved, the filth triumphant, and her hunger insatiable.




Chapter Eight: Manor of Mayhem

The grand dining hall of Thimbleton Manor thrummed with the heat of victory and the stench of sex as Penelope Bustworth strutted in, her H-cup treasures bouncing free, glistening with cum from the village square showdown. Her burgundy skirt hung in tatters around her hips, soaked with the juices of half the village, her massive brassiere a distant memory, leaving her titanic tits swaying like pendulums of triumph. Giles was rotting in a cell, the murder solved, and Penelope’s cunt ached for a celebratory fuckfest to seal the deal. Her posse followed—Lavender Lace, Rose, Daisy Dazzle, Juniper Bloom, Tilly, and a freshly summoned Lady Agatha—skirts flipped up, G-cup bosoms spilling from torn blouses, colossal cocks and balls bulging in satin knickers, a horny horde ready to revel.

Penelope clapped her hands, her jugs jiggling. “We nailed that bastard—now let’s nail each other!” Lavender bent over the long oak table, her violet skirt flipping up, her massive prick bulging in satin, her G-cup bosom heaving as she beckoned the maids. “Suck me, you sluts,” she purred, and two busty lasses—Tilly’s cousins—dropped to their knees, their knockers spilling from tight uniforms, lips stretching around Lavender’s colossal shaft, their tongues lapping at her enormous balls.

Rose and Juniper tackled Daisy to the rug, Rose’s thick cock slamming into Daisy’s dripping cunt, Juniper’s plunging into her arse, their G-cup tits bouncing as they pounded, their massive balls slapping together in a wet symphony. “Fuck her ‘til she screams,” Rose growled, her skirt a crumpled heap, her satin knickers soaked with precum. Daisy moaned, her hefty prick spurting, her crimson sweater gone, her stupendous sweater puppies swaying as she clawed the carpet.

Tilly straddled Lady Agatha on a velvet chaise, yanking the widow’s silk robe open, Agatha’s massive bosom spilling free, her silk knickers damp as Tilly rode her face. “Eat me, you scheming bitch,” Tilly hissed, her knockers bouncing free of her snapped brassiere, her arse jiggling as Agatha’s tongue plunged into her slick pussy, her H-cup jugs heaving beneath.

Penelope orchestrated the chaos, her cunt dripping as she grabbed a footman—young, hung, eager—and impaled herself on his thick cock, her arse bouncing as she rode him against the wall. “Harder, you fucker,” she snarled, her H-cup treasures slapping his chest, her hands yanking a gardener over, his decent prick sliding into her mouth. She gagged, drooling, her fingers squeezing their balls, heavy and hot, as the room erupted in flesh and filth.

The orgy peaked—Lavender roared, her colossal cock erupting, flooding the maids’ throats, her massive balls tightening as they pumped cum down their gullets, their knockers glistening with sweat. Rose and Juniper double-filled Daisy, their pricks spurting deep, their G-cup bosoms pressed tight as Daisy screamed, her own cum painting the rug. Tilly climaxed, her cunt gushing over Agatha’s face, Agatha’s muffled moans vibrating as her massive bosom heaved, her silk robe drenched.

Penelope’s footman and gardener came together, her cunt and mouth flooded, her H-cup jugs swaying as she swallowed and clenched, her own orgasm ripping through her, juices soaking the floor. “Fuck yes!” she howled, cum dripping from her chin, her arse quivering as she milked them dry.

As the group collapsed, panting and slick, a letter slipped from Agatha’s robe, fluttering to the rug. Penelope, still impaled on the footman, snatched it, her H-cup treasures heaving as she read aloud: “Reggie’s scribble—‘If Giles fails, she’ll finish it.’ Who’s ‘she’?” Her cunt throbbed, the mystery twitching back to life.

Lavender disentangled, her massive prick dripping, her G-cup bosom swaying as she bent to kiss Rose. “Another killer?” she rasped, her satin knickers a cum-soaked rag. Daisy crawled over, her hefty cock brushing Tilly’s thigh, her stupendous sweater puppies glistening. “Let’s fuck ‘til we find out,” she moaned.

Penelope grinned, sliding off the footman, cum streaming down her thighs, her H-cup jugs proud and bare. “New game, girls,” she purred, licking her lips. “We hunt this bitch—and screw her senseless when we do.” The hall reeked of victory and vice, the orgy a prelude to more filth, and Penelope couldn’t wait to dive back in—tits first, balls deep.




Chapter Nine: Whispers in the Walls

The dining hall of Thimbleton Manor lay in a haze of post-orgy languor, the air thick with the musk of sweat and cum, the oak table sticky with the aftermath of Lavender’s explosive release. Penelope Bustworth stood amidst the wreckage, her H-cup treasures swaying free, glistening with the sheen of victory and vice. Her burgundy skirt, tattered and cum-streaked, clung to her hips, the absence of her massive brassiere leaving her titanic tits bare, nipples still pert from the thrill. The letter from Reggie’s robe dangled in her hand, its cryptic warning—“If Giles fails, she’ll finish it”—igniting a fresh spark in her lust-addled mind. She adjusted her skirt, her plump arse jiggling slightly, and smirked at the sprawled bodies around her. Less fucking for now, she decided—time to tease out this new thread.

Lavender Lace lounged against the table, her G-cup bosom heaving in her torn floral blouse, the violet skirt flipped up just enough to hint at the colossal bulge beneath her satin knickers. She twirled a lock of hair, her massive balls shifting as she crossed her legs, the fabric stretching taut. “Another killer, eh?” she purred, bending forward slightly, her bosom threatening to spill further, her voice a sultry taunt. “Who’s got the tits—or the cock—to pull that off?”

Rose leaned against the wall, her skirt hiked to reveal the edge of her satin-clad package, her G-cup beauties framed by her open blouse. She ran a hand along her thigh, her colossal prick twitching faintly, a teasing promise of what lay beneath. “Could be anyone in this village,” she mused, her eyes glinting as she caught Penelope’s gaze, her fingers brushing the outline of her massive balls.

Daisy Dazzle perched on the chaise, her crimson sweater shredded, her stupendous sweater puppies peeking out as she adjusted her flippy skirt, the hem flirting with the tops of her thighs. Her hefty bulge pressed against the lace knickers, a subtle swell that begged for attention without demanding it. “Maybe it’s one of us,” she teased, leaning back, her bosom rising with a slow breath, her voice dripping with mischief.

Tilly hovered near Agatha, her uniform gaping to show the edge of her massive brassiere, her knockers straining the fabric as she bent to pick up a fallen candlestick, her arse high, her skirt riding up to flash her lacy knickers. “Or someone we’ve overlooked,” she said, straightening with a wiggle, her eyes darting to Penelope, a coy smile playing on her lips.

Lady Agatha, still sprawled on the chaise, tugged her silk robe tighter, though it did little to hide her massive bosom, the silk clinging to her curves like a second skin. Her knickers peeked out as she shifted, damp from Tilly’s earlier ride, and she dabbed at her lips with a handkerchief, her voice a low murmur. “Reggie had enemies—women he groped, lovers he scorned. Could be any of them.” Her bosom heaved, a deliberate tease as she met Penelope’s stare.

Penelope paced, her H-cup jugs swaying with each step, her skirt swishing to reveal the creamy expanse of her thighs. She held the letter up, her fingers tracing the ink, her cunt tingling not from sex but from the chase. “She’ll finish it,” she repeated, bending slightly to set the paper on the table, her arse jutting out, her tits brushing the wood. “Someone in this house—or this village—knows more. And I’ll tease it out of them, one way or another.”

Lavender smirked, leaning forward, her G-cup bosom pressing against the table, her skirt riding higher, the satin straining over her massive prick. “With your mouth or your tits?” she quipped, her tone a velvet taunt, her eyes locked on Penelope’s curves.

Penelope grinned, straightening, her H-cup treasures bouncing as she tossed her hair. “Both, darling. But first, we search this place—every room, every drawer. No fucking ‘til we’ve got a lead.” She turned, her skirt swishing, her arse a tantalizing promise as she headed for the stairs, the group trailing behind, their bodies a parade of barely contained desire—skirts flipping, brassieres creaking, bulges shifting, all teasing the edge of restraint.

The manor’s shadows loomed, whispering secrets, and Penelope’s mind raced, her body humming with the thrill of the hunt—and the delicious tension of holding back the flood of filth just a little longer.




Chapter Ten: The Final Tease and Triumph

The upper corridors of Thimbleton Manor creaked under the weight of anticipation as Penelope Bustworth led her posse through the shadowed halls, her H-cup treasures swaying free, the tattered remnants of her burgundy skirt clinging to her hips like a lover’s last gasp. Her massive brassiere was a memory, her titanic tits bare and proud, nipples taut with the thrill of the chase. Reggie’s cryptic letter—“If Giles fails, she’ll finish it”—burned in her mind, and her cunt tingled with the promise of unraveling this final knot, though she kept the lust at bay, teasing it out like a slow dance. The group followed, their bodies a symphony of restrained desire—skirts swishing, G-cup bosoms straining, colossal bulges shifting in satin knickers.

Penelope paused at Reggie’s private study, her arse jutting as she bent to pick the lock, her jugs brushing the doorframe. “In here,” she murmured, her voice a husky taunt, the click of the latch echoing like a promise. Lavender Lace sidled up, her floral blouse gaping, her G-cup bosom heaving as she leaned against the wall, her violet skirt teasing the edge of her massive prick, the satin stretched tight over her enormous balls. “What’s the prize, darling?” she purred, her fingers brushing her thigh, a deliberate tease.

Rose hovered nearby, her skirt flipped up just enough to hint at her colossal package, her G-cup beauties framed by her open blouse. “Hope it’s worth the wait,” she said, her voice low, her hand resting near her bulge, not touching, just tempting. Daisy Dazzle lingered by a window, her crimson sweater shredded, her stupendous sweater puppies peeking out as she adjusted her flippy skirt, the lace knickers outlining her hefty bulge with a subtle sway. “I’m itching to find out,” she teased, her bosom rising with a slow breath.

Tilly and Lady Agatha brought up the rear, Tilly’s uniform gaping to show her massive brassiere, her knockers straining as she bent to peer under a table, her arse high, her lacy knickers flashing. “Could be a trap,” she said, straightening with a wiggle, her eyes glinting. Agatha’s silk robe clung to her massive bosom, the hem riding up to reveal her damp knickers, her voice a murmur. “Or a confession,” she offered, her bosom heaving as she leaned against a chair, a coy invitation.

The study door swung open, and Penelope strode in, her H-cup jugs bouncing, her skirt swishing to reveal her thighs. A hidden panel in the bookshelf caught her eye, and she bent to pry it loose, her arse a tantalizing curve, her tits brushing the wood. Inside lay a leather journal, its pages yellowed, Reggie’s scrawl spilling across them. She read aloud, her voice steady, her body a tease of restraint: “Giles was my pawn—Agatha’s the queen. She’ll slit my throat if I don’t pay her off.” Penelope’s eyes widened, her cunt pulsing, not from sex but from the thrill of truth.

Agatha gasped, her robe slipping to show more of her massive bosom, her knickers clinging to her plump arse as she backed away. “Lies!” she cried, but Penelope pounced, pinning her to the desk, her H-cup treasures pressing against Agatha’s back, her skirt riding up to bare her thighs. “You scheming bitch,” Penelope growled, her hands gripping Agatha’s wrists, her arse grinding against her, a tease of dominance. “You set Giles up—then finished Reggie yourself.”

Lavender bent closer, her G-cup bosom brushing the desk, her skirt flipping up to hint at her massive balls, her voice a sultry taunt. “Confess, love—or we’ll tease it out of you.” Rose and Juniper flanked her, their skirts swishing, their bulges shifting, their G-cup tits a silent promise. Daisy and Tilly crowded in, Daisy’s flippy skirt teasing her hefty prick, Tilly’s knockers straining as she leaned forward, all of them a wall of restrained lust.

Agatha broke, her bosom heaving, her voice a sob. “Yes—I did it! Reggie wouldn’t pay—Giles botched it, so I stabbed him!” Penelope smirked, releasing her, her H-cup jugs swaying as she stepped back, her skirt a cum-streaked banner of victory. “Constables’ll love that,” she said, her arse jiggling as she turned, the tease over, the truth bare.

The group exhaled, their bodies still humming, skirts and knickers a tease of what could’ve been. Penelope grinned, her H-cup treasures proud. “Case closed—again,” she purred, licking her lips, the manor’s shadows lifting, the mystery fucked into submission.



Epilogue: A Busty Dawn

Weeks later, Little Puddington basked in a rare calm, the cobblestones quiet, the manor’s scandal fading into gossip. Penelope stood at her parlor window, her H-cup treasures cradled in a fresh cream sweater, the tight fabric hugging her curves, her new burgundy skirt clinging to her hips. Her massive brassiere creaked faintly, a comfort after the chaos. Giles and Agatha rotted in cells, the village hers to sleuth again.

Lavender visited, her G-cup bosom spilling from a floral blouse, her violet skirt swishing to tease her colossal bulge, a sewing basket in hand. “New case, darling?” she asked, bending to set it down, her massive balls shifting in satin, a familiar taunt. Penelope smirked, her jugs bouncing as she turned. “Not yet—but I’m itching for one. And maybe a little fun.”

The village hummed outside, busty women and hung vixens going about their days, skirts flipping, brassieres straining—a world of tease and triumph, ready for Penelope’s next filthy adventure.

The Brooch and the Bulge




Chapter One: The Voluptuous Detective of Thornwick Hall

The rain battered the ancient panes of Thornwick Hall, a grand estate tucked away in the sodden depths of the English moors. Inside, the air hummed with the scent of rosewater and the subtle tang of pent-up desire. Lady Beatrice Cockswell, a statuesque five feet nine inches of pure, curvaceous decadence, stood before an ornate mirror, tugging at the seams of her sapphire-blue blouse. Her J-cup juggernauts strained against a brassiere so colossal it could’ve sheltered a small village, the silk fabric creaking under the burden of her stupendous udders. Beneath her snug, mid-thigh skirt, her eleven-inch prick pulsed within the confines of her frilly knickers, the delicate lace stretched to its limits over her prodigious plums, each one a monument to her jaw-dropping virility.

Beatrice let out a throaty sigh, her ruby lips curling as she gave her plump bum a firm pat, the skirt’s hem teasing upward to hint at the outrageous swell of her gargantuan gonads. “Another bloody damp day,” she murmured, her voice a velvet caress, “but I’ve a hunch something naughty’s brewing. Something downright filthy, I’d wager.” She grinned at her reflection, her emerald eyes glinting with a mix of cunning and lust. As the village’s most infamous amateur detective—and its most outrageously endowed dame—she had a talent for uncovering secrets, often while bending over to adjust her stockings or retrieve a stray earring.

Downstairs, the parlor thrummed with the chatter of Thornwick’s guests, assembled for Lord Mortimer Grimsby’s yearly hunt. The men, clad in stiff tweeds, sprawled across armchairs, nursing whiskeys, their gazes inevitably snagged by the women and their kind—those breathtaking sirens with curves that could derail a locomotive. Among them was Miss Evelyn Bustleby, a vision in a clingy wool sweater that hugged her titanic ta-tas like a lover’s embrace. Her short, flouncy skirt swished as she leaned over the tea table, revealing the tops of her silk stockings and the scalloped edge of her panties, her bountiful bazookas swaying like pendulums. The men shifted in their seats, their pitiful pricks no match for the legends whispered about Beatrice’s monstrous meat.

Then there was Sylvia Swollenhips, a ravishing beauty with knockers so vast they seemed to float, cradled in a brassiere that looked like it belonged in a museum of structural marvels. Her skirt, a scandalously tight affair, clung to her hips, and when she bent to rearrange the cushions, the fabric hiked up, exposing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, barely restrained by her satin drawers. Her beau, timid little Percy, fidgeted, his own lackluster equipment a constant source of shame since he’d glimpsed Sylvia’s colossal cods.

“Crikey, Sylvia,” Evelyn chuckled, delivering a cheeky smack to her friend’s juicy arse, “those beauties could floor a bloke in one swing!” The room burst into titters, the women primping, the men perspiring.

Beatrice glided down the sweeping staircase, her every movement a cascade of jiggling flesh and whispering fabric. Her blouse buttons fought a losing battle, her skirt swaying to reveal the faint outline of her stupendous schlong and the twin orbs of her bollocks. The guests turned, jaws dropping, as she entered, her aura a heady blend of sex and command.

“Evening, my lovelies,” she purred, her tone laced with sultry promise. “I hope you’re all playing nice—or at least faking it.” She flashed a wink at Evelyn, who flushed and bent to adjust her heel, her sweater-stuffed sweater-stuffers dangling like ripe melons.

Lord Grimsby, a gaunt fellow with a mustache that looked like it had lost a fight with a lawnmower, approached Beatrice, his eyes flickering between her towering tits and the bulge beneath her skirt. “Lady Cockswell,” he stammered, “I’ve a problem. My emerald brooch has vanished from the library.”

Beatrice’s eyebrow arched, her curiosity ignited. “A theft, eh? Well, let’s take a gander, shall we?” She sashayed toward the library, her hips swaying, her skirt flipping just enough to flash the obscene heft of her balls. The men groaned in unison, and Evelyn whispered, “Bloody hell, my Tom’s got sod-all compared to that.”

The library was a bastion of masculinity—polished oak, leather tomes, and a desk that oozed privilege. Beatrice bent over to examine the safe, her skirt riding up to unveil the full splendor of her satin-swathed sack, each nut a marvel of excess. Sylvia trailed behind, her own skirt flipping as she stooped to peer under a chair, her massive melons and bulging bollocks a sight to behold. “If I were a thief,” Beatrice mused, her voice dripping with innuendo, “I’d be too distracted by all this to nick a damn thing.” She straightened, her blouse straining, her cock giving a cheeky twitch against her knickers. This was going to be one hell of a case—and she was ready to dive in, balls deep.




Chapter Two: The Scent of Scandal

The library of Thornwick Hall was a dimly lit cocoon of secrets, the flickering fire casting shadows across the oak-paneled walls. Lady Beatrice Cockswell stood with her hands on her hips, her sapphire blouse stretched to bursting over her J-cup juggernauts, the satin of her brassiere whispering against the fabric with every breath. Her tight skirt hugged her curves, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs, where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums pressed insistently against her lacy knickers. She turned to Sylvia Swollenhips, who was still bent over a velvet chaise, her skirt flipped up to reveal the jaw-dropping swell of her titanic testes, each orb straining the seams of her satin panties.

“Find anything down there, darling?” Beatrice asked, her voice a sultry drawl as she sauntered over, her own skirt swaying to flash the outline of her colossal cods. Sylvia straightened, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe fruit, and shook her head.

“Not a bloody thing,” Sylvia sighed, patting her plump arse with a pout. “Just dust and disappointment. Poor Percy’s cock looks like a cocktail sausage next to this lot.” She gestured vaguely at her own prodigious package, the bulge beneath her skirt a silent taunt to her boyfriend’s inadequacy.

Beatrice chuckled, her emerald eyes glinting. “Well, let’s not despair yet. A missing emerald brooch doesn’t just sprout legs and waltz off—unless it’s jealous of all the attention our assets get.” She bent over the safe again, her skirt riding up to expose the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, the weight of her balls pulling the fabric taut. The sight was enough to make a vicar renounce his vows, and she knew it. “Whoever nicked it had to leave a trace. A fingerprint, a hair, a whiff of cheap perfume—or maybe a raging hard-on from gawking at us.”

Sylvia giggled, adjusting her brassiere, which looked like it could double as a hammock for her vast udders. “You’re filthy, Bea. I love it. Think it was one of the lads? They’re all drooling over us like dogs in heat.” She leaned forward to peer at a bookshelf, her skirt flipping up again, her massive gonads swaying like pendulums. Beatrice’s cock twitched in response, and she bit her lip, imagining how much filthier this investigation could get if they dragged the culprit into a broom closet for a proper interrogation.

“Could be,” Beatrice mused, straightening up and smoothing her skirt, though it did little to hide the obscene outline of her stupendous shaft. “Let’s round up the usual suspects and see who’s got sweaty palms—or a bulge that’s not just wishful thinking.” She sashayed out of the library, her hips rolling, her blouse buttons fighting for their lives as her bountiful baps jiggled with every step.

Back in the parlor, the atmosphere was thick with tension and lust. Miss Evelyn Bustleby was perched on a settee, her clingy sweater accentuating her titanic ta-tas, her short skirt flipped up as she crossed her legs, offering a peek at the silk stockings clinging to her thighs. She caught Beatrice’s eye and bent forward to adjust her garter, her sweater-stuffers dangling hypnotically. “Any luck, Lady Cockswell?” she purred, her voice dripping with suggestion.

“Not yet, love,” Beatrice replied, her gaze lingering on Evelyn’s curves. “But I’m itching to get my hands on something—or someone.” She turned to the room, her presence commanding attention. “Right, you lot. Lord Grimsby’s brooch has gone walkies. Anyone care to confess before I start poking around where I shouldn’t?”

Lord Grimsby himself shuffled forward, his eyes darting to Beatrice’s towering tits and the unmistakable swell beneath her skirt. “I-I swear, I’ve no idea,” he stammered, his mustache quivering. “It was in the safe last night. I checked it myself.”

Beatrice arched a brow, stepping closer, her bosom brushing his chest as she leaned in. “Did you now? And who else was lurking about, hmm? Anyone with sticky fingers—or a cock that could double as a crowbar?” She smirked as Grimsby flushed, his own modest manhood clearly no match for her legendary length.

Across the room, Clara Tittsworth emerged from behind a curtain, her cashmere sweater clinging to her mountainous mammaries, her skirt swishing as she bent to retrieve a dropped glove. The motion revealed the lacy edge of her knickers, stretched tight over her lush hips. “I saw Reggie Pimm skulking about last night,” she offered, her voice breathy. “He’s got those sneaky paws and a prick so small it’s a wonder he finds it to piss.”

The room tittered, and Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin. “Reggie, eh? Let’s have a chat with him, then.” She spotted Reggie Pimm by the fireplace, a wiry chap with a leer that could curdle milk. He adjusted his trousers as she approached, his eyes glued to her prodigious pillows and the bulge that put his to shame.

“Reggie, darling,” Beatrice cooed, bending slightly so her skirt flipped up, flashing the obscene heft of her balls. “Clara says you were prowling last night. Care to explain, or shall I frisk you myself?” She licked her lips, imagining yanking his trousers down to compare his pitiful pecker to her own monstrous meat.

Reggie gulped, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I-I was just getting a nightcap, Lady Cockswell. Nothing dodgy, I swear!”

Beatrice straightened, her blouse straining, her cock giving a cheeky pulse against her knickers. “We’ll see about that,” she purred. “This case is just begging for a deeper probe—and I’m more than equipped to deliver.” The room buzzed with anticipation, and she knew this mystery was about to get a whole lot smuttier.




Chapter Three: The Midnight Rummage

The clock in Thornwick Hall’s grand foyer struck midnight, its chimes echoing through the darkened corridors as Lady Beatrice Cockswell led her posse upstairs. The rain had eased to a drizzle, but the air inside remained heavy with the scent of wax polish and unspoken desire. Beatrice’s sapphire blouse clung to her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath creaking as her stupendous udders shifted with each step. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums strained against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched taut over her outrageous endowment. Behind her trailed Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth, their curves a symphony of jiggling flesh and rustling fabric.

“Alright, darlings,” Beatrice purred, her voice a sultry whisper as they reached the guest wing. “Let’s poke around where the gents lay their heads. If that brooch is hiding, it’s probably tucked somewhere naughty.” She flashed a wicked grin, her emerald eyes glinting in the candlelight.

Sylvia giggled, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe melons as she adjusted her scandalously tight skirt. “Oh, I bet Reggie’s got it stashed in his drawers—right next to that pitiful prick of his. Poor Percy’s no better—his cock’s so small I nearly need a magnifying glass!” She bent over to peer under a hall table, her skirt flipping up to reveal the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties groaning under the weight of her colossal cods.

Clara smirked, her cashmere sweater hugging her mountainous mammaries as she sashayed to a bedroom door. “My Bert’s the same, love. After seeing you two, I reckon he’s hiding in shame.” She pushed the door open and leaned over a dresser, her short skirt swishing to expose the lacy edge of her knickers stretched tight over her lush arse. Her bountiful baps swayed hypnotically, threatening to spill from her top as she rummaged through a drawer.

Beatrice entered Reggie Pimm’s room, her hips rolling as she bent to inspect the bed. Her skirt rode up, unveiling the full splendor of her satin-swathed sack, each nut a marvel of excess that made her knickers look like they were fighting for survival. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the scalloped edge of her vast brassiere and a tantalizing glimpse of her creamy cleavage. “Blimey,” she muttered, running a hand along the mattress, “if I were hiding a brooch, I’d shove it somewhere no one’d dare look—like right under my massive meat.” Her cock twitched at the thought, pressing insistently against the lace.

Sylvia joined her, bending over a wardrobe with a theatrical flourish. Her skirt flipped up, flashing the obscene heft of her balls, the satin clinging to her prodigious package like a second skin. “You’re a genius, Bea,” she cooed, her voice dripping with mischief. “Maybe we should check all the beds—give ‘em a proper bounce, see what shakes loose.” Her knockers jiggled as she straightened, the sweater straining to contain her vast udders.

Clara, still at the dresser, pulled out a silk stocking and dangled it between her fingers. “Oi, look at this! Reggie’s, I reckon. Bit kinky for a chap with such a sad little todger.” She bent forward again, her sweater-stuffers dangling like ripe fruit, her skirt teasing higher to reveal the tops of her silk stockings. “Think he’s hiding more than just his shame?”

Beatrice’s brow arched, her lips curling into a filthy grin as she took the stocking. “Well, well. Not the brooch, but it’s a start. Reggie’s got some explaining to do—and I’ll wager he’ll squirm when I get my hands on him.” She imagined yanking his trousers down, exposing his pitiful pecker next to her own monstrous meat, and her prick gave a cheeky pulse against her knickers. “Let’s keep digging, girls. This case is begging for a deeper probe.”

They moved to Percy’s room next, Sylvia leading the charge. She bent over his trunk, her skirt riding up to showcase her titanic testes once more, the satin stretched so tight it looked ready to split. “Percy’s such a bore,” she sighed, rummaging through his shirts. “His balls are like marbles compared to these beauties. I deserve a proper shagging, don’t I?” Her knockers swayed as she tossed a waistcoat aside, the sweater clinging to her curves like a lover’s caress.

Beatrice chuckled, leaning over the bedside table, her skirt flipping to flash her gargantuan gonads. “We all do, love. Maybe we should ditch the lads and have a go at each other—imagine the mess we’d make.” Her blouse strained as she straightened, another button teetering on the edge of defeat. Clara joined them, bending to check under the bed, her sweater-clad ta-tas brushing the floor as her skirt revealed the plump swell of her arse.

“Nothing here but dust,” Clara grumbled, standing with a pout. “But I’d kill to see Bert’s face if he caught me with you two. He’d never measure up—literally.”

Beatrice smirked, twirling the silk stocking in her hand. “This little find’s got Reggie’s name all over it. Tomorrow, I’ll corner him—maybe bend him over and make him beg while I dangle this in his face.” Her cock throbbed at the thought, the lace of her knickers damp with anticipation. “For now, let’s call it a night. This mystery’s just getting juicier—and I’m itching to sink my teeth in.”

The trio sashayed back downstairs, their curves swaying, their brassieres creaking, and their minds buzzing with filthy possibilities. The brooch was still out there, but Beatrice knew one thing for sure: this case was about to get a whole lot dirtier, and she was ready to dive in, balls deep.




Chapter Four: Reflections of Debauchery

The late morning sun filtered through the lace curtains of Thornwick Hall’s powder room, casting delicate shadows across the marble vanity and gilded mirrors. Lady Beatrice Cockswell swept inside, her sapphire blouse clinging to her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath groaning as her stupendous udders shifted with every sultry step. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums pulsed against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched to its scandalous limits. Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth followed, their curves a riot of jiggling flesh and rustling fabric, the air thick with perfume and the musk of barely contained desire.

Beatrice leaned over the vanity, ostensibly to adjust her garters, her skirt flipping up to unveil the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, each gargantuan gonad a marvel that made her knickers look like a prayer against inevitability. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the creamy swell of her vast cleavage as she caught her reflection—emerald eyes glinting with mischief. “Right, girls,” she purred, her voice a velvet caress, “that stocking’s got Reggie’s grubby paws all over it, but I reckon there’s more to sniff out. Let’s plot our next move—preferably something filthy enough to make these bastards squirm.”

Sylvia smirked, sauntering to the sink and leaning against it, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe fruit. Her scandalously tight skirt rode up as she crossed her legs, flashing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties clinging to her colossal cods like a desperate lover. “Oh, I’d love to corner Percy,” she cooed, adjusting her brassiere, which looked like it could double as a parachute for her vast udders. “His prick’s so tiny I could use it as a toothpick. Maybe we should bend him over and show him what real balls look like.” Her package twitched visibly, straining the fabric as she licked her lips.

Clara giggled, primping in front of a mirror, her cashmere sweater hugging her mountainous mammaries so tightly it seemed ready to burst. She bent forward to dab perfume on her neck, her short skirt swishing to reveal the lacy edge of her knickers stretched over her lush arse, her bountiful baps swaying hypnotically. “Bert’s no better, love,” she sighed. “After seeing you two, I’m half-tempted to ditch him and ride one of your monsters instead. Imagine the mess we’d make!” Her reflection smirked back, a flush creeping up her cheeks as she imagined it.

Beatrice straightened, her skirt swaying to flash the obscene outline of her stupendous shaft, her cock giving a cheeky pulse against the dampening lace. “Tempting, isn’t it? But first, let’s seduce the truth out of Percy. If he knows anything about that brooch, I’ll have him begging under the weight of these.” She cupped her massive melons, the blouse straining as another button teetered on the edge of surrender. “We’ll corner him after lunch—maybe in the billiard room, bent over the table with his trousers down, his sad little todger on display.”

Sylvia chuckled, her knockers jiggling as she bent to adjust her stockings, her skirt flipping higher to expose the full splendor of her satin-clad sack. “Oh, Bea, you’re a devil. I’ll bring the cue stick—give him a proper poke while you dangle that stocking in his face. He’ll spill everything, probably all over himself.” Her prick throbbed at the thought, the satin glistening with a hint of precum.

Clara turned, her sweater-stuffers dangling as she leaned against the vanity beside Beatrice. “Count me in. I’ll flash these whoppers and watch him faint—poor sod won’t know what hit him.” Her skirt teased upward, revealing the tops of her silk stockings, and the trio erupted in filthy laughter, their reflections a tableau of decadence in the mirrors.

But then—a muffled voice cut through the wall, sharp and accusatory. Beatrice held up a hand, her brow arching as she pressed her ear to the paneling. Sylvia and Clara froze, their curves still swaying slightly, as the words became clear.

“You planted that bloody brooch, didn’t you?” It was Evelyn Bustleby, her tone venomous. “Trying to pin this on me, you miserable git!”

Lord Grimsby’s reedy voice snapped back. “Don’t be absurd, Evelyn! I’d never—” The rest faded into a hiss, but the implication hung heavy in the powder room.

Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin, her prick twitching hard against her knickers as she pulled back from the wall. “Well, fuck me sideways,” she murmured. “Sounds like our host’s got dirty hands—and not just from wanking his pitiful cock. What do you reckon, girls? Shall we crash their little spat and make it a threesome interrogation?”

Sylvia’s eyes gleamed, her massive meat pulsing visibly beneath her skirt. “Oh, yes. I’ll bend over and let Grimsby gawk at these while you grill him. He’ll be too busy drooling to lie.”

Clara smirked, adjusting her sweater to emphasize her titanic ta-tas. “And I’ll corner Evelyn—maybe cop a feel and see if she’s hiding anything under that sweater. Christ, my knickers are soaked just thinking about it.”

Beatrice licked her lips, her blouse barely containing her arousal as her shaft pressed insistently against the lace. “Then it’s settled. We’ll track them down after lunch and turn this mystery into a proper shagfest. I’ll wager my balls that brooch is closer than we think—and I’m dying to sink my teeth into whoever’s hiding it.” She gave her plump arse a playful smack, the skirt flipping to flash her gonads one last time, and the trio sashayed out, their minds buzzing with lust and cunning. This case was about to get filthier than ever—and Beatrice was ready to dive in, balls deep.




Chapter Five: Cue the Filth

The billiard room of Thornwick Hall hummed with the clink of glasses and the low murmur of post-lunch chatter, the air thick with cigar smoke and the promise of debauchery. Lady Beatrice Cockswell strode in, her sapphire blouse straining over her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath creaking as her stupendous udders jiggled with every sultry step. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums throbbed against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched to a scandalous breaking point. Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth flanked her, their curves a riot of swaying flesh and rustling fabric, a trio of voluptuous vixens on a mission.

Percy, Sylvia’s timid beau, stood by the billiard table, nervously chalking a cue, his mousy frame dwarfed by the room’s masculine grandeur. Beatrice smirked, sauntering over and bending low to “inspect” the table, her skirt flipping up to unveil the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, each gargantuan gonad a marvel that made her knickers groan in protest. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the creamy swell of her vast cleavage as she dangled the silk stocking from Reggie’s room in Percy’s face. “Well, well, darling,” she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace, “care to tell us what you saw the night that brooch went missing? Or shall I chalk this cue with something a bit more… substantial?” She pressed her bulge against his hip, her cock pulsing hard against the lace, the damp heat seeping through.

Sylvia giggled, leaning over the table beside her, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe melons as she “adjusted” her stance. Her scandalously tight skirt rode up, flashing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties clinging to her colossal cods like a second skin. “Oh, Percy, you’re such a bore,” she cooed, her prick twitching visibly as she arched her back. “Your little prick’s no match for these beauties—I could smother you with my balls and you’d thank me for it.” Her massive meat strained the fabric, a bead of precum glistening at the tip, and Percy’s eyes widened, his cue trembling in his hands.

Clara joined the fray, sashaying over and bending to “retrieve” a fallen billiard ball, her cashmere sweater hugging her mountainous mammaries so tightly it threatened to split. Her short skirt swished upward, revealing the lacy edge of her knickers stretched over her lush arse, and she straightened with a flourish, flashing her bountiful baps in Percy’s direction. “Poor Bert’s got nothing on you two,” she sighed, her voice breathy with mock pity. “But you, Percy—spill it, or I’ll sit on your lap and let these whoppers teach you a lesson.” Her sweater-stuffers swayed hypnotically, and Percy’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard, his trousers tenting pitifully.

Beatrice straightened, her skirt swaying to flash the obscene outline of her stupendous shaft, her blouse barely containing her arousal as she leaned closer to Percy. “Come on, love,” she purred, brushing her massive melons against his arm, the satin creaking as her nipples hardened. “You were skulking about that night—don’t lie to me, or I’ll bend you over this table and show you what a real cock can do.” She licked her lips, imagining yanking his trousers down to expose his sad little todger next to her monstrous meat, her knickers now soaked with anticipation.

Percy stammered, his face flushing crimson as the trio closed in, their curves and bulges an overwhelming assault. “I-I saw something!” he blurted, his voice cracking. “Near the library—Evelyn and Grimsby, arguing! She had something shiny in her hand—might’ve been the brooch, I swear!”

Sylvia smirked, bending lower so her titanic testes swayed like pendulums, the satin glistening with her arousal. “Oh, you sneaky little rat,” she teased. “Spying on them, were you? Bet you wanked that pathetic prick of yours while you watched.” Her knockers jiggled as she straightened, the sweater straining to contain her vast udders.

Clara chuckled, adjusting her sweater to emphasize her titanic ta-tas, her skirt teasing higher to reveal the tops of her silk stockings. “Evelyn and Grimsby, eh? Sounds like a party we weren’t invited to—yet.” She winked at Beatrice, her mind clearly racing with filthy possibilities.

Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin, her prick throbbing hard against her knickers as she stepped back, giving Percy a reprieve—but only just. “Well, fuck me, that’s a juicy tidbit,” she murmured, her blouse teetering on the edge of total surrender as another button strained. “Evelyn with the brooch, arguing with our dear host? This calls for a double interrogation—maybe pin them both down and see who cracks first.” Her cock gave a cheeky pulse at the thought, the lace damp and clinging as she imagined dominating the pair, her massive melons and bollocks in full command.

She turned to Sylvia and Clara, her emerald eyes glinting with lust and cunning. “What do you say, girls? Shall we track down Evelyn and Grimsby and turn this into a proper shagfest? I’ve got enough down here to make them both beg.” She gave her plump arse a playful smack, the skirt flipping to flash her gonads one last time, and the trio erupted in filthy laughter, their bodies a tableau of decadence against the green felt of the table.

Percy slumped against the wall, his trousers a sad testament to his inadequacy, as Beatrice sashayed toward the door, her hips rolling, her blouse fighting for its life. “Rest up, Percy,” she called over her shoulder. “We’re just getting started—and this mystery’s about to get a whole lot dirtier.” The room buzzed with anticipation, and Beatrice knew one thing for sure: she was ready to dive in, balls deep, and fuck the truth out of whoever was hiding that brooch.




Chapter Six: A Steamy Spread

The dining room of Thornwick Hall glowed with the soft afternoon light filtering through tall windows, the long oak table laden with silver teapots, scones, and clotted cream. Lady Beatrice Cockswell presided over the scene, her sapphire blouse clinging to her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath creaking as her stupendous udders shifted with every sultry movement. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums pulsed against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched to a scandalous brink. Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth flanked her, their curves a symphony of jiggling flesh and rustling fabric, ready to turn this tea into a torrid tease.

Beatrice bent over the table to pour tea, her skirt flipping up to unveil the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, each gargantuan gonad a marvel that made her knickers groan under the strain. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the creamy swell of her vast cleavage as she locked eyes with Evelyn Bustleby, seated across from Lord Grimsby. “So, darlings,” she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace, “Percy’s been flapping his gums about you two. Something about a shiny trinket in the library—ring any bells?” She straightened, her cock giving a cheeky pulse against the damp lace, the obscene outline visible as she swayed her hips.

Sylvia smirked, reaching for the cream jug and “accidentally” spilling a dollop onto the tablecloth. “Oops,” she cooed, bending low to wipe it up, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe melons. Her scandalously tight skirt rode up, flashing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties clinging to her colossal cods as a bead of precum glistened at the tip of her throbbing prick. “Clumsy me,” she sighed, glancing at Grimsby, whose mustache twitched as he stared. “Percy said you were arguing, Evelyn—hope it wasn’t over something as small as his prick. Mine’s a bit more… substantial.” Her massive meat strained the fabric, and the room’s temperature spiked.

Clara joined the game, sashaying over with a tray of scones and leaning against Grimsby’s shoulder, her cashmere sweater hugging her mountainous mammaries so tightly it threatened to split. Her short skirt swished upward as she bent to serve, revealing the lacy edge of her knickers stretched over her lush arse, her bountiful baps swaying hypnotically. “Poor Bert’s got nothing on you lot,” she murmured, her voice breathy as she pressed her sweater-stuffers closer to Grimsby’s flushed face. “But Percy swears he saw you with something shiny, Evelyn. Care to spill, or shall I spill something else?” She winked, her nipples hardening against the wool, and Grimsby shifted uncomfortably, his trousers betraying a pitiful twitch.

Evelyn’s cheeks flushed, her clingy sweater accentuating her titanic ta-tas as she gripped her teacup. “That little weasel’s lying!” she snapped, bending forward to set the cup down, her skirt flipping to reveal the tops of her silk stockings. “I took the brooch, yes—to spite this bastard—” she glared at Grimsby—“but I lost it in the conservatory! I’ve no idea where it is now!”

Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin, her prick throbbing hard against her knickers as she leaned across the table, her blouse teetering on the edge of total surrender as another button strained. “Lost it, did you?” she purred, her J-cup juggernauts brushing the tablecloth. “That’s a juicy tidbit, love. But let’s not rush to conclusions—anyone else want to confess before I start poking around where I shouldn’t?” Her skirt swayed, flashing the obscene heft of her balls, and the guests squirmed, their eyes darting between her curves and Evelyn’s outburst.

Reggie Pimm, lurking by the scones, piped up, his wiry frame trembling as he adjusted his trousers. “Hang on a tick,” he stammered, his leer fixed on Sylvia’s bulging cods. “I saw Percy skulking about the conservatory last night—looked shifty as hell. Maybe he’s got it!”

Sylvia chuckled, straightening with a flourish, her sweater straining to contain her vast udders as her prick pulsed visibly. “Oh, Percy, you sneaky sod,” she teased. “Hiding my brooch with that pathetic little prick of yours? I’ll bend him over and shake it out of him myself.” Her knockers jiggled, and the room buzzed with nervous laughter, the men sweating, the women preening.

Clara smirked, adjusting her sweater to emphasize her titanic ta-tas, her skirt teasing higher to reveal more silk-clad thigh. “Conservatory, eh? Sounds like we’ve got a date with some greenery—and maybe a good shagging to loosen tongues.” She winked at Beatrice, her mind clearly racing with filthy possibilities.

Beatrice licked her lips, her blouse barely containing her arousal as her shaft pressed insistently against the damp lace. “Well, fuck me, this tea’s turned into a proper cock-up,” she murmured, her emerald eyes glinting with lust and cunning. “Percy in the conservatory with the brooch? I’ll wager my balls he’s hiding something—and I’m itching to raid that jungle and find out.” She gave her plump arse a playful smack, the skirt flipping to flash her gonads one last time, and the trio exchanged a look of pure, smutty intent.

The guests murmured, teacups clattering as Beatrice sashayed toward the door, her hips rolling, her blouse fighting for its life. “Finish your scones, darlings,” she called over her shoulder. “We’ve got a conservatory to ransack—and a few pricks to put in their place.” Evelyn and Grimsby exchanged panicked glances, Reggie smirked, and the room thrummed with anticipation. Beatrice knew this mystery was about to get dirtier than a barnyard romp—and she was ready to dive in, balls deep, to fuck the truth out of this twisted little game.




Chapter Seven: Fireside Filth

The parlor of Thornwick Hall glowed with the flickering light of a roaring fire, the plush armchairs and velvet drapes casting long shadows as the evening settled in. Lady Beatrice Cockswell swept into the room, her sapphire blouse clinging to her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath creaking as her stupendous udders jiggled with every sultry stride. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums throbbed against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched to a scandalous edge. Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth trailed her, their curves a cascade of swaying flesh and rustling fabric, ready to turn this gathering into a smoldering probe.

Beatrice bent over an armchair to “adjust” its cushion, her skirt flipping up to unveil the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, each gargantuan gonad a marvel that made her knickers groan under the strain. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the creamy swell of her vast cleavage as she locked eyes with Percy, who fidgeted by the hearth. “Evening, darlings,” she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace, “Reggie’s been wagging his tongue about you, Percy. Something about the conservatory—care to enlighten us, or shall I stoke this fire with something a bit more… impressive?” She straightened, her cock pulsing hard against the damp lace, the obscene outline swaying as she sauntered closer.

Sylvia smirked, reaching for the poker and “accidentally” letting it clatter to the floor. “Whoops,” she cooed, bending low to retrieve it, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe melons. Her scandalously tight skirt rode up, flashing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties clinging to her colossal cods as a bead of precum glistened at the tip of her throbbing prick. “Clumsy me,” she sighed, glancing at Percy, whose eyes widened in panic. “You were in the conservatory, weren’t you? Bet that pathetic little prick of yours couldn’t hide a brooch if it tried—I’d need a magnifying glass just to find it!” Her massive meat strained the fabric, and the room’s heat spiked.

Clara joined the fray, sashaying over with a tray of sherry glasses, leaning against Percy’s side as she served. Her cashmere sweater hugged her mountainous mammaries so tightly it threatened to split, and her short skirt swished upward, revealing the lacy edge of her knickers stretched over her lush arse. Her bountiful baps swayed hypnotically as she pressed closer, her nipples hardening against the wool. “Poor Bert’s got nothing on you lot,” she murmured, her voice breathy with mock sympathy. “But Reggie swears you were up to no good, Percy. Spill it, or I’ll spill this sherry all over you—and then some.” She winked, her sweater-stuffers brushing his arm, and Percy’s trousers twitched pitifully.

The other guests—Evelyn, Grimsby, Reggie, and a smattering of tweed-clad gents—shifted uncomfortably, their eyes darting between the trio’s curves and Percy’s growing distress. Evelyn’s clingy sweater accentuated her titanic ta-tas as she gripped her glass, while Grimsby’s mustache quivered, his gaze fixed on Beatrice’s bulging knickers.

Percy stammered, his face flushing crimson as the women closed in, their bodies an overwhelming assault. “I-I saw the brooch!” he blurted, his voice cracking. “Evelyn had it in the conservatory—I swear I saw her take it back after she said she lost it!”

Evelyn shot up, her skirt flipping as she bent forward to slam her glass down, revealing the tops of her silk stockings. “That’s a bloody lie!” she snapped. “I lost it there, and Grimsby stole it back—I know he did!” She glared at the lord, whose wiry frame shrank under the accusation.

Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin, her prick throbbing hard against her knickers as she leaned against the mantel, her blouse teetering on the edge of total surrender as another button strained. “Well, fuck me, this is getting juicy,” she murmured, her J-cup juggernauts brushing the warm stone. “Everyone pointing fingers—let’s see what’s hiding, shall we?” She sashayed to a side table, bending low to “inspect” a drawer, her skirt riding up to flash the obscene heft of her balls. The guests groaned audibly as she rummaged, her fingers brushing something—a muddy glove, not the brooch.

Sylvia chuckled, straightening with a flourish, her sweater straining to contain her vast udders as her prick pulsed visibly. “No brooch, but that’s a clue, isn’t it?” she teased, her knockers jiggling. “Someone’s been mucking about—maybe Percy’s not the only one with dirty hands.” She bent over again, her skirt flipping to reveal her glistening cods, and Grimsby choked on his sherry.

Clara smirked, adjusting her sweater to emphasize her titanic ta-tas, her skirt teasing higher to reveal more silk-clad thigh. “A glove in the parlor? Sounds like we’ve got a sneakier bastard than we thought,” she said, winking at Beatrice. “What’s next—strip-search the lot of ‘em?”

Beatrice licked her lips, her blouse barely containing her arousal as her shaft pressed insistently against the damp lace. “Tempting, love,” she purred, holding up the glove, her emerald eyes glinting with lust and cunning. “This muddy little number’s got someone’s stink on it—and I’ll wager my balls it ties back to that conservatory. Percy says Evelyn had it, Evelyn says Grimsby nicked it, and now this? I’m itching to dig deeper—preferably balls deep.” She gave her plump arse a playful smack, the skirt flipping to flash her gonads one last time, and the trio exchanged a look of pure, smutty intent.

The room buzzed with tension, Evelyn glaring at Grimsby, Percy shrinking into his chair, and Reggie smirking from the sidelines. Beatrice sashayed toward the door, her hips rolling, her blouse fighting for its life. “Enjoy the fire, darlings,” she called over her shoulder. “We’ve got a mystery to fuck into submission—and I’ve got just the tools for it.” The parlor thrummed with anticipation, and Beatrice knew this case was about to get dirtier than a barnyard orgy—she was ready to plunge in and tease out the truth, one filthy thrust at a time.




Chapter Eight: Cellar Seduction

The wine cellar of Thornwick Hall loomed dark and dank beneath the grand estate, its stone walls lined with dusty bottles and draped in cobwebs that shimmered faintly in the lantern light. Lady Beatrice Cockswell descended the creaking stairs, her sapphire blouse clinging to her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath groaning as her stupendous udders jiggled with every sultry step. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums throbbed against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched to a scandalous limit. Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth followed, their curves a cascade of swaying flesh and rustling fabric, ready to turn this raid into a filthy reckoning.

Beatrice bent over a barrel to “inspect” its label, her skirt flipping up to unveil the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, each gargantuan gonad a marvel that made her knickers creak under the strain. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the creamy swell of her vast cleavage as she ran a finger along the wood, her emerald eyes glinting in the dimness. “That muddy glove’s got me thinking,” she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace, “someone’s been traipsing in and out—maybe hiding something tasty down here. What do you reckon, girls?” Her cock pulsed hard against the damp lace, the obscene outline swaying as she shifted her hips.

Sylvia smirked, sauntering to a crate and bending low to rummage through it, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe melons. Her scandalously tight skirt rode up, flashing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties clinging to her colossal cods as a bead of precum glistened at the tip of her throbbing prick. “Oh, I’d wager Percy’s been down here,” she cooed, her massive meat straining the fabric. “His little prick couldn’t hide a bottle cap, let alone a brooch—but I’d love to pin him and find out.” Her vast udders swayed, the sweater creaking as she straightened, and the musty air grew thick with tension.

Clara joined the hunt, leaning over a shelf to peer behind a row of bottles, her cashmere sweater hugging her mountainous mammaries so tightly it threatened to split. Her short skirt swished upward, revealing the lacy edge of her knickers stretched over her lush arse, her bountiful baps dangling hypnotically as she taunted the shadows. “Poor Bert’d be lost down here,” she sighed, her voice breathy with mock pity. “But if that brooch is hiding, I’ll bet it’s with someone who’s got more balls than brains—unlike my man.” Her nipples hardened against the wool, and the trio’s laughter echoed off the stone.

A rustle from the corner snapped their heads around—Reggie Pimm, caught mid-sip with a pilfered bottle of claret, his wiry frame frozen in the lantern’s glow. Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin as she sashayed over, bending low to pin him against the wall, her skirt riding up to flash the obscene heft of her balls. Her J-cup juggernauts pressed against his chest, the satin creaking as her nipples grazed his tweed, and her bulge ground against his thigh, her prick throbbing with intent. “Well, fuck me, Reggie,” she purred, “caught with your trousers down—almost. Care to tell us why you’re skulking down here, or shall I squeeze the truth out of you?” Her knickers were soaked, the lace clinging as she licked her lips.

Sylvia giggled, leaning against a barrel, her skirt flipping to reveal her glistening cods as she crossed her arms under her massive melons. “Oh, Reggie, you naughty boy,” she teased, her prick pulsing visibly. “Hiding from us? Bet that sad little todger of yours can’t compare—I could smother you with these and you’d beg for more.” Her sweater strained, and Reggie’s eyes darted between her bulges and Beatrice’s towering presence.

Clara smirked, adjusting her sweater to emphasize her titanic ta-tas, her skirt teasing higher to reveal more silk-clad thigh as she blocked his escape. “Spill it, love,” she cooed, bending forward so her sweater-stuffers swayed in his face. “You followed Percy, didn’t you? What’d you see—besides his pitiful prick?” Her laughter was a sultry taunt, and Reggie’s bottle slipped from his trembling hand, shattering on the stone.

“I-I did!” he blurted, his voice cracking under the triple assault of curves and cocks. “I followed Percy to the conservatory—he stashed the brooch down here, in a crate by the stairs! But when I checked later, it was gone—there was just this note!” He fumbled in his pocket, producing a crumpled scrap that read, “Look higher.”

Beatrice’s prick throbbed hard against her knickers as she snatched the note, her blouse teetering on the edge of total surrender as another button strained. “Well, fuck me sideways,” she murmured, her emerald eyes glinting with lust and cunning. “Higher, eh? That chandelier in the library’s calling my name—and I’ll wager my balls someone’s playing a taller game.” She straightened, her skirt swaying to flash her gonads, and Reggie groaned, his trousers tenting pitifully.

Sylvia chuckled, her knockers jiggling as she bent over again, her skirt flipping to reveal her glistening package. “Percy, then Reggie, and now up we go,” she teased. “I’ll climb anything if it means pinning the bastard who’s got it—preferably with these.” She cupped her colossal cods, the satin creaking, and the air buzzed with anticipation.

Clara winked at Beatrice, her sweater-stuffers swaying as she sauntered to the stairs. “Chandelier raid it is,” she purred. “Let’s dangle our assets and see who cracks—my knickers are soaked just thinking about it.”

Beatrice gave her plump arse a playful smack, the skirt flipping to flash her gonads one last time as she led the way up. “Rest up, Reggie,” she called over her shoulder, her hips rolling, her blouse fighting for its life. “We’ve got a climb to make—and a brooch to fuck out of hiding. This mystery’s about to get sky-high dirty.” The cellar thrummed with their departure, and Beatrice knew she was ready to plunge in, balls deep, to tease the truth from the heights of Thornwick Hall.




Chapter Nine: Upstairs Upheaval

The attic of Thornwick Hall loomed high above the grand estate, a dusty warren of forgotten trunks and cobwebbed beams, lit only by the faint glow of a lantern swaying in Lady Beatrice Cockswell’s hand. She ascended the narrow stairs, her sapphire blouse clinging to her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath creaking as her stupendous udders jiggled with every sultry step into the night’s depths. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums throbbed against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched to a scandalous brink. Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth followed, their curves a symphony of swaying flesh and rustling fabric, ready to turn this ascent into a filthy free-for-all.

Beatrice bent over a weathered trunk to “search” its contents, her skirt flipping up to unveil the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, each gargantuan gonad a marvel that made her knickers groan under the strain. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the creamy swell of her vast cleavage as she rummaged through moth-eaten lace, her emerald eyes glinting in the gloom. “That ‘Look higher’ note’s got me tingling,” she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace, “and this attic’s the highest hole in the house. Let’s see what’s hiding up here—besides our massive assets.” Her cock pulsed hard against the damp lace, the obscene outline swaying as she shifted her hips.

Sylvia smirked, climbing a rickety ladder to a high shelf, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe melons with each rung. Her scandalously tight skirt rode up, flashing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties clinging to her colossal cods as a bead of precum glistened at the tip of her throbbing prick. “Oh, I’d bet Percy’s been up here,” she cooed, her massive meat straining the fabric. “His little prick couldn’t lift a feather, but I’d love to dangle these in his face and watch him squirm.” Her vast udders swayed, the sweater creaking as she reached the top, and the dusty air thickened with lust.

Clara joined the fray, leaning over a crate to peer inside, her cashmere sweater hugging her mountainous mammaries so tightly it threatened to split. Her short skirt swished upward, revealing the lacy edge of her knickers stretched over her lush arse, her bountiful baps dangling hypnotically as she taunted the shadows. “Poor Bert’d trip over his own feet up here,” she sighed, her voice breathy with mock pity. “But if that brooch is stashed, it’s with someone who’s got more balls than sense—unlike my man.” Her nipples hardened against the wool, and the trio’s laughter bounced off the rafters.

A creak from the far corner snapped their heads around—Lord Grimsby, caught mid-step with a guilty grimace, his wiry frame silhouetted against a grimy window. Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin as she sashayed over, bending low to trap him against a beam, her skirt riding up to flash the obscene heft of her balls. Her J-cup juggernauts pressed against his chest, the satin creaking as her nipples grazed his tweed, and her bulge ground against his thigh, her prick throbbing with intent. “Well, fuck me, Grimsby,” she purred, “sneaking about like a rat in heat. Care to tell us why you’re up here, or shall I squeeze it out of you—balls first?” Her knickers were soaked, the lace clinging as she licked her lips.

Sylvia giggled, descending the ladder with a flourish, her skirt flipping to reveal her glistening cods as she leaned against a trunk. “Oh, Grimsby, you sly dog,” she teased, her prick pulsing visibly. “Hiding from us? Bet that pitiful pecker of yours can’t compare—I could bury you under these and you’d beg for mercy.” Her sweater strained, and Grimsby’s mustache twitched as his eyes darted between her bulges and Beatrice’s towering presence.

Clara smirked, adjusting her sweater to emphasize her titanic ta-tas, her skirt teasing higher to reveal more silk-clad thigh as she blocked his escape. “Spill it, love,” she cooed, bending forward so her sweater-stuffers swayed in his face. “That muddy glove’s got your stink on it—where’s the brooch?” Her laughter was a sultry taunt, and Grimsby’s knees buckled under the triple assault.

“I-I took it!” he blurted, his voice cracking as the women closed in. “From the chandelier—I climbed up and grabbed it, then gave it to the maid to hide in the stables! I swear, that’s all I know!” His trousers tented pitifully, and Beatrice’s prick throbbed harder, her blouse teetering on the edge of total surrender as another button strained.

Sylvia chuckled, her knockers jiggling as she bent over again, her skirt flipping to reveal her glistening package. “The stables, eh?” she teased. “I’ll wager that maid’s got more than hay in her hands—maybe I’ll ride her down there myself.” Her massive meat pulsed, the satin creaking, and the attic buzzed with anticipation.

Clara winked at Beatrice, her sweater-stuffers swaying as she sauntered to the stairs. “Stables it is,” she purred. “Let’s saddle up and see who’s hiding what—my knickers are drenched just thinking about it.”

Beatrice straightened, her skirt swaying to flash her gonads as she held up a muddy boot she’d found near the crate—matching the glove perfectly. “Well, fuck me sideways,” she murmured, her emerald eyes glinting with lust and cunning. “Grimsby’s boot, and a maid in the stables with my brooch? This mystery’s galloping off—and I’ll wager my balls I’ll fuck the truth out of it yet.” She gave her plump arse a playful smack, the skirt flipping one last time, and led the way down, her hips rolling, her blouse fighting for its life.

“Catch your breath, Grimsby,” she called over her shoulder. “We’ve got a stable to storm—and a brooch to ride into submission.” The attic thrummed with their departure, and Beatrice knew she was ready to plunge in, balls deep, to tease the truth from the hay-strewn shadows of Thornwick Hall.




Chapter Ten: Stable Showdown

The stables of Thornwick Hall stood shrouded in the deep night, the scent of hay and leather mingling with the faint musk of anticipation as Lady Beatrice Cockswell pushed open the weathered door. Her sapphire blouse clung to her J-cup juggernauts, the satin brassiere beneath creaking as her stupendous udders jiggled with every sultry stride. Her tight skirt swished, the hem teasing her thighs where her eleven-inch prick and hefty plums throbbed against her lacy knickers, the fabric stretched to a scandalous edge. Sylvia Swollenhips and Clara Tittsworth followed, their curves a riot of swaying flesh and rustling fabric, ready to turn this final raid into a filthy climax.

Beatrice bent over a hay bale to “inspect” it, her skirt flipping up to unveil the full glory of her satin-swathed sack, each gargantuan gonad a marvel that made her knickers groan under the strain. A button on her blouse popped free, revealing the creamy swell of her vast cleavage as she scanned the shadows, her emerald eyes glinting with predatory lust. “Grimsby’s maid’s got my brooch,” she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace, “and I’ll wager my balls she’s hiding it somewhere tight. Let’s root her out, girls—preferably balls deep.” Her cock pulsed hard against the damp lace, the obscene outline swaying as she shifted her hips.

Sylvia smirked, sauntering to a stall and leaning over the edge, her sweater-clad knockers bouncing like overripe melons. Her scandalously tight skirt rode up, flashing the breathtaking bulk of her titanic testes, the satin of her panties clinging to her colossal cods as a bead of precum glistened at the tip of her throbbing prick. “Oh, I’d love to catch her,” she cooed, her massive meat straining the fabric. “Percy’s prick couldn’t saddle a pony, but I’d ride her into next week with these.” Her vast udders swayed, the sweater creaking, and the stable air thickened with heat.

Clara joined the hunt, leaning over a tack box, her cashmere sweater hugging her mountainous mammaries so tightly it threatened to split. Her short skirt swished upward, revealing the lacy edge of her knickers stretched over her lush arse, her bountiful baps dangling hypnotically as she taunted the darkness. “Poor Bert’d be bucked off in a second,” she sighed, her voice breathy with mock pity. “But that brooch is here—I can smell it, along with someone’s fear.” Her nipples hardened against the wool, and the trio’s laughter echoed off the wooden beams.

A rustle from the loft snapped their heads up—a young maid, wide-eyed and clutching a pitchfork, peered down, her apron trembling. Beatrice’s lips curled into a wicked grin as she climbed the ladder, her skirt riding up to flash the obscene heft of her balls with every rung. She reached the top, pinning the maid against a haystack, her J-cup juggernauts pressing against the girl’s chest, the satin creaking as her nipples grazed the coarse fabric. Her bulge ground against the maid’s hip, her prick throbbing with intent. “Well, fuck me, sweetheart,” she purred, “caught with your knickers in a twist. Where’s my brooch, or shall I frisk you till you squeal?” Her knickers were soaked, the lace clinging as she licked her lips.

Sylvia giggled, climbing up behind her, her skirt flipping to reveal her glistening cods as she leaned against a beam. “Oh, you naughty minx,” she teased, her prick pulsing visibly. “Hiding Grimsby’s dirty work? Bet your fella’s got nothing on these—I could bury you under them and you’d beg for more.” Her sweater strained, and the maid’s pitchfork clattered to the floor.

Clara smirked, ascending last, adjusting her sweater to emphasize her titanic ta-tas, her skirt teasing higher to reveal more silk-clad thigh as she blocked the ladder. “Spill it, love,” she cooed, bending forward so her sweater-stuffers swayed in the maid’s face. “That muddy boot and glove say Grimsby’s in deep—where’s the brooch?” Her laughter was a sultry taunt, and the maid’s resolve crumbled under the triple assault.

“I-I’ve got it!” she blurted, her voice cracking as she fumbled in her apron pocket, producing the emerald brooch, its facets glinting in the lantern light. “Grimsby made me hide it—he said it’d ruin Evelyn! Please, don’t tell!”

Beatrice’s prick throbbed hard against her knickers as she snatched the brooch, her blouse teetering on the edge of total surrender as another button strained. “Well, fuck me sideways,” she murmured, her emerald eyes glinting with triumph and lust. “Grimsby’s little pawn, eh? Don’t worry, pet—we’ll keep your secret, but he’s getting a reckoning.” She straightened, her skirt swaying to flash her gonads, and the maid whimpered, her eyes wide with awe and fear.

Sylvia chuckled, her knockers jiggling as she bent over again, her skirt flipping to reveal her glistening package. “Case closed, then,” she teased. “I’ll ride Percy into the ground for starting this mess—my balls deserve a victory lap.” Her massive meat pulsed, the satin creaking, and the stable buzzed with victory.

Clara winked at Beatrice, her sweater-stuffers swaying as she descended. “Stable’s sorted,” she purred. “Let’s parade this back and watch Grimsby shit himself—my knickers are drenched from the thrill.”

Beatrice gave her plump arse a playful smack, the skirt flipping one last time as she led the way down, brooch in hand. “Good work, girls,” she called, her hips rolling, her blouse fighting for its life. “Let’s strut this downstairs and fuck Grimsby’s world apart—one last time.” The stable thrummed with their departure, the maid slumping in relief as the trio descended, ready to claim their prize.

Back in the parlor, Beatrice tossed the brooch onto the table, her presence a storm of sex and authority as the guests gaped. Grimsby blanched, Evelyn smirked, and Percy shrank into his chair. “Found it,” she purred, bending over to flaunt her assets, her skirt flashing her victorious bulges. “Grimsby’s little game’s up—enjoy your tea, you miserable git.” The room erupted in gasps and laughter, and Beatrice reveled in it, her prick throbbing with the thrill of the chase.



Epilogue: A Filthy Farewell

A week later, Thornwick Hall settled into a quieter rhythm, the scandal of the brooch fading into village lore. Lady Beatrice Cockswell lounged in her boudoir, her J-cup juggernauts spilling from a silk robe, her eleven-inch prick twitching lazily against her thigh as she sipped a gin and tonic. The brooch rested on her vanity, a trophy of her triumph, and she smirked, recalling Grimsby’s banishment to his country cottage in disgrace.

Sylvia and Clara had taken their leave, their lovers’ pitiful pricks no match for the memories of their adventure. Sylvia wrote of bending Percy over a hay bale for a “proper shagging,” while Clara boasted of leaving Bert for a barmaid with “tits to rival ours.” Beatrice chuckled, her cock stirring at the thought of their exploits.

As for her, the village whispered of her legend—the busty sleuth with balls to match. She’d solved the case, fucked the truth out of Thornwick, and left a trail of damp knickers in her wake. “Another dreary day,” she murmured, patting her plump arse, “but I’ve a feeling something wicked’s a-cock again.” Her sapphire eyes twinkled with mischief, and she knew—wherever the next mystery lay, she’d dive in, balls deep, and make it filthy as hell.

Murder in the Bust: A Jack Harrow Mystery




Chapter One: The Body in the Parlour

The rain lashed against the windows of the old manor house, a dreary patter that matched the mood inside. I stood in the doorway of the parlour, my jaw tight and my prick already stirring at the sight before me. There she was, Lady Beatrice Ashford, sprawled across the chaise longue, her lifeless body draped in a scandalously tight emerald dress that hugged every curve of her voluptuous frame. Her gargantuan bosom strained against the fabric, the kind of chest that could make a man forget his own name, and her skirt had ridden up just enough to reveal the lacy edge of her stockings. Even in death, she was a vision of pure, unadulterated sex.

I’m Jack Harrow, thirty-two, with a face that’s been called handsome more times than I can count and a solid eight inches of cock that’s the envy of most blokes in this backwards little world. Women’s lib never took root here, and thank Christ for that. The dames—and the she-ladies—practically throw themselves at me, their massive melons bouncing as they flirt and fawn. It’s a bloody paradise, except when there’s a murder to solve, and this one was already shaping up to be a corker.

“Oi, Jack, you gonna stand there gawping or help me with this?” came a voice from behind me, sultry and sharp. I turned to see Constable Penelope Withers, all five-foot-eight of her, leaning over to adjust her notebook on the side table. Her short, flippy skirt flipped right up as she bent, giving me a prime view of her titanic globes of arse and the monstrous bulge of her satin knickers. Penny was one of the she-ladies, a stunner with chestnut curls and a pair of knockers so enormous her uniform blouse looked ready to pop its buttons. Beneath that skirt, her colossal balls swayed heavy and full, barely contained by the flimsy fabric. Her prick, I knew from village gossip, was a good ten inches—soft. Hard, it’d put a stallion to shame.

“Bloody hell, Penny, you’re gonna give me a heart attack flashing those bollocks about,” I said, grinning as I patted her plump rear. She straightened up with a giggle, her mountainous mammaries jiggling in their reinforced brassiere, the kind that could hold up a bridge.

“Oh, Jack, you love it,” she purred, batting her lashes. “Poor Tom at home’s only got five inches to his name. I swear, I’d trade him in for you in a heartbeat if you’d stop playing hard to get.” She adjusted her skirt, smoothing it over the obscene swell of her package, and I felt my own trousers tighten. She wasn’t wrong—I did love it. Every she-lady in this town had a rack to die for and a set of tackle that made my eight inches feel downright modest.

I forced my eyes back to the corpse. “Right, then. What’ve we got? Lady Beatrice, dead as a doornail. Any ideas?”

Penny sashayed over to the body, her hips swaying like a pendulum. She bent low to inspect Beatrice’s neck, her skirt riding up again to flash those gargantuan nutsacks. “Looks like strangulation, Jack. See the marks? Someone’s hands were round her throat, and not in the fun way.” She smirked, then sighed. “God, look at her baps, though. Bigger than mine, and that’s saying something. Bet her husband couldn’t keep up with her in bed—probably why she’s got that glow even now.”

I chuckled, stepping closer. Beatrice’s blouse was unbuttoned just enough to show off the lacy edge of her brassiere, a monstrous contraption of silk and steel that cradled her prodigious pillows. Her skirt, tight as a second skin, clung to her thighs, and I couldn’t help but imagine peeling it off her—alive, of course. Dead dames weren’t my style.

The door creaked open, and in swept Mrs. Evelyn Carter, the housekeeper. Five-foot-six, blonde, and with a pair of whopping great udders that strained her black sweater to breaking point. She was another she-lady, and as she bent over to set down a tray of tea, her tight skirt flipped up, revealing the heftiest set of bollocks I’d seen all week. They dangled low, stretching her cotton panties to the limit, and her thick, meaty prick was outlined clear as day against the fabric.

“Oh, Mr. Harrow, it’s awful!” she wailed, straightening up and clutching her chest, which only made her sweater ride up to expose the underwire of her colossal bra. “Who’d do such a thing to her ladyship? She was ever so kind, even if her husband’s prick’s barely worth a damn. Four inches, if that! I’ve seen carrots with more girth.”

“Calm down, Evelyn,” I said, giving her arse a reassuring smack. She squeaked, her bountiful bosom heaving. “We’ll sort it. Anyone else in the house tonight?”

“Just me, the cook, and Miss Clara, her ladyship’s secretary,” Evelyn replied, fanning herself. “Clara’s upstairs, sobbing her eyes out. Poor thing’s got a chest like a pair of barrage balloons and a cock that’d make you weep, Jack. Twelve inches, I reckon, and balls like bloody cricket balls.”

I groaned inwardly. Another she-lady to contend with, and my trousers were already tight enough. “Right, let’s have a word with her. Penny, you stay here and keep an eye on things.”

Penny pouted, leaning over the chaise again, her skirt flipping up to show off that glorious bulge. “Don’t be long, Jack. I might get lonely and start playing with myself.” She winked, and I nearly tripped over my own feet on the way out.

Upstairs, I found Clara in the study, bent over a desk as she rifled through papers. Her short skirt was hiked up, and fuck me, Evelyn wasn’t kidding—her balls were massive, heavy orbs that strained her silk knickers, with a prick so thick it looked ready to burst free. Her sweater hugged her stupendous sweater-puppies, the wool stretched thin over their sheer size. She turned, catching me staring, and smirked.

“Mr. Harrow, I presume?” Her voice was honeyed, her eyes raking over me. “I’ve heard about you. Eight inches, they say. Not bad for a man, though I daresay I’ve got you beat.” She tugged her skirt up an inch, letting me see the full outline of her monstrous meat, and I swallowed hard.

“Clara, love, let’s focus,” I said, though my cock was throbbing. “Lady Beatrice is dead. Where were you tonight?”

She sighed, her titanic tits rising and falling. “In here, working late. I heard a scream, but by the time I got downstairs, she was gone. It’s a tragedy—her husband’s such a limp-dicked bore, she deserved better.”

I nodded, scribbling notes, though my eyes kept drifting to her outrageous curves and the obscene swell beneath her skirt. This case was going to be a nightmare—too many gorgeous dames and she-ladies, all with racks like zeppelins and, in the latter case, pricks and balls that’d make a porn star blush. I’d have to keep my wits about me, or I’d be drowning in more than just clues.

“Alright, Clara,” I said, giving her arse a playful swat as I headed for the door. “Stick around. I’ll need to talk to you again.”

She giggled, bending over the desk once more. “Oh, I’ll be waiting, Jack. Don’t keep me too long—I might have to relieve some tension.”

I stumbled out into the hall, my head spinning and my prick aching. A murder to solve, and a house full of horny, busty beauties to navigate. Christ, this was going to be one hell of a ride.




Chapter Two: The Cook and the Cleaver

The hallway of Ashford Manor smelled faintly of lavender and lust, a heady mix that clung to the air as I made my way toward the kitchen. My cock was still half-hard from Clara’s shameless display, and I couldn’t shake the image of her colossal ball-sacks swaying under that flippy little skirt. Eight inches might be a decent haul for a bloke like me, but in this world of she-ladies with pricks like battering rams and nuts the size of apples, I was starting to feel a bit outgunned. Still, the way these dames—and their well-endowed counterparts—kept throwing themselves at me, I wasn’t complaining.

I pushed open the kitchen door and nearly dropped my notebook. There stood Mrs. Agatha Plum, the cook, bent over the counter rolling out dough, her arse thrust high in the air. Her tight black skirt hugged her hips like a lover’s grip, riding up just enough to flash the lacy hem of her stockings and the straining outline of her satin knickers. Agatha was another she-lady, five-foot-seven, with raven hair pinned up in a messy bun and a pair of stupendous chest-mounds that jiggled with every thump of her rolling pin. Her sweater, a deep burgundy, was stretched so thin over her mountainous mammaries that I could see the faint outline of her reinforced brassiere beneath—industrial-strength, no doubt, to hold up those glorious orbs.

“Bloody hell, Jack, don’t just stand there gawking,” she snapped, glancing over her shoulder with a smirk. As she turned, her skirt flipped up, and I got an eyeful of her massive bollocks, heavy and pendulous, stretching her knickers to the breaking point. Her prick, thick and veiny, was coiled against her thigh, a good eleven inches of meat that made my own twitch in envy. “Give us a hand, will you? Or at least pat my bum like a good lad.”

I grinned, stepping forward to oblige with a firm smack that made her giggle and her titanic tits bounce. “Agatha, you’re a menace. What’s all this, then? Baking at a time like this?”

She straightened up, wiping flour-dusted hands on her apron, which only drew more attention to her prodigious pillows. “Got to keep busy, don’t I? Her ladyship’s dead, and I reckon the coppers’ll be sniffing round soon. Might as well have some scones ready—Penny’s a greedy cow, always pinching extras.” She sighed, adjusting her sweater, which rode up to flash the underwire of her colossal bra. “Poor Beatrice. She didn’t deserve this, even if her husband’s cock’s so small you’d need a magnifying glass to find it.”

“Seems to be a common complaint round here,” I said, leaning against the counter. My eyes drifted to her skirt, where the obscene bulge of her package pressed against the fabric. “Where were you when it happened?”

Agatha bent over again to pull a tray from the oven, her skirt flipping up to reveal those gargantuan nutsacks once more. They swung low, brushing her thighs, and I had to bite my lip to keep from groaning. “In here, slaving away,” she said, setting the tray down with a clang. “Heard a scream about an hour ago, but I thought it was just Clara teasing one of her boyfriends again. That girl’s got a prick like a bloody fire hose—keeps the lads limping for days.”

I chuckled, scribbling that down. “Anyone else about? Guests, staff?”

“Just the usual lot,” she replied, turning to face me fully. Her sweater strained as she crossed her arms under her enormous bosom, lifting them higher. “Evelyn was tidying up, Clara was in the study, and I was here. Oh, and that dishy gardener, Tom, was out back earlier. Five inches, poor sod. I’d kill for a go at you, Jack—eight’s a damn sight better than what I’m used to.”

“Flattery’ll get you everywhere,” I said, giving her arse another playful swat. She squealed, her massive melons jiggling, and I felt my trousers tighten again. “Right, I’ll need to chat with Tom. Where’s he at?”

“Probably still in the shed, pruning or some such,” Agatha said, bending over to check the scones. Her skirt rode up, and I nearly choked at the sight of her hefty balls spilling out the side of her knickers. “Mind you don’t get distracted out there—Clara’s been eyeing him too, and she’s not above flashing her goods to steal a man.”

I nodded, adjusting myself as discreetly as I could, and headed for the back door. The rain had eased to a drizzle, and the garden was a sodden mess of roses and mud. The shed loomed at the far end, a rickety thing with a tin roof, and I could hear someone moving inside. I knocked once, then pushed the door open.

Tom the gardener was bent over a workbench, fiddling with a pair of shears. He was a wiry bloke, not much to look at, but the dames didn’t seem to care when there were so few decent pricks to go around. He straightened up, wiping his hands on his trousers, and I caught a glimpse of his modest bulge—nothing to write home about, especially compared to the she-ladies strutting about.

“Mr. Harrow, sir,” he said, tipping his cap. “Heard about her ladyship. Terrible business.”

“Yeah, terrible,” I agreed, stepping inside. “Where were you tonight, Tom?”

“Out here, mostly,” he said, gesturing to the tools. “Trimming the hedges till the rain got bad. Went in for a cuppa about an hour ago, then came back. Didn’t see nothing odd, though.”

I nodded, making a note. “Anyone else out here with you?”

He hesitated, then shrugged. “Clara popped by earlier, showing off as usual. Bent over to pick up a trowel, and Christ, those bloody great bollocks of hers nearly knocked me out. She’s a tease, that one—reckons my five inches ain’t worth her time, but she still flirts like mad.”

“Sounds about right,” I said, smirking. “Cheers, Tom. Stick around—I might need you later.”

As I trudged back toward the house, the kitchen door swung open, and out came Penny, her uniform blouse clinging damply to her stupendous chest-melons. She’d unbuttoned it an extra notch, and the lacy edge of her brassiere peeked out, cradling her enormous rack. Her skirt flipped up in the breeze, flashing her massive balls and the thick outline of her prick, and she grinned at me like a cat with cream.

“Jack, you’re soaked,” she purred, sauntering over. “Come inside and let me warm you up. Poor Tom’s no use to me—five inches? I’d rather ride my own hand than bother with that.”

“Penny, you’re insatiable,” I said, letting her tug me back into the kitchen. Her hand brushed my crotch as she passed, and I groaned. “Give us a minute to think about the case, will you?”

“Oh, fine,” she pouted, bending over the counter to pour tea. Her skirt rode up, and those colossal nutsacks swayed hypnotically. “But don’t take too long. I’m aching for a proper shag, and you’re the best bet in this house.”

I sank into a chair, my head spinning. A dead lady upstairs, a house full of horny she-ladies with pricks and balls to shame a bull, and every one of them flirting like their lives depended on it. This murder was getting messier by the minute—and fuck me, I was loving every second of it.




Chapter Three: The Secretary’s Secret

The study door clicked shut behind me, sealing me in with Clara and her wicked grin. The air was thick with the scent of her perfume—something floral and filthy, like roses dipped in sex—and my cock was already straining against my trousers at the sight of her. She was bent over the filing cabinet, her short flippy skirt flipped up to her waist, giving me a front-row seat to the most obscene display I’d seen all day. Her silk knickers were stretched tight over her colossal balls, heavy and round as ripe fruit, and her twelve-inch prick hung thick and veiny between her thighs, already twitching with interest. Her sweater clung to her stupendous sweater-puppies, the wool so taut I could see the lacy edges of her massive brassiere, a marvel of engineering that barely contained her gargantuan bosom.

“Jack, you’re back,” she purred, straightening up just enough to make her titanic tits bounce. She turned, leaning against the cabinet, and tugged her skirt higher, letting her monstrous meat slap against her thigh. “Couldn’t stay away from this, could you?” She gripped her cock, stroking it slowly, and I watched it swell, the head glistening as it grew even thicker.

“Clara, we need to talk about that scream,” I said, my voice rough. My eight inches were throbbing, begging to be let loose, but I had a job to do. “What did you see?”

She smirked, sauntering over to me, her hips swaying like a pendulum. “Oh, I’ll tell you, Jack, but only if you play nice.” She bent over right in front of me, her skirt flipping up again to show off those massive nutsacks, swinging low and brushing her thighs. Her knickers slipped down an inch, and she yanked them aside, freeing her prick fully. It stood proud, a foot of pulsing flesh, and she moaned as she gave it another stroke. “Fuck, I’m so horny. My boyfriend’s six inches don’t do shit for me—look at this beast. Don’t you want it?”

I swallowed hard, my resolve crumbling. “Clara, you’re a bloody menace. Just tell me what happened.”

She giggled, dropping to her knees and crawling toward me, her colossal chest-melons dragging on the carpet. Her sweater rode up, exposing the underwire of her bra, and she tugged it down to let one massive tit spill free, the nipple hard and pink. “I heard the scream, right? Ran downstairs, but she was already dead. Saw a woman—not a she-lady—slipping out the parlour door. No cock on her, just tits and arse.” She reached me, her hands fumbling at my trousers, and before I could stop her, she’d yanked them down, my eight inches springing free.

“Fuck, Clara—” I started, but she cut me off by wrapping her lips around my cock, sucking hard. Her mouth was hot and wet, and she moaned around me, her massive prick slapping her thigh as she bobbed her head. I groaned, gripping her hair, my hips bucking as she took me deep, her tongue swirling over the head.

She pulled back, gasping, her lips shiny with spit. “God, Jack, you taste so good. Better than that limp-dicked bastard I’m stuck with.” She stood, shoving me back into the desk chair, and climbed onto my lap, her skirt bunched around her waist. Her colossal balls rested heavy on my thighs, and she ground her thick prick against mine, the friction making me grit my teeth. “Fuck me, Jack. I need it.”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I grabbed her hips, lifting her just enough to line my cock up with her tight, eager arse. She moaned as I pushed in, slow at first, then harder, her walls clenching around me. Her massive tits bounced in my face, still half-trapped in that straining sweater, and I yanked it up fully, tearing the bra aside to bury my face in her stupendous globes. I sucked one nipple, then the other, as she rode me, her prick slapping wetly against my stomach with every thrust.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the wood-paneled walls. “Harder, Jack—give me that eight-inch beauty!” Her colossal nutsacks bounced against my thighs, and I could feel her cock pulsing, leaking pre-cum all over me. She was a wild thing, all curves and cock, and I pounded into her, the desk creaking under us.

“Tell me more,” I growled, biting her nipple hard enough to make her squeal. “Who was it?”

“A woman—short skirt, big tits,” she panted, her hands clawing at my shoulders. “Didn’t see her face—oh, God, I’m gonna come!” She threw her head back, her massive bosom heaving, and I felt her arse tighten around me as she came, her prick erupting in thick spurts that splattered my chest. The sight sent me over the edge, and I groaned, spilling deep inside her, my cock pulsing as she milked me dry.

She collapsed against me, her titanic tits pressed to my chest, her prick still twitching between us. “Fuck, Jack, that was better than anything I’ve had in months,” she murmured, kissing my neck. She reached into her sweater, pulling out a scrap of torn lace. “Found this by the parlour door. Not mine—too small for my girls.”

I took it, panting, my mind racing even as my cock softened inside her. A woman, not a she-lady. A clue, finally, amidst all this glorious filth. “Good girl,” I said, smacking her arse as she climbed off me, her skirt falling back into place—barely—over her dripping prick and heavy balls.

Clara grinned, adjusting her bra and sweater, though her massive melons still strained the fabric. “Anytime, Jack. Come back if you need more… information.” She winked, bending over to pick up her knickers, and I got one last eyeful of her colossal package before she sashayed out, leaving me sticky, satisfied, and with a lead to chase.

I pulled my trousers up, the lace scrap clutched in my hand. A woman in the house, not one of the she-ladies with their monstrous cocks and balls. Someone new—or someone hiding in plain sight. My prick was still tingling, but my mind was sharp. This case was getting dirtier by the minute, and fuck me, I was all in for the ride.




Chapter Four: The Constable’s Covert

The hallway of Ashford Manor was dim, the flickering gas lamps casting shadows that danced over the wallpaper like a tease of their own. I was halfway to the stairs, my mind buzzing with Clara’s lace scrap and the sticky memory of her tight arse, when a hand grabbed my arm and yanked me sideways. Before I could protest, I was shoved into a cramped closet, the door slamming shut behind me. The air was thick with the scent of lavender and sweat, and there she was—Constable Penelope Withers, all five-foot-eight of her, grinning like a fox in a henhouse.

“Jack, you sneaky bastard, thought you could slip away without me?” Penny purred, her voice low and dripping with mischief. Her uniform blouse was unbuttoned down to her navel, the fabric gaping open to reveal her stupendous chest-melons, twin peaks of creamy flesh spilling over a lacy brassiere that groaned under the weight. Her short skirt had flipped up as she’d shoved me in, and fuck me, there they were—her colossal balls, heavy and round, stretching her satin knickers to the limit. The outline of her thick prick pressed against the fabric, a ten-inch monster that twitched as she caught me staring.

“Penny, what the hell—” I started, but she pressed herself against me, her gargantuan tits flattening into my chest, the heat of her body making my eight inches jump to attention. The closet was barely big enough for one, let alone two, and her massive bosom pinned me to the wall, the lacy edge of her bra brushing my chin.

“Shh, handsome, I’ve got something to tell you,” she whispered, her lips grazing my ear. She shifted, her skirt riding higher, and those hefty nutsacks brushed my thighs, sending a jolt straight to my cock. “But you’ve got to promise not to tell—unless you want to spank it out of me first.” She giggled, bending slightly to “adjust” her shoe, though it was just an excuse to flip her skirt up fully. Her balls swayed, obscene and hypnotic, and I could see the damp spot where her prick was leaking through her knickers.

“Christ, Penny, you’re gonna kill me,” I groaned, my trousers tightening painfully. “What’s this about? The case?”

She straightened up, smirking, and tugged her blouse open wider, letting one hard nipple peek out from her bra. “Oh, it’s about the case, alright. That lace you’ve got? I saw something like it in the laundry last week—a dress, not one of ours she-ladies’ gear. No cock to go with it, just a proper woman’s frock.” She leaned in again, her massive melons pressing harder, and her bulge ground against my crotch, deliberate and slow. “Belonged to a guest—Miss Lydia Crane. She was here for tea, all prim and proper, but I reckon she’s got secrets.”

I swallowed hard, trying to focus past the heat of her body and the obscene swell of her package. “Lydia Crane? Who’s she?”

“Some posh bird from London,” Penny said, bending over again to “search” the closet floor, her skirt flipping up to flash those colossal nutsacks once more. Her prick strained her knickers, the head peeking out the side, and she moaned softly as she wiggled her arse. “Friend of Beatrice’s—or so she said. Left in a huff after an argument. God, Jack, I’d let you bend me over right here if you’d just give me that eight-inch beauty. Tom’s pitiful little prick doesn’t even compare—five inches? I’d rather fuck a cucumber.”

“Penny, focus,” I said, though my voice was hoarse, and my hands itched to grab her. I gave her arse a firm smack instead, making her squeal and her titanic tits jiggle. “Why didn’t you mention this before?”

She pouted, standing up and adjusting her bra, though it did fuck-all to contain her massive bosom. “Didn’t think it mattered till you showed me that lace. Besides, I’ve been too busy dreaming about you pinning me down and making me scream.” She pressed her bulge against me again, her skirt riding up as she rocked her hips, and I had to grit my teeth to keep from losing it.

“Alright, you minx,” I said, shoving her back just enough to breathe. “Lydia Crane’s a lead. When did she leave?”

“Day before yesterday,” Penny replied, tugging her skirt down—barely—over her obscene package. “But she’s back in town, staying at the Rose and Crown. You should see her, Jack—tits like ripe melons, arse to die for. Not a she-lady, mind, but I’d still give her a go.” She winked, bending over one last time to “pick up” a nonexistent speck, her colossal balls swaying as she flashed me everything. “You gonna punish me for keeping quiet, or what?”

I groaned, adjusting myself as best I could in the tight space. “You’re lucky I’ve got a murder to solve, or I’d have you over my knee right now. Stay out of trouble—I’ll check out this Lydia.”

Penny giggled, blowing me a kiss as I stumbled out of the closet, my cock aching and my head spinning. The hall was quiet again, but her scent clung to me, and those massive tits and balls were burned into my brain. Miss Lydia Crane—a woman, not a she-lady, with no prick to complicate things. A new player in this filthy game, and one I’d have to track down fast. But Christ, with Penny and the rest of these horny bastards around, keeping my wits was harder than keeping my trousers up.

I headed for the door, the scrap of lace in my pocket and a name on my lips. Lydia Crane. Time to see what this posh bird was hiding—and hope she didn’t bend over too much, or I’d be fucked in more ways than one.




Chapter Five: The Barmaid’s Bargain

The Rose and Crown was a hive of noise and sweat, the kind of place where the ale flowed free and the dames—women and she-ladies alike—flaunted their goods like it was a bloody competition. I pushed through the crowd, my eight inches already twitching at the sights, until I spotted her—Violet, the barmaid, a five-foot-nine vision of pure, unfiltered sin. She was wiping down the bar, her tight sweater stretched so thin over her titanic chest-melons that I could see the lacy outline of her massive brassiere beneath, the wool creaking with every move. She bent low to scrub a spot, her flippy skirt flipping up to flash her colossal balls, heavy and swaying, and the thick, twelve-inch prick that strained her silk knickers, the fabric clinging wetly to the veiny shaft.

“Oi, Jack Harrow, ain’t it?” she called, catching my eye with a smirk that promised trouble. She straightened up, her gargantuan bosom bouncing, and sauntered over, her hips rolling like she was begging to be fucked right there. “Heard you’re sniffing round about Beatrice. Fancy a chat?”

“Something like that,” I said, my voice rough as my trousers tightened. “Got a minute?”

“For you, love? I’ve got all night.” She winked, grabbing my arm and dragging me toward the cellar stairs. Her skirt flipped with every step, giving me flashes of those monstrous nutsacks, and I nearly tripped over my own feet following her down. The cellar was dim, smelling of hops and damp wood, and she shoved me against a stack of barrels, her massive tits pressing into my chest.

“Fuck, Jack, you’re a sight,” she purred, yanking her skirt up to her waist. Her silk knickers stretched tight over her colossal package, and she tugged them aside, letting her twelve-inch prick spring free, thick and pulsing, her balls dangling low like ripe plums. “Been dying for a proper shag—my husband’s seven inches barely tickle me anymore.” She bent over a barrel, arse high, and spread her cheeks, her tight hole winking at me. “Come on, give us that eight-inch beauty.”

I groaned, my cock throbbing as I fumbled my trousers down. She was a bloody menace, all curves and cock, and I couldn’t resist. I gripped her hips, lining up my prick and shoving in hard, her arse clenching around me like a vice. “Christ, Violet,” I grunted, pounding into her, her massive tits bouncing free as her sweater rode up, the bra snapping loose to let those stupendous globes slap the barrel with every thrust.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the stone walls. Her prick slapped her thighs, wet and heavy, pre-cum dripping as she rocked back against me. “Harder, Jack—fuck me like you mean it!” I obliged, slamming into her, my balls smacking her colossal nutsacks, the sound filthy and loud. Her sweater was bunched around her shoulders now, her massive bosom swinging wild, and I reached round to grab one, squeezing the hard nipple until she moaned.

“Tell me about Beatrice,” I growled, my hips snapping as I buried myself deep. “What’d you know?”

She gasped, her prick pulsing harder. “Reginald—her husband—he knew she was shagging about. Me included—fucked her senseless last month, she couldn’t get enough of this beast.” She stroked her cock, thick spurts leaking out, and I felt her tighten around me. “He threatened to end it—said he’d choke the life out of her if she didn’t stop. Oh, God, I’m coming!”

Her arse clamped down, and she came hard, her twelve-inch monster erupting in thick ropes that splattered the barrel and floor, her colossal balls twitching as she milked herself dry. The sight pushed me over the edge, and I groaned, spilling deep inside her, my cock pulsing as her heat sucked me dry. We stayed like that, panting, my prick softening in her arse as she shivered against me.

“Fuck, Jack, you’re a legend,” she murmured, pulling off me with a wet pop. Her skirt fell back—barely—over her dripping prick and heavy balls, and she turned, her massive tits still swaying free. “Reginald’s a jealous prick—literally, four inches of nothing. Bet he did her in.”

I pulled my trousers up, sticky and spent, my head spinning. “Cheers, Violet. That’s a hell of a tip.”

She grinned, bending over to “adjust” her bra, though it did fuck-all to contain her stupendous chest-melons. “Anytime, love. Come back for round two—I’ll ride you next time, show you what this cock can really do.” She stroked her prick again, still half-hard, and I stumbled up the stairs, her laughter chasing me out.

The pub noise hit me like a wall, but my mind was on Reginald. A jealous husband, four inches of inadequacy, and a threat to kill. Violet’s arse and cock were burned into my brain, but that clue was gold. Time to corner the bastard—and hope the rest of these horny bitches didn’t fuck me senseless before I got there.




Chapter Six: The Maid’s Memory

The village bakery was a warm, flour-dusted haven, a stark contrast to the damp chill of Ashford Manor’s secrets. I pushed through the door, the bell jingling, and there she was—Nancy, the fired she-lady maid, bent over a table scrubbing it like her life depended on it. Five-foot-six, she was a vision in a short skirt that flipped up with every swipe, flashing her hefty nutsacks and the thick prick straining her cotton knickers, the fabric clinging to the veiny shaft like a second skin. Her blouse was a tight little number, stretched over her massive chest-melons, the lacy edge of her brassiere peeking out as the buttons fought a losing battle. She glanced up, catching me staring, and a wicked grin spread across her face.

“Well, fuck me, if it ain’t Jack Harrow,” she drawled, straightening up just enough to make her stupendous bosom bounce. “Come to drag me back to that manor, have you? Or just here to ogle my goods?” She sashayed over, hips swaying, and leaned in close, her bulge brushing my hip through my trousers. My eight inches twitched, already half-hard from the sight of her.

“Nancy, love, I need a word,” I said, my voice rough as I tried to keep my eyes on her face and not the obscene swell of her package. “About Beatrice.”

She smirked, tugging her blouse open an extra button, letting the lacy bra flash me a glimpse of her gargantuan tits. “Oh, Beatrice. That horny bitch couldn’t keep her hands off me—or this.” She flipped her skirt up higher, giving me a full view of her colossal balls, heavy and swaying, and the thick prick that pressed against her knickers, a good eleven inches of meat begging to be freed. “My boyfriend’s five inches don’t do shit for me, Jack. You’d be a bloody upgrade—eight’s a dream compared to that limp noodle.”

“Focus, you minx,” I said, giving her arse a playful smack that made her squeal and her massive melons jiggle. “What happened before you got the sack?”

Nancy pouted, bending over the table again to “scrub” a spot, her skirt riding up so high I could see the damp spot where her prick was leaking. “Me and Beatrice were at it like rabbits—fucking hell, she loved this cock. Bent her over the parlour sofa more times than I can count.” She straightened, leaning against me so her titanic bosom pressed into my chest, the heat of her body making my trousers tighten. “But then this woman showed up—not a she-lady, mind. No prick, just tits and arse, blonde as sin and mad as a hornet.”

I raised an eyebrow, my hands itching to grab her. “When was this?”

“Few days before they booted me,” she said, tugging her skirt down—barely—over her obscene package. “Caught ‘em arguing in the hall—blonde bird yelling about Beatrice stealing something. Didn’t see what, but she stormed out, and Beatrice was rattled.” She bent over again, this time to “adjust” her stockings, her colossal nutsacks swaying as she flashed me everything. “Reckon you could find her, Jack? I’d give you a proper reward—maybe let you pat more than my arse.”

“Christ, Nancy, you’re gonna be the death of me,” I groaned, adjusting myself as discreetly as I could. “What’d she look like?”

“Big tits—almost as big as mine,” she said, cupping her massive chest-melons and giving them a squeeze that made her bra creak. “Curvy arse, tight skirt, blonde curls down her back. Proper posh, too—voice like she owned the place.” She leaned in again, her bulge grinding against my thigh, and whispered, “I’d kill to see you bend her over instead of me. Or both of us—fuck, that’d be a sight.”

I chuckled, stepping back before I lost all sense. “You’re a menace, Nancy. Stay put—I might need you again.”

She winked, bending over one last time to “pick up” a rag, her skirt flipping up to show off those hefty balls and the thick outline of her prick. “Oh, I’ll be here, Jack. Dreaming of that eight-inch cock of yours—don’t keep me waiting too long.” Her laughter followed me out as I stumbled into the street, my head spinning and my trousers painfully tight.

A blonde woman, not a she-lady, arguing with Beatrice about something stolen. Sounded like Lydia Crane, but the timing didn’t quite fit—she’d been back in town after Nancy’s firing. Another player, then, or a piece of the puzzle I hadn’t slotted yet. Either way, Nancy’s filthy teasing had my blood pumping, and that description was burned into my brain right alongside her colossal endowments. Time to dig deeper—and hope the next dame didn’t bend over quite so much, or I’d be fucked before I ever solved this bloody murder.




Chapter Seven: The Blonde’s Betrayal

The tavern at the edge of the village was a grimy little hole, all smoke and spilled ale, the kind of place where secrets festered like damp rot. I pushed through the creaking door, my eyes scanning the dim room until they landed on her—Miss Eleanor Price, the blonde from Nancy’s tale, perched at a corner table like a queen on a throne. Five-foot-seven, she was a vision of raw, unpolished sex, her tight blouse unbuttoned halfway down her chest, the silk straining over her gargantuan bosom, the edges of her bra peeking out as her massive tits threatened to burst free. She bent forward to light a cigarette, her skirt hiking up her plump arse, the fabric clinging to every curve, and when she caught me staring, she smirked, beckoning me over with a slow, sultry nod.

“Jack Harrow, I presume?” she purred, her voice like honey laced with gin. She leaned back, crossing her legs so the skirt rode higher, flashing a glimpse of her bare thighs and the promise of more. “Heard you’re digging into Beatrice’s mess. Sit down—let’s have a little chat.”

I slid into the chair across from her, my eight inches already stirring at the sight of her voluptuous frame. “Eleanor Price,” I said, keeping my tone steady despite the heat creeping up my spine. “You knew Beatrice. What’s your story?”

She laughed, low and throaty, and bent forward again, her massive bosom spilling further out of her blouse, the bra creaking as she stubbed out her cigarette. “Oh, I knew her alright—knew her too well, the thieving bitch.” She stood, grabbing my wrist, and yanked me toward the back door. “Come on, Jack. Too many ears in here.”

Before I could protest, we were in the alley behind the tavern, the air cool and damp against my skin. Eleanor shoved me against the rough brick wall, her hands tearing at my trousers as she hiked her skirt up to her waist. No knickers—just a dripping, shaved pussy, glistening in the faint light, and fuck me, my cock sprang free, hard and aching as she pressed herself against me. “Beatrice stole my necklace,” she growled, straddling me right there, her tight cunt sliding down my eight inches with a wet, greedy suck. “Priceless, diamond-studded—fucked me over for it.”

I groaned, gripping her hips as she rode me hard, her massive tits bouncing free from her blouse, the bra snapping loose to let them slap my face with every thrust. “Christ, Eleanor,” I grunted, my prick buried deep as she clenched around me, her arse smacking my thighs. “When’d she take it?”

“Month ago,” she moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Confronted her—screamed my head off days before she croaked. She laughed in my face—oh, fuck, Jack, harder!” I obliged, slamming up into her, her pussy soaking me as her gargantuan bosom heaved, nipples hard and pink against my lips. I sucked one, biting down, and she screamed, the sound echoing off the alley walls.

“Did you kill her?” I growled, my hips snapping as I fucked her senseless, the brick scraping my back through my shirt.

“No—fuck, no!” she gasped, her cunt tightening as she neared the edge. “Wanted to, but someone beat me to it—someone else wanted that necklace too—oh, God, I’m coming!” Her pussy clamped down, pulsing around me, and she came hard, her juices drenching my cock as her screams rang out. The sight—those massive tits bouncing, her face twisted in filthy bliss—sent me over, and I groaned, unloading deep inside her, thick spurts filling her as my prick throbbed.

She slumped against me, panting, her voluptuous body sticky with sweat and cum. “Fuck, Jack, you’re a beast,” she murmured, kissing my neck as she slid off me, her skirt falling back—barely—over her dripping cunt. “Beatrice had enemies—more than me. That necklace was cursed, I reckon.”

I pulled my trousers up, my head spinning, my cock still tingling from her heat. “Who else wanted it?” I asked, voice hoarse.

She smirked, adjusting her bra, though it did fuck-all to contain her massive bosom. “Dunno—someone in that house, maybe. Ask around.” She bent over to “fix” her shoe, giving me one last eyeful of her plump arse, and sauntered back inside, leaving me sticky, spent, and with a lead burning in my brain.

A necklace—diamond-studded, stolen, worth killing for. Eleanor’s rage was real, but she swore she didn’t do it, and that left a new player in this filthy game. Someone in the manor, jealous or greedy enough to strangle Beatrice over it. I wiped the sweat from my brow, her scent clinging to me, and headed back toward Ashford Manor. This case was a fucking mess—and Christ, I was loving every dirty second of it.




Chapter Eight: The Jeweler’s Jest

The village jeweler’s shop was a cramped little den, all glinting glass and polished wood, the air thick with the scent of metal and musk. I pushed the door open, the bell chiming, and there she was—Miriam, the she-lady who’d appraised Beatrice’s trinkets, bent over a display case like she was posing for a dirty postcard. Five-foot-eight, her tight skirt flipped up as she fiddled with a clasp, flashing her colossal balls and thick prick bulging her satin knickers, the fabric stretched so tight I could see every vein. Her blouse was a flimsy thing, clinging to her stupendous bosom, the lacy bra beneath peeking through the gaps as the buttons strained to hold her massive tits in check. She glanced up, catching me mid-gawp, and a sly grin curled her lips.

“Well, fuck me sideways, Jack Harrow,” she purred, straightening up just enough to make her gargantuan chest-melons bounce. “Come to polish my jewels, have you?” She sashayed over, hips rolling, and leaned in close, her massive tits brushing my chest, the heat of her body sending a jolt straight to my eight inches. Her bulge grazed my thigh, deliberate and teasing, and I had to clench my fists to keep from grabbing her.

“Miriam, I need to talk about Beatrice,” I said, my voice rough as my trousers tightened. “That necklace Eleanor’s on about—diamond-studded, worth a fortune. You see it?”

She smirked, tugging her skirt higher, giving me a full view of her colossal nutsacks, heavy and swaying, and the thick prick that pressed against her knickers, a good twelve inches of meat begging for attention. “Oh, I saw it alright—Beatrice brought it in a month back, all smug and secretive. Wanted a valuation—said it’d fetch a king’s ransom.” She bent over again, “adjusting” the case, her skirt riding up so high I could see the damp spot where her prick was leaking. “My husband’s measly six inches don’t do shit for me, Jack. You’d be a bloody godsend—eight’s a dream compared to that limp twig.”

“Focus, you vixen,” I said, giving her arse a firm smack that made her squeal and her massive bosom jiggle. “Who’d she plan to sell it to?”

Miriam giggled, turning to lean against the counter, her blouse popping a button to flash more of her creaking bra. “Some woman—not a she-lady, mind. No cock, just curves and cash. Beatrice wouldn’t say who, but she was cocky about it—reckoned she’d be rolling in it soon.” She adjusted her bra, letting the lacy edge tease me further, and moaned softly. “God, Jack, I’d let you appraise me right here—bend me over this case and have your way. What do you say?”

“Christ, Miriam, you’re gonna kill me,” I groaned, my cock throbbing painfully as I fought to keep my head clear. “When’d she last mention it?”

“Week before she died,” she said, bending over one last time to “polish” a ring, her skirt flipping up to show off those hefty balls and the obscene outline of her prick. “Said the deal was close—then nothing. Guess someone didn’t like her cashing in.” She straightened, leaning in so her massive tits pressed against me again, her bulge grinding my thigh. “Find that buyer, Jack, and I’ll give you a closer look at these—promise.”

I stepped back, adjusting myself as discreetly as I could, my head spinning. “You’re a bloody menace, Miriam. Stay put—I might need more from you.”

She winked, tugging her skirt down—barely—over her colossal package. “Oh, I’ll be here, love. Dreaming of that eight-inch cock—don’t keep me waiting too long.” Her laughter chased me out as I stumbled into the street, my trousers tight and my mind racing.

A woman, not a she-lady, looking to buy the necklace. Not Eleanor—she’d lost it, not bought it. Another player, then, someone with money and motive, maybe enough to kill Beatrice over it. Miriam’s filthy teasing had my blood pumping, and that lead was gold dust in this mess of a case. I headed back toward the manor, her scent clinging to me, those massive tits and balls burned into my brain. Time to dig deeper—and hope the next dame didn’t bend over quite so much, or I’d be fucked before I ever cracked this bloody murder.




Chapter Nine: The Lady’s Ledger

The bedroom of Lady Beatrice Ashford was a shrine to decadence, all velvet drapes and polished wood, the air thick with the ghost of her perfume—something floral and filthy that clung to my senses. I slipped inside, the door creaking shut behind me, and froze. Clara, the secretary, was already there, bent over a dresser like she was begging to be caught. Five-foot-six, her flippy skirt flipped up to her waist, flashing her colossal balls and thick prick bulging her silk knickers, the fabric stretched tight over the veiny shaft. Her sweater hugged her stupendous bosom, the wool so taut I could see the lacy bra beneath, creaking as her massive tits swayed with every move. She glanced over her shoulder, catching me mid-stare, and a wicked grin spread across her face.

“Fuck me, Jack, sneaking in like a proper sleuth,” she purred, straightening up just enough to make her gargantuan chest-melons bounce. She sashayed over, hips rolling, and pressed herself against my arm, her massive tits squashing into me, the heat of her body sending a jolt straight to my eight inches. Her bulge grazed my hip, deliberate and teasing, and I had to bite my lip to keep from groaning. “Come to rummage through Beatrice’s secrets—or mine?”

“Clara, you’re a bloody menace,” I said, my voice rough as my trousers tightened. “I’m after that necklace. Help me look, or I’ll spank you senseless.”

She giggled, tugging her skirt higher, giving me a full view of her colossal nutsacks, heavy and swaying, and the thick prick that pressed against her knickers, a twelve-inch monster twitching with interest. “Oh, I’d love that, Jack. My boyfriend’s pathetic six inches don’t do shit for me—you’d be a fucking godsend with that eight-inch beauty.” She bent over again, “searching” a drawer, her skirt riding up so high I could see the damp spot where her prick was leaking. “Start over here—Beatrice hid all her dirty little treasures.”

I forced my eyes away from her obscene package and joined her at the dresser, rifling through silk scarves and lacy garters that only made my cock throb harder. “Anything about a buyer?” I asked, my hands brushing hers as she leaned in close, her massive bosom pressing against me again.

“Patience, handsome,” she teased, her breath hot on my neck. She tugged open a lower drawer, bending low so her skirt flipped up fully, flashing those hefty balls and the thick outline of her prick. “Here—look at this.” She pulled out a slim ledger, leather-bound and worn, and flipped it open on the dresser, her tits jiggling as she did. “Beatrice kept tabs on everything—money, lovers, the lot.”

I scanned the pages, my pulse quickening—not just from the find. Tucked among scribbled notes were payments, one circled in red: “Marianne Holt—item prep, £500.” I tapped it, glancing at Clara. “Who’s Marianne Holt?”

She smirked, leaning over the ledger so her massive tits brushed my hand, her bulge grinding against the dresser edge. “Dunno, love—some posh bird, I reckon. Not a she-lady, no cock in sight. Beatrice was smug about it—said it’d set her up for life.” She straightened, adjusting her bra, letting the lacy edge tease me further. “Find her, Jack, and I’ll give you a proper reward—maybe let you rummage me next time.”

“Christ, Clara, you’re gonna be the death of me,” I groaned, my cock aching as I tucked the ledger under my arm. “This better not be a tease.”

She winked, bending over one last time to “close” the drawer, her skirt flipping up to show off her colossal endowments again. “Oh, it’s real, Jack—just like this.” She cupped her massive chest-melons, giving them a squeeze that made her bra creak, and sauntered toward the door. “Don’t keep me waiting too long—I’m dreaming of that eight-inch cock already.”

Her laughter echoed as she slipped out, leaving me alone with the ledger and a hard-on that wouldn’t quit. Marianne Holt—a name, a buyer, and a fat payment for “item prep.” The necklace, no doubt, and enough cash to kill for. Clara’s filthy teasing had my blood pumping, but this was a lead I could sink my teeth into. I headed for the stairs, the ledger burning a hole in my jacket, and prayed the next dame didn’t bend over quite so much—or I’d be fucked before I ever tracked down this Marianne.




Chapter Ten: The Widow’s Waltz

The Rose and Crown was quieter than usual, the late hour thinning the crowd to a handful of drunks and shadows. I’d tracked Marianne Holt here after days of chasing whispers—Beatrice’s necklace buyer, a widow with money to burn and a temper to match. The ledger had led me straight to her, and now I stood outside her private room upstairs, my heart pounding and my eight inches already twitching at the thought of what might come next. I knocked once, sharp, and the door swung open to reveal her—Marianne, five-foot-eight, a blonde bombshell in a tight black dress that hugged her voluptuous frame like a lover’s grip. Her gargantuan bosom spilled over the neckline, the silk bra beneath creaking as her massive tits swayed, and when she bent to set down her wine glass, the dress rode up her plump arse, flashing the lacy edge of her knickers.

“Jack Harrow,” she purred, her voice low and smoky, stepping aside to let me in. “I’ve been expecting you.” She shut the door, locking it with a click, and turned, leaning against it so her massive bosom pressed forward, the dress straining to hold her in. “Come to accuse me of murder, have you?”

I smirked, stepping closer, the heat of her body already pulling me in. “Depends, Marianne. That necklace—Beatrice’s diamond stunner—you bought it, didn’t you?”

She laughed, throaty and wicked, and bent over to “adjust” her shoe, giving me a full view of her arse and the wet spot on her knickers where her pussy was already dripping. “Bought it? Oh, I tried, Jack. Paid her five hundred quid upfront—then she reneged, the greedy cow. Kept my money and my necklace.” She straightened, tugging her dress down—barely—and sauntered over, her massive tits bouncing with every step. “So I took it back—after someone else did her in.”

My cock throbbed, hard as steel in my trousers, and I grabbed her wrist, pulling her close. “Who, then? Who killed her?”

Marianne grinned, shoving me back onto the bed and climbing on top, her dress hiked up to her waist. No knickers now—just her shaved, soaking cunt, glistening as she straddled me. “Reginald, you daft prick,” she moaned, tearing my trousers down to free my eight inches, her hands stroking me rough and fast. “Caught her shagging half the county—snapped her neck when she wouldn’t give up the necklace. I found it in her room after, took what was mine.”

I groaned, gripping her hips as she sank down, her tight pussy swallowing my cock in one greedy gulp. “Fuck, Marianne,” I grunted, thrusting up hard, her massive tits bouncing free as the dress ripped at the seams, her bra snapping loose to let them slap my face. “You’re sure?”

“Bloody right I am,” she gasped, riding me like a wild thing, her arse smacking my thighs. “Saw him storm out that night—hands shaking, face red. Oh, fuck, Jack, harder!” I obliged, pounding into her, sucking one hard nipple as her pussy clenched around me, hot and wet and relentless. Her massive bosom heaved, sweat-slick and glorious, and I bit down, making her scream.

“Evidence?” I growled, my hips snapping as I fucked her senseless, the bed creaking under us.

“His cufflink—dropped it by the chaise,” she moaned, her cunt tightening as she neared the edge. “Gold, monogrammed—R.A. Oh, God, I’m coming!” Her pussy pulsed, soaking me as she came hard, her screams ringing in my ears, and the sight—those massive tits, her face twisted in filthy bliss—sent me over. I groaned, unloading deep inside her, thick spurts filling her as my cock throbbed, her heat milking me dry.

She collapsed on me, panting, her voluptuous body sticky with sweat and cum. “Fuck, Jack, you’re a beast,” she murmured, kissing my jaw as she slid off, her dress a crumpled mess around her waist. “Cufflink’s in my bag—take it. Reginald’s your man.”

I pulled my trousers up, my head spinning, my prick still tingling from her ferocity. “Cheers, Marianne. You’re a bloody legend.”

She smirked, bending over to “fix” her bra, though it did fuck-all to contain her massive bosom. “Anytime, love. Come back if you need more—evidence or otherwise.” Her laughter followed me as I grabbed the cufflink—gold, R.A., just as she’d said—and stumbled out, the case finally cracked.






Epilogue

Two weeks later, Reginald Ashford was in cuffs, hauled off to the gallows after the cufflink and a dozen witnesses pinned him for Beatrice’s murder. Jealousy, greed, and a four-inch prick that couldn’t keep up—pathetic, really. The manor settled into a quieter chaos, the she-ladies still bending over at every chance, their colossal balls and massive tits a constant tease I’d never tire of. Marianne kept the necklace, flaunting it round the village, her voluptuous arse swaying in triumph. Me? I took a week at the Rose and Crown, letting Penny, Clara, and Violet take turns riding my eight inches into the night—fuck, they’d earned it. Case closed, cock sore, and a grin on my face. Best bloody job I ever had.
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