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Shemale Tales Vol. 2

By Peter M. McMillan

The Holiday Hump




Chapter 1: The Packing Panic

Penelope stood before her wardrobe, a teetering shrine of satin and lace that sagged under the weight of industrial-strength brassieres and skirts so short they’d make a nun blush. Her J-cup breasts, twin peaks of preposterous bounty, strained against a flimsy camisole she’d flung on after breakfast, their heft swaying as she rummaged for holiday gear. Beside her, Clarissa, equally blessed—or cursed—tugged at a pair of magenta satin knickers that clung desperately to her 10-inch cock and grapefruit-sized balls. The knickers, stretched to their limit, had ridden up, exposing a fleshy sliver of her sack to the morning light streaming through their flat’s grimy window.

“Bugger it all, Pen,” Clarissa groaned, yanking at the elastic with a grimace. “How are we meant to pack for Brighton when nothing fits past these bloody melons?” She gestured to her chest, where her J-cups threatened to shred a silk blouse she’d tossed onto the bed in defeat. “And don’t get me started on trousers. I tried a pair last week—looked like I’d smuggled a marrow and two oranges down the front. Nearly took out the cat with the zip.”

Penelope snorted, holding up a skirt that barely qualified as fabric—a flippy little number in canary yellow. “Trousers? In this heat? You’re off your rocker, darling. We’ll stick to skirts. Let the breeze do its work.” She gave a theatrical wink, but her face fell as she tried to cram the skirt into a suitcase already bulging like an overstuffed sausage. “Mind you, if the wind flips this up on the promenade, half of Brighton’ll get a front-row seat to my bollocks swinging free. Might start a riot—or a fan club.”

The flat they shared was a cluttered cocoon of velvet cushions, chipped teacups, and the faint whiff of burnt toast. Their Brighton holiday—two weeks of sea air, sticky toffee, and a chance to flaunt their assets far from the typing pool’s sweaty leers—was set to begin tomorrow. But packing was a logistical farce. Every bra took two sets of hands to wrestle into submission, hooks straining like suspension cables, and their cocks, even flaccid, refused to tuck into anything less than a reinforced gusset. The result was a wardrobe that screamed excess and courted disaster at every turn.

Clarissa flopped onto the bed, her breasts bouncing like overfilled water balloons, sending a stray stocking tumbling to the floor. “I say we go starkers and call it performance art. Save ourselves the faff.” She kicked at a pile of discarded hosiery, launching one into a lampshade where it dangled like a sad Christmas ornament. “Did you pack the sun cream? Last time I burned my tits, I looked like a lobster with delusions of grandeur. Couldn’t wear a bra for a week—kept sticking to the sheets.”

“Sun cream, hats, and those ghastly sandals you insist on wearing,” Penelope replied, wrestling a suitcase zipper with the ferocity of a lion tamer. “Though I’m half-tempted to ditch the sandals. They’re an affront to taste and humanity.” She paused, eyeing Clarissa’s sprawled form. “Oi, get off your arse and help, you lazy mare. If we miss the train because you’re lounging like Cleopatra with a cock, I’ll throttle you with my bra straps.”

Clarissa stuck out her tongue but hauled herself up, her satin knickers creaking like a ship under strain. “Fine, but if I pop a seam, you’re stitching it. Where’s that red swimsuit? It’s skimpy as hell—my balls keep playing peek-a-boo every time I move.” She mimed a frantic grab at her crotch, nearly toppling a stack of hatboxes.

Penelope cackled, nearly dropping a bra the size of a parachute, its cups gaping like twin satellite dishes. “Peek-a-boo? Darling, your balls don’t peek—they strut out with a bloody brass band. Mine too, mind. I tried a bikini yesterday, and my left nut kept bolting for freedom like it had a train to catch.” She lunged forward, clutching an imaginary escapee, sending them both into a fit of giggles that echoed off the peeling wallpaper.

Their mirth was cut short by a sharp rap at the door. Penelope, closest, shuffled over, her camisole slipping to flash a nipple the size of a tea saucer. She yanked it up, muttering curses, and flung open the door to reveal Marjorie, their shemale neighbour with G-cups and a nose for scandal. Marjorie’s tight sweater clung to her own endowments, and her tartan skirt fluttered as she stepped inside, eyes widening at the chaos.

“Blimey, girls, packing for the apocalypse?” Marjorie asked, perching on a chair that groaned under her weight. Her skirt rode up, offering a glimpse of her own satin-clad bulge. “Heard you’re off to Brighton. Hope you’ve got room for all that lot.” She nodded at the suitcases, which looked ready to burst like overripe melons.

“Room?” Clarissa scoffed, jamming a pair of heels into a bag with unnecessary force. “We’ve barely got room for our tits, let alone luggage. And don’t start on the train. Last time we travelled, Pen’s skirt flipped up, and some old cow screeched about ‘indecent exposure.’ Nearly had the guard on us.”

Marjorie smirked, adjusting her sweater as her breasts shifted like restless puppies. “Sounds like a show I’d pay to see. Mind you, my Harold’d have kittens if I flashed my bits in public. His prick’s so small, he thinks anything bigger than a walnut’s a crime against nature.” She sighed, her gaze lingering on Clarissa’s straining knickers. “You two are lucky—cocks like yours, you could rule the bloody world.”

Penelope rolled her eyes, tossing a sundress into the suitcase with a flourish. “Lucky? Try cursed. These bloody things”—she cupped her breasts, then waved at her crotch—“make every outfit a dice roll. One wrong step, and it’s bollocks o’clock for all to gawp at.” She snapped the suitcase shut, only for it to spring open, a bra catapulting out and landing on Marjorie’s lap like a liberated albatross.

Marjorie hooted, dangling the bra by a strap. “This ain’t a bra, it’s a hammock! What d’you feed those puppies, cement?” She tossed it back, nearly toppling a teetering pile of scarves.

“Puppies?” Clarissa shot back, snatching the bra mid-air. “These are prize-winning hounds, you cheeky sod. And they’re staying put—mostly.” She stuffed it into the case, muttering, “If they don’t smother me in my sleep first.”

Marjorie stood, smoothing her skirt with a theatrical flourish. “Well, I’ll leave you to your war zone. Don’t forget your knickers—unless you’re planning to scandalise the seagulls. Ta-ra, girls.” She sashayed out, her parting wink as loud as her laughter.

As the door clicked shut, Clarissa flopped back onto the bed, sending another stocking airborne. “If Marjorie’s jealous of our cocks, she can bloody well have ‘em. I’d swap for a pair of B-cups and a normal-sized todger in a heartbeat.” She glanced at the clock, groaning. “Christ, we’ve got hours yet, and I’m knackered. Cuppa before we finish this mess?”

Penelope nodded, heaving herself up, her breasts wobbling like jelly on a trampoline. “Tea, then battle stations. If we survive packing, Brighton won’t know what’s hit it.” She shuffled to the kitchen, skirt riding up to flash the underside of her massive balls—a sight that would’ve sent Marjorie into hysterics if she’d lingered.

As the kettle whistled, they surveyed the wreckage of their flat, knowing the real test awaited: a train ride, a seaside B&B, and a fortnight of keeping their endowments under wraps. Or not. With skirts that short and assets that bold, subtlety was a lost cause—and they wouldn’t have it any other way.




Chapter 2: The Train Trouble

The platform at Victoria Station buzzed with the clatter of heels, the hiss of steam, and the muttered curses of Penelope and Clarissa as they lugged their overstuffed suitcases through the crowd. Their J-cup breasts, barely contained by industrial-strength bras and tight sweaters, bobbed like buoys in a storm, drawing stares from porters and passengers alike. Their flippy skirts—Penelope’s in canary yellow, Clarissa’s in a scandalous teal—fluttered with every step, threatening to expose the satin knickers straining to hold their 10-inch cocks and massive balls. The suitcases, bulging with holiday gear, wobbled precariously, one wheel squeaking like a distressed mouse.

“Bloody hell, Pen, did you pack the kitchen sink?” Clarissa huffed, yanking her case over a crack in the platform. Her sweater, a woollen number stretched to transparency, rode up, flashing a sliver of her bra—a contraption of hooks and straps that looked more like scaffolding than lingerie. “This thing weighs a ton, and my tits are about to stage a breakout.”

Penelope, wrestling her own case, shot her a glare. “Don’t whinge at me, you daft cow. You’re the one who insisted on three pairs of heels. What’re you planning, a fashion parade on the pier?” She adjusted her sweater, but a button popped free, pinging off a nearby businessman’s briefcase. He gawped as her cleavage deepened, a canyon of flesh threatening to swallow his dignity whole.

They reached the train just as the whistle blew, a hulking beast of steel and smoke bound for Brighton. The guard, a wiry chap with a moustache like a tired broom, waved them aboard with a leer that lingered too long on their swaying assets. “Mind the gap, ladies,” he said, voice dripping with insinuation. “And mind them skirts—wouldn’t want a breeze to cause a stir.”

“Cheeky sod,” Clarissa muttered, hoisting her case up the steps. Her skirt flipped as she climbed, offering the platform a fleeting glimpse of her satin-clad bulge—balls dangling like pendulums in a clock shop. A gasp rippled through the crowd, followed by a titter from a gaggle of schoolgirls in pigtails. Penelope, behind her, cackled, nearly dropping her suitcase on the guard’s foot.

“Oi, keep moving!” Penelope barked, shoving Clarissa into the carriage. “You’re giving the natives a free show, and we’ve not even left London yet.” Her own skirt caught on the doorframe, hiking up to reveal the underside of her massive sack, a sight that made the guard choke on his whistle. She yanked it down, muttering, “Bloody typical. Can’t go five minutes without flashing the goods.”

Inside, the carriage was a sardine tin of humanity—businessmen in bowler hats, matrons with hatboxes, and a pair of vicars clutching hymnals like shields. Penelope and Clarissa squeezed down the aisle, their breasts brushing shoulders and their suitcases banging shins. “Sorry, love,” Penelope chirped as a matron yelped, her hatbox tumbling. “These puppies don’t come with brakes.” She patted her chest, sending a ripple through her sweater that drew a scandalised “Well, I never!” from the woman.

They found seats at last, a cramped bench facing a pimply youth who promptly buried his nose in a comic, cheeks flaming. Clarissa plopped down, her skirt riding up to mid-thigh, the satin of her knickers glinting under the flickering lights. “If this train jolts, I’m done for,” she whispered, tugging at the hem. “One bump, and my bollocks’ll be on parade.”

Penelope smirked, wedging her suitcase under the seat. “Better than mine popping out the top. This bra’s on its last legs—feels like it’s surrendering already.” She shifted, and a strap snapped with an audible twang, her left breast lurching free beneath the sweater. The youth opposite dropped his comic, jaw slack, as she stuffed it back with a muttered, “Oh, sod off, you little perv.”

The train lurched into motion, rattling through the suburbs with a rhythm that set their endowments bouncing. Clarissa clutched her chest, hissing, “Christ, it’s like riding a bloody trampoline. Why didn’t we spring for first class?” Her skirt flipped again as she crossed her legs, flashing the vicars across the aisle. One clutched his hymnal tighter; the other adjusted his collar, sweat beading on his brow.

“Because first class doesn’t come with a miracle bra, darling,” Penelope shot back, wrestling her own skirt down as a gust from an open window sent it skyward. Her balls, barely contained, peeked out, prompting a strangled cough from a businessman nearby. “Besides, we’re on holiday—might as well give the plebs a thrill.”

The journey stretched on, each jolt and sway a fresh test of their wardrobe’s limits. A tea trolley rattled past, manned by a shemale with H-cups and a grin like a Cheshire cat. “Tea, girls?” she asked, eyeing their strained sweaters. “Or something stronger? You look like you’re smuggling half of Harrods under there.”

“Tea’ll do,” Clarissa said, fishing coins from her purse. “Though if my skirt flips one more time, I’ll need a double gin.” She handed over the money, but the trolley hit a bump, sending the cup splashing onto her lap. “Bugger!” she yelped, leaping up. Her skirt flew up with her, balls swinging free for a glorious second before she slapped it down, face scarlet.

The carriage erupted—gasps, guffaws, and a “Heavens above!” from the vicars. The tea girl cackled, mopping the spill with a rag. “Blimey, love, you’ve got more down there than my fella’s got in his trousers all year. Should charge admission for that.”

“Tell me about it,” Penelope said, smirking as she sipped her own tea. “Hers have a mind of their own—always popping out to say hello.” She leaned back, but her sweater gaped, flashing a nipple that sent the youth opposite into a coughing fit. “Oh, for God’s sake,” she groaned, yanking it shut. “It’s like they’re auditioning for the circus.”

By the time the train screeched into Brighton, the carriage was a stew of scandalised whispers and stifled laughter. Penelope and Clarissa gathered their cases, skirts fluttering as they disembarked. The sea air hit them like a slap, salty and sharp, and the platform thronged with holidaymakers who parted like the Red Sea at the sight of their swaying figures.

“Well,” Clarissa said, smoothing her skirt with a grimace, “we’ve made an entrance. Reckon the B&B’s ready for this lot?” She hefted her case, breasts jiggling ominously.

Penelope grinned, adjusting her sweater as another button pinged loose. “Ready or not, Brighton’s about to get a double dose of trouble. Let’s hope the beds are sturdy.” They trundled off, leaving a trail of dropped jaws and muttered prayers in their wake, the promise of seaside chaos glinting on the horizon.




Chapter 3: The B&B Blues

The B&B perched on Brighton’s seafront like a dowager aunt—faded lace curtains, peeling paint, and a sign that read “Seaspray Haven” in a font too posh for its chipped façade. Penelope and Clarissa staggered up the steps, their suitcases thudding like war drums, J-cup breasts swaying under tight sweaters that had seen better days on the train. Their flippy skirts—Penelope’s yellow, Clarissa’s teal—fluttered in the salty breeze, threatening to unveil the satin knickers wrestling their 10-inch cocks and massive balls into submission. The journey had left them frazzled, their bras creaking like old floorboards, and Penelope’s sweater was down to its last button, clinging to her dignity by a thread.

“Christ, Pen, if this place doesn’t have a lift, I’m sleeping on the bloody doorstep,” Clarissa groaned, heaving her case over the threshold. Her skirt flipped as she stumbled, flashing a glimpse of her bulging knickers to a passing seagull, which squawked as if offended. “My tits are about to stage a walkout, and my balls feel like they’ve run a marathon.”

Penelope snorted, shoving her own case inside. “Stop whinging, you drama queen. We’ve made it—Brighton, sea air, and a bed that better not collapse under this lot.” She patted her chest, sending a ripple through her sweater that nearly popped the final button. “Though if the landlady’s a prude, she’s in for a shock.”

The lobby smelled of lavender and mothballs, its wallpaper a riot of roses that clashed with the threadbare carpet. Behind a chipped counter stood Hilda, the shemale landlady, her H-cup breasts straining a floral blouse, her tight skirt hinting at a bulge of her own. Her hair, a peroxide blonde helmet, bobbed as she peered over her glasses, lips pursing at the sight of their dishevelled grandeur.

“Miss Penelope and Miss Clarissa, I presume?” Hilda’s voice was crisp, tinged with suspicion. “You’re late. Train trouble, was it?” Her eyes flicked to Penelope’s gaping sweater, then Clarissa’s skirt, which had ridden up to reveal a sliver of satin.

“Something like that,” Penelope said, flashing a grin. “Bit of a bumpy ride—skirts flipping, bras snapping, the usual. Hope you’ve got sturdy furniture.” She leaned on the counter, her breasts wobbling dangerously, and Hilda’s gaze sharpened.

Clarissa chimed in, smoothing her skirt with a theatrical sigh. “Sturdy’s the word. These bloody puppies”—she cupped her J-cups—“don’t travel light. Got a room with a view, or are we bunking in the broom closet?”

Hilda sniffed, sliding a key across the counter. “Top floor, sea view. No lift, mind. And keep the noise down—my other guests are respectable folk.” Her tone suggested she doubted their respectability, and her eyes lingered on Clarissa’s bulge, a flicker of envy softening her scowl. “Hmph. Bigger than my Bert’s, that’s for sure. His little twig couldn’t fill a thimble.”

Penelope cackled, snatching the key. “Sounds like Bert’s missing out. Don’t worry, love, we’ll keep the racket to a minimum—unless the bed gives up first.” She turned, skirt swishing, and led the charge up the narrow stairs, her case banging every step.

The climb was a comedy of errors—Clarissa’s skirt caught on a banister, flashing her balls to an empty landing, while Penelope’s sweater finally surrendered, the last button pinging off to ricochet down the stairs. “Sod it!” she yelped, clutching her bra as her breasts threatened to spill free. By the time they reached their room, they were breathless, sweaty, and giggling like schoolgirls.

The room was a cramped affair—twin beds with sagging mattresses, a chipped dresser, and a window framing the grey swell of the sea. Clarissa flopped onto a bed, springs groaning, her skirt riding up to expose her satin-clad package. “If this collapses, I’m billing Hilda,” she said, kicking off her shoes. “Fancy a cuppa before we unpack?”

Penelope nodded, rummaging in her case for a kettle they’d smuggled in. “Tea, then a lie-down. Though I reckon Hilda’s got other plans—she’s eyeing us like we’re the main course.” She plugged in the kettle, but a knock interrupted her, sharp and insistent.

Hilda stood in the doorway, arms crossed, blouse buttons straining. “Forgot to mention—shared bathroom’s down the hall. And no funny business, you hear? My Bert’s useless enough without you lot stirring me up.” Her gaze dropped to Penelope’s bra, now peeking through the ruined sweater, and she sighed. “Blimey, you’re built like bloody battleships. Makes my H-cups feel like teacups.”

Clarissa smirked, stretching languidly. “Jealous, are we? Don’t blame you—Bert sounds like a washout.” She sat up, skirt flipping again, and Hilda’s cheeks flushed.

“Jealous?” Hilda huffed, but her tone softened. “Maybe. Bert’s twig’s a bloody disgrace—can’t even get it up half the time. You two, though…” She trailed off, eyes darting between their bulges, then turned on her heel. “Tea’s in the kitchen if you want it. Don’t break anything.” She flounced off, leaving a whiff of lavender and longing.

Penelope grinned, nudging Clarissa. “Reckon she’s gagging for it. Poor sod’s stuck with a limp noodle while we’re packing heat.” She filled the kettle, but Clarissa had other ideas, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“Fancy giving her a proper welcome?” Clarissa whispered, standing. “She’s practically begging for a taste of what Bert can’t deliver.”

They found Hilda in the kitchen, fussing over a tray of biscuits, her blouse gaping as she bent over. Penelope cleared her throat, and Hilda spun, flustered. “What now?” she snapped, but her protest died as Clarissa stepped close, skirt brushing Hilda’s thigh.

“No funny business, eh?” Clarissa teased, her J-cups pressing against Hilda’s H-cups. “How about a quick hello, then?” Before Hilda could argue, Penelope joined in, pinning her against the counter, their bulges grinding through satin and cotton.

Hilda’s breath hitched, her hands clutching their hips as Clarissa’s cock sprang free, 10 inches of thick, pulsing heat slapping against her skirt. Penelope followed, her own shaft slick with sweat, its head glistening as it nudged Hilda’s trembling fingers. “Oh, bloody hell,” Hilda gasped, sinking to her knees, her blouse tearing as her H-cups bounced free. She gripped their cocks, one in each hand, stroking with desperate hunger, her tongue darting out to taste Clarissa’s tip—salty, musky, overwhelming.

Their balls swung heavy, brushing Hilda’s chin as she sucked, her moans muffled by the sheer girth filling her mouth. Penelope groaned, fingers tangling in Hilda’s hair, while Clarissa thrust shallowly, her shaft glistening with spit. “That’s it, love,” Clarissa panted, “show Bert how it’s done.” Hilda’s hands worked faster, slick with precum, until their cocks erupted, ropes of hot cum splattering her face, dripping down her cleavage in sticky trails.

Panting, Hilda slumped back, dazed, as Penelope and Clarissa tucked themselves away, skirts fluttering innocently. “Welcome to Brighton,” Penelope said with a wink, grabbing the tea tray. They sauntered out, leaving Hilda a flushed, dishevelled mess, the kitchen silent but for her ragged breaths.

Back in their room, Clarissa flopped onto the bed, grinning. “Reckon that’s the holiday spirit sorted. Tea now?” Penelope nodded, pouring two cups, the promise of more mischief simmering between them.




Chapter 4: The Beach Bonanza

The Brighton sun blazed like a spotlight, turning the pebble beach into a shimmering stage for Penelope and Clarissa’s grand debut. They’d wrestled their J-cup breasts into skimpy swimsuits—Penelope’s a red bikini that barely clung to her curves, Clarissa’s a teal one-piece stretched so tight it looked painted on. Their 10-inch cocks and massive balls strained against reinforced gussets, the satin fabric glinting as they strutted from the B&B, towels slung over shoulders, flip-flops slapping the pavement. The sea air was sharp with salt, and the promenade buzzed with holidaymakers—kids with buckets, grannies with parasols, and lads with leers that followed their swaying assets.

“Bloody hell, Pen, this swimsuit’s a death trap,” Clarissa muttered, tugging at the one-piece as it rode up her arse, exposing a cheek and a hint of her bulging sack. “One wrong move, and my bollocks’ll be rolling down the beach like stray marbles.” She adjusted her towel, but a gust of wind flipped it, flashing her front to a passing ice cream vendor, who dropped his cone in shock.

Penelope cackled, her bikini top creaking as she bent to pick up her flip-flop, nearly spilling her breasts onto the pavement. “Yours? Mine’s a sodding thread away from snapping. If this top gives up, I’ll be juggling these puppies for the crowd.” She straightened, breasts wobbling, and a whistle pierced the air—some cheeky sod in a flat cap, grinning like he’d won the pools.

They reached the beach, pebbles crunching underfoot, and staked their claim near the water’s edge, spreading towels with the flair of conquerors planting flags. Clarissa flopped down, her one-piece groaning as her J-cups shifted, the fabric gaping to reveal a sliver of nipple. “If Hilda could see us now, she’d have a fit,” she said, smirking. “Reckon she’s still mopping herself up after yesterday.”

Penelope grinned, digging in her bag for sun cream. “Poor cow’s probably dreaming of our cocks while Bert fumbles with his twig. Pass me the lotion—I’m not burning these beauties again.” She squirted a dollop onto her hands, slathering it over her chest, the bikini straining as her fingers slipped under the edges. A kid nearby gawped, his sandcastle forgotten, until his mum yanked him away with a hissed, “Don’t stare, Jimmy!”

The beach was a carnival of flesh and folly—sunbathers roasting pink, dogs chasing waves, and a Punch and Judy show squawking in the distance. Clarissa stretched out, legs splayed, her swimsuit riding up to flash the underside of her balls. “Oi, Pen, reckon we’ll make the evening paper? ‘Busty Beauties Cause Beach Bedlam’?” She adjusted herself, but the gusset slipped, letting a nut peek out, glinting in the sun like a polished stone.

“Only if you keep flashing the goods,” Penelope shot back, smearing cream on her thighs. Her bikini bottom shifted, and her own bulge pressed against the fabric, a 10-inch outline that drew gasps from a trio of grannies sipping tea under an umbrella. “Christ, it’s like my cock’s auditioning for the starring role. Pull your towel over, you tart—we’re not here to start a riot.”

Too late. A football sailed their way, kicked by a gang of lads in trunks, and Clarissa leapt up to bat it back. Her one-piece snapped at the shoulder, a strap dangling, her left breast lurching free to sway like a pendulum. “Bugger!” she yelped, clapping a hand over it, but the lads whooped, one shouting, “Blimey, love, give us a twirl!” She flung the ball at his head, missing by a mile, and yanked the strap up, face flaming.

Penelope roared with laughter, nearly toppling off her towel. “That’s it, Clar—give ‘em a show! Next you’ll be juggling your bollocks for tips.” She stood to help, but her bikini top chose that moment to surrender, a clasp popping loose. Her J-cups bounced out, glistening with sun cream, and a collective gasp rippled through the beach. “Oh, sodding hell!” she cried, clutching them as a pensioner dropped his binoculars into his tea.

The lads erupted in cheers, clapping like they’d stumbled into a burlesque tent. Clarissa, strap secured, joined the fray, tugging Penelope’s towel up to shield her. “You daft cow, cover up before the coppers cart us off!” she hissed, but her own swimsuit split at the seam, a tear racing up her hip to flash her entire bulge—cock and balls spilling out like overripe fruit.

“Sod the coppers, it’s the vicars I’m worried about!” Penelope wheezed, wrestling her top back on as the grannies clucked and the lads hollered. She tied the towel around her waist, but the damage was done—half the beach was gawking, the other half pretending not to. Clarissa stuffed herself back into her one-piece, the tear gaping, and flopped onto the towel, panting.

“Right,” she said, catching her breath, “no more heroics. We’re sunbathing, not stripping. Pass the cream—I’m not adding a sunburnt sack to this fiasco.” She snatched the bottle from Penelope, slathering it over her legs, but a gust flipped her towel again, flashing her patched-up bulge to a passing donkey ride operator, who nearly fell off his perch.

Penelope smirked, settling beside her. “Face it, love, we’re a walking wardrobe malfunction. Might as well charge a shilling a peek.” She adjusted her bikini, now tied with a makeshift knot, and lay back, breasts rising like twin hills. “Reckon Hilda’d pay to see this? Bet she’d swap Bert’s twig for a front-row seat.”

Clarissa snorted, rubbing cream into her arms. “She’d swap Bert himself, twig and all. Poor sod doesn’t know what hit her—or us.” She glanced at the sea, waves glinting under the sun. “Fancy a dip? Might cool these bloody things off.” She patted her chest, then her crotch, wincing as the swimsuit creaked.

Penelope nodded, hauling herself up. “Aye, but if my bikini floats off, you’re fishing it out.” They shuffled to the water, pebbles crunching, their endowments bouncing with every step. The crowd parted, whispers trailing them—some scandalised, some delighted—as they waded in, swimsuits clinging like second skins.

The cold hit like a slap, shrinking their bulges but not their spirits. Clarissa yelped, splashing Penelope, who retaliated with a wave that soaked her hair. “Oi, watch it!” Clarissa laughed, diving under, her one-piece flashing a final glimpse of arse before the sea swallowed her. Penelope followed, bikini holding—just—already plotting their next beachside calamity.




Chapter 5: The Pier Passion

The Brighton pier stretched into the sea like a gaudy finger, its boards creaking under the weight of holidaymakers, slot machines, and the salty tang of fish and chips. Penelope and Clarissa strutted along it, their J-cup breasts barely contained by tight sweaters—Penelope’s red, Clarissa’s teal—stretched taut over industrial-strength bras. Their flippy skirts fluttered in the breeze, satin knickers wrestling their 10-inch cocks and massive balls into precarious submission. After the beach fiasco, they’d swapped swimsuits for something marginally sturdier, though “sturdy” was a relative term when your assets could topple a small table.

“Bloody hell, Pen, this wind’s got my skirt on a mission,” Clarissa grumbled, clutching the hem as a gust flipped it, flashing her bulge to a gang of lads tossing coins at a claw machine. They whooped, one shouting, “Oi, love, drop a shilling in there!” She yanked it down, cheeks flaming, and shot them a two-fingered salute.

Penelope smirked, her own skirt dancing dangerously as she dodged a sticky-fingered kid with a toffee apple. “Yours? Mine’s one puff away from a full monty. If these puppies pop out again”—she patted her chest, sending a wobble through her sweater—“we’ll be banned from the pier before teatime.” A button pinged loose, narrowly missing a seagull, and she cursed, clutching the gap.

The pier was a riot of noise and colour—arcade bells, hawkers flogging candyfloss, and the distant crash of waves. They paused at a stall selling hats, Clarissa eyeing a floppy straw number. “Reckon this’ll tame the wind?” she asked, plonking it on. The brim flapped up, and her skirt followed, exposing her satin-clad sack to a passing granny, who tutted and hurried off with her knitting.

“Only if it comes with glue,” Penelope said, snatching a cap for herself. She bent to pay, and her sweater gaped, flashing a nipple the size of a half-crown. The stallholder, a wiry chap with a fag dangling, grinned. “Blimey, lass, you’re a walking peep show. Two bob for the cap—and a wink’s free.”

“Cheeky sod,” Penelope muttered, tossing coins down and jamming the cap on. They wandered on, skirts swishing, drawing stares from every corner—lads, grannies, even a Punch and Judy puppeteer who fumbled his strings mid-show. Clarissa stopped at a railing, leaning to watch the waves, but her skirt flipped again, balls dangling free for a second before she slapped it down. “Sod this!” she yelped, spinning to face Penelope. “I’m a bloody wind sock!”

Penelope cackled, nearly choking on a humbug she’d nicked from a stall. “Wind sock? You’re a bloody semaphore flag, love. Wave those bollocks any more, and the navy’ll recruit you.” She popped the sweet in her mouth, but a shadow fell over them—Hilda, the B&B landlady, her H-cups bouncing in a floral sundress, her peroxide hair glinting like a beacon.

“Fancy meeting you two here,” Hilda said, voice sharp but eyes hungry. She adjusted her dress, which clung to her own bulge, and sighed. “Out flashing the pier, are you? Bert’s twig’d shrivel up if he saw this lot.” Her gaze lingered on Clarissa’s skirt, then Penelope’s straining sweater, a flush creeping up her neck.

Clarissa grinned, smoothing her hem. “Flashing? Us? Just enjoying the sea air, Hilda. Though if Bert’s twig’s that useless, maybe you need a proper eyeful.” She shifted, her bulge pressing against the satin, and Hilda’s breath hitched.

Penelope chimed in, leaning close. “Aye, poor Bert’s missing out. Reckon you’d rather a taste of what the train crowd got, eh?” She winked, and Hilda’s scowl melted into something desperate, her hands twitching at her sides.

“Bloody hell, you’re a pair of teases,” Hilda muttered, glancing around. The pier thronged with oblivious punters, candyfloss clouds drifting past. “Right, come with me—under the boards. Bert’s at the pub, and I’m not wasting this.” She grabbed their wrists, tugging them toward a shadowed nook beneath the pier, where the waves slapped the pilings and the air smelled of salt and secrets.

They ducked under, the wood creaking overhead, and Hilda spun to face them, her dress riding up to flash her own satin knickers. “You’ve got me all worked up since yesterday,” she hissed, yanking Clarissa’s skirt up. Clarissa’s cock sprang free, 10 inches of thick, pulsing heat, its head glistening as it slapped Hilda’s thigh. Penelope followed, shrugging off her sweater to let her J-cups bounce, her shaft bursting from her knickers—veined, slick, and heavy with need.

Hilda dropped to her knees, sand gritty under her, and gripped their cocks, one in each hand. “Blimey, these’d make Bert cry,” she gasped, stroking their lengths, her fingers slick with precum. She sucked Clarissa first, lips stretching around the girth, her tongue swirling over the tip—salty, musky, dripping. Clarissa groaned, hips bucking, her balls swinging against Hilda’s chin as she took her deep.

Penelope thrust into Hilda’s other hand, her cock throbbing, slick with sweat and sea air. “That’s it, love,” she panted, tangling fingers in Hilda’s hair. “Show us what Bert can’t.” Hilda switched, engulfing Penelope’s shaft, her throat working as she gagged, spit trailing down her chin. Her H-cups jiggled free, nipples hard, and she moaned, the sound muffled by the pounding meat filling her mouth.

Clarissa grabbed Hilda’s head, guiding her back, and thrust shallowly, her cock glistening with saliva. “Fuck, Pen, she’s starving for it,” she growled, balls tightening. Hilda’s hands pumped faster, slick and relentless, until their shafts erupted—hot, sticky ropes of cum splashing her face, streaking her hair, dripping onto her heaving tits. She slumped back, panting, a mess of sand and spunk, her dress ruined but her eyes alight.

Penelope tucked herself away, skirt fluttering innocently, and tossed her sweater back on. “There’s your pier treat, Hilda. Don’t tell Bert—he’d never recover.” Clarissa adjusted her skirt, smirking, and they climbed back onto the boards, leaving Hilda sprawled, dazed, the waves lapping at her feet.

Back in the sunlight, Clarissa nudged Penelope, grinning. “Reckon that’s the holiday highlight?” They strolled on, skirts swishing, the pier none the wiser—though the lads at the claw machine might’ve caught a whiff of scandal in the breeze.




Chapter 6: The Ice Cream Incident

The Brighton promenade shimmered under a late afternoon sun, its paving stones littered with chip wrappers and the laughter of holidaymakers. Penelope and Clarissa sauntered along, their J-cup breasts straining tight sweaters—Penelope’s red, Clarissa’s teal—while flippy skirts danced in the sea breeze, barely concealing the satin knickers wrestling their 10-inch cocks and massive balls. After their pier escapade, they’d freshened up at the B&B, but their outfits were no less perilous, each step a gamble against gravity and gusts. The air smelled of salt and vinegar, and the distant jangle of arcade machines mingled with seagull squawks.

“Blimey, Pen, I’m knackered,” Clarissa said, fanning herself with a crumpled postcard. Her sweater clung like a second skin, a button missing from their earlier antics, flashing a sliver of her industrial-strength bra. “All this strutting’s murder on my tits. Fancy an ice cream to cool off?” She nodded at a pastel-pink van parked nearby, its queue snaking with kids and sunburnt dads.

Penelope grinned, adjusting her skirt as a breeze threatened to flip it skyward. “Ice cream? You’ll be licking it off your cleavage before you’re halfway done, you clumsy mare. But aye, I’m game—long as you don’t start another riot.” Her own sweater was fraying at the seams, her J-cups wobbling as she dodged a roller-skater who gawped and nearly crashed into a bin.

They joined the queue, skirts swishing, drawing stares from all sides—lads with pints, grannies with parasols, and a busker strumming a guitar who missed a chord when Clarissa’s skirt fluttered, hinting at her bulging knickers. “Oi, keep it together,” Penelope hissed, nudging her. “You’re one gust away from flashing the whole bloody prom.”

“Says you,” Clarissa shot back, tugging her hem. “Your puppies are about to burst that sweater like a cheap balloon. Reckon Hilda’d pay to see that?” She smirked, the memory of their under-pier romp glinting in her eyes.

Penelope snorted, fishing coins from her purse. “Hilda’d sell Bert for a front-row seat. Poor sod’s probably still scrubbing her dress.” They reached the van, where a shemale vendor with F-cups and a perm handed out cones with a grin. “Two vanillas, love,” Penelope said, passing over a shilling. “And make it quick—my mate’s melting faster than the ice cream.”

The vendor chuckled, eyeing their strained outfits. “Blimey, girls, you’re a sight. Hope them cones don’t add to the chaos.” She handed over two towering swirls, dripping already in the heat, and Clarissa took hers with a flourish, only for her skirt to flip as she turned, flashing her satin-clad sack to a passing vicar. He clutched his hat, muttering prayers, and scuttled off.

“Bugger!” Clarissa yelped, yanking the skirt down with one hand while balancing the cone with the other. A dollop of ice cream plopped onto her sweater, sliding into her cleavage like a sugary landslide. “Oh, for Christ’s sake—now I’m a bloody dessert tray!” She swiped at it, smearing it worse, her J-cups jiggling as the queue erupted in titters.

Penelope roared with laughter, nearly dropping her own cone. “Told you, you daft cow! Licking it off your tits, right on cue.” She took a bite, but the heat was merciless—her ice cream dripped, splattering her skirt and trickling toward her knickers. “Sod it!” she groaned, bending to wipe it, only for her sweater to gape, flashing both nipples to a gang of lads nearby. They whooped, one shouting, “Blimey, love, that’s a double scoop!”

“Piss off, you little gits!” Penelope barked, straightening up, but her skirt caught on her purse, flipping to reveal her entire bulge—cock and balls straining the satin like a smuggler’s haul. Gasps rippled through the crowd, a granny dropping her knitting, and Clarissa cackled, her own mess forgotten. “Oi, Pen, you’re stealing my thunder!” she said, shoving her cone at a kid to free her hands and tug Penelope’s skirt down.

The vendor leaned out, grinning. “You two need a hose, not cones. Reckon you’ve got half the prom gawking now.” She tossed them a rag, which Penelope snatched, mopping her skirt while Clarissa dabbed at her cleavage, the ice cream now a sticky film across her J-cups. “Mind you,” the vendor added, “my fella’d love a peek at that lot. His prick’s barely a nib, poor sod.”

Clarissa smirked, tossing the rag back. “Sounds like Hilda’s Bert. Maybe you lot should start a club—‘Tiny Todgers Anonymous.’” She licked her cone, but another drip landed on her sweater, prompting a fresh round of giggles from the queue. “Bugger this—let’s find a bench before I’m wearing the whole bloody van.”

They shuffled to a nearby bench, skirts fluttering, their endowments bouncing with every step. Penelope sat first, her sweater creaking as she leaned back, a seam splitting to flash the side of her bra. “If this thing gives up, I’m charging for the view,” she muttered, taking a cautious lick of her cone. The ice cream held, but a gust flipped her skirt, exposing her balls to a passing donkey ride operator, who nearly tripped over his reins.

Clarissa plopped beside her, her own cone now a melting disaster. “Charging? You’d make a fortune, love—though my bollocks’d give you a run for it.” She crossed her legs, but the movement sent her skirt skyward, flashing her bulge to a pair of nuns strolling past. One clutched her rosary; the other just stared, lips twitching. “Oh, sod off!” Clarissa groaned, yanking it down, ice cream smearing her fingers.

The promenade thrummed around them—kids chasing gulls, couples arm-in-arm, and a busker belting out a tune about lost love. Penelope finished her cone, licking her fingers clean. “Reckon we’ve scandalised enough for one day?” she asked, adjusting her sweater, which gaped anew. “Or shall we go for broke and flash the pier again?”

Clarissa snorted, wiping her cleavage with a napkin, the sticky mess now attracting a curious wasp. “Let’s save some chaos for tomorrow. I need a bath—feel like I’ve been dunked in a sundae.” She swatted the wasp, her J-cups bouncing, and a lad on a bike swerved, nearly crashing into a lamp post.

Penelope stood, skirt swishing, and offered a hand. “Bath it is, then a pint. But if Hilda catches us dripping ice cream in her precious B&B, we’re done for.” They gathered their things, skirts fluttering, and headed back, leaving a trail of dropped jaws and whispered gossip in their wake—the promenade’s latest legend, sticky but unbowed.




Chapter 7: The Local Lass

The Rusty Anchor hugged a corner of Brighton’s backstreets, its windows fogged with the breath of punters and the tang of ale. Penelope and Clarissa pushed through the creaking door, their J-cup breasts straining tight sweaters—Penelope’s red, Clarissa’s teal—while flippy skirts swished, barely concealing satin knickers that wrestled their 10-inch cocks and massive balls. After the ice cream debacle, they’d scrubbed off the stickiness at the B&B, but their outfits remained a dare against decency, each step a flirt with exposure. The pub buzzed with laughter, clinking glasses, and the croak of a jukebox belting out a Dusty Springfield tune.

“Blimey, Pen, this place reeks of old fags and older farts,” Clarissa said, smoothing her skirt as it fluttered in the draught. Her sweater, patched from earlier mishaps, gaped at the chest, flashing a hint of her industrial-strength bra. “Reckon they’ve got anything stronger than Hilda’s tea to wash down the day?”

Penelope smirked, elbowing through the crowd, her own sweater fraying at the seams. “Aye, love, a pint’ll do us. Though if my skirt flips in here, we’ll have every sodden git gawping.” A button popped loose as she squeezed past a table, her J-cups wobbling, and a grizzled fisherman dropped his pipe, ash scattering like confetti.

They reached the bar, where Sally, a shemale barmaid with G-cups and a peroxide bob, polished glasses with a grin. Her tight blouse strained over her breasts, and her skirt hugged a bulge that twitched as she clocked their endowments. “Evenin’, girls,” she chirped, voice smoky. “Two pints, is it? You look like you’ve been through the wringer—tits like that must weigh a ton.”

“Two pints, ta,” Penelope said, leaning on the bar, her sweater gaping to flash a nipple. “And aye, they’re a bloody burden—though the real weight’s down here.” She patted her skirt, the bulge beneath it unmistakable, and Sally’s eyes widened, a flush creeping up her neck.

Clarissa cackled, perching on a stool, her skirt riding up to hint at her satin-clad sack. “Burden’s right. Nearly lost my bollocks to an ice cream cone earlier—sticky business.” She crossed her legs, but the skirt flipped, flashing her full package to a table of darts players, who choked on their ale mid-throw. “Oi, eyes up here!” she barked, yanking it down, though her grin said she didn’t mind.

Sally slid the pints over, foam sloshing, and leaned in, her G-cups brushing the bar. “Blimey, you’re a pair of trouble. Makes my lot look tame—and my fella’s prick’s so small, I’d need a magnifying glass to find it.” She sighed, eyeing Clarissa’s bulge with naked envy. “You two must have the lads in a tizzy.”

Penelope took a swig, foam clinging to her lip. “Lads, grannies, vicars—the lot. Though Hilda at the B&B’s had the best view so far.” She winked, and Sally’s grin turned sly, her fingers tapping the bar like she was plotting something.

The pub thrummed—fishermen swapping yarns, a drunk crooning to the jukebox, and a dart thudding into the wall instead of the board. Clarissa sipped her pint, but a jostle from a passing punter sent it splashing onto her sweater, soaking her J-cups. “Bugger!” she yelped, leaping up, skirt flipping to flash her balls to the room. A cheer erupted, glasses raised, and she slapped it down, dripping and cursing.

Sally tossed her a rag, laughing. “You’re a walking disaster, love. Fancy drying off out back? I’m due a break—and I wouldn’t mind a closer look at what’s got Hilda all flustered.” Her tone was teasing, but her eyes burned, and Penelope nudged Clarissa, grinning.

“Reckon she’s after more than a look,” Penelope whispered, downing her pint. “Lead on, Sally—let’s give her a proper Brighton welcome.” They followed her through a door marked “Staff Only,” skirts swishing, the pub’s din fading as they slipped into a cramped storeroom—barrels, crates, and the faint whiff of spilt stout.

Sally locked the door, her blouse straining as she turned, G-cups bouncing. “Right, you teases, show me what’s got Hilda in a lather,” she said, hiking her skirt to flash her own satin knickers, her bulge modest but eager. Clarissa smirked, peeling off her wet sweater, J-cups spilling free, then yanked her skirt up, her 10-inch cock bursting out—thick, veined, pulsing with heat. Penelope followed, shrugging off her sweater, her shaft springing loose, its head glistening as it slapped her thigh.

“Bloody hell,” Sally gasped, dropping to her knees on the gritty floor, hands grabbing their cocks like lifelines. “These’d make my fella weep—bigger than his arm!” She stroked Clarissa first, fingers slick with sweat, then sucked, her lips stretching wide, tongue lapping the musky tip. Clarissa groaned, hips bucking, her balls swinging heavy against Sally’s chin, thudding like ripe fruit.

Penelope thrust into Sally’s other hand, her cock throbbing, slick with precum. “Suck it, love—show us what Brighton’s got,” she panted, gripping Sally’s hair, guiding her over. Sally switched, engulfing Penelope’s shaft, gagging as it filled her throat, spit dripping down her chin onto her G-cups, now jiggling free from her torn blouse. Her moans vibrated through the meat, raw and greedy, as she pumped Clarissa with one hand, the other clawing Penelope’s hip.

Clarissa growled, “Fuck, Pen, she’s a pro—my balls are about to burst.” She thrust shallowly, cock glistening with saliva, while Sally’s hands worked faster, slick and relentless. Their shafts swelled, veins pulsing, until they erupted—hot, sticky cum blasting Sally’s face, streaking her bob, splattering her tits in thick ropes. She slumped back, panting, a mess of spunk and sweat, her skirt hitched around her waist.

Penelope tucked herself away, skirt fluttering innocently, and tossed her sweater back on. “There’s your tip, Sally—don’t spend it all at once.” Clarissa adjusted her skirt, smirking, and they sauntered out, leaving Sally sprawled among the crates, dazed, the storeroom silent but for her ragged breaths.

Back at the bar, Clarissa grabbed a fresh pint, grinning. “Reckon that’s the local flavour sorted?” Penelope nodded, sipping her own, the pub none the wiser—though the darts players might’ve caught a whiff of mischief in the air.




Chapter 8: The Dancefloor Dare

The Palais de Danse glittered on Brighton’s seafront, its neon sign buzzing like a tipsy firefly, promising a night of jiving and jollity. Penelope and Clarissa strutted in, their J-cup breasts straining tight sweaters—Penelope’s red, Clarissa’s teal—over industrial-strength bras that groaned with every sway. For once, they’d ditched their flippy skirts for tight trousers, a bold move to flaunt their 10-inch cocks and massive balls in a world unready for such audacity. The trousers—Penelope’s black, Clarissa’s emerald—clung like a second skin, outlining every bulge, their satin knickers barely containing the chaos beneath. The air thrummed with a big band’s brass, and the dancefloor heaved with couples twirling under flickering lights.

“Bloody hell, Pen, these trousers are a death sentence,” Clarissa muttered, tugging at the waistband as it dug into her hips, her bulge a brazen silhouette. “One wrong step, and my cock’ll rip through like a jack-in-the-box.” She adjusted her sweater, a seam splitting from the pub’s antics, flashing a hint of bra to a passing waiter who nearly dropped his tray.

Penelope smirked, her own trousers creaking as she sidestepped a jitterbugging pair, her J-cups bouncing like overfilled balloons. “Yours? Mine’s a sodding straitjacket—feels like my balls are plotting a jailbreak.” A button on her sweater popped loose, pinging off a chandelier, and she clutched the gap, grinning. “Reckon Sally’s still dreaming of us, or has she told the town?”

They’d scrubbed off the pub’s stickiness at the B&B, but the night called for more mischief, and the Palais promised a stage. The hall was a swirl of Brylcreem and perfume—lads in sharp suits, girls in flared skirts, and a band blasting “In the Mood.” Clarissa grabbed Penelope’s arm, dragging her toward the dancefloor. “Come on, love—let’s show ‘em how it’s done. Trousers and all.”

“Oi, if I split these, you’re sewing ‘em,” Penelope warned, but she followed, her bulge swaying with each step, drawing gasps from a gaggle of wallflowers clutching lemonade. They hit the floor as the band swung into a Lindy Hop, and Clarissa launched into a twirl, her trousers stretching taut, the outline of her cock and balls a shameless display. A lad in a porkpie hat missed his partner’s hand, gaping, and crashed into a table, sending glasses flying.

Penelope cackled, joining in with a shimmy that sent her J-cups jiggling, her sweater gaping to flash both nipples. “Take that, you gormless git!” she shouted, spinning, but her trousers creaked ominously, a seam straining at her thigh. “Christ, Clar, these weren’t made for dancing—more like a bloody corset!” The crowd parted, some cheering, some clutching pearls, as their endowments bounced in rhythm.

The bandleader, a wiry chap with a pencil moustache, grinned from the stage. “Blimey, folks, we’ve got a show tonight!” he called, cranking the tempo. Clarissa grabbed Penelope’s hands, pulling her into a wild swing, their trousers outlining every inch of their packages—cocks swaying, balls thudding against fabric. A granny in the corner dropped her knitting, needles clattering, while a vicar at the bar choked on his sherry, muttering, “Heavens preserve us!”

Halfway through, Clarissa’s sweater gave up, a seam ripping wide to expose her bra—cups like twin parachutes, hooks straining. “Bugger!” she yelped, clutching it, but kept dancing, her bulge bouncing as she kicked high. The lads roared, one shouting, “Give us a flash, love!” She spun, trousers creaking, and a seam split at her arse, flashing satin knickers to the room. “Sod off, you pervy git!” she barked, but her grin said she loved it.

Penelope matched her, twirling until her own trousers groaned, a button popping off to ping a trumpeter mid-solo. Her J-cups lurched free beneath the sweater, nipples peeking, and a gasp swept the floor. “Oi, Clar, we’re a bloody circus!” she laughed, grabbing Clarissa for a dip. The move stretched her trousers to breaking, the bulge thrusting forward like a battering ram, and a girl in a polka-dot dress fainted into her date’s arms.

The song climaxed, brass blaring, and they stumbled to a halt, panting, trousers intact—barely. The crowd erupted—claps, whistles, and a few tuts from the prudish fringe. Clarissa smoothed her hair, sweater dangling like a rag, and smirked. “Reckon we’ve scandalised ‘em enough, Pen? Or shall we go for an encore?”

Penelope wiped sweat from her brow, her sweater a ruin, trousers clinging like wet paint. “Enough? We’ve got ‘em praying and panting in equal measure. Let’s grab a drink before these bloody things split for good.” They shuffled to the bar, bulges swaying, drawing stares from every corner—lads nudging mates, girls whispering behind fans.

The barmaid, a shemale with H-cups and a beehive, slid them two gins with a wink. “Blimey, girls, you’ve got more down there than my old man’s got in his shed,” she said, eyeing their trousers. “Dance like that again, and we’ll need a mop for the drool.” Her blouse strained as she leaned over, flashing her own bulge, and Clarissa chuckled, sipping her drink.

“Cheers, love,” Clarissa said, adjusting her trousers, the split seam flashing knickers anew. “These bloody things are a dare—thought we’d mix it up from skirts.” She downed her gin, J-cups wobbling, and a lad nearby dropped his cigarette, ash sizzling on the floor.

Penelope smirked, her gin sloshing as she leaned on the bar, trousers outlining her cock like a relief map. “Mix it up? We’ve mixed the whole bloody hall into a tizzy. Reckon Hilda’d join us if she saw this?” She tugged her sweater, but it gaped wider, nipples teasing the air, and the barmaid cackled.

“Hilda’d be here with bells on—and Bert’s twig’d snap in shame,” the barmaid said, tossing them a rag. “Wipe down, loves—you’re dripping sweat and scandal.” They mopped up, trousers creaking, and settled on stools, the night still young, the dancefloor’s chaos a trophy they’d claimed.




Chapter 9: The Midnight Madness

The B&B loomed dark and quiet as Penelope and Clarissa stumbled up the steps, the Brighton night thick with salt and the echo of the Palais de Danse’s brass. Their J-cup breasts strained tight sweaters—Penelope’s red, Clarissa’s teal—tattered from the dancefloor, seams split and buttons long gone. Their tight trousers, black and emerald, clung to their 10-inch cocks and massive balls, satin knickers creaking beneath, the fabric stretched to its limit after hours of jiving. The air was cool, the street silent but for their giggles and the clink of gin bottles they’d nicked from the bar.

“Bloody hell, Pen, my legs are jelly,” Clarissa slurred, fumbling with the key, her sweater gaping to flash her industrial-strength bra. “Those trousers turned me into a sodding billboard—every git in there got an eyeful of my bulge.” She staggered, and the trousers split further at the arse, satin knickers peeking out, glinting under a streetlamp.

Penelope cackled, her own sweater a ruin, nipples teasing the night air as she leaned on the doorframe. “Yours? Mine’s a bloody tourniquet—my balls are screaming for mercy.” A seam popped at her thigh, flashing her sack, and she yanked it shut, grinning. “Reckon Hilda’s asleep, or is she waiting to pounce again?”

They crept inside, the lobby dim, Hilda’s lavender scent lingering like a ghost. The stairs creaked under their weight, trousers rustling, and Clarissa’s bottle clinked against the banister, nearly slipping. “Oi, steady on,” Penelope hissed, grabbing it. “If we wake her, she’ll have us scrubbing cum stains off her precious carpet—again.” They reached their room, a cramped haven of sagging beds and chipped wood, and collapsed onto the mattresses, springs groaning like old men.

Clarissa kicked off her shoes, trousers straining as she sprawled, her bulge a shameless outline. “Christ, I’m knackered—though that dancefloor was worth it. Did you see that vicar’s face? Looked like he’d swallowed his rosary.” She tugged at her sweater, but it caught, ripping wider, her J-cups bouncing free. “Bugger this—I’m sleeping starkers.”

Penelope smirked, peeling off her own sweater, J-cups swaying as she tossed it aside. “Starkers? You’ll give the bedbugs a fright—those bollocks of yours could crush ‘em.” She shimmied out of her trousers, satin knickers clinging, when a soft knock rattled the door. They froze, half-naked, gin bottles in hand, and Penelope whispered, “Hilda?”

The door creaked open, and Sally slipped in, her G-cups bouncing in a tight blouse, her peroxide bob mussed from the night. Her skirt hugged her modest bulge, and her grin was pure mischief. “Not Hilda, loves—just me,” she said, locking the door. “Snuck out after my shift—couldn’t stop thinking about you two and them monster cocks.” Her eyes raked over their dishevelled forms, hungry and bold.

Clarissa sat up, trousers splitting fully at the seam, her cock springing free—10 inches of thick, pulsing heat, balls dangling like ripe plums. “Blimey, Sally, you’re a glutton for it,” she teased, kicking the trousers off. “Fancy another round after the pub? Hilda’ll have a fit if she catches us.”

Penelope grinned, shedding her own trousers, her shaft bursting out, slick with sweat, its head glistening as it slapped her thigh. “Let her—might teach Bert a trick or two. Come on, Sal, show us what you’ve got.” She beckoned, J-cups bouncing, and Sally didn’t hesitate, yanking her blouse open, G-cups spilling free, nipples hard as pebbles.

“Fuck me, you’re built like bloody gods,” Sally gasped, dropping her skirt to reveal satin knickers stretched over her smaller bulge. She lunged, pinning Clarissa to the bed, lips crashing against hers as she groped her J-cups, fingers sinking into the flesh. Clarissa groaned, her cock throbbing against Sally’s thigh, precum smearing the satin as their tongues tangled, sloppy and fierce.

Penelope straddled Sally from behind, her shaft grinding into the barmaid’s arse, slick and insistent. “Room for one more, love,” she growled, tearing Sally’s knickers down, exposing her tight, quivering hole. She spat on her cock, lubing it with a quick stroke, and plunged in, the heat gripping her like a vice. Sally moaned into Clarissa’s mouth, arse clenching, her G-cups bouncing as Penelope pounded, balls slapping her cheeks with wet, heavy thuds.

Clarissa broke the kiss, grabbing Sally’s head and guiding it down. “Suck it, you greedy tart,” she panted, thrusting her cock into Sally’s mouth, stretching her lips wide. Sally gagged, spit trailing, her tongue lapping the musky length as Clarissa’s balls swung against her chin, thudding like drumbeats. “Fuck, Pen, she’s taking it all—look at her go!” Clarissa’s hips bucked, shaft glistening, driving deeper.

Penelope’s thrusts quickened, her cock slick with sweat and spit, ramming Sally’s arse until the bed creaked like it’d collapse. “Bloody hell, Clar, she’s tight—gonna blow any second,” she grunted, J-cups bouncing, hands gripping Sally’s hips. Sally’s moans vibrated through Clarissa’s meat, muffled and desperate, her own bulge twitching uselessly in her torn knickers.

They hit their peak together—Clarissa’s cock erupting first, hot cum flooding Sally’s throat, spilling past her lips in sticky streams as she choked, gulping what she could. Penelope followed, pulling out to blast ropes across Sally’s arse and back, splattering her G-cups, the bed, the wall—a messy arc of triumph. Sally slumped between them, panting, a wreck of spunk and sweat, her blouse in tatters.

Panting, Clarissa flopped back, cock softening against her thigh. “There’s your midnight treat, Sal—hope it was worth the sneak.” Penelope grabbed a gin bottle, taking a swig, and tossed Sally a rag from the floor. “Clean up, love—Hilda’ll smell this a mile off.”

Sally wiped her face, grinning through the mess. “Worth it—my fella’s nib’s got nothing on this.” She dressed, staggering out with a wink, leaving them sprawled, gin in hand, the room reeking of sex and scandal.




Chapter 10: The Return Resolution

The Brighton station platform buzzed with the clatter of trunks and the hiss of steam, a grey dawn breaking over the sea as Penelope and Clarissa lugged their battered suitcases through the crowd. Their J-cup breasts strained tight sweaters—Penelope’s red, Clarissa’s teal—patched and frayed from two weeks of mayhem, while flippy skirts fluttered, satin knickers barely containing their 10-inch cocks and massive balls. The trousers from the dancefloor dare had been abandoned, too split to salvage, and their holiday haul—sticky toffee, a cracked straw hat, and a gin bottle swiped from Sally—rattled in their bags like trophies of war.

“Bloody hell, Pen, I’m knackered,” Clarissa groaned, her sweater gaping from a missing button, flashing her industrial-strength bra to a porter who tripped over his trolley. “Two weeks of flashing my bollocks to Brighton’s finest—reckon I deserve a medal, not a train ride.” Her skirt flipped in the breeze, hinting at her bulge, and a gaggle of schoolboys sniggered until she shot them a glare.

Penelope smirked, wrestling her own case, her J-cups wobbling as a seam split further, nipples teasing the air. “Medal? You’d get a sodding knighthood if they knew half of it—Hilda, Sally, the pier. My tits are ready to retire, and my balls feel like they’ve run the Grand National.” A button pinged off, ricocheting into a bin, and she clutched the gap, grinning. “Mind you, the train home’s another chance to scandalise.”

The platform teemed with holidaymakers—kids with buckets, dads with sunburnt noses, and a vicar clutching a Bible who eyed them warily, likely recalling their dancefloor display. They boarded the train, a rattling beast bound for London, and squeezed into a carriage, skirts swishing, suitcases banging shins. “Sorry, love,” Clarissa chirped as a matron yelped, her hatbox tumbling. “These puppies don’t come with brakes.” She patted her chest, sending a ripple through her sweater, and the matron huffed, “Well, I never!”

They claimed seats opposite a pimply youth who buried his nose in a comic, cheeks flaming as their bulges pressed against their skirts. Penelope flopped down, her skirt riding up to flash satin knickers, the outline of her cock unmistakable. “If this train jolts, we’re done for,” she whispered, tugging the hem. “One bump, and my bollocks’ll be waving hello again.”

Clarissa cackled, crossing her legs, her skirt flipping to hint at her sack. “Better than mine popping out the top. This bra’s on its last legs—feels like it’s begging for mercy.” A strap snapped with a twang, her left breast lurching free beneath the sweater, and the youth dropped his comic, jaw slack. “Oi, sod off, you little perv,” she barked, stuffing it back, though her grin said she didn’t mind.

The train lurched into motion, rattling through the suburbs, each sway a test of their wardrobe’s endurance. A tea trolley rattled past, manned by a shemale with F-cups who grinned at their dishevelled state. “Tea, girls?” she asked, eyeing their strained sweaters. “Or something stronger? You look like you’ve conquered Brighton and left it in bits.”

“Tea’ll do,” Penelope said, fishing coins from her purse. “Though if my skirt flips again, I’ll need a double gin.” She handed over the money, but the trolley hit a bump, splashing tea onto Clarissa’s lap. “Bugger!” Clarissa yelped, leaping up, skirt flying to flash her balls to the carriage. Gasps and guffaws erupted, a vicar muttering prayers, and she slapped it down, face scarlet.

The tea girl cackled, mopping the spill. “Blimey, love, you’ve got more down there than my fella’s got in his trousers all year. Should charge for that show.” She winked, and Penelope smirked, sipping her own tea as Clarissa settled, dripping and cursing.

“Tell me about it,” Clarissa muttered, dabbing her skirt. “They’ve got a mind of their own—always popping out to say cheers.” She leaned back, J-cups bouncing, and the youth opposite coughed, his comic a shield against their chaos. The carriage settled into a hum of whispers, the vicar’s prayers a low drone, as the train chugged toward London.

Penelope stretched, her sweater gaping anew. “Reckon we’ve left our mark, Clar? Hilda’s probably still scrubbing, and Sally’s dreaming of us nightly.” She adjusted her skirt, but a gust from an open window flipped it, flashing her bulge to a businessman who dropped his paper in shock. “Christ, here we go again,” she groaned, yanking it down.

Clarissa smirked, sipping her tea. “Mark? We’ve left a bloody crater. Next time, we’re bringing bigger bras—and maybe a chastity belt for these bastards.” She patted her crotch, the bulge twitching, and the youth opposite turned purple, comic forgotten.

As the train neared Victoria, they gathered their cases, skirts fluttering, plotting their next move. “Back to the typing pool?” Penelope asked, hefting her bag. “Or another jaunt—tight trousers and all?”

Clarissa grinned, skirt swishing as they disembarked. “Jaunt, love. Brighton’s just the start—next time, we’ll take the bloody world.” They strutted off, leaving a trail of dropped jaws and whispered legends, the promise of more chaos glinting in their wake.






Epilogue

Penelope and Clarissa’s Brighton escapade became the stuff of local myth—two weeks of flashing, fondling, and fearless debauchery that left Hilda’s B&B reeking of scandal, Sally’s nights haunted by dreams of their cocks, and the pier’s boards trembling with their exploits. They returned to their flat, suitcases stuffed with sticky souvenirs and memories of J-cups bursting free, bulges swinging wild, and a town left dazed. The typing pool awaited, but their minds were already plotting—next holiday, bigger bras, tighter trousers, and a world unready for their unstoppable, outrageous strut.

The Knicker Nicker




Chapter One: Silk, Satin, and Sorry Sacks

The morning bell above the shop door jangled like a tipsy caroler as Penelope wrestled with a mannequin that seemed determined to defy gravity, its overstuffed brassiere threatening to launch its prodigious contents skyward. The Knicker Nicker, their little boutique tucked between a tobacconist and a perpetually empty greengrocer on a soggy London street, was a riot of silk and lace, every inch stuffed with garments designed to flatter the most extravagant of figures—women, shemales, and, lately, a rather more niche clientele: men desperate to pad out their paltry packages. Penelope’s own figure was a marvel of excess, her J-cup treasures straining the seams of a tight lilac blouse, the Beige Bastion beneath hoisting them into a shelf-like prominence that could’ve doubled as a tea tray. Her short, flippy black skirt fluttered with every exasperated tug at the mannequin, offering fleeting glimpses of sheer stockings and the satin panties doing their damnedest to contain the thick, ten-inch beast and heavy balls nestled between her thighs.

“Bloody hell, this thing’s got more fight in it than a cornered ferret,” she muttered, giving the mannequin’s arm a final yank. The arm stayed put, but her skirt didn’t—riding up just enough to flash a glimpse of her pendulous sack to the empty shop. She smoothed it down with a huff, catching her reflection in the full-length mirror opposite. Christ, she looked like a pin-up from one of those saucy seaside postcards, all curves and cheek.

From behind the counter, Clarissa let out a throaty chuckle, her own magnificent form a vision in a crimson pencil skirt and a blouse so snug it looked painted on. Her J-cups, corralled by a fearsome contraption of reinforced satin and whalebone, jutted forward like the prow of a battleship, while the skirt hugged her arse and the undeniable bulge of her own ten-inch cock and hefty balls, barely concealed by crimson lace knickers. She was leaning over the counter, adjusting a customer’s French knickers with far more attention than strictly necessary, her fingers brushing the woman’s thigh as she cooed, “Oh, these’ll make your Bert positively weep with joy, darling. Or frustration, depending.”

The customer, a plump little housewife with a bosom that could’ve smothered a small dog, giggled and clutched her handbag tighter. “You’re a right terror, Clarissa. I’ll take two pairs.”

“Smashing choice,” Clarissa purred, winking as she rang up the sale. Her skirt shifted as she turned, offering a tantalizing outline of her prodigious package, the kind of sight that made weaker souls reconsider their life choices. The bell jangled again as the housewife tottered out, leaving the shop momentarily quiet save for the faint hum of the gas heater and Penelope’s ongoing battle with the mannequin.

That’s when the door creaked open, admitting a new figure: Victoria, the prune-faced shemale inspector from the local trade board. She swept in like a storm cloud in sensible tweed, her G-cup glories straining the buttons of her jacket, her mid-calf skirt doing little to hide the thick ridge of her own endowment pressing against the wool. Her pinched expression suggested she’d just sucked a particularly sour lemon, and her clipboard clutched like a shield confirmed this wasn’t a social call.

“Morning, ladies,” Victoria sniffed, her voice sharp enough to cut glass. “I’ve had complaints. Again. Excessive… display of wares, they say. Hardly suitable for a respectable high street.”

Penelope straightened, smoothing her skirt with exaggerated care, though it still fluttered dangerously high. “Respectable? Vicky, love, we’re selling knickers and brassieres, not hymnals. Bit of display’s the whole point.” She bent slightly to retrieve a dropped garter from the floor, her skirt flipping up to reveal the smooth curve of her arse and the heavy, swaying weight of her balls beneath her satin panties. Victoria’s eyes widened a fraction before she averted them, scribbling furiously on her clipboard.

Clarissa sauntered over, hips swaying, the outline of her cock shifting with each step. “Oh, come off it, Victoria. You’re just jealous we’ve got the best tits and tackle in town. Speaking of which…” She gestured to a small, discreet rack near the back, where their latest venture hung: padded briefs for men whose manhoods couldn’t quite fill out their trousers. “Our new line’s a bloody godsend for the less fortunate. Surely that’s respectable?”

Victoria’s gaze flicked to the briefs, then back to Clarissa, her lips pursing tighter. “Padded briefs? For men? That’s your defense? You’re turning this into a circus!”

“Not a circus,” Penelope shot back, finally wrestling the mannequin into submission, its bra now sitting jauntily askew. “A service. Poor lads come in here all shy and shriveled, and we measure ’em up proper—flaccid, hard, balls and all—then whip up something to give ’em a bit of swagger. Takes skill, that does.”

Victoria’s pen paused mid-scribble. “You… measure them?”

“Course we do,” Clarissa said, leaning on the counter, her blouse buttons straining heroically. “Can’t tailor a decent bulge without knowing what you’re working with. Take young Timmy last week—sweet lad, barely five foot six, cock like a frightened tadpole. We had him stripped down, measured every inch—two soft, three hard, balls like marbles. Poor thing was red as a beet, but we sorted him out with a lovely pair of padded briefs. Walked out grinning like he’d won the pools.”

“And then there’s the odd stud,” Penelope added, a sly grin creeping onto her face. “Bloke came in yesterday, built like a brick shithouse, asking about the briefs. We measured him—seven soft, ten hard, balls like bloody cricket balls—and took our sweet time doing it. Ooh-ing and ah-ing over that monster while he stood there preening. Then we asked why the hell he’d need padding with equipment like that. Said he just liked the ‘extra oomph.’ Cheeky sod.”

Victoria’s cheeks flushed a faint pink, though she tried to hide it behind a cough. “This is precisely what I mean. Lewd, vulgar—”

“Profitable,” Clarissa interrupted, tapping the till with a manicured nail. “And popular. You should see the queue some days—half the blokes in London desperate for a boost, the other half just gawking at our girls.” She gave her chest a little shimmy, sending her J-cups wobbling precariously.

The door jangled again, cutting off Victoria’s retort. In shuffled a gangly lad, barely out of his teens, hands stuffed in his pockets, eyes darting nervously. His trousers hung loose, no hint of a bulge worth mentioning. Penelope clocked him immediately—another candidate for their special service.

“Morning, love,” she called, softening her tone. “Here for the briefs, are we?”

The lad nodded, mumbling something incoherent, his ears glowing red. Victoria glared, but Clarissa was already moving, ushering him towards the fitting room with a gentle hand on his shoulder.

“Let’s get you sorted, pet,” Clarissa said, throwing a wink over her shoulder at Victoria. “And you, Vicky—stick around. Might learn a thing or two about customer satisfaction.”

Victoria huffed, but her eyes lingered on the fitting room curtain as it swished shut, the faint outline of Clarissa’s massive bulge still visible through her skirt. Penelope smirked, adjusting her own skirt to cover her hefty balls. The day was just beginning, and already the Knicker Nicker was living up to its name—nicking knickers, boosting bollocks, and ruffling every feather in sight.




Chapter Two: Fitting Room Frenzy

The shop had barely settled into its mid-morning lull when Penelope decided it was high time to tackle the backlog of custom orders piling up behind the counter. The Knicker Nicker’s latest venture—those padded briefs for the less-endowed gents—had taken off like a rocket, and with it came a mountain of silk, satin, and scribbled measurements that needed sorting. She hefted a box of fabric swatches onto the counter, her lilac blouse straining as her J-cup marvels wobbled under the Beige Bastion’s iron grip. Her flippy black skirt swished with every step, the satin panties beneath stretched tight over her thick, ten-inch cock and heavy balls, a constant reminder of the day’s earlier chaos with Victoria’s sour-faced inspection.

Clarissa, meanwhile, was still in the fitting room with the gangly lad from earlier—poor sod had looked ready to bolt when she’d ushered him behind the curtain. The faint murmur of her soothing patter drifted out: “Now, don’t you fret, love, we’ll have you sorted in a jiffy…” Penelope smirked. Clarissa had a knack for putting the shy ones at ease, though she suspected the lad’s blushes weren’t just from embarrassment—Clarissa’s crimson pencil skirt and blouse combo left little to the imagination, her own J-cups and bulging package a sight to make anyone’s knees wobble.

The bell jangled, but it was just the postman dropping off a parcel, not another customer. Perfect. Penelope locked the door, flipped the sign to “Closed for Lunch,” and called out, “Oi, Clarissa, fancy a quick measure-up ourselves? These briefs won’t sew themselves, and I’m knackered from wrestling that bloody mannequin.”

Clarissa poked her head out from the curtain, her blonde hair slightly mussed, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “Just finished with young Alfie—three inches soft, four hard, balls like walnuts. Sweet lad, nearly fainted when I got the tape out. Be right there, darling.” The curtain swished shut again, and a moment later, she emerged, smoothing her skirt over the thick outline of her cock, her blouse buttons looking one deep breath away from mutiny.

They retreated to the cramped fitting room, a cozy nook lined with mirrors and littered with pins, tape measures, and half-finished garments. Penelope dumped the swatches on a stool and turned to Clarissa, hands on hips. “Right, let’s test these new satin numbers—got a hunch they’ll stretch better over the old chap than the cotton ones. You measure me first.”

Clarissa’s eyes gleamed. “Oh, I’ll measure you alright.” She grabbed a tape measure and stepped close, her breath warm against Penelope’s neck as she knelt, her crimson skirt riding up to reveal the tops of her stockings and the straining crimson lace knickers barely containing her own endowment. Penelope’s skirt was already a lost cause—short as it was, it flipped up the moment Clarissa’s hands brushed her thighs, exposing the white satin panties clinging to her thick, flaccid cock and the heavy, full balls beneath.

“Christ, Penny, you’re a bloody marvel,” Clarissa murmured, her fingers tracing the outline of Penelope’s package through the satin. The touch sent a jolt through her, and her cock twitched, thickening rapidly against the fabric. Clarissa didn’t bother with the tape yet—she hooked her fingers into the waistband and yanked the panties down, letting Penelope’s ten-inch beast spring free, already half-hard and glistening at the tip. Her balls swung low, heavy and taut, begging for attention.

Penelope groaned, stepping out of the panties as they pooled around her ankles. “Get on with it, you tart—measure or fuck, pick one.”

Clarissa chose both. She wrapped the tape around Penelope’s shaft, now fully erect and throbbing, a solid ten inches of veined, pulsing flesh. “Ten on the nose, as always,” she purred, then slid the tape lower, cupping Penelope’s balls with a gentle squeeze. “And these beauties… bloody hell, like a pair of ripe plums.” She tossed the tape aside and stood, pressing her body against Penelope’s, their massive J-cups mashing together through their blouses, nipples hardening beneath the fabric.

“Enough faffing,” Penelope growled, grabbing Clarissa’s blouse and ripping it open, buttons pinging off the mirrors. The crimson bra beneath was a fortress of lace and steel, but Penelope unhooked it with practiced ease, letting Clarissa’s glorious J-cups spill out—soft, heavy, and tipped with dark, pebbled nipples. Clarissa moaned, shoving her skirt up over her hips, the crimson lace knickers stretched obscenely over her own ten-inch cock, now rock-hard and leaking precum, her balls a tight, heavy sack beneath.

They didn’t bother with finesse. Penelope shoved Clarissa back against the mirrored wall, the glass cool against her bare arse as Penelope yanked the knickers down, freeing that magnificent prick. Clarissa’s legs spread instinctively, and Penelope gripped her own cock, guiding the thick, slick head to Clarissa’s tight, waiting arsehole. “Hold on, love,” she rasped, then thrust forward, burying all ten inches in one brutal, delicious plunge.

Clarissa cried out, her head banging back against the mirror, her J-cups bouncing wildly as Penelope’s cock stretched her open. “Fuck, Penny—harder!” she gasped, her own shaft bobbing between them, smearing precum across Penelope’s stomach. Penelope obliged, gripping Clarissa’s hips and pounding into her, each thrust a wet, slapping symphony of flesh on flesh, her heavy balls smacking against Clarissa’s arse with every stroke.

The fitting room turned into a furnace of grunts and moans. Clarissa’s hands clawed at Penelope’s blouse, tearing it open to free her own J-cups from the Beige Bastion. The bra hit the floor, and her massive tits swung free, slamming against Clarissa’s with every thrust, a glorious collision of soft, sweaty flesh. Penelope’s cock pistoned relentlessly, the thick shaft stretching Clarissa’s hole wide, her balls swinging like pendulums, heavy and full.

“God, your cock’s a fucking beast,” Clarissa panted, wrapping her legs around Penelope’s waist, pulling her deeper. Her own prick throbbed untouched between them, ten inches of rigid heat, balls tightening as she neared the edge. Penelope leaned in, biting Clarissa’s neck, tasting sweat and perfume, and shifted her angle, slamming into that sweet spot inside.

That did it. Clarissa screamed, her cock erupting without a touch, thick ropes of cum blasting up between their mashed-together tits, splattering Penelope’s chin and chest. The hot, sticky flood triggered Penelope—her thrusts faltered, then she roared, burying herself to the hilt as her own orgasm ripped through her. Her cock pulsed violently, pumping wave after wave of cum deep into Clarissa’s arse, her balls clenching as they emptied, some spilling out to drip down Clarissa’s thighs and onto the floor.

They collapsed against the mirror, panting, slick with sweat and cum, their massive breasts heaving, cocks softening but still impressive as they slid free. The fitting room reeked of sex—musky, raw, and triumphant. Penelope grinned, wiping a smear of Clarissa’s cum from her cheek. “Well, that’s one way to test the stretch.”

Clarissa laughed, hoarse and sated, her skirt still bunched around her waist, her balls glistening with sweat. “Bloody brilliant. But we’ve knackered the satin—look at this mess.” She gestured to the cum-streaked floor and the crumpled panties.

“Worth it,” Penelope said, retrieving her skirt and smoothing it down over her sticky thighs, her cock and balls still dangling free. “Now, let’s clean up before Alfie comes back for his briefs. Poor lad’d have a heart attack.”

They shared a wicked grin, the chaos of the Knicker Nicker only just beginning.




Chapter Three: Victoria’s Vexation

The shop smelled faintly of lavender air freshener and regret the next morning, the fitting room’s steamy antics scrubbed away with a mop and a muttered prayer that young Alfie wouldn’t notice the lingering musk when he picked up his padded briefs. Penelope stood behind the counter, wrestling with a ledger that refused to balance, her J-cup treasures straining a fresh emerald green sweater so tight it looked like it might surrender at any moment. The Beige Bastion beneath held her colossal globes aloft, a marvel of engineering that groaned faintly with every exasperated sigh. Her short, flippy black skirt fluttered as she shifted her weight, the satin panties underneath stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls, still tingling from yesterday’s romp with Clarissa.

Clarissa, meanwhile, was fussing with a display of silk camisoles near the window, her crimson pencil skirt hugging her arse like a jealous lover, the outline of her own prodigious package a bold statement beneath the fabric. Her J-cups, corralled by a crimson lace brassiere that looked more decorative than functional, wobbled precariously as she bent to adjust a price tag, offering passersby a glimpse of cleavage deep enough to lose a shilling in. The bell jangled, and in swept Victoria, the shemale inspector from the trade board, her tweed jacket buttoned to bursting over her G-cup glories, her mid-calf skirt doing little to disguise the thick ridge of her own endowment. Her clipboard was clutched like a battle standard, her expression sourer than a pint of off milk.

“Morning, ladies,” Victoria snapped, her voice slicing through the shop’s cozy hum. “I trust you’ve had time to reflect on yesterday’s… discussion.”

Penelope glanced up from the ledger, her skirt swishing as she leaned forward, giving Victoria an eyeful of her emerald-clad bosom. “Oh, aye, Vicky. Reflected plenty. Decided you’re just jealous our knickers sell faster than your sermons on decorum.”

Clarissa straightened, smoothing her skirt with a smirk, her balls shifting visibly beneath the tight fabric. “And our briefs, love. Don’t forget the briefs. Poor lads can’t get enough—queue’s out the door some days, all desperate for a bit of padding to bolster their sad little sacks.”

Victoria’s pen scratched furiously across her clipboard, though her eyes flicked to the rack of padded briefs with a flicker of something—curiosity, perhaps, or disdain. “That’s precisely the problem. I’ve had complaints. Anonymous, of course, but credible. Seems someone’s slipped a batch of… questionable stock into your delivery. I suggest you check it before I’m forced to shut you down.”

“Questionable stock?” Penelope echoed, slamming the ledger shut with a thump that sent her J-cups jiggling. “What’s that supposed to mean? We’ve got silk knickers, satin bras, and briefs for blokes with cocks like cocktail sausages—nothing dodgy about that.”

Victoria’s lips twitched into a thin, triumphant smirk. “See for yourself.” She gestured towards a stack of unopened boxes near the fitting room, delivered that morning by a suspiciously cheerful postman. “I’ll wait.”

Clarissa exchanged a wary glance with Penelope, then sauntered over to the boxes, her heels clicking on the hardwood. She bent at the waist—because of course she did—her pencil skirt riding up to flash the tops of her stockings and the heavy, pendulous weight of her balls straining her crimson knickers. Penelope followed, her own skirt flipping up as she crouched beside her, revealing the smooth curve of her arse and the satin-clad heft of her own package to Victoria’s barely concealed horror.

They tore into the first box, pulling out a pair of padded briefs that looked… off. The padding wasn’t the usual discreet foam—it was lumpy, uneven, and, as Clarissa held them up, unmistakably phallic. “Bloody hell,” she muttered, turning them this way and that. “These aren’t briefs—they’re a sodding caricature! Look, it’s got a knob-end stitched right into the front!”

Penelope snatched another pair from the box, her fingers brushing against a seam that gave way with a faint ripping sound. Out tumbled a cascade of tiny rubber cocks, each one bouncing merrily across the floor like a perverse jack-in-the-box. “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me,” she groaned, her skirt flipping higher as she scrambled to gather them, her balls swinging free beneath the satin for a moment before she yanked it down. “Victoria, you sneaky cow—this is your doing, isn’t it?”

Victoria’s face remained a mask of prim satisfaction, though her eyes glittered with malice. “Me? I’d never stoop so low. But I did warn you about your reputation. Perhaps a rival’s had enough of your… vulgarity.”

The bell jangled again, cutting off Penelope’s retort. In shuffled a lad—tall, broad-shouldered, with a mop of dark hair and a swagger that suggested confidence in spades. He wore tight trousers that left little to the imagination, a thick, elongated bulge snaking down one leg that made even Clarissa pause mid-rant. “Morning, ladies,” he drawled, tipping an imaginary hat. “Heard you do custom briefs. Thought I’d see what’s on offer.”

Penelope straightened, smoothing her skirt with a grin, her J-cups thrusting forward like a welcoming committee. “Well, well, aren’t you a sight? We do indeed—padding for the poorly endowed, mostly. But you…” She eyed his trousers, the outline of his cock and balls a bold promise. “You don’t look like you need much help.”

Clarissa stepped closer, her skirt shifting to reveal the tops of her stockings again, her own bulge twitching with interest. “Let’s have a proper look, shall we? Can’t tailor without measuring—flaccid, hard, balls and all. Strictly professional, mind.” She winked, grabbing a tape measure from the counter.

The lad—Tom, he said his name was—grinned wider, unfazed. “Go on then. Been told I’m a bit much for most trousers. Thought your briefs might… enhance the effect.”

Victoria coughed, her clipboard trembling slightly. “This is exactly what I mean! Lewd, indecent—”

“Oh, stuff it, Vicky,” Clarissa snapped, kneeling before Tom with the tape in hand. She tugged at his waistband, and he obliged, dropping his trousers to reveal a cock that hung heavy and thick—seven inches soft, at least—and a pair of balls like ripe oranges. Penelope let out a low whistle, her skirt fluttering as she leaned in for a closer look, her own package stirring beneath her panties.

“Blimey,” Clarissa murmured, wrapping the tape around his shaft, her fingers brushing the warm flesh as it twitched. “Seven soft… let’s see you hard, love.” She gave it a gentle stroke, and Tom obliged, thickening rapidly to a solid ten inches, veins pulsing, the head glistening. She measured again, taking her sweet time, cooing appreciatively. “Ten on the nose, and these balls… bloody hell, like a bull’s.”

Penelope joined in, cupping his sack with a grin. “Why’d you need padding with this lot? You’re putting us to shame!”

Tom chuckled, preening under their attention. “Like I said—extra oomph. Catch the ladies’ eyes, you know?”

Victoria huffed, storming towards the door. “I’ll be back with a formal complaint!” she barked, slamming it behind her, leaving the trio in a stunned, giggling silence.

“Well,” Penelope said, smoothing her skirt over her now-noticeable bulge, “that’s one way to start the day. Reckon Victoria’s knackered our stock, but this one…” She nodded at Tom. “Might just make it worth the bother.”

Clarissa stood, tossing the tape aside. “Too right. Let’s get these rubber cocks sorted—and maybe give Tom a discount for the show.”

The shop buzzed with possibility, Victoria’s sabotage a minor hiccup in their relentless, risqué reign.




Chapter Four: Lingerie Lads

The Knicker Nicker was a right mess by late afternoon, the fallout from Victoria’s sabotage still littering the floor in the form of those ridiculous rubber-cock-stuffed briefs. Penelope had spent the better part of an hour sweeping them into a bin, her emerald green sweater clinging to her J-cup treasures like a second skin, the Beige Bastion beneath straining to keep her colossal globes from staging a breakout. Her flippy black skirt swished with every bend, flashing her satin panties and the heavy, swaying weight of her ten-inch cock and balls to no one but the mannequins, who stared blankly back. Clarissa, meanwhile, had turned the disaster into a sales pitch, charming a gaggle of housewives with tales of “exclusive novelty knickers” while her crimson pencil skirt showcased the thick outline of her own prodigious package, her J-cups bouncing merrily in their crimson lace prison.

The bell jangled just as the last customer tottered out, and in strode Victoria, her tweed jacket buttoned tighter than a nun’s knickers, her G-cup glories threatening to pop the seams. Her mid-calf skirt couldn’t hide the rigid bulge of her own endowment, and her clipboard was brandished like a sword, her earlier threat of a formal complaint now a smug reality. “I’ve got the paperwork,” she announced, voice dripping with triumph. “This little stunt with the briefs seals it—your shop’s done.”

Penelope dropped the broom with a clatter, her skirt flipping up as she spun, revealing her satin-clad balls to Victoria’s fleeting, scandalized glance. “Done? Vicky, love, you’re the one who knackered our stock with your rubber cocks. Reckon that’s your signature all over this mess.”

Clarissa sauntered over, hips swaying, her skirt riding up to flash the tops of her stockings and the straining crimson knickers beneath. “Too right. And we’ve had enough of your sanctimonious bollocks. Time for a proper chat—backroom, now.” She grabbed Victoria’s arm, steering her towards the stockroom with a grin that promised mischief, while Penelope followed, her own bulge twitching with anticipation beneath her skirt.

The stockroom was a cramped jungle of boxes and lace, the air thick with the scent of fabric softener and yesterday’s lust. Clarissa shoved Victoria against a stack of silk camisoles, the tweed jacket creaking as her G-cups pressed forward. “Let’s see what you’re really hiding under all that prudery,” she purred, yanking at the jacket’s buttons. They gave way with a series of pops, revealing a sturdy white bra barely containing Victoria’s hefty tits, and a skirt that Penelope wasted no time unzipping, letting it pool around her ankles.

Victoria’s protests died in her throat as her knickers came into view—plain cotton stretched obscenely over a thick, eight-inch cock already half-hard, her balls a tight, heavy sack beneath. “You—you can’t—” she stammered, but Penelope was already on her knees, ripping the knickers down to free that rigid prick, the head glistening with a bead of precum.

“Bloody hell, Vicky,” Penelope breathed, gripping the shaft, feeling it pulse and thicken to a full nine inches in her hand. “You’ve been hiding a proper whopper under all that tweed. No wonder you’re so uptight.” She leaned in, her lips closing around the tip, sucking hard as Victoria gasped, her hands flailing uselessly against the camisole stack.

Clarissa didn’t waste time either. She tore off her own blouse, buttons scattering, and unhooked her crimson bra, letting her J-cups spill free—soft, heavy, and tipped with dark, pebbled nipples. Her skirt hit the floor next, followed by her knickers, unleashing her own ten-inch cock, rock-hard and dripping, her balls swinging low and full. She stepped behind Victoria, pressing her massive tits against her back, and yanked her bra off, freeing those G-cup beauties to bounce wildly. “Let’s loosen you up, love,” she growled, spitting into her hand and slicking her cock before aligning the thick head with Victoria’s tight arsehole.

Victoria moaned, a mix of shock and reluctant pleasure, as Clarissa thrust forward, burying all ten inches in one relentless push. Her hole stretched wide around the girth, and Clarissa’s heavy balls slapped against her arse with a wet smack, setting a brutal rhythm. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Clarissa grunted, her J-cups bouncing against Victoria’s shoulders with every thrust, nipples dragging across her skin.

Penelope worked Victoria’s cock with her mouth, taking it deep, her throat bulging as she swallowed the full length, her tongue swirling around the shaft. Victoria’s balls tightened in her hand, and she pulled off just long enough to rip open her own sweater and unhook the Beige Bastion, letting her J-cups tumble out, slamming against Victoria’s thighs as she dove back in. Her own cock throbbed beneath her skirt, ten inches of pulsing heat begging for release, her balls aching as she sucked harder, tasting salt and sweat.

The stockroom turned into a furnace of flesh and fury. Clarissa pounded Victoria’s arse, her cock pistoning in and out, slick with spit and precum, her balls swinging like pendulums, smacking Victoria’s flesh with every thrust. Victoria’s cries grew louder, her G-cups jiggling wildly, nipples hard as bullets, her cock twitching in Penelope’s mouth. “Oh—fuck—stop—I can’t—” she gasped, but her hips bucked forward, betraying her.

Penelope pulled off, grinning, her lips slick with spit and precum. “Can’t what, Vicky? Cum like a bloody fountain?” She stood, shoving her skirt up and yanking her satin panties down, her own ten-inch cock springing free, thick and veined, balls heavy and taut. She gripped Victoria’s shaft again, aligning it with her own, and began stroking them together, their slick heads rubbing, a filthy friction that made Victoria sob with need.

Clarissa’s thrusts faltered, her breath ragged. “Gonna fill you up, you stuck-up tart,” she snarled, then slammed in deep, her cock pulsing as she unloaded, thick ropes of cum flooding Victoria’s arse, spilling out around her shaft to drip down her thighs. The sight pushed Penelope over—her hand tightened, and her own orgasm hit, her cock erupting, blasting cum across Victoria’s G-cups and stomach, mixing with the mess already dripping from Clarissa’s release.

Victoria came last, a strangled scream tearing from her throat as her cock spasmed in Penelope’s grip, shooting hot, sticky jets that splattered Penelope’s J-cups and chin, some landing on Clarissa’s heaving tits behind her. The three of them collapsed against the camisole stack, a sweaty, cum-soaked heap, panting in the dim light, Victoria’s clipboard forgotten on the floor.

After a moment, Clarissa chuckled, wiping cum from her nipple with a finger and licking it clean. “Well, Vicky, that’s one way to settle a complaint.”

Penelope grinned, smoothing her skirt down over her sticky, softening cock. “Aye. Reckon you’ll think twice before knackering our stock again.”

Victoria, flushed and trembling, pulled her tweed jacket over her ruined bra, her cock still twitching beneath her skirt. “This—this changes nothing,” she muttered, but the waver in her voice said otherwise as she stumbled out, leaving the stockroom reeking of sex and triumph.

Penelope and Clarissa shared a look, their J-cups glistening, bulges still prominent. “Round one to us,” Clarissa said, winking. The Knicker Nicker’s reign was far from over.




Chapter Five: The Big Sell-Off

The Knicker Nicker buzzed with a nervous energy the following morning, the stockroom’s sticky showdown with Victoria still a warm, unspoken memory between Penelope and Clarissa. The shop floor, at least, had been scrubbed clean of rubber cocks and cum stains, though the faint whiff of lavender air freshener couldn’t quite mask the lingering thrill. Penelope stood by the window, adjusting a mannequin’s massive brassiere—a new design with reinforced satin straps that could’ve doubled as a parachute—her J-cup treasures straining a tight, powder-blue cashmere sweater. The Beige Bastion beneath hoisted her colossal globes into a proud, shelf-like display, while her short, flippy black skirt swished with every move, the satin panties underneath stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls, still tingling from yesterday’s triumph.

Clarissa was at the counter, tallying receipts in a crimson blouse that clung to her own J-cups like a lover’s embrace, the crimson lace bra beneath doing its valiant best to contain their wobbling splendor. Her pencil skirt hugged her arse and the thick bulge of her own prodigious package, the outline shifting as she leaned forward, offering a tantalizing hint of the heavy balls nestled in her matching knickers. “We’re up twenty quid from yesterday,” she called, smirking. “Seems Tom’s little show—and Victoria’s meltdown—drew a crowd.”

The bell jangled, and in slunk Victoria, looking less like a storm cloud and more like a chastened kitten. Her tweed jacket was buttoned crooked over her G-cup glories, the white bra beneath still faintly crumpled from its rough removal, and her mid-calf skirt couldn’t hide the subtle twitch of her own endowment as she approached. Her clipboard was conspicuously absent, replaced by a nervous fidgeting of her hands. “I… erm… thought about what you said,” she mumbled, avoiding their eyes. “Shutting you down’d be a waste. Reckon we could… work together instead.”

Penelope’s skirt flipped up as she spun, flashing her satin-clad balls to Victoria’s fleeting, flustered glance. “Work together? Blimey, Vicky, after yesterday’s shag-fest, I’d say we’ve already bonded plenty. What’s the catch?”

“No catch,” Victoria said, straightening slightly, her G-cups thrusting forward. “Your shop’s a goldmine—lewd or not. I’ve got connections. We could turn this sabotage into a win. Stage a fashion show, flog the decent stock, and bury those bloody rubber cocks where no one’ll find ’em.”

Clarissa’s eyes lit up, her bulge twitching beneath her skirt. “A fashion show? Oh, I like that. Strut our stuff, show off the goods—tits, tackle, and all. You in, Penny?”

“Too right,” Penelope grinned, smoothing her skirt down, though it barely covered her hefty sack. “Let’s give ’em a proper eyeful—might even shift some of those padded briefs to the shy lads.”

The plan came together over tea and a plate of slightly stale biscuits, Victoria loosening up enough to undo a jacket button, revealing the deep canyon of her cleavage. By noon, the shop was transformed: a makeshift runway stretched from counter to fitting room, draped with silk scarves and lit by every lamp they could scrounge. The stock—brassieres big enough to smuggle melons, knickers stretched to their limits, and those padded briefs for the poorly endowed—was piled high, ready to dazzle.

The doors opened at three, and the punters poured in—housewives with giggling curiosity, gents with hopeful bulges, and a smattering of shemales whose own impressive fronts rivaled the trio’s. Penelope took the lead, strutting out in her powder-blue sweater and flippy skirt, her J-cups bouncing with every step, the Beige Bastion thrusting them forward like a battle standard. She paused mid-runway, bending to adjust a stocking, and—predictably—her skirt flipped up, revealing the smooth curve of her arse and the heavy, pendulous weight of her balls swinging beneath her satin panties. A pensioner in the front row dropped his pipe, his eyes bulging as he wheezed, “Cor, that’s worth a fiver!”

Clarissa followed, a vision in her crimson ensemble, her pencil skirt so tight it outlined every inch of her ten-inch cock and balls, her J-cups swaying hypnotically. She struck a pose, hands on hips, then leaned forward to wink at a blushing lad, her blouse gapping to offer a canyon of cleavage that could’ve swallowed his dreams whole. “These briefs’ll make your missus think you’re hung like a donkey,” she purred, holding up a padded pair, her own bulge a silent boast.

Victoria, to her credit, joined the fray, her tweed swapped for a borrowed satin negligee that barely contained her G-cups, the fabric clinging to her thick, eight-inch cock and tight balls beneath. She moved stiffly at first, but a cheer from the crowd loosened her up, and she even managed a twirl, her negligee riding up to flash her hefty package to a chorus of gasps and giggles. “Quality craftsmanship,” she stammered, holding up a bra, her cheeks pink but her chin high.

The show was a riot. Penelope’s skirt flipped again as she modeled a corset, her balls dangling free to a delighted “Blimey!” from a butcher in the back. Clarissa bent to pick up a dropped garter, her skirt splitting a seam to reveal her crimson knickers and the full, swaying weight of her sack, drawing wolf whistles. Victoria tripped over a scarf, landing with her negligee hiked up, her cock outlined starkly against the satin, prompting a vicar to clutch his collar and mutter about divine intervention.

Between struts, they worked the crowd, Clarissa measuring a shy lad—two inches soft, three hard, balls like marbles—right there on the runway, cooing, “We’ll fix you up, pet,” as he blushed crimson. Penelope caught Tom, the hung stud from yesterday, eyeing the padded briefs again. She sidled over, her J-cups brushing his arm. “Back for more, eh? Still reckon you need padding with that monster?”

Tom grinned, adjusting his trousers to show off his thick, ten-inch outline. “Just like the attention, love. You lot take your time measuring, and I’m not complaining.”

By closing, the till was stuffed with notes, the decent stock nearly gone, and the rubber-cock briefs discreetly binned out back. Victoria slumped against the counter, her negligee askew, her G-cups heaving. “That… wasn’t awful,” she admitted, a faint smile tugging at her lips.

Penelope clapped her shoulder, her skirt flipping to flash her balls one last time. “Not awful? Vicky, we’re bloody legends now. Reckon you’re one of us whether you like it or not.”

Clarissa winked, smoothing her skirt over her bulge. “Too right. Next time, we’ll get you a proper outfit—something to show off that whopper of yours proper.”

The shop hummed with triumph, the fashion show a chaotic, cleavage-heavy success. Victoria’s sabotage had backfired spectacularly, and the Knicker Nicker’s reign was stronger than ever—tits, tackle, and padded briefs included.




Chapter Six: Customer Service Special

The Knicker Nicker was basking in its post-fashion-show glow by midweek, the till still jingling from the weekend’s takings and the shop floor a chaotic testament to their newfound fame. Penelope was behind the counter, wrestling with a sewing machine that refused to cooperate, her J-cup treasures straining a tight, lemon-yellow sweater that clung like a second skin. The Beige Bastion beneath hoisted her colossal globes into a gravity-defying shelf, while her flippy black skirt fluttered with every frustrated tug at the thread, the satin panties underneath stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls. She muttered curses under her breath, her bulge twitching with irritation as the machine jammed again.

Clarissa lounged near the window, adjusting a display of padded briefs with a lazy grace, her crimson pencil skirt hugging her arse and the thick outline of her own prodigious package, her J-cups swaying in a matching blouse that threatened to pop its buttons. Her crimson lace knickers peeked above the waistband as she bent, the heavy weight of her balls shifting beneath the fabric. “Reckon we’ve earned a breather after that show,” she called, smirking. “Victoria’s probably still blushing herself to death over her negligee moment.”

The bell jangled, cutting off Penelope’s retort, and in shuffled a lad who looked like he’d rather be anywhere else. Barely twenty, all skinny limbs and nervous twitches, he had a mop of sandy hair and eyes that darted to the floor, his trousers hanging loose with no hint of a bulge worth mentioning. He clutched a crumpled flyer—one of their fashion-show handouts—and mumbled, “Erm… saw your ad… about the briefs?”

Penelope softened instantly, setting the sewing machine aside. “Come on in, love,” she cooed, her skirt swishing as she stepped around the counter, flashing a glimpse of her satin-clad balls. “No need to be shy—we’ll sort you right out. What’s your name?”

“Eddie,” he squeaked, his ears glowing red as Clarissa sauntered over, her J-cups bouncing with every step.

“Eddie, eh?” Clarissa purred, steering him towards the fitting room with a gentle hand on his shoulder. “Let’s get you measured proper—flaccid, hard, balls and all. Can’t tailor without the full picture.” She winked, pulling the curtain shut behind them, Penelope following with a tape measure and a grin.

Inside the cramped nook, Eddie stood frozen as Clarissa knelt before him, her skirt riding up to reveal her stockings and the straining crimson knickers. “Trousers off, pet,” she said, her tone soothing but firm. He fumbled with his belt, dropping his pants to reveal a pitiful sight—two inches soft, a skinny little prick dwarfed by a pair of balls no bigger than grapes. Penelope measured him gently, her fingers brushing his flesh as he flinched. “Two soft,” she noted, then gave him an encouraging smile. “Let’s see you hard, love—don’t be shy.”

Eddie’s blush deepened, but Clarissa took over, her hand wrapping around his tiny cock, stroking with expert care. It thickened to a meager three inches, trembling and red, and she measured again, cooing, “Three hard—sweet little thing, aren’t you?” She cupped his balls, rolling them gently. “And these… like marbles, but we’ll make ’em proud.”

Eddie stammered, “I—I ain’t much… girls laugh…” His voice cracked, and Penelope’s heart twisted. Poor lad looked ready to cry.

“Not here, they won’t,” she said, standing and ripping open her sweater, buttons pinging off the mirrors. The Beige Bastion hit the floor, and her J-cups spilled free—soft, heavy, and tipped with hard, dark nipples. She shoved her skirt up, yanking her satin panties down to unleash her ten-inch cock, already thickening, her balls swinging low and full. “We’ll show you what proper appreciation feels like.”

Clarissa followed suit, tearing off her blouse and bra, her J-cups bouncing out, her skirt and knickers pooling around her ankles. Her ten-inch cock sprang free, rigid and dripping, her balls a tight, heavy sack. Eddie’s eyes widened, his little prick twitching helplessly as they closed in, their massive breasts brushing his shoulders, their cocks looming like twin threats.

Penelope knelt behind him, her hands spreading his skinny arse cheeks, her breath hot against his skin. “Relax, love,” she murmured, spitting onto her fingers and slicking his tight hole. She pressed her thick, ten-inch cock against it, the head glistening, and pushed—slow at first, then harder, burying herself deep as Eddie gasped, his body trembling. Her balls slapped against his thighs with every thrust, a wet, rhythmic smack, her J-cups swaying wildly as she fucked him.

Clarissa took the front, gripping his jaw gently and guiding her own ten-inch cock to his lips. “Open up, pet,” she growled, and Eddie obeyed, his mouth stretching around the thick shaft as she slid in, filling his throat. Her balls swung against his chin, heavy and full, as she began to thrust, matching Penelope’s brutal pace. “That’s it—take it like a champ,” she grunted, her J-cups bouncing with every move, nipples dragging across his chest.

The fitting room turned into a furnace of sweat and flesh. Penelope pounded Eddie’s arse, her cock stretching him wide, the slick heat of his hole gripping her like a vice. Her balls smacked his skin, tightening with every thrust, her groans mingling with his muffled whimpers. Clarissa fucked his mouth, her shaft sliding deep, the head bulging his throat, her heavy sack slapping his face as she gripped his hair, her massive tits swaying hypnotically.

Eddie’s little cock bobbed untouched, leaking precum, his eyes watering but wide with a mix of shock and awe. Penelope angled her thrusts, hitting that sweet spot inside, and he moaned around Clarissa’s prick, his body shuddering. “Good lad,” she rasped, her hands gripping his hips, her cock pulsing as she neared the edge.

Clarissa’s breath hitched, her thrusts faltering. “Gonna cum, Eddie—swallow it all,” she snarled, then slammed in deep, her cock erupting, thick ropes of cum flooding his throat. He choked, swallowing desperately, some spilling down his chin as her balls clenched, emptying into him. The sight pushed Penelope over—she roared, burying herself to the hilt, her ten-inch cock spasming as she unloaded, hot cum blasting into Eddie’s arse, spilling out around her shaft to drip onto the floor.

Eddie came last, a pitiful spurt from his tiny prick, splattering the rug as he collapsed between them, panting, slick with sweat and their cum. Penelope slid free, her cock softening but still impressive, her J-cups heaving. Clarissa pulled out, wiping her slick shaft on his cheek with a grin.

“There,” Penelope said, smoothing her skirt down over her sticky thighs. “Feel better now, love?”

Eddie nodded weakly, dazed but smiling. “Y-yeah… ta…”

Clarissa chuckled, tossing him a pair of padded briefs. “Wear these, pet. You’re a king in our book.”

The fitting room reeked of sex and triumph, Eddie’s confidence bolstered in the most literal way. The Knicker Nicker’s special service had claimed another victory.




Chapter Seven: Victoria’s Victory Lap

The Knicker Nicker hummed with its usual midweek bustle, the air thick with the scent of silk and the faint echo of Eddie’s fitting-room triumph. Penelope stood near the counter, wrestling with a stack of padded briefs that refused to stay neatly folded, her J-cup treasures straining a tight, violet sweater that clung like a lover’s promise. The Beige Bastion beneath hoisted her colossal globes into a proud, jutting shelf, while her flippy black skirt swished with every irritated huff, flashing the satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls. She muttered under her breath about “bloody stitching” as a pair of briefs slipped free, the padding bulging comically like a misplaced sausage.

Clarissa was by the window, modeling a new sheer camisole for a gaggle of housewives, her crimson pencil skirt hugging her arse and the thick outline of her own prodigious package, her J-cups bouncing in a matching blouse that barely contained their wobbling splendor. The crimson lace knickers beneath peeked above the waistband as she twirled, the heavy weight of her balls shifting with every step. “See, ladies,” she cooed, “sheer enough to tease, sturdy enough to hold the girls in check—perfect for a night of mischief.” The housewives giggled, clutching their purses, clearly sold.

The bell jangled, and in strode Victoria, her tweed jacket swapped for a slightly less dour navy blazer that still strained over her G-cup glories, the white bra beneath doing its best to keep them contained. Her mid-calf skirt couldn’t hide the subtle bulge of her eight-inch cock, and her expression—while still pinched—was softer, a faint flush lingering from their stockroom romp. She carried a small parcel, not a clipboard, and set it on the counter with a tentative nod. “Morning,” she said, her voice less sharp than usual. “Brought you something—proper stock this time. No… rubber nonsense.”

Penelope’s skirt flipped up as she spun, flashing her satin-clad balls to Victoria’s quick, averted glance. “Blimey, Vicky, turning over a new leaf, are we? What’s in the box—sensible knickers for your granny?”

Victoria’s lips twitched, almost a smile. “Silk corsets. Good ones. Thought they’d suit your… clientele. After the fashion show, I reckoned we’re better off as mates than enemies.”

Clarissa sauntered over, her bulge twitching beneath her skirt. “Mates, eh? After you took our cocks like a champ, I’d say we’re past handshakes. Corsets sound smashing, though—let’s have a butcher’s.” She tore into the parcel, pulling out a shimmering black corset with satin laces, holding it up to her J-cups with a grin. “Oh, these’ll squeeze the girls proper—might even tame Penny’s whoppers.”

“Oi,” Penelope shot back, smoothing her skirt down, though it barely covered her hefty sack. “My whoppers need no taming, ta very much. But I’ll give ’em a go—might flog a few to the lads who fancy a bit of lift with their padding.”

The trio’s banter was cut short by a rumble outside—a delivery van screeched to a halt, and out stumbled a lad in a crumpled uniform, lugging a massive crate marked “Fragile: Knicker Nicker.” He was all elbows and apologies, his trousers hinting at a modest bulge that suggested he might’ve been a customer himself once. “Sorry, ladies,” he panted, dumping the crate inside. “Sheer knickers, padded briefs—big order. Bit of a rush job.”

Penelope eyed the crate, then the lad, her skirt fluttering as she bent to inspect it, flashing her balls to his wide-eyed stare. “Rush job, eh? Looks like it’s about to burst—bit like Clarissa’s bra on a good day.”

Clarissa smirked, leaning forward so her J-cups wobbled dangerously close to the lad’s face. “Too right. Let’s crack it open—hope it’s not more of Victoria’s sabotage specials.” She winked at Victoria, who flushed but didn’t protest, instead helping to pry the crate open.

The lid gave way with a groan, and out spilled a cascade of sheer knickers—gossamer-thin, in every color from blush pink to midnight black—followed by a pile of padded briefs, each one tailored with the precision of a surgeon. But the crate wasn’t done: a seam split, and the whole thing collapsed, burying the trio in a sea of lingerie. Penelope’s skirt flipped up as she flailed, her satin panties and hefty balls on full display to the delivery lad, who dropped his clipboard with a yelp. Clarissa’s blouse popped a button, her crimson bra straining as her J-cups jostled free, while Victoria’s blazer rode up, revealing the tight outline of her cock against her skirt.

“Bloody hell!” Penelope laughed, clawing her way out, her balls swinging as she stood, brushing silk off her sweater. “It’s like a knicker avalanche—reckon we’ve hit the jackpot!”

Victoria, tangled in a pair of sheer knickers that draped over her G-cups like a veil, managed a rare chuckle. “Not my doing, I swear. But… it’s a sight, I’ll give you that.” She smoothed her skirt, her bulge more pronounced now, and helped Clarissa up, their hands brushing briefly.

The delivery lad stammered, “I—I’ll just… sign here?” He thrust the clipboard at Clarissa, who took it with a grin, bending to scribble her name so her skirt split another seam, flashing her crimson knickers and the full, pendulous weight of her sack. The lad’s eyes bulged, and he bolted back to his van, leaving the door swinging.

“Poor sod,” Penelope said, smoothing her skirt with a smirk. “Reckon he’ll be back for a pair of briefs—looked like he could use the boost.”

Clarissa modeled a sheer black pair, holding them up to her bulge. “These’ll sell like hotcakes—see-through enough to tease, comfy enough for the lads’ little soldiers. Vicky, you’re a genius.”

Victoria flushed deeper, adjusting her blazer over her G-cups. “Just… trying to help. You two are mad, but… it works.”

The shop settled into a chaotic calm, the trio sorting the delivery—Penelope folding briefs with exaggerated care, her skirt flipping to flash her balls every few minutes; Clarissa draping knickers over the mannequins, her J-cups wobbling with every stretch; Victoria stacking corsets, her cock twitching beneath her skirt as she caught their rhythm. A nosy neighbor peeked through the window, her jaw dropping at the sight of Clarissa’s swinging sack and Victoria’s rare smile, then scurried off, likely to spread the gossip.

“Reckon we’re a proper team now,” Penelope said, tossing a corset at Victoria, who caught it with a startled laugh. “You, me, and Clarry—tits, tackle, and a bit of tweed.”

“Too right,” Clarissa agreed, smoothing her skirt over her bulge. “Next stop, world domination—one padded prick at a time.”

The Knicker Nicker’s reign rolled on, bolstered by silk, satin, and an unlikely alliance, the delivery mishap just another feather in their bawdy cap.




Chapter Eight: Thong Threesome

The Knicker Nicker was a hive of silk and satin by Friday evening, the delivery crate’s bounty now sorted into neat stacks of sheer knickers, padded briefs, and those slinky corsets Victoria had brought as a peace offering. Penelope locked the door after the last customer—a giggling housewife clutching a pair of briefs for her “underwhelming” husband—her J-cup treasures straining a tight, teal sweater that hugged every curve. The Beige Bastion beneath thrust her colossal globes forward, a marvel of engineering groaning faintly as she stretched, her flippy black skirt swishing to flash the satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls. She smirked, catching her reflection in the window—bloody hell, she looked like a walking wet dream.

Clarissa was sprawled across the counter, her crimson pencil skirt hiked up to her thighs, the thick outline of her own prodigious package bulging through her crimson lace knickers. Her J-cups wobbled in a matching blouse, unbuttoned just enough to tease the deep canyon of her cleavage, her balls shifting as she kicked off her heels with a sigh. “Reckon we’ve earned a bit of fun,” she said, holding up a pair of sheer black thongs from the new stock. “These little numbers look like they’d barely hold my girls—fancy a test run?”

Victoria, perched on a stool near the fitting room, looked up from a ledger she’d insisted on balancing—her navy blazer still clung to her G-cup glories, the white bra beneath fighting a losing battle, her mid-calf skirt hinting at the eight-inch cock tucked beneath. Her cheeks flushed at Clarissa’s suggestion, but the glint in her eye betrayed her. “A test run?” she said, voice wavering but curious. “You two are incorrigible.”

“Too right,” Penelope grinned, snatching a thong from Clarissa and striding over to Victoria. “Come on, Vicky—time to see if these can handle your whopper. Strip.” She yanked at Victoria’s blazer, buttons popping as she tore it open, revealing those G-cups spilling over the bra’s edge. Victoria yelped but didn’t resist as Clarissa joined in, unzipping her skirt to let it pool around her ankles, exposing plain cotton knickers stretched tight over her thick, eight-inch cock and tight balls.

“Bloody hell, still with the granny pants?” Clarissa laughed, ripping the knickers down to free Victoria’s prick, already twitching and thickening under their gaze. She tossed her own blouse aside, buttons scattering, and unhooked her crimson bra, letting her J-cups bounce free—soft, heavy, and tipped with dark, pebbled nipples. Her skirt and knickers followed, unleashing her ten-inch cock, rock-hard and dripping, her balls swinging low and full.

Penelope didn’t waste time. She tore off her sweater, the Beige Bastion hitting the floor as her J-cups spilled out, slamming against her chest with a soft thud. Her skirt flipped up, and she yanked her satin panties down, her own ten-inch cock springing free, veined and pulsing, her balls heavy and taut. She grabbed Victoria’s shoulders, shoving her back against the counter, the thong dangling from her fingers. “Let’s see if it fits,” she growled, but instead of dressing her, she spat into her hand, slicking her cock, and pressed the thick head against Victoria’s tight arsehole.

Victoria gasped, her G-cups jiggling as Penelope thrust forward, burying all ten inches in one brutal plunge. Her hole stretched wide, gripping Penelope’s shaft like a vice, and her balls smacked against Victoria’s arse with a wet, rhythmic slap. “Fuck—Penny!” she cried, her own cock bobbing untouched, thickening to its full eight inches, precum beading at the tip.

Clarissa stepped in, gripping Victoria’s prick with one hand and guiding her own ten-inch cock to her lips. “Open wide, love,” she rasped, and Victoria obeyed, her mouth stretching around the thick shaft as Clarissa slid in, filling her throat. Her balls swung against Victoria’s chin, heavy and full, as she began to thrust, her J-cups bouncing wildly, nipples dragging across Victoria’s flushed face.

The shop turned into a furnace of sweat and flesh. Penelope pounded Victoria’s arse, her cock pistoning in and out, slick with spit and precum, her heavy balls slapping Victoria’s skin with every thrust. Her J-cups swayed hypnotically, slamming against her chest, sweat glistening in the deep valley between them. Victoria moaned around Clarissa’s prick, her G-cups bouncing with every jolt, her nipples hard and dark against the pale expanse of her tits.

Clarissa fucked Victoria’s mouth, her shaft sliding deep, the head bulging her throat as she gripped her hair. “That’s it, Vicky—take it all,” she grunted, her balls smacking her chin, tightening with every thrust. Her massive tits jostled, brushing Victoria’s shoulders, the friction driving her wild. Victoria’s cock throbbed in Clarissa’s hand, leaking steadily, her balls tightening as the dual assault overwhelmed her.

Penelope shifted her angle, hitting that sweet spot inside, and Victoria’s muffled scream vibrated around Clarissa’s cock. “Gonna fill you up, you posh tart,” Penelope snarled, her thrusts faltering as her orgasm built. Clarissa’s breath hitched, her hand stroking Victoria’s prick faster. “Me too—swallow it, love,” she growled, slamming in deep.

Victoria came first, her eight-inch cock erupting in Clarissa’s grip, thick ropes of cum blasting across Penelope’s J-cups and stomach, splattering the counter. The hot, sticky flood triggered Clarissa—she roared, her ten-inch cock pulsing as she unloaded, pumping wave after wave of cum down Victoria’s throat. Victoria choked, swallowing desperately, some spilling down her chin to drip onto her G-cups as Clarissa’s balls clenched, emptying into her.

Penelope followed, burying herself to the hilt with a guttural cry, her cock spasming as she flooded Victoria’s arse with hot, thick cum, spilling out around her shaft to drip down her thighs and onto the floor. Her balls tightened, draining into Victoria, her J-cups heaving as she rode out the climax, sweat and cum mixing on her skin.

They collapsed against the counter, a sweaty, cum-soaked pile, panting in the dim light. Victoria’s thong lay forgotten beside her, her G-cups glistening with Clarissa’s spill, her arse leaking Penelope’s load. Clarissa wiped her slick cock on Victoria’s thigh, grinning. “Well, the thong’s a bust—couldn’t even get it on you.”

Penelope laughed, smoothing her skirt down over her sticky, softening cock. “Aye, but you took us like a champ, Vicky. Reckon you’re proper Knicker Nicker material now.”

Victoria, dazed and flushed, pulled her blazer over her ruined bra, her cock still twitching beneath her skirt. “I… suppose I am,” she murmured, a faint smile breaking through as she wiped cum from her chin.

The shop reeked of sex and silk, the new stock christened in the most literal way. The Knicker Nicker’s trio was tighter than ever—tits, tackle, and thongs included.




Chapter Nine: The Inspector’s Inspection

The Knicker Nicker was a riot of lace and laughter by Monday morning, the weekend’s thong-soaked threesome a delicious secret fueling Penelope and Clarissa’s smirks. The shop floor gleamed, every sheer knicker and padded brief displayed with pride, the corsets Victoria had brought dangling like trophies from a rack by the window. Penelope stood near the counter, fussing with a mannequin’s overstuffed brassiere, her J-cup treasures straining a tight, magenta sweater that clung like a second skin. The Beige Bastion beneath thrust her colossal globes forward, a marvel of satin and steel, while her flippy black skirt swished with every adjustment, flashing the satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls. She hummed a bawdy tune, her bulge twitching with every off-key note.

Clarissa was by the fitting room, sorting a stack of padded briefs with a lazy grin, her crimson pencil skirt hugging her arse and the thick outline of her own prodigious package, her J-cups wobbling in a matching blouse that threatened to burst its buttons. Her crimson lace knickers peeked above the waistband as she bent, the heavy weight of her balls shifting beneath the fabric. “Reckon Eddie’s strutting about like a peacock now,” she mused, holding up a pair of briefs. “Poor lad’s probably got more confidence than cock, thanks to us.”

The bell jangled, and in marched Victoria, her navy blazer buttoned tight over her G-cup glories, the white bra beneath fighting to contain their bounce. Her mid-calf skirt couldn’t hide the subtle bulge of her eight-inch cock, and her face was a mask of nerves, her usual primness replaced by a fidgety urgency. “He’s coming,” she blurted, clutching a letter instead of her clipboard. “Mr. Hargreaves—my boss. Got wind of the fashion show and the… complaints. Wants to inspect the shop himself. Today.”

Penelope’s skirt flipped up as she spun, flashing her satin-clad balls to Victoria’s quick, flustered glance. “Hargreaves? That old fossil? Thought he’d croaked years ago. What’s he after—shutting us down for good?”

Victoria shook her head, her G-cups jiggling with the motion. “Not sure. He’s a stickler—hates anything ‘unseemly.’ But after… well, everything, I convinced him to give you a chance. We’ve got to charm him, or he’ll have my head—and your shop.”

Clarissa smirked, smoothing her skirt over her bulge. “Charm, eh? Reckon we can manage that. Tits out, tackle proud—worked on you, didn’t it, Vicky?” She winked, and Victoria flushed, her cock twitching beneath her skirt as she muttered something about professionalism.

The plan was simple: dazzle Hargreaves with their wares, flaunt their assets, and play nice—or at least nice enough to keep the Knicker Nicker’s doors open. By noon, the shop was primped, the trio decked out in their finest: Penelope in her magenta sweater and flippy skirt, Clarissa in her crimson ensemble, and Victoria in a borrowed satin blouse that clung to her G-cups, paired with a slightly shorter skirt that hinted at her hefty package. They waited, a trio of nervous, voluptuous titans, until the bell jangled again.

Mr. Hargreaves was a relic—stooped, bespectacled, with a mustache that looked like it’d seen the Boer War. His suit was drab, his expression dour, but his eyes widened as he took in the shop: silk knickers dangling like flags, padded briefs stacked like a promise, and three sets of massive breasts thrust forward in welcome. “Good Lord,” he rasped, clutching a cane. “What is this… establishment?”

Penelope stepped forward, her skirt swishing, her J-cups bouncing with every step. “Morning, Mr. H! Welcome to the Knicker Nicker—finest lingerie and briefs in London. Care for a tour?” She bent to pick up a stray garter, her skirt flipping up to reveal her satin panties and the heavy, pendulous weight of her balls, swinging free for a heartbeat before she straightened. Hargreaves’ mustache twitched, his cane trembling.

Clarissa joined in, sauntering over with a pair of sheer knickers in hand, her bulge shifting beneath her skirt. “These beauties are for the ladies,” she purred, draping them over her J-cups, “and these”—she grabbed a padded brief—“are for the gents who need a leg-up, if you catch my drift.” She leaned forward, her blouse gapping to offer a canyon of cleavage, her balls outlined starkly as she shifted her stance. Hargreaves’ spectacles fogged slightly, his throat bobbing.

Victoria, stiff but determined, took the rear, holding up a corset with a shaky smile. “Quality craftsmanship, sir,” she said, her satin blouse clinging to her G-cups, nipples faintly visible through the fabric. “We cater to… discerning tastes. Keeps the high street lively.” She twirled, her skirt riding up to flash the tops of her stockings and the thick ridge of her cock, drawing a choked cough from Hargreaves.

The old man shuffled forward, peering at the stock, his cane tapping the floor. “Unseemly,” he muttered, but his eyes lingered on Penelope’s J-cups, then Clarissa’s bulge, then Victoria’s trembling G-cups. “Complaints about lewdness… displays…”

“Oh, that’s just our charm,” Penelope cut in, bending again to adjust a mannequin, her skirt flipping to flash her balls once more, this time to a full-on gasp from Hargreaves. “Keeps the punters happy—sells like hotcakes, too. Even the shy lads love our briefs—measure ’em up proper, we do.”

Clarissa nodded, stepping closer so her J-cups brushed his arm. “Aye, sir. Two inches soft, three hard—poor sods walk out grinning. We’re a bloody public service.” Her skirt split a seam as she posed, revealing her crimson knickers and the full, swaying weight of her sack, leaving Hargreaves red-faced and clutching his cane tighter.

Victoria, emboldened, added, “And it’s profitable, sir. Good for the trade board—keeps the street thriving.” She smoothed her skirt, her cock twitching visibly, and Hargreaves’ gaze darted to it, his mustache quivering.

For a moment, silence reigned, the trio’s combined assets a wall of flesh and fabric that seemed to overwhelm the old man’s senses. Then, with a grunt, he scribbled something on a notepad, muttering, “Well… no violations I can prove… carry on, I suppose.” He turned to leave, but not before Penelope gave him a cheeky wink, her skirt flipping one last time, her balls dangling free as he stumbled out, cane clacking.

The door shut, and the trio erupted in laughter. “Bloody hell,” Penelope wheezed, smoothing her skirt. “Reckon he’s off to have a lie-down—or a wank.”

“Too right,” Clarissa grinned, adjusting her blouse over her J-cups. “We’ve got him by the short and curlies now.”

Victoria, flushed but triumphant, smiled—a real one this time. “You two are mad… but it worked. Shop’s safe.”

The Knicker Nicker stood victorious, its reign cemented by tits, tackle, and a begrudging stamp of approval—padded briefs and all.




Chapter Ten: Closing Time Climax

The Knicker Nicker glowed with triumph by Friday night, Hargreaves’ begrudging approval a feather in their bawdy cap. The shop was a shrine to silk and satin, padded briefs stacked high beside sheer knickers and corsets, every inch a testament to their risqué reign. Penelope locked the door after the last customer—a shy lad clutching briefs tailored for his “two-inch wonder”—her J-cup treasures straining a tight, emerald sweater that clung like a second skin. The Beige Bastion beneath thrust her colossal globes forward, while her flippy black skirt swished, flashing the satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls. She grinned, flipping the sign to “Closed” with a flourish. “Time for a proper celebration, Clarry—Hargreaves can sod off with his mustache and his morals.”

Clarissa leaned against the counter, her crimson pencil skirt hiked up to her thighs, the thick outline of her own prodigious package bulging through her crimson lace knickers. Her J-cups wobbled in a matching blouse, unbuttoned to tease her deep cleavage, her balls shifting as she stretched with a yawn. “Too right,” she purred, grabbing a bottle of cheap fizz from under the counter. “Reckon Vicky’ll join us—she’s gone proper native now.”

The bell jangled one last time as Victoria slipped in, her navy blazer swapped for a satin blouse that hugged her G-cup glories, the white bra beneath fighting to contain their bounce. Her shorter skirt hinted at her eight-inch cock, and her cheeks were flushed, a bottle of gin dangling from her hand. “Thought I’d… contribute,” she said, a shy smile breaking through her prim facade. “You’ve corrupted me thoroughly—might as well enjoy it.”

Penelope laughed, snatching the gin and pouring generous slugs into chipped teacups. “To the Knicker Nicker—tits, tackle, and triumph!” They clinked, downed the lot, and the air turned electric, the shop’s cozy confines begging for chaos.

Clarissa moved first, tearing off her blouse, buttons pinging off the mirrors as her crimson bra hit the floor, unleashing her J-cups—soft, heavy, and tipped with dark, pebbled nipples. Her skirt and knickers followed, freeing her ten-inch cock, rock-hard and dripping, her balls swinging low and full. She climbed onto the counter, legs spread, and beckoned Penelope with a wicked grin. “Come on, love—let’s christen this proper.”

Penelope didn’t hesitate. She ripped open her sweater, the Beige Bastion tumbling free as her J-cups spilled out, slamming against her chest. Her skirt flipped up, and she yanked her satin panties down, her own ten-inch cock springing free, thick and pulsing, her balls heavy and taut. She climbed up, straddling Clarissa, and spat into her hand, slicking her shaft before pressing the thick head against Clarissa’s tight arsehole. “Hold tight,” she growled, then thrust forward, burying all ten inches in one brutal plunge, her balls smacking Clarissa’s arse with a wet slap.

Clarissa moaned, her J-cups bouncing wildly as Penelope’s cock stretched her open, her own prick bobbing between them, leaking precum across her stomach. “Fuck, Penny—harder!” she gasped, gripping the counter’s edge, her balls tightening with every thrust. Penelope obliged, pounding into her, each stroke a slick, slapping symphony, her massive tits swaying, slamming against Clarissa’s with every move.

Victoria watched, her satin blouse clinging to her G-cups, her cock twitching beneath her skirt. The gin loosened her last shred of restraint—she tore the blouse open, buttons scattering, and unhooked her bra, letting her G-cups bounce free. Her skirt hit the floor, followed by her knickers, unleashing her eight-inch cock, rigid and glistening, her balls tight and full. She stepped forward, gripping Clarissa’s throbbing shaft, and guided her own prick between Clarissa’s J-cups, the slick head sliding into that deep, sweaty valley.

“Bloody hell, Vicky,” Clarissa grunted, her voice hoarse as Victoria began to thrust, her cock fucking Clarissa’s tits, the friction hot and filthy. Penelope grinned, her thrusts syncing with Victoria’s, her balls smacking Clarissa’s arse in rhythm with Victoria’s heavy sack slapping her chest. The counter creaked under their weight, a chorus of grunts and moans filling the shop.

Penelope’s J-cups jostled, sweat gleaming between them, her cock pistoning in and out of Clarissa’s hole, slick with precum and spit. Clarissa’s ten-inch prick throbbed in Victoria’s hand, her balls tightening as the dual assault pushed her over. “Gonna—fuck—cum!” she roared, and her cock erupted, thick ropes of cum blasting up between her J-cups, splattering Victoria’s G-cups and face, some landing on Penelope’s heaving tits.

The hot, sticky flood triggered Victoria—she groaned, her eight-inch cock pulsing as she unloaded, pumping cum across Clarissa’s massive breasts, coating her nipples and dripping down her stomach. Her balls clenched, emptying into the mess, her thrusts faltering as she rode out the climax. Penelope came last, burying herself deep with a guttural cry, her ten-inch cock spasming as she flooded Clarissa’s arse with hot, thick cum, spilling out around her shaft to drip onto the counter, her balls draining with every pulse.

They collapsed in a sweaty, cum-soaked heap, panting atop the counter, their massive breasts heaving, cocks softening but still impressive. The shop reeked of sex and gin—musky, raw, and victorious. Penelope wiped cum from her chin, grinning. “Best lock-in yet, ladies.”

Clarissa chuckled, her J-cups glistening with Victoria’s load. “Aye. Reckon we’ve earned our stripes—and then some.”

Victoria, dazed but smiling, smoothed her sticky hair. “You’re mad… but I’m in. All the way.”

The Knicker Nicker stood triumphant, its reign sealed in silk, satin, and a sticky, glorious mess.






Epilogue

Six months later, the Knicker Nicker was the talk of London’s high streets, a bustling empire of lingerie and padded briefs that drew crowds from Peckham to Piccadilly. Penelope and Clarissa reigned supreme, their J-cup glories and ten-inch cocks a daily spectacle, their flippy skirts and tight sweaters a uniform of chaos and charm. Victoria, now a full partner, had traded tweed for satin, her G-cups and eight-inch whopper proudly displayed in custom corsets, her primness a distant memory. The trio’s antics—measuring shy lads, ogling hung studs, and staging risqué shows—kept the till ringing and the gossip flowing. Eddie strutted in weekly, his padded briefs a badge of newfound swagger, while Tom’s “extra oomph” became a running gag. Hargreaves retired, muttering about “modern depravity,” but the shop thrived, a bawdy beacon of tits, tackle, and triumph—proof that a bit of cheek and a lot of cock could conquer all.

The Milkman’s Misadventure




Chapter One: The Perils of Porridge and Prodigious Proportions

The alarm clock erupted into a cacophony of shrieks, a sound akin to a kettle climaxing on a stove, wrenching Shirley from a dream where she’d been polishing a banister with a rather obliging milkman, starkers save for a cheeky grin. She flailed an arm towards the bedside table, sending a teacup clattering to the floor before her fingers finally silenced the infernal contraption. Peace descended, marred only by a faint, insistent thudding from the next room. Mabel, her flatmate, was evidently awake and indulging in her usual morning ritual of enthusiastic self-admiration. Shirley sighed, the sound swallowed by the sheer, mountainous weight pinning her to the mattress.

Mornings were a trial, not merely for the usual dread of facing the day, but for the Herculean effort required to wrangle her stupendous bosom upright. These weren’t mere breasts; they were majestic orbs of splendour, J-cups that strained the seams of her flimsy nightdress, each breath a test of fabric integrity. With a groan, she rolled sideways, letting her velvet-clad juggernauts pendulum forward, then braced a hand on the bed and another beneath her left globe for leverage. Up she went, panting slightly, her prize-winning pair quivering like blancmanges on a rickety shelf.

The door swung open, and Mabel sauntered in, a vision of preposterous pulchritude. Her own titanic treasures, matching Shirley’s in scale and grandeur, were already corralled into a formidable brassiere, a marvel of satin and steel with straps that dug into her shoulders like a determined farmer’s plow. Below, she wore only a pair of sheer pink knickers, stretched to their limit over the prodigious bulge between her thighs. Her ten-inch cock and hefty balls formed an eye-watering silhouette, the delicate fabric clinging like a second skin.

“Morning, you lazy tart,” Mabel chirped, striking a pose with one hand on her hip, the other fluffing her auburn curls. “Ready to tame those glorious globes?”

Shirley groaned again, louder this time. “Must you be so bloody chipper? And must you parade that… enormity… before I’ve even had a cuppa?” She waved a hand towards Mabel’s crotch, where the outline of her massive manhood shifted with every breath.

Mabel winked, sashaying closer. “Just a little wake-up call, darling. These new knickers are smashing, though—bit of a wrestle to tuck the old boy in, but worth it.” She gave a playful shimmy, the silk whispering against her skin, her colossal cock and weighty balls swaying hypnotically. Shirley stared, transfixed. Even flaccid, it was a sight to behold, a thick mound that promised untold delights.

“They’re rather fetching,” Shirley conceded, hauling herself out of bed. Her nightdress rode up, revealing creamy thighs and the equally impressive bulge beneath her own cotton panties. Her ten-inch prick lay dormant but substantial, her heavy balls resting snugly against her legs. “Right, let’s get on with it.” She shuffled to the wardrobe, floorboards creaking under the burden of her awe-inspiring assets.

Choosing the day’s undergarments was a tactical affair. Today demanded the heavy artillery. Shirley extracted a monstrous brassiere, a fortress of reinforced lace and elastic, its cups deep enough to cradle her gargantuan globes. “The Lace Leviathan it is,” she muttered, laying it on the bed with reverence. Step one: lean forward, letting her splendid spheres cascade into the cups. Step two: hoist and secure, wrestling the dozen hooks up her back. It was a two-woman job, really, but pride kept her struggling solo until Mabel intervened.

“Need a hand, love?” Mabel offered, already wriggling into a tight red skirt that hugged her curves like a jealous lover. The fabric strained over her arse and the undeniable heft of her cock and balls, a prominent ridge that trousers could never hope to conceal. Skirts were their only practical option—unless, of course, they fancied flaunting their endowments in skin-tight slacks, which they did on occasion, just to watch the milkman blush.

“Just the top ones,” Shirley grunted, arching as Mabel’s nimble fingers secured the final fastenings. The brassiere lifted her prodigious pair into a proud, shelf-like display, a veritable balcony of flesh. She turned to the mirror. Good lord, they looked like prize marrows on parade. A tray of scones could perch there comfortably.

Next came the outer layers. Shirley chose a tight lilac blouse, buttons straining over her voluminous bosom, and a short, flippy green skirt that barely skimmed her thighs. The skirt was a gamble—adorable, but a gust of wind or a careless bend would send it soaring, exposing the satin panties stretched taut over her colossal cock and hefty balls. She tugged it on, adjusting the waistband, then bent to retrieve a dropped hairpin. Predictably, the skirt flipped up, revealing her arse cheeks in their satin embrace and the pendulous weight of her balls dangling beneath, swinging like ripe fruit. Mabel let out a low whistle.

“Bit saucy, eh?” Mabel grinned, buttoning her own blouse, a scarlet number that looked ready to surrender under the pressure of her stupendous assets. “Mr. Jenkins at the butcher’s will pop his cork if you lean over for sausages like that.”

Shirley straightened, smoothing the skirt down, cheeks pinkening. “Oh, sod off. It’s comfy. Besides,” she added, primping her lipstick in the mirror, offering Mabel a canyon-deep view of her cleavage, “a girl needs some air down there with all this… baggage.” She patted the front of her skirt, where her ten-inch prick and hefty balls formed a thick, unmistakable bulge beneath the satin.

Mabel laughed, a rich, throaty sound. “Fair point. Mine feel like they weigh more than my left tit some days. Speaking of which…” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “Did you see Doris from the bakery yesterday? That tight apron dress? When she bent over for the bloomers, I swear her boyfriend’s little tadger must’ve shriveled up in shame seeing those balls of hers swinging free.”

Shirley smirked, picturing Doris, another shemale with a bosom like twin barrage balloons and a bulge to match. “Poor bloke. Some chaps just can’t keep up, can they? Tragic, really.” She adjusted her skirt again, feeling the familiar heft of her own equipment. A burden at times, but often a bloody brilliant advantage.

“Breakfast?” Mabel asked, heading for the kitchen. “I’m knackered after wrangling these udders into their harness. And frankly, staring at your massive prick-bulge is giving me all sorts of naughty notions.”

“Same here, darling,” Shirley replied, grabbing her purse. She gave her reflection a final once-over. The blouse clung, the skirt flared, the Lace Leviathan thrust her spectacular bosom skyward like a lewd offering. Beneath the hem, sheer stockings hugged her thighs, her garter belt hidden under satin panties valiantly containing her thick, flaccid cock and pendulous balls. Ready for the day—or at least for porridge and a potential flash at Mr. Jenkins. She followed Mabel out, her majestic melons swaying ahead like heralds, the delicious weight between her legs a constant, thrilling counterpoint. The morning promised chaos, wardrobe mishaps, and plenty of admiring pats on the bum—and it was only just beginning.




Chapter Two: Milkman’s Mirth

The morning air nipped at Shirley’s stockinged thighs as she and Mabel minced down the street, their flippy skirts swishing like curtains in a gale. Shirley’s lilac blouse hugged her stupendous J-cups, the Lace Leviathan beneath thrusting them forward like a pair of overripe melons begging to be plucked. Mabel’s scarlet top was no less strained, her own majestic globes bouncing with every step, barely contained by a crimson brassiere that looked ready to wave the white flag. Below, their short skirts did little to hide the prodigious bulges beneath—Shirley’s satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, Mabel’s pink knickers clinging to her equally impressive manhood. Trousers? Out of the question, unless they fancied parading their endowments like prize marrows at a village fete.

“Right, milk first,” Mabel declared, veering towards the doorstep where Alf, the milkman, usually left their bottles. “I’m parched after all that faffing with the Lace Leviathan.”

Shirley nodded, adjusting her skirt as a breeze threatened to send it skyward. “Hope he’s not late again. Last week I nearly had to brew tea with spit.” She bent over to check the step, rummaging for the bottles, her skirt flipping up with gleeful abandon. The green fabric soared, baring her arse cheeks in their satin embrace and, more dramatically, the pendulous weight of her balls swinging free beneath. They dangled like ripe plums, heavy and full, a stark masculine marvel framed by her sheer stockings and garter belt.

A sharp whistle pierced the air. Shirley straightened, cheeks flaming, to find Alf gawping from his milk float, a pint bottle dangling forgotten in his hand. He was a wiry chap, all elbows and knees, with a cap perched jauntily atop a mop of ginger hair. His eyes, however, were saucer-wide, fixed squarely on the spectacle of Shirley’s hefty testicles swaying in the morning light.

“Blimey, Shirley!” Alf squeaked, nearly dropping the bottle. “That’s a sight to wake a man up better’n a double espresso! Them… whoppers… they’re summat else!”

Mabel snorted, leaning against the wall with a grin. “Told you that skirt’s a menace, Shirl. Poor Alf’s about to have a coronary.”

“Oh, sod off,” Shirley muttered, smoothing her skirt down, though a thrill danced up her spine. She met Alf’s goggle-eyed stare with a coy tilt of her head. “Just fetching the milk, Alf. No need to make a song and dance.”

Alf scrambled off his float, clutching the bottle like a lifeline. “No, no, it’s… it’s grand! Grandest thing I’ve seen all week! Er… fancy a closer look? In the float, maybe? Got a spare minute afore me next stop.” His voice cracked, eyes darting from Shirley’s bosom to her hemline, where the thick outline of her cock pressed against the satin beneath.

Shirley hesitated, glancing at Mabel, who raised a brow and smirked. “Go on, then,” Mabel said. “Give the lad a treat. I’ll keep watch for nosy Mrs. Pritchard.”

Before she could overthink it, Shirley followed Alf to the milk float, her skirt swishing treacherously. The cramped cab smelled of cream and metal, bottles clinking as Alf shut the door. He turned, face flushed, hands twitching. “Honest, Shirl, them balls o’ yours… and that chest! You’re a bloody marvel. Could I… could I see proper?”

She smirked, a wicked spark igniting. “Only fair, I suppose.” With a flick of her wrist, she yanked her skirt up, revealing the satin panties stretched tight over her colossal male appendage. Her ten-inch cock lay semi-erect, thickening under Alf’s stare, her heavy balls bulging beneath like a pair of prize-winning conkers. Alf’s jaw dropped, a strangled whimper escaping him.

“Christ on a bike,” he breathed, reaching out tentatively. “Can I… touch?”

“Go on, then,” Shirley purred, stepping closer. Alf’s trembling fingers brushed her balls, cupping their weight, then slid up to stroke her shaft through the satin. It twitched, hardening fully under his touch, stretching the fabric to breaking point. Shirley groaned, heat pooling low in her belly. “You’re a bold one, Alf.”

Emboldened, Alf tugged her panties down, gasping as her cock sprang free—ten thick, veiny inches glistening with precum, balls dangling heavy beneath. “Bloody hell,” he muttered, dropping to his knees on the cab floor. Before Shirley could quip, he took her in his mouth, lips stretching wide around the slick head. She gasped, hands flying to his cap as he sucked eagerly, tongue swirling over the ridge, then dipping to lap at her weighty balls, tasting the faint salt of her skin.

“Fuck, Alf,” Shirley moaned, hips bucking slightly. The cab rocked as he worked, slurping noisily, one hand fumbling with his trousers to free his own modest prick—barely five inches, a sad little thing next to her magnificence. He jerked himself frantically, eyes locked on her bouncing bosom as the lilac blouse strained with every thrust.

She grabbed the back of his head, guiding him deeper, her cock filling his throat. “That’s it, love… take it all.” Her balls slapped against his chin, heavy and hot, the sensation pushing her closer to the edge. Alf gagged, tears pricking his eyes, but kept going, a man possessed. Outside, Mabel’s muffled giggle drifted through the window—clearly, she’d peeked.

The pressure built, a tight coil in Shirley’s core. “Gonna… gonna cum,” she warned, voice ragged. Alf pulled back just enough, stroking her slick shaft with both hands as she erupted, thick ropes of hot cum splattering his face and chest, dripping onto the cab floor. He groaned, his own pitiful release dribbling onto his boots, a stark contrast to her torrent.

Panting, Shirley leaned against the cab wall, her massive bosom heaving, cock softening but still impressive as it hung between her thighs. Alf wiped his face with a sleeve, grinning dopily. “Best delivery I ever made,” he wheezed, tucking himself away. “You’re a bloody goddess, Shirl.”

She smirked, yanking her panties back up, the satin now damp and clinging to her spent prick and balls. “Ta, Alf. Mind you don’t crash that float dreaming about it.” She adjusted her skirt, smoothing it down—though it barely covered her assets—and hopped out, leaving him dazed amidst the clinking bottles.

Mabel greeted her with a cackle, milk bottles in hand. “Looked like a right knees-up in there! Poor Alf won’t deliver straight for a week.”

Shirley grinned, brushing a sweaty curl from her forehead. “He’ll manage. Just needed a proper eyeful of what he’s missing at home.” She patted her skirt, feeling the familiar weight of her cock and balls shift beneath. “Come on, let’s get that tea on. Day’s barely started, and I’m already knackered.”

They sauntered back inside, skirts swishing, bosoms swaying, leaving a trail of turned heads and one very satisfied milkman in their wake. The morning promised more mischief—and more milk—yet to come.




Chapter Three: The Dairy Dilemma

The kettle whistled merrily as Shirley plonked two steaming mugs of tea on the kitchen table, her lilac blouse still clinging to her stupendous J-cups like a second skin. The Lace Leviathan beneath hoisted her majestic melons skyward, a feat of engineering that defied gravity and good sense. Mabel, sprawled in a chair with her scarlet top unbuttoned one notch too far, slurped her tea noisily, her own colossal bosom jiggling with every gulp. Below, their flippy skirts fluttered precariously—Shirley’s green number barely concealing the thick bulge of her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, Mabel’s red skirt stretched tight over her equally impressive manhood. The morning’s romp with Alf had left Shirley’s satin panties damp and slightly askew, a constant reminder of his eager, if slightly sloppy, attentions.

“Reckon Alf’ll be alright out there?” Mabel mused, setting her mug down with a clink. “Looked like he’d seen the Holy Grail when you hopped out of that float. Face all sticky and grinning like a loon.”

Shirley smirked, adjusting her skirt as it threatened to ride up again. “He’ll manage. Probably dreaming of my balls instead of watching the road. Poor sod’s got a week’s worth of deliveries to botch now.” She patted the front of her skirt, feeling the weighty shift of her prick and testicles beneath. “Not my fault he’s got a wife with a chest like a pair of barrage balloons and a prick to match.”

Mabel chuckled, a throaty sound that set her own gargantuan globes quivering. “Aye, Marge is a right handful—literally. Makes you wonder how Alf copes with that at home and still fancies a gander at us.”

Before Shirley could reply, a sharp rap at the door jolted them upright. Mabel hopped up, her skirt flipping briefly to flash her pink knickers and the hefty outline of her cock and balls. She yanked it down with a muttered “bloody hell” and opened the door to reveal Mrs. Pritchard, their nosy neighbor, clutching an empty milk bottle like it was evidence in a murder trial. Her own bosom, a pair of splendid spheres easily G-cups, strained a floral housecoat, and beneath her knee-length skirt, a subtle but unmistakable ridge hinted at her own generous endowment.

“Morning, girls,” Mrs. Pritchard sniffed, peering past Mabel with beady eyes. “No milk again today. Third time this week! That Alf’s gone off the rails, mark my words. Saw him staggering off his float earlier, all flushed and fussed. What’s he playing at?”

Shirley exchanged a glance with Mabel, stifling a grin. “Dunno, Mrs. P,” she said, sauntering over, her skirt swishing treacherously. “Maybe he’s just… distracted. We got ours fine.” She bent to retrieve the milk bottles from the counter, her skirt soaring up with predictable gusto. The satin panties stretched tight over her arse, and her heavy balls swung free beneath the hem, dangling like a pair of prize conkers ripe for inspection. Mrs. Pritchard gasped, a hand flying to her mouth, though her eyes lingered a beat too long.

“Lord above, Shirley!” she squeaked, fanning herself with the bottle. “That skirt’s a public nuisance! No wonder Alf’s deliveries are a shambles if you’re flashing… that… at him!”

Mabel cackled, leaning against the doorframe. “Oh, come off it, Mrs. P. You’ve got your own whoppers down there—don’t pretend you don’t bend over the washing line for a bit of attention from Mr. Pritchard.” She gave her own skirt a playful tug, hinting at the thick bulge beneath her knickers.

Mrs. Pritchard flushed beetroot red but didn’t deny it. “Well, I never! It’s not my fault Alf’s gone daft. You two ought to check on him—make sure he’s not leaving the whole street high and dry.” She thrust the empty bottle at Shirley and flounced off, her housecoat swishing over her own substantial assets.

Shirley sighed, setting the bottle down. “She’s got a point. If Alf’s too busy mooning over my tackle to do his rounds, we’ll have the whole bloody neighborhood banging on our door.”

Mabel grinned, grabbing her purse. “Let’s pop round the dairy, then. Give him a nudge—and maybe a pat on the bum to keep him moving.” She adjusted her blouse, the scarlet fabric straining over her prodigious pair, and led the way out.

The dairy was a short mince down the road, a squat building humming with the clink of bottles and the whirr of machinery. Shirley and Mabel sashayed in, their skirts fluttering like flags of chaos, drawing stares from the lads in aprons. Alf was nowhere in sight, but a burly foreman, Ted, lumbered over, his eyes darting from Shirley’s balcony-like bosom to Mabel’s equally awe-inspiring orbs.

“Morning, ladies,” Ted rumbled, wiping his hands on a rag. “Looking for Alf, are ya? He’s been a right state since his first run—dropped half a crate and keeps muttering about ‘marvels’ and ‘whoppers.’ What’ve you done to the poor sod?”

Shirley smirked, leaning forward to inspect a stack of crates, her blouse buttons groaning under the pressure. “Just gave him a bit of morning cheer, Ted. Seems he’s taken it to heart.” She bent lower, her skirt flipping up again, baring her satin-clad arse and the pendulous heft of her balls. Ted’s jaw dropped, and a nearby lad fumbled a bottle, sending it crashing to the floor.

Mabel giggled, sidling up beside her. “He’s not wrong about marvels, though.” She bent to retrieve a stray bottle cap, her red skirt soaring to reveal her pink knickers stretched over her own colossal cock and weighty balls. The dairy lads froze, a collective intake of breath echoing through the room. Ted’s rag slipped from his grip, landing in a puddle of spilled milk.

“Bloody hell, you two!” Ted spluttered, adjusting his apron over a bulge that didn’t quite measure up. “No wonder Alf’s a wreck! You’re a walking hazard in them skirts!”

Shirley straightened, smoothing her skirt down with feigned innocence. “Can’t help it, Ted. Trousers don’t fit proper with… all this.” She patted her crotch, where her ten-inch prick and hefty balls formed a thick mound beneath the satin. “Just here to make sure Alf’s not slacking.”

Ted shook his head, muttering about “distractions” as he led them to the back, where Alf sat on a crate, staring dreamily into space, a bottle of milk clutched in his lap. His cap was askew, his apron smeared with what Shirley strongly suspected wasn’t cream from the dairy.

“Alf, mate,” Ted barked, clapping him on the shoulder. “Pull yourself together! These… ladies… are here to sort you out.”

Alf blinked up at Shirley, eyes glazing over as they fixed on her bosom, then dropped to her hemline. “Shirl… them balls… I can’t stop thinking…” he mumbled, voice thick with awe.

Mabel snorted, bending to pat his cheek, her skirt flipping up yet again to flash her own pendulous treasures. “Come on, Alfie. Snap out of it, or Marge’ll have your guts for garters—and hers are bigger than yours, I reckon.”

Shirley grinned, giving his bum a playful swat as she hauled him upright. “Up you get, love. Milk’s not gonna deliver itself. We’ll check in later—make sure you’re not dreaming of my whoppers all day.”

Alf stumbled to his feet, still dazed, as Ted shooed them out with a mix of exasperation and reluctant admiration. Shirley and Mabel minced back into the sunshine, skirts swishing, bosoms swaying, leaving a trail of spilled milk and stunned dairy lads behind. The day was young, and the dairy dilemma was far from solved—but at least they’d given Alf a nudge, and the neighborhood a proper eyeful.




Chapter Four: Dairy Delivery

The afternoon sun cast long shadows as Shirley and Mabel minced back towards Alf’s dairy route, their skirts fluttering like flags of impending chaos. Shirley’s lilac blouse clung to her stupendous J-cups, the Lace Leviathan beneath thrusting her majestic melons into a proud, shelf-like display that drew stares from every passing lad. Mabel’s scarlet top was equally strained, her own colossal bosom bouncing with each step, barely corralled by her crimson brassiere. Below, their flippy skirts—Shirley’s green, Mabel’s red—did a piss-poor job of hiding the thick bulges beneath. Shirley’s satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, while Mabel’s pink knickers clung to her equally prodigious manhood. After the dairy debacle, they’d agreed Alf needed a proper talking-to—preferably at his own doorstep.

“Reckon he’s still mooning over your tackle?” Mabel asked, adjusting her skirt as a gust of wind threatened to send it soaring. “Poor sod looked like he’d been hit by a lorry full o’ cream.”

Shirley smirked, patting the front of her skirt where her prick and balls formed a weighty mound. “Can’t help it if I’m a sight to behold. Let’s just make sure he’s not left Marge high and dry—she’ll have his bollocks for breakfast if he’s slacking.”

They reached Alf’s modest terrace house, a squat brick affair with a milk float parked crookedly out front. The door swung open before they could knock, revealing Marge, Alf’s wife, in all her furious glory. She was a vision of righteous indignation—five foot eight, with a bosom like twin barrage balloons, easily H-cups, straining a tight yellow housecoat. Her skirt, a sensible navy number, couldn’t hide the formidable ridge between her thighs, where her own massive cock and heavy balls pressed against the fabric like a coiled beast.

“About bloody time someone showed up!” Marge barked, hands on hips, her splendid spheres wobbling with every word. “Alf’s been a gibbering wreck since this morning—keeps muttering about ‘whoppers’ and ‘marvels.’ What’ve you two trollops done to him?”

Shirley raised a brow, unfazed. “Just gave him a bit of morning cheer, Marge. Seems he’s taken a shine to my… assets.” She bent slightly to adjust her stocking, her skirt flipping up to flash her satin-clad arse and the pendulous weight of her balls dangling beneath. Marge’s eyes widened, a flush creeping up her neck.

Mabel grinned, leaning against the doorframe. “Aye, he got an eyeful of Shirl’s conkers. Can’t blame him for losing the plot—your Alf’s got a limp noodle compared to what we’re packing.” She tugged her own skirt up a fraction, revealing the pink knickers stretched taut over her thick, ten-inch cock and hefty balls.

Marge’s jaw tightened, but her gaze lingered, darting between Shirley’s swaying treasures and Mabel’s brazen bulge. “That so?” she growled, stepping aside. “Get in here, then. If you’ve bollocksed up my husband, you can bloody well fix it.”

Inside, Alf sat slumped at the kitchen table, a half-empty bottle of milk in hand, staring into space with a dopey grin. “Shirl… them balls…” he mumbled, barely registering their arrival. Marge rolled her eyes, slamming the door shut.

“Right,” she snapped, turning to Shirley and Mabel. “He’s useless ‘cause of you lot. But I’ll be damned if I let him pine over your pricks when I’ve got summat better right here.” With a flourish, she yanked her skirt up, revealing sheer white panties stretched to breaking point over a colossal cock—eleven inches, thick as a rolling pin, with balls like ripe oranges hanging beneath. It dwarfed Alf’s sad little offering, and she knew it.

Shirley whistled low. “Blimey, Marge, that’s a bloody cannon! No wonder Alf’s in a state—he can’t compete with that.”

Mabel nodded, eyes gleaming. “Aye, makes his limp noodle look like a cocktail sausage. Fancy a proper comparison, then?” She tugged her skirt higher, peeling her pink knickers down to let her ten-inch cock spring free, hard and slick with precum, her heavy balls swinging below.

Marge’s anger faltered, replaced by a hungry glint. “Oh, sod it,” she muttered, shucking her housecoat to reveal a massive brassiere struggling to contain her H-cup wonders. “If Alf’s too daft to deliver, I’ll take what’s on offer.” She unhooked the bra, letting her splendid globes tumble out, nipples hard as pebbles, then kicked off her panties, her eleven-inch prick jutting proudly.

Shirley grinned, shedding her own blouse and skirt in a flash. The Lace Leviathan came undone with a groan of relief, her J-cups spilling free, heavy and magnificent. She yanked her satin panties down, her ten-inch cock springing up, balls dangling like a pair of prize conkers. “Let’s give Alf a show he won’t forget,” she purred, stepping closer.

Marge grabbed Shirley by the hips, pulling her into a bruising kiss, their colossal bosoms smashing together in a glorious collision of flesh. Mabel joined in, pressing herself against Marge’s back, her cock sliding between Marge’s arse cheeks as she reached around to knead her stupendous spheres. Alf gawped, milk bottle slipping from his grasp to shatter on the floor.

“Fuck me, Marge,” Shirley gasped, breaking the kiss. “Show me what that cannon can do.”

Marge didn’t hesitate. She spun Shirley around, bending her over the kitchen table, her massive melons flattening against the wood. With a grunt, Marge slicked her eleven-inch cock with a dollop of butter from the counter—desperate times, desperate measures—and pressed the thick head against Shirley’s arsehole. Shirley moaned, bracing herself as Marge thrust in, stretching her tight channel with relentless force. The table rocked, Shirley’s balls slapping against her thighs with every deep, pounding stroke.

Mabel, not one to be left out, climbed onto the table, straddling Shirley’s head. “Open wide, love,” she growled, shoving her ten-inch cock into Shirley’s mouth. Shirley gagged, then sucked eagerly, tongue swirling over the slick shaft as Mabel’s heavy balls bounced against her chin. Marge’s thrusts drove Shirley forward, forcing Mabel’s prick deeper, a wet, sloppy rhythm filling the kitchen.

“Oh, Christ… Marge… you’re fucking huge,” Shirley mumbled around Mabel’s cock, drool and precum dripping onto the table. Her own prick throbbed painfully, leaking onto the floor, her balls tight with need.

Marge groaned, gripping Shirley’s hips harder, her own massive bosom swaying wildly. “Better’n Alf’s pathetic twig, eh? Take it, you tart!” She slammed in deeper, her balls smacking Shirley’s arse with a wet slap.

Mabel’s hands tangled in Shirley’s hair, hips bucking. “Fuck, Shirl… suck it… gonna cum…” Her voice broke as Shirley’s throat tightened around her, and with a guttural cry, she erupted, flooding Shirley’s mouth with thick, hot cum. Shirley swallowed what she could, the rest spilling down her chin to splatter her bouncing J-cups.

The sight pushed Marge over the edge. With a roar, she thrust one last time, her eleven-inch cock pulsing as she unloaded deep inside Shirley’s arse, a torrent of sticky seed that leaked out around her shaft, dripping onto the floor. Shirley’s own orgasm hit, untouched, her ten-inch prick spurting ropes of cum across the table, her balls pulsing with each wave.

They collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap—Marge slumped over Shirley’s back, Mabel sprawled atop the table, Shirley’s face smeared with cum and butter. Alf whimpered from his chair, trousers tented feebly, a puddle of milk at his feet.

Marge straightened, wiping sweat from her brow, her cock softening but still formidable. “Bloody hell,” she panted, eyeing Shirley and Mabel’s glistening bodies. “You two are a menace. But… better’n Alf’s limp noodle any day.”

Shirley grinned, wiping her chin. “Ta, Marge. Reckon we’ve sorted your delivery woes?”

Mabel chuckled, hopping down, her bosom jiggling. “Aye, and given Alf summat to dream about. Let’s clean up—tea’s getting cold.”

They dressed, skirts and blouses askew, leaving Marge to rouse a dazed Alf. The dairy dilemma wasn’t solved, but they’d damn well delivered something unforgettable.




Chapter Five: The Milk Queue

The late afternoon sun dipped low as Shirley and Mabel trudged back from Alf’s, their skirts swishing with every step like flags of impending mischief. Shirley’s lilac blouse clung damply to her stupendous J-cups, the Lace Leviathan beneath still hoisting her majestic melons aloft, though the morning’s exertions had left a faint sheen of sweat on her cleavage. Mabel’s scarlet top was similarly battle-worn, one button popped loose, her own colossal bosom jiggling precariously within its crimson brassiere. Below, their flippy skirts—Shirley’s green, Mabel’s red—barely concealed the thick bulges beneath. Shirley’s satin panties, now sticky from Marge’s enthusiastic delivery, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, while Mabel’s pink knickers clung to her equally prodigious manhood, slightly askew from their kitchen escapade.

“Blimey, that was a workout,” Shirley muttered, adjusting her skirt as it threatened to flip up again. “Marge’s cannon near split me in two. Reckon Alf’ll ever recover?”

Mabel snorted, smoothing her blouse over her bouncing barrage balloons. “Doubt it. He’s probably still sat there, trousers damp, dreaming of your whoppers swinging free. Poor sod’s got no chance with Marge packing that monster.” She patted her own crotch, where her cock and balls formed a weighty mound beneath the red fabric. “Mind you, we didn’t do half bad ourselves.”

They rounded the corner to their street, only to freeze at the sight before them. A queue snaked from their doorstep halfway down the block—housewives and shemales alike, clutching empty milk bottles and muttering crossly. Mrs. Pritchard stood at the front, her floral housecoat straining over her G-cup wonders, tapping her foot impatiently. Behind her, a gaggle of neighbors shifted restlessly, their own splendid spheres and subtle bulges evident beneath tight skirts and blouses. Alf’s milk float sat abandoned nearby, a puddle of spilled cream pooling under its wheels.

“What the bloody hell’s this?” Shirley exclaimed, hands on hips, her bosom thrusting forward like a ship’s figurehead.

Mrs. Pritchard spun round, eyes narrowing. “Where’ve you two been? Alf’s not delivered a drop since morning! We’re all parched, and he’s nowhere to be seen. Reckon it’s your fault—parading about in them skirts, distracting him with your… your bits!” She waved a bottle at Shirley’s hemline, where the faint outline of her prick and balls pressed against the satin beneath.

Mabel smirked, sidling up beside Shirley. “Oh, come off it, Mrs. P. We just popped round to sort him out. Seems he’s a bit… overwhelmed.” She bent to adjust her stocking, her red skirt soaring up to flash her pink knickers and the pendulous weight of her balls dangling beneath. A collective gasp rippled through the queue, followed by a few appreciative whistles and a cheeky “Cor, blimey!” from a lad at the back.

Shirley sighed, stepping forward. “Alright, alright, keep your knickers on—well, most of you.” She bent to retrieve a stray bottle rolling down the pavement, her green skirt flipping up with gleeful abandon. The satin panties stretched tight over her arse, and her hefty balls swung free below the hem, swaying like a pair of ripe conkers ripe for plucking. Mrs. Pritchard squawked, clutching her housecoat, while a shemale in a tight blue sweater—H-cups wobbling—let out a low “Well, I never!” and gave Shirley’s bum a playful pat.

“Oi, hands off!” Shirley straightened, smoothing her skirt down, though a grin tugged at her lips. “We’ll fetch your bloody milk. Just give us a mo’ to sort this mess.”

Mabel nodded, grabbing Shirley’s arm. “Come on, Shirl. Let’s raid Alf’s float before this lot starts a riot.” They minced towards the abandoned vehicle, skirts swishing, bosoms bouncing, drawing stares and more than a few wandering hands from the queue. A housewife in a pink apron copped a feel of Mabel’s arse as she passed, muttering, “Blimey, what a pair,” while a shemale with a bosom like twin zeppelins patted Shirley’s hip with a wink.

The float was a shambles—crates tipped over, bottles rolling free, and a note pinned to the dashboard in Alf’s shaky scrawl: “Gone home. Too much to handle. Sorry.” Shirley snorted, snatching up a crate. “Too much to handle? He’s not wrong—between my balls and Marge’s cannon, he’s had a day of it.”

Mabel grabbed another crate, bending low to scoop up a stray bottle. Her skirt flipped up, baring her pink knickers and the heavy sway of her balls beneath. A cheer went up from the queue, followed by a flurry of claps and a “Get an eyeful o’ that!” from a cheeky lad. She straightened, grinning. “Right, let’s dish this lot out before they storm the bloody thing.”

They waded back into the fray, crates in hand, skirts fluttering treacherously. Shirley handed a bottle to Mrs. Pritchard, who sniffed but took it, her eyes flicking to Shirley’s hemline. “Mind you don’t flash those… things… again,” she grumbled, though her tone lacked conviction. Shirley smirked, bending slightly to pass another bottle to the blue-sweatered shemale, her skirt soaring once more. Her balls dangled free, prompting a delighted “Oh, my stars!” and another sneaky pat on her bum.

Mabel fared no better, her red skirt flipping with every move as she doled out milk. Her pink knickers strained over her thick bulge, and her hefty balls swung like pendulums, earning gasps and giggles from the crowd. A housewife in a polka-dot dress copped a feel, cooing, “Better’n my Bert’s little pip, that’s for sure,” while a shemale with a bosom like a pair of prize pumpkins patted Mabel’s hip and sighed, “Wish my fella had half that.”

By the time the last bottle was handed out, Shirley and Mabel were flushed and frazzled, their blouses clinging damply to their colossal globes, their skirts more hindrance than help. The queue dispersed, muttering thanks and casting lingering glances at their swaying assets. Mrs. Pritchard lingered, bottle in hand, eyeing them suspiciously.

“You’d best keep Alf in line,” she warned, adjusting her housecoat over her own substantial endowment. “Or we’ll be back tomorrow, and I won’t be so polite.”

Shirley grinned, wiping sweat from her brow. “Oh, we’ll sort him, Mrs. P. Might need to give Marge a nudge too—keep her cannon under control.” She patted her skirt, feeling the familiar weight of her cock and balls shift beneath the satin.

Mabel chuckled, brushing a curl from her face. “Aye, let’s hope Alf’s not daft enough to skip another round. Come on, Shirl—tea’s calling, and I need a sit-down after all this bending.”

They sauntered back inside, skirts swishing, bosoms jiggling, leaving a trail of empty crates and satisfied—if slightly flustered—neighbors behind. The milk queue was sorted, but Alf’s woes were far from over—and with Marge in the mix, tomorrow promised more dairy-driven daftness.




Chapter Six: Housewife’s Harem

The evening shadows stretched long as Shirley and Mabel slumped into their flat, knackered from the milk queue chaos. Shirley’s lilac blouse hung damp and rumpled over her stupendous J-cups, the Lace Leviathan beneath still valiantly hoisting her majestic melons, though the day’s antics had left her cleavage glistening with sweat. Mabel’s scarlet top was equally worse for wear, one button missing, her own colossal bosom jiggling within its crimson brassiere like a pair of overripe melons begging for release. Below, their flippy skirts—Shirley’s green, Mabel’s red—barely concealed the thick bulges beneath. Shirley’s satin panties clung stickily to her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, still tingling from Marge’s earlier pounding, while Mabel’s pink knickers stretched tight over her equally prodigious manhood, slightly skewed from all the bending.

“Bloody hell,” Shirley groaned, kicking off her heels and flopping onto the sofa, her skirt riding up to flash her satin-clad arse and the heavy sway of her balls. “That queue nearly did me in. Mrs. Pritchard’s got a grip like a vice—patted my bum so hard I’ll have a bruise.”

Mabel chuckled, pouring two generous gins from the sideboard. “Aye, and that tart in the polka dots was eyeing my whoppers like she’d trade Bert for ‘em. Reckon we deserve a drink after playing milkmaid.” She bent to hand Shirley a glass, her red skirt flipping up to bare her pink knickers and the pendulous weight of her balls dangling beneath. Shirley smirked, taking a sip as the doorbell chimed.

“Who’s that now?” Mabel muttered, straightening her skirt with a huff. She minced to the door, bosom bouncing, and swung it open to reveal Dot, their next-door neighbor, clutching a milk bottle and radiating mischief. Dot was a petite five foot six, with a bosom like twin barrage balloons—G-cups straining a tight emerald dress that hugged every curve. Below, the fabric stretched taut over a formidable bulge, hinting at a cock and balls that could give Shirley and Mabel a run for their money.

“Evening, girls,” Dot purred, sashaying in without invitation. “Heard you sorted the milk queue—thought I’d pop round to say ta. Alf’s been a right prat lately, and my Bert’s no better—little pip of a prick barely keeps me warm.” She bent to set the bottle on the table, her dress riding up to flash sheer black knickers stretched tight over a thick, ten-inch cock and heavy balls swinging free beneath the hem. Shirley’s eyebrows shot up, gin pausing mid-sip.

Mabel grinned, shutting the door. “Blimey, Dot, that’s a proper cannon! No wonder Bert’s struggling—you’re packing more than most blokes round here.” She tugged her own skirt up a fraction, revealing her pink knickers and the thick outline of her own manhood. “Fancy a proper welcome, then?”

Dot’s eyes gleamed, raking over Mabel’s bulge and Shirley’s sprawled form. “Oh, I’d kill for it. You two are bloody legends—tits like that, pricks to match. Let’s have some fun.” She yanked her dress over her head in one swift move, revealing a massive brassiere struggling to contain her G-cup wonders and those sheer knickers barely holding her colossal cock and balls. The bra came off next, her splendid globes tumbling free, nipples hard as pebbles, and she kicked the knickers aside, her ten-inch prick springing up, slick with precum.

Shirley smirked, setting her gin down and shedding her blouse. “Right, then—let’s give Dot a proper shindig.” The Lace Leviathan unhooked with a groan, her J-cups spilling out, heavy and magnificent, nipples dark with anticipation. She shucked her skirt and satin panties, her ten-inch cock jutting proudly, balls dangling like ripe conkers. Mabel followed suit, scarlet top and red skirt hitting the floor, her crimson bra undone to free her own colossal bosom, pink knickers peeled off to reveal her thick, hard prick and weighty balls.

Dot licked her lips, stepping closer. “Fuck me, you’re gorgeous,” she breathed, hands roaming Shirley’s massive melons, thumbs flicking her nipples. Shirley groaned, grabbing Dot’s arse and pulling her in, their cocks brushing together—ten inches against ten inches, a hot, throbbing clash. Mabel circled behind Dot, pressing her bosom against Dot’s back, her prick sliding between Dot’s thighs, nudging her heavy balls.

“Gonna make you scream, love,” Mabel growled, nipping Dot’s ear. She grabbed a bottle of lube from the sideboard—proper stuff, not Marge’s butter trick—and slicked her cock, then Dot’s tight arsehole, fingers probing gently to stretch her. Dot moaned, arching back, her G-cups swaying as Shirley knelt, taking Dot’s slick cock into her mouth. She sucked hard, tongue swirling over the head, then dipped to lap at Dot’s balls, tasting the faint musk of her skin.

“Christ… Shirley…” Dot gasped, hips bucking, her prick filling Shirley’s throat. Mabel positioned herself, pressing her lubed cock against Dot’s entrance. “Ready, Dot?” she murmured, voice thick with lust.

“Fuck yes,” Dot panted, bracing against Shirley. Mabel thrust in, slow and deliberate, her ten-inch shaft stretching Dot’s arse wide. Dot cried out, a mix of pain and pleasure, as Mabel buried herself to the hilt, her heavy balls slapping Dot’s flesh. Shirley sucked harder, gagging slightly as Dot’s cock pulsed in her mouth, her own prick throbbing untouched between her thighs.

Mabel picked up the pace, pounding Dot’s arse with deep, wet thrusts, her J-cups bouncing wildly. “So tight… fuck, Dot… better’n Bert’s little pip, eh?” she grunted, gripping Dot’s hips. Dot’s moans turned to sobs, her G-cups swaying violently, nipples brushing Shirley’s face as she worked.

“Oh god… Mabel… Shirley… fuck me senseless,” Dot whimpered, her cock leaking precum down Shirley’s chin. Shirley pulled back, stroking Dot’s shaft with both hands, her own bosom heaving as she watched Mabel’s relentless rhythm. Her balls slapped Dot’s arse with every thrust, a lewd, sticky sound filling the room.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” Dot gasped, eyes rolling back. Shirley squeezed her cock, and with a scream, Dot came, thick ropes of hot cum splattering Shirley’s face and J-cups, dripping onto the rug. Mabel roared, thrusting hard one last time, her own orgasm ripping through her, flooding Dot’s arse with a torrent of seed that leaked out around her shaft, pooling on the floor.

Shirley’s untouched prick erupted at the sight, spurting cum across Dot’s thighs, her balls pulsing with each wave. They collapsed in a sweaty, trembling heap—Dot sandwiched between them, Shirley’s cum-smeared bosom pressed to Dot’s chest, Mabel’s softening cock still half-buried in Dot’s arse. The room stank of sex—sweat, lube, and cum mingling in a heady haze.

Dot panted, grinning weakly. “Bloody hell… you two are a marvel. Bert’s pathetic shrimp’s got nothing on this.” She patted Shirley’s slick cock, then Mabel’s, still glistening with lube and cum.

Shirley wiped her face, smirking. “Ta, Dot. Reckon we’ve sorted your milk woes—and then some.”

Mabel chuckled, disentangling herself, her bosom jiggling. “Aye, let’s clean up. Alf’s not the only one who’ll be dreaming tonight.” She winked, grabbing her gin as they staggered to their feet, skirts and blouses forgotten in heaps. Dot’s visit had turned their evening into a proper harem—and the milk saga was far from over.




Chapter Seven: The Milkman’s Return

The morning sun peeked through the curtains as Shirley stirred awake, sprawled across the sofa in a tangle of limbs and gin-soaked dreams. Her lilac blouse lay crumpled on the floor, the Lace Leviathan tossed aside, leaving her stupendous J-cups free to sprawl across her chest like a pair of prize-winning marrows. Her green skirt had ridden up in the night, baring her satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, still faintly sticky from Dot’s late-night visit. Mabel snored softly beside her, scarlet top unbuttoned to reveal her own colossal bosom spilling from its crimson brassiere, red skirt flipped up to flash her pink knickers and the thick bulge of her equally prodigious manhood. The rug bore the battle scars of their romp—splotches of dried cum and a tipped-over gin bottle testifying to the evening’s chaos.

“Bloody hell,” Shirley muttered, rubbing sleep from her eyes as the doorbell chimed insistently. “Who’s that at this hour? Dot back for seconds?” She hauled herself upright, her majestic melons swaying as she shuffled to the door, skirt still askew. A quick tug did little to restore modesty—her balls swung free beneath the hem, a constant hazard in this flippy green menace.

She swung the door open to find Alf, the milkman, standing there, cap in hand and a nervous grin plastered across his ginger-fringed face. His milk float idled behind him, bottles clinking softly, and he’d swapped his usual apron for a pair of tight trousers that did nothing to hide his modest bulge—a sad five-incher that looked downright pitiful next to Shirley’s concealed cannon. He clutched two fresh bottles, eyes darting from her bare bosom to her hemline, where the faint outline of her prick pressed against the satin.

“Morning, Shirl,” Alf stammered, voice cracking. “Er… brought your milk. Thought I’d… make up for yesterday. Been a bit off me game, y’see.” His gaze lingered on her J-cups, then dropped, and he swallowed hard as her balls peeked out from under the skirt.

Mabel stumbled up behind Shirley, yawning, her crimson bra barely containing her bouncing barrage balloons. “Blimey, Alf, you’re a sight for sore eyes. Thought Marge’d have you locked in the cellar after we left.” She bent to retrieve a stray gin glass from the floor, her red skirt soaring up to bare her pink knickers and the pendulous weight of her balls dangling beneath. Alf’s eyes widened, a faint flush creeping up his neck.

“Er, no, she’s… she’s fine,” he squeaked, clutching the bottles tighter. “Just told me to get back to work. Said you two sorted her out proper—whatever that means.” He shuffled his feet, trousers straining as his little prick twitched feebly.

Shirley smirked, leaning against the doorframe, her bosom thrusting forward like a lewd offering. “Oh, we sorted her, alright. That cannon of hers gave me a right seeing-to. Reckon you ought to thank us—kept her off your back for a bit.” She bent to take the bottles, her skirt flipping up with gleeful abandon, flashing her satin-clad arse and the heavy sway of her balls. Alf gasped, nearly dropping the milk, while a passing lad on a bicycle swerved into a hedge with a muffled “Cor!”

Mabel cackled, straightening up. “Poor Alf, you’re proper flustered. Them trousers don’t help—showing off your little tadger like that. Bet Marge laughs herself silly when you whip it out.” She patted her own skirt, where her ten-inch cock and hefty balls formed a thick mound beneath the pink knickers. “Should’ve seen us last night—Dot from next door got an eyeful and then some.”

Alf’s grin faltered, replaced by a mix of awe and despair. “Dot too? Blimey, you two are a menace. No wonder me deliveries are a shambles—can’t think straight with all this… this…” He waved a hand vaguely at their bosoms and bulges, words failing him.

Shirley took pity, snatching the bottles and setting them on the table. “Come on in, Alf. Have a cuppa—might steady your nerves.” She minced to the kitchen, skirt swishing, J-cups bouncing, leaving Alf to shuffle in after her, eyes glued to her swaying assets. Mabel followed, her red skirt fluttering, flashing her balls with every step, drawing a strangled whimper from Alf.

The kettle whistled as Shirley bent to fetch the tea tin, her skirt soaring up yet again to bare her satin panties and the pendulous heft of her balls. Alf sank into a chair, gripping the table edge, trousers tenting pitifully. “You’re gonna kill me, Shirl,” he muttered, voice hoarse. “Them whoppers… and Marge yesterday… I’m done for.”

Mabel plonked a mug in front of him, grinning. “Oh, buck up, Alfie. You’ve got Marge’s cannon at home and us lot to gawp at—most blokes’d kill for that.” She bent to pour the tea, her scarlet top gaping to offer a canyon-deep view of her cleavage, skirt flipping up to flash her pink-clad bulge. Alf’s mug trembled in his hands, tea sloshing onto the table.

Shirley straightened, smoothing her skirt down—though it barely covered her assets—and joined them, bosom jiggling as she sat. “Right, Alf, you’re back on the milk run. No more faffing about dreaming of my tackle. Mrs. Pritchard’ll have our guts if you slack off again.” She patted his shoulder, then his bum for good measure, earning a yelp and a fresh flush across his face.

Alf nodded, gulping tea. “Aye, I’ll manage. Just… keep them skirts under control, eh? Me heart can’t take much more.” He adjusted his trousers, the sad little bulge shifting, and stood, cap clutched like a lifeline. “Ta for the cuppa. I’ll… I’ll be off, then.”

Mabel winked, bending to retrieve a dropped spoon, her skirt soaring to flash her balls once more. “Off you pop, Alfie. Tell Marge we said hello—and maybe flex that little pip for her, eh?” She cackled as Alf bolted for the door, milk float rattling as he clambered aboard and sped off, leaving a trail of clinking bottles and flustered muttering behind.

Shirley sighed, sipping her tea, her J-cups resting on the table like a lewd centerpiece. “Reckon he’ll survive the day?”

Mabel grinned, brushing a curl from her face, her bosom swaying. “If he don’t, Marge’ll finish him off. Come on, Shirl—let’s tidy up. Dot might fancy another round tonight, and I’d rather not trip over me own knickers next time.”

They set to work, skirts swishing, bosoms bouncing, the flat a whirlwind of gin-soaked chaos and outrageous assets. Alf was back, the milk was flowing, but the dairy drama was far from done—and with neighbors like Dot in the mix, their week promised more than just a few spilled bottles.




Chapter Eight: Neighborly Nonsense

The afternoon sun blazed as Shirley and Mabel lounged in their flat, recovering from Alf’s flustered visit. Shirley’s lilac blouse hung open, the Lace Leviathan discarded, her stupendous J-cups spilling free across her chest like a pair of prize marrows basking in the heat. Her green skirt lay crumpled beside her, leaving her in satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, still tingling from the morning’s chaos. Mabel sprawled nearby, scarlet top unbuttoned, her own colossal bosom jiggling within its crimson brassiere, red skirt flipped up to flash her pink knickers and the thick bulge of her equally prodigious manhood. The flat reeked of gin and yesterday’s romp with Dot, a heady mix that clung to the air like a naughty promise.

“Reckon Alf’s still in one piece out there?” Mabel mused, swirling her gin and tonic, her J-cups wobbling with every flick of her wrist. “Poor sod’s probably spilling more milk than he’s delivering, dreaming of your whoppers.”

Shirley smirked, adjusting her panties as her balls shifted beneath the satin. “He’ll manage—till Marge gets hold of him. That cannon of hers’ll sort him right out.” She bent to retrieve her glass from the floor, her massive melons swinging forward, nearly knocking over a lamp. The doorbell chimed before she could sit back up, a sharp trill that cut through their lazy haze.

Mabel groaned, hauling herself upright. “If that’s Mrs. Pritchard again, I’m chucking this gin at her.” She minced to the door, skirt swishing, bosom bouncing, and swung it open to reveal Flo, Dot’s sister, leaning against the frame with a grin. Flo was a stunner—five foot seven, with a bosom like twin zeppelins, J-cups straining a tight teal sweater that looked ready to surrender. Her short black skirt hugged her hips, the fabric stretched taut over a formidable bulge that promised a cock and balls to rival Shirley and Mabel’s own.

“Afternoon, girls,” Flo purred, sashaying in, her sweater buttons groaning under the pressure. “Dot’s been raving about you two—said you’ve got pricks and tits to die for. Thought I’d see for meself.” She bent to kick off her heels, her skirt riding up to flash sheer red knickers stretched tight over a massive, eleven-inch cock and heavy balls swinging free beneath the hem. Shirley’s jaw dropped, gin forgotten, while Mabel let out a low whistle.

“Blimey, Flo, you’re a bloody marvel!” Mabel said, eyeing the thick outline in Flo’s knickers. “Dot wasn’t kidding—makes my fella look tame, and that’s saying summat.” She tugged her own skirt up, peeling her pink knickers aside to let her ten-inch cock spring free, hard and glistening, her hefty balls dangling below.

Flo’s eyes sparkled, raking over Mabel’s bulge and Shirley’s sprawled form. “Oh, I’m in for a treat, then. My boyfriend’s got a tiny twig—barely tickles. You two look like you could ruin me proper.” She yanked her sweater off, revealing a monstrous brassiere struggling to contain her J-cup wonders, then shucked her skirt and knickers in one go. Her eleven-inch prick jutted proudly, slick with precum, balls like ripe oranges hanging beneath, a sight that made Shirley’s own cock twitch in its satin prison.

Shirley grinned, shedding her blouse fully. “Right, Flo—let’s give you a proper welcome.” She unhooked the Lace Leviathan’s ghost from memory, her J-cups tumbling out, heavy and magnificent, nipples dark with anticipation. She kicked off her satin panties, her ten-inch cock springing up, balls swaying like prize conkers. Mabel ditched her scarlet top and red skirt, crimson bra undone to free her own colossal bosom, pink knickers peeled off to reveal her thick, hard prick and weighty balls.

Flo licked her lips, stepping closer. “Fuck me, you’re gorgeous,” she breathed, hands cupping Shirley’s massive melons, thumbs flicking her nipples. Shirley groaned, grabbing Flo’s arse and pulling her in, their cocks clashing—ten inches against eleven, a hot, throbbing duel. Mabel circled behind Flo, pressing her bosom against Flo’s back, her prick sliding between Flo’s thighs, nudging her heavy balls.

“Gonna make you scream, love,” Mabel growled, snatching a jar of cold cream from the table—better than Dot’s lube, less chaotic than Marge’s butter. She slicked her cock, then Flo’s tight arsehole, fingers probing to stretch her. Flo moaned, arching back, her J-cups swaying as Shirley dropped to her knees, taking Flo’s slick, eleven-inch cock into her mouth. She sucked hard, tongue swirling over the head, then dipped to lap at Flo’s balls, tasting the faint salt of her skin.

“Christ… Shirley…” Flo gasped, hips bucking, her prick filling Shirley’s throat. Mabel positioned herself, pressing her creamed cock against Flo’s entrance. “Ready, Flo?” she murmured, voice thick with lust.

“Bloody hell, yes,” Flo panted, bracing against Shirley. Mabel thrust in, slow and deep, her ten-inch shaft stretching Flo’s arse wide. Flo cried out, a raw, shuddering sound, as Mabel buried herself to the hilt, her heavy balls slapping Flo’s flesh. Shirley sucked harder, gagging as Flo’s cock pulsed in her mouth, her own prick throbbing untouched between her thighs.

Mabel picked up speed, pounding Flo’s arse with wet, creamy thrusts, her J-cups bouncing wildly. “So tight… fuck, Flo… better’n your twiggy boyfriend, eh?” she grunted, gripping Flo’s hips. Flo’s moans turned to wails, her J-cups swaying violently, nipples brushing Shirley’s face as she worked.

“Oh god… Mabel… Shirley… ruin me,” Flo sobbed, her cock leaking precum down Shirley’s chin. Shirley pulled back, stroking Flo’s shaft with both hands, her own bosom heaving as she watched Mabel’s relentless rhythm. Her balls slapped Flo’s arse with every thrust, cream smearing across their skin in a lewd, sticky mess.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” Flo gasped, eyes rolling back. Shirley squeezed her cock, and with a scream, Flo erupted, thick ropes of hot cum splattering Shirley’s face and J-cups, dripping onto the rug in a reprise of last night’s chaos. Mabel roared, thrusting hard one last time, her orgasm ripping through her, flooding Flo’s arse with a torrent of seed that mixed with the cream, leaking out in a gooey puddle.

Shirley’s untouched prick exploded at the sight, spurting cum across Flo’s thighs, her balls pulsing with each wave. They collapsed in a sweaty, trembling pile—Flo sandwiched between them, Shirley’s cum-smeared bosom pressed to Flo’s chest, Mabel’s softening cock still half-buried in Flo’s arse, cream and cum pooling beneath them. The room stank of sex—sweat, cold cream, and spunk in a glorious haze.

Flo panted, grinning weakly. “Bloody hell… you two are a riot. My boyfriend’s tiny knob’s got nothing on this.” She patted Shirley’s slick cock, then Mabel’s, still glistening with cream and cum.

Shirley wiped her face, smirking. “Ta, Flo. Reckon we’ve sorted your neighborly woes?”

Mabel chuckled, disentangling herself, her bosom jiggling. “Aye, let’s clean up—again. Alf’s not the only one dreaming tonight.” She winked, grabbing her gin as they staggered up, skirts and tops forgotten in heaps. Flo’s visit had turned their afternoon into a sticky, neighborly nonsense—and the milk saga still had legs to run.




Chapter Nine: The Dairy Deal

The morning dawned crisp and bright, rousing Shirley from a sticky slumber on the sofa, her body still humming from Flo’s visit. Her lilac blouse lay in a heap, the Lace Leviathan abandoned, leaving her stupendous J-cups sprawled across her chest like a pair of prize marrows catching the sunlight. Her green skirt had twisted round her hips in the night, baring her satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and hefty balls, faintly crusted from yesterday’s creamy chaos. Mabel snored beside her, scarlet top gaping open, her own colossal bosom spilling from its crimson brassiere, red skirt flipped up to flash her pink knickers and the thick bulge of her equally prodigious manhood. The flat was a shambles—gin bottles toppled, rug stained with cum and cold cream, a testament to their neighborly romp.

“Bloody hell,” Shirley groaned, rubbing her eyes as a sharp rap at the door jolted her upright. “If that’s Dot or Flo again, I’m locking the bloody thing.” She hauled herself up, J-cups swaying, and tugged her skirt down—though it did sod-all to hide her balls peeking beneath the hem. She minced to the door, bosom bouncing, and swung it open to find Alf, cap askew, clutching a crate of milk bottles with a look of grim determination.

“Morning, Shirl,” Alf said, voice steadier than yesterday, though his eyes darted to her bare melons and the thick mound in her panties. “Got your milk—and a proposition. Marge says we need to sort this dairy mess proper. No more faffing about.” He’d swapped his tight trousers for his usual apron, though the sad little bulge beneath was still a pitiful shadow compared to Shirley’s concealed cannon.

Mabel stumbled up, yawning, her crimson bra barely corralling her bouncing barrage balloons. “Blimey, Alf, you’re back for more? Thought Marge’d have your bollocks on a platter by now.” She bent to retrieve a stray gin glass, her red skirt soaring up to bare her pink knickers and the pendulous weight of her balls dangling beneath. Alf swallowed hard, crate trembling in his grip.

“Er, she’s… she’s had her fill,” he muttered, flushing. “Said you two sorted her out, and now I’ve got to pull me weight. Reckon we could strike a deal—keep the milk flowing, stop the neighbors moaning.” His gaze flicked to Shirley’s hemline, where her hefty balls swayed, then snapped back up, cheeks flaming.

Shirley smirked, leaning against the doorframe, her J-cups thrusting forward like a lewd offering. “A deal, eh? What’s in it for us, Alfie? We’ve been running ragged fixing your cock-ups.” She bent to take the crate, her skirt flipping up with predictable gusto, flashing her satin-clad arse and the heavy sway of her balls. Alf gasped, a bottle slipping from the crate to clatter on the step, while Mrs. Pritchard, passing by with her shopping, squawked and nearly dropped her basket.

Mabel cackled, snatching the crate before more damage was done. “Poor Alf, you’re a wreck. That apron’s no match for your little tadger—bet Marge laughs herself silly.” She bent to set the crate inside, her skirt soaring again, flashing her pink-clad bulge and weighty balls. Alf’s eyes widened, a faint whimper escaping as he adjusted his apron over his modest tent.

“Right,” Shirley said, straightening up, skirt smoothed down—though it barely covered her assets. “Spill it, then. What’s this deal?”

Alf cleared his throat, rallying. “Marge says if you two help me finish me rounds today—no distractions—she’ll chuck in a free pint a week. Keeps the queue off your backs and me out of her bad books. Whaddya say?”

Mabel raised a brow, brushing a curl from her face, her bosom jiggling. “Free milk, eh? Tempting—though I reckon we’d rather have Marge’s cannon again than your little pip.” She winked, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt flipping up to flash her balls once more. Alf’s crate rattled, his knuckles white.

Shirley grinned, considering. “Fair enough, Alf. We’ll play milkmaid one more time—keep your deliveries straight. But you’d best not bollocks it up again.” She gave his bum a playful pat, earning a yelp and a fresh flush across his face, then turned to Mabel. “Come on, love—let’s get dressed proper. Can’t have Mrs. Pritchard keeling over if we flash the street.”

They retreated inside, Alf trailing behind with his crate, and set to wrangling their outfits. Shirley hauled the Lace Leviathan back on, wrestling her J-cups into its satin embrace, each hook a battle against her prodigious pair. She tugged on a tight white blouse, buttons straining, and a short blue skirt that flared just enough to tease her bulge. Mabel opted for a green sweater that hugged her colossal globes like a jealous lover, paired with a black skirt that swished over her pink knickers and the thick mound of her cock and balls.

Out they went, skirts fluttering, bosoms bouncing, Alf’s float rumbling as they climbed aboard. The rounds were a farce—Shirley bent to hand bottles to housewives, her skirt flipping up to flash her balls, drawing gasps and sneaky pats from eager hands. Mabel leaned over the float’s edge, sweater gaping to offer a canyon-deep view of her cleavage, her skirt soaring to bare her pendulous treasures. Alf scurried behind, apron flapping, muttering apologies as neighbors ogled and patted, his little prick twitching feebly beneath.

At Mrs. Pritchard’s, Shirley bent low to deliver, her skirt soaring up, balls swaying beneath her satin panties. “Here’s your milk, Mrs. P,” she chirped, grinning as the old bat spluttered, a hand hovering near Shirley’s bum before retreating. Mabel handed out bottles down the line, her skirt flipping with every move, flashing her bulge to a chorus of “Well, I never!” and “Better’n my Bert!” from the shemales in the queue.

By noon, the float was empty, the street sated, and Alf slumped against the wheel, dazed but triumphant. “Blimey, you two,” he wheezed, wiping sweat from his brow. “Kept ‘em happy, but me heart’s pounding. Them skirts…”

Shirley smirked, smoothing her blue skirt down, her J-cups straining the blouse. “All in a day’s work, Alfie. Tell Marge we’ve earned that free pint—and maybe a pat on the bum from her next time.” She gave his arse a final swat, earning a squeak as he scrambled to start the float.

Mabel chuckled, brushing her sweater over her bouncing bosom. “Aye, let’s head home, Shirl. Reckon we’ve sorted the dairy deal—for now.” They minced off, skirts swishing, leaving Alf to chug away, bottles clinking and neighbors buzzing with tales of their outrageous assets. The milk was flowing, the deal was struck—but with Marge and Dot’s crew lurking, their misadventure was far from over.




Chapter Ten: Creamy Conclusion

The evening settled over the flat like a warm, gin-soaked blanket as Shirley and Mabel trudged home from Alf’s milk rounds, knackered but triumphant. Shirley’s tight white blouse clung damply to her stupendous J-cups, the Lace Leviathan beneath thrusting her majestic melons into a proud, shelf-like display, though the day’s antics had left her cleavage slick with sweat. Her short blue skirt swished precariously, barely concealing the thick bulge of her ten-inch cock and hefty balls beneath satin panties that had seen better days. Mabel’s green sweater hugged her own colossal bosom like a jealous lover, her J-cups bouncing with every step, while her black skirt flared over pink knickers stretched tight over her equally prodigious manhood. The dairy deal was struck, the milk was flowing, but their flat still bore the scars of Flo’s creamy chaos—rug stained, gin bottles toppled, a testament to their week of misadventure.

“Blimey, what a day,” Shirley groaned, kicking off her heels and flopping onto the sofa, her skirt riding up to flash her satin-clad arse and the heavy sway of her balls. “Alf’s sorted, Marge’s off our backs—reckon we’ve earned a bloody medal. Or at least a stiff drink.”

Mabel chuckled, pouring two generous gins from the sideboard, her sweater gaping to offer a canyon-deep view of her cleavage. “Aye, and a lie-down. Me whoppers are aching from all that bending—though Flo’s cannon last night didn’t help.” She bent to hand Shirley a glass, her black skirt flipping up to bare her pink knickers and the pendulous weight of her balls dangling beneath. The doorbell chimed before Shirley could sip, a sharp trill that promised more trouble—or pleasure.

“Who’s that now?” Mabel muttered, straightening her skirt with a huff. She minced to the door, bosom bouncing, and swung it open to reveal Vera, a new shemale lodger from down the hall, leaning against the frame with a grin. Vera was a vision—five foot nine, with a bosom like twin barrage balloons, H-cups straining a tight purple dress that hugged every curve. Her short skirt stretched taut over a formidable bulge, hinting at a cock and balls that could give Shirley and Mabel a run for their money.

“Evening, girls,” Vera purred, sashaying in, her dress buttons groaning under the pressure. “Heard you’ve been the talk of the street—milk queues, Alf’s woes, and pricks to make a gal weep. Thought I’d pop round to celebrate your triumph.” She bent to kick off her shoes, her skirt riding up to flash sheer white knickers stretched tight over a thick, ten-inch cock and heavy balls swinging free beneath the hem. Shirley’s jaw dropped, gin pausing mid-air, while Mabel let out a low “Cor, blimey!”

“Bloody hell, Vera, you’re a sight!” Mabel said, eyeing the thick outline in Vera’s knickers. “Makes my fella look tame, and that’s no small feat.” She tugged her own skirt up, peeling her pink knickers aside to let her ten-inch cock spring free, hard and glistening, her hefty balls dangling below.

Vera’s eyes gleamed, raking over Mabel’s bulge and Shirley’s sprawled form. “Oh, I’m in for a treat, then. My husband’s got a tiny acorn—barely stirs the pot. You two look like you could shag me senseless.” She yanked her dress off in one swift move, revealing a massive brassiere struggling to contain her H-cup wonders, then shucked her skirt and knickers. Her ten-inch prick jutted proudly, slick with precum, balls like ripe oranges hanging beneath, a marvel that made Shirley’s own cock twitch in its satin prison.

Shirley grinned, setting her gin down and shedding her blouse. “Right, Vera—let’s give you a creamy send-off.” The Lace Leviathan unhooked with a groan, her J-cups spilling out, heavy and magnificent, nipples dark with anticipation. She kicked off her blue skirt and satin panties, her ten-inch cock springing up, balls swaying like prize conkers. Mabel ditched her green sweater and black skirt, crimson bra undone to free her own colossal bosom, pink knickers peeled off to reveal her thick, hard prick and weighty balls.

Vera licked her lips, stepping closer. “Fuck me, you’re stunning,” she breathed, hands cupping Shirley’s massive melons, thumbs flicking her nipples. Shirley groaned, grabbing Vera’s arse and pulling her in, their cocks brushing together—ten inches against ten, a hot, throbbing clash. Mabel circled behind Vera, pressing her bosom against Vera’s back, her prick sliding between Vera’s thighs, nudging her heavy balls.

“Gonna make you scream, love,” Mabel growled, snatching a tube of lube from the sideboard—proper stuff, a step up from Flo’s cold cream. She slicked her cock, then Vera’s tight arsehole, fingers probing to stretch her. Vera moaned, arching back, her H-cups swaying as Shirley dropped to her knees, taking Vera’s slick cock into her mouth. She sucked hard, tongue swirling over the head, then dipped to lap at Vera’s balls, tasting the faint musk of her skin.

“Christ… Shirley…” Vera gasped, hips bucking, her prick filling Shirley’s throat. Mabel positioned herself, pressing her lubed cock against Vera’s entrance. “Ready, Vera?” she murmured, voice thick with lust.

“Bloody yes,” Vera panted, bracing against Shirley. Mabel thrust in, slow and deep, her ten-inch shaft stretching Vera’s arse wide. Vera cried out, a raw, shuddering sound, as Mabel buried herself to the hilt, her heavy balls slapping Vera’s flesh. Shirley sucked harder, gagging as Vera’s cock pulsed in her mouth, her own prick throbbing untouched between her thighs.

Mabel picked up speed, pounding Vera’s arse with wet, slippery thrusts, her J-cups bouncing wildly. “So tight… fuck, Vera… better’n your acorn husband, eh?” she grunted, gripping Vera’s hips. Vera’s moans turned to wails, her H-cups swaying violently, nipples brushing Shirley’s face as she worked.

“Oh god… Mabel… Shirley… shag me silly,” Vera sobbed, her cock leaking precum down Shirley’s chin. Shirley pulled back, stroking Vera’s shaft with both hands, her own bosom heaving as she watched Mabel’s relentless rhythm. Her balls slapped Vera’s arse with every thrust, lube smearing across their skin in a slick, sticky mess.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” Vera gasped, eyes rolling back. Shirley squeezed her cock, and with a scream, Vera erupted, thick ropes of hot cum splattering Shirley’s face and J-cups, dripping onto the rug in a glorious encore. Mabel roared, thrusting hard one last time, her orgasm ripping through her, flooding Vera’s arse with a torrent of seed that leaked out around her shaft, pooling on the floor.

Shirley’s untouched prick exploded at the sight, spurting cum across Vera’s thighs, her balls pulsing with each wave. They collapsed in a sweaty, trembling heap—Vera sandwiched between them, Shirley’s cum-smeared bosom pressed to Vera’s chest, Mabel’s softening cock still half-buried in Vera’s arse, lube and cum mingling beneath them. The room stank of sex—sweat, lube, and spunk in a triumphant haze.

Vera panted, grinning weakly. “Bloody hell… you two are legends. My husband’s tiny knob’s got nothing on this.” She patted Shirley’s slick cock, then Mabel’s, still glistening with lube and cum.

Shirley wiped her face, smirking. “Ta, Vera. Reckon we’ve capped the milk saga proper?”

Mabel chuckled, disentangling herself, her bosom jiggling. “Aye, let’s clean up—again. Alf’s sorted, and we’re the queens of the street.” She winked, grabbing her gin as they staggered up, skirts and tops forgotten in heaps. Vera’s visit had turned their triumph into a creamy conclusion—and the milk misadventure was finally, gloriously, done.
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