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Skirts Up, Cocks Out!

By Peter M. McMillan




Chapter 1: Morning Routines and Unexpected Visitors

The sun filtered through the lace curtains of the cozy semi-detached house in a quiet Surrey suburb, casting a warm glow over the bedroom where two shemales stirred under the silk sheets. Fiona Harrington, at five-foot-eight with curves that turned heads on every pavement, stretched luxuriously, her enormous bosom straining against the delicate lace of her nightdress. The fabric clung to her like a second skin, the deep valley between her massive, heavy breasts on full display as she yawned. Beside her, her housemate and closest friend, Sophie Langford, five-foot-seven and equally blessed in the chest department, rolled over with a soft murmur. Sophie's own prodigious bust shifted with the movement, the nightdress riding up to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs and the unmistakable outline of her generous male equipment nestled between them.

Fiona sat up first, the motion causing her chest to jiggle enticingly within the confines of the nightie. She glanced down at herself with a satisfied smile, adjusting the thin straps that did little to contain her overflowing cleavage. "Another glorious day, darling," she said in her soft, melodic voice, swinging her legs over the side of the bed. Her nightdress hem barely reached mid-thigh, and as she stood, it swished around her hips. She padded to the wardrobe, her bare feet silent on the carpet, and selected her outfit for the day: a crisp white blouse tailored to accentuate her figure, paired with a short, flippy pleated skirt in navy blue that would swish delightfully with every step. Underneath, she chose one of her favourite brassieres—a sturdy, full-coverage number in satin and lace, the cups vast and reinforced to cradle her immense, rounded breasts without a hint of spillover. The matching satin panties were cut high on the hips, designed specifically for someone with her unique anatomy; the front panel stretched taut over her thick, ten-inch cock and the heavy, pendulous balls beneath it, the material smooth and cool against her skin.

Sophie watched from the bed, her own arousal stirring at the sight. She rose gracefully, her nightdress slipping off one shoulder to expose more of her colossal, swaying bosom. "You always look so put-together in the mornings, Fi. Makes a girl jealous." She stepped close, her hands brushing Fiona's waist as she helped adjust the blouse. Their bodies pressed together briefly, soft breast against soft breast, the sheer size of their chests making even casual contact a lush, pillowy affair. Sophie's own choice for the day was a tight angora sweater in soft pink that hugged every curve of her G-cup-plus assets like a lover's embrace, the material fuzzy and inviting. Her skirt was even shorter than Fiona's—a flippy little number in black that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, perfect for the warm spring weather. Beneath it, her lingerie was equally thoughtful: a massive brassiere with wide, supportive straps and deep cups that lifted and separated her enormous breasts into two perfect, jiggling orbs, and panties that struggled to contain her own impressive manhood, the fabric outlining the thick shaft and the weighty sack of her large balls.

As they dressed, the two moved around the room with the easy familiarity of long-time flatmates. Fiona bent over to retrieve her stockings from a drawer, her short skirt riding up high enough to flash the satin panties stretched obscenely over her colossal male appendage. The material was pulled tight across her heavy balls, the twin orbs dangling prominently and shifting with the motion. Sophie couldn't resist giving her friend's rear a playful pat, her palm landing with a soft smack on the rounded cheek. "Nice view, love. Those balls of yours are looking particularly full this morning."

Fiona straightened with a laugh, smoothing her skirt down but making no real effort to hide the way it tended to flip up at the slightest provocation. "Cheeky. You're one to talk—yours are just as hefty." She returned the favour, her hand connecting with Sophie's pert bottom as the other shemale reached for her heels. The pat sent a little ripple through Sophie's flippy skirt, lifting it momentarily to reveal more of those smooth, heavy balls nestled snugly in their satin prison.

Down in the kitchen, they prepared breakfast together, the radio playing light pop tunes in the background. Fiona leaned over the counter to grab the milk from the fridge, her tight blouse pulling across her massive bosom and the skirt flipping up again. This time, her huge balls were on clear display, the satin panties doing their best but leaving little to the imagination as the orbs hung low and full. Sophie, stirring the tea, gave another affectionate pat, her fingers lingering just a moment on the warm skin. "Careful, Fi. You'll have the postman fainting if you keep bending like that."

The doorbell rang just as they sat down to their toast and marmalade. Fiona answered it, her flippy skirt swishing around her legs. On the doorstep stood their neighbour, Mrs. Eleanor Grant, a curvaceous woman in her early forties with an even more exaggerated bust than most—her enormous, heaving breasts barely contained by a tight floral blouse and a full-cup brassiere that must have been custom-made to handle such volume. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips tightly, and as she turned slightly to adjust her bag, the fabric stretched across her rear. She carried a plate of fresh scones, a common courtesy in their friendly cul-de-sac.

"Morning, dears," Eleanor said brightly, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. She gave Fiona's bottom a familiar pat as she passed, her hand landing squarely on the short skirt. "Brought you something to go with your tea. Can't have you two wasting away." Her eyes drifted downward, taking in the subtle but unmistakable bulge at the front of Fiona's skirt where her thick cock rested. "My goodness, you girls always look so... well-equipped. Makes me wonder what my Harold is playing at sometimes. The poor man's hung like a hamster compared to what you two are packing."

Sophie emerged from the kitchen, her tight sweater doing nothing to hide the way her colossal breasts bounced with each step. She accepted the scones with a warm smile and a reciprocal pat to Eleanor's ample rear. "You're too kind, Eleanor. Come in and join us for a cuppa." As Eleanor bent to place the plate on the coffee table, her tight skirt rode up slightly, revealing the lacy edge of her stockings and the generous curve of her bottom. The two shemales exchanged a quick glance, their own bodies responding to the casual display.

They settled in the living room, the conversation flowing easily as it always did in this world where such intimacies were everyday occurrences. Eleanor crossed her legs, her pencil skirt tightening further, and leaned forward to take a scone, her enormous bosom nearly spilling from the deep V of her blouse. The massive brassiere beneath—wide-strapped and heavily underwired—creaked softly with the strain. "You know, girls, I was telling Harold just the other day how lucky you two are, living together without all that fuss. My brassiere straps are digging in something awful today. These things weigh a ton." She gave her own chest a gentle heft, the soft, pillowy flesh shifting heavily.

Fiona nodded sympathetically, her own blouse buttons straining as she reached for her tea. The motion caused her massive breasts to press together, creating a deep, inviting cleavage. "Tell me about it. Mine are a right handful this morning too. This brassiere is doing its best, but they're just so full and heavy." She adjusted one strap, the wide band of satin and lace visible at her shoulder. As she did so, she shifted on the sofa, her short skirt riding up to expose the satin panties once more. Her huge balls were prominently displayed, the heavy orbs resting against her thighs in their tight confines, far more noticeable than the thick shaft of her cock which lay semi-soft alongside them.

Sophie, never one to be outdone, bent forward to pour more tea, her flippy black skirt flipping right up in the process. The movement revealed everything: the stretched satin panties, the colossal male appendage hanging thick and long, but especially those massive balls, plump and pendulous, swaying gently with the motion. "Oops," she said with a giggle, making only a half-hearted attempt to tug the skirt back down. "These short ones are such flirts."

Eleanor's eyes widened appreciatively, lingering on the display. "Good lord, Sophie. Those balls of yours are enormous. Harold's are like little marbles next to that. No wonder he gets all huffy when I mention you two." She reached out casually and gave Sophie's exposed cheek a pat, her fingers brushing close to the satin-covered treasures. The touch was light and friendly, as commonplace as shaking hands in this society.

The morning wore on with more such interactions. When Eleanor stood to leave, she bent low to kiss each of them on the cheek, her tight skirt stretching taut and her own generous bottom on display. Fiona and Sophie both delivered affectionate pats in return, their hands lingering on the soft fabric. "Do come by later if you're free," Fiona called as Eleanor headed down the path, her hips swaying in the pencil skirt.

Back inside, the two shemales cleared the dishes, the kitchen filled with the sounds of clinking china and their light chatter. Sophie loaded the dishwasher, bending at the waist to reach the lower rack. Her short flippy skirt rode up completely, the black fabric flipping onto her back to fully expose her rear and the satin panties stretched to their limits. Her huge balls hung heavily in the foreground, the twin orbs full and inviting, while her ten-inch cock dangled thickly behind them, semi-erect from the casual touches of the morning. Fiona couldn't resist approaching from behind, her hands smoothing over Sophie's hips before delivering a firm pat to each cheek. "You do that on purpose, you minx."

Sophie straightened with a laugh, turning to face her friend. Their massive bosoms collided softly, the tight sweater and blouse creating a lush barrier of flesh. "Maybe I do. But you love it." She reached down and gave Fiona's own skirt a playful tug, lifting it to reveal the matching view: Fiona's colossal balls prominently displayed in their satin prison, heavy and swaying.

Their play was interrupted by another knock at the door. This time it was the local milk delivery girl, a perky twenty-something shemale named Clara with an even more exaggerated figure than most. Clara's breasts were positively gigantic, straining against a tight white polo shirt that was clearly two sizes too small, the buttons gaping between the vast, rounded globes. Her brassiere must have been industrial-strength, the thick straps visible through the fabric and the cups overflowing with soft, creamy flesh. Below, she wore tight white shorts that did nothing to hide her own considerable bulge—her cock and balls outlined in explicit detail, the heavy sack making the material bulge obscenely at the crotch. In this world, shemales often opted for such revealing bottoms when they wanted to flaunt what nature had given them.

"Morning, ladies!" Clara chirped, handing over the milk bottles. She stepped inside for a moment to chat, her enormous chest heaving with each breath. As she bent to set the bottles down, her tight shorts rode up, but it was her top that stole the show—the polo shirt pulling tight and the massive brassiere beneath doing heroic work to contain her colossal assets. "Can't stay long, but I had to say hello. You two always brighten my round."

Fiona and Sophie greeted her with the usual pats—Fiona's hand landing on Clara's pert bottom in the tight shorts, Sophie's brushing the side of one enormous breast as she reached for the milk. Clara returned the gestures enthusiastically, her palm connecting with Fiona's flippy skirt and lifting it slightly to expose those heavy balls once more. "Blimey—er, I mean, goodness, Fiona. Your equipment is something else. My boyfriend can barely fill a thimble compared to that lot." Her eyes dropped to the prominent bulge in Sophie's skirt as well, where the outline of the thick cock and massive balls was unmistakable even when covered.

Sophie smiled, shifting her stance so her short skirt swished higher. "You're sweet, Clara. But we're all just blessed in our own ways." As Clara turned to leave, bending one last time to adjust her delivery bag, her gigantic breasts nearly tumbled free, the tight polo and massive brassiere creating a spectacular display of jiggling cleavage. The two protagonists exchanged another glance, their own arousals building from the constant, casual sensuality of the morning.

By midday, the house felt alive with possibility. Fiona and Sophie decided to head out for a spot of shopping in the high street, their outfits perfect for the warm day. Fiona's navy flippy skirt danced around her thighs with every step, occasionally flipping up to tease passersby with glimpses of her satin panties and the heavy balls beneath. Sophie's black flippy number did much the same, the tight pink sweater bouncing her enormous bosom in rhythm. They linked arms as they walked, their massive breasts pressing together companionably, drawing admiring glances and the occasional friendly pat from women and shemales they passed.

At the lingerie boutique, they spent a happy hour browsing. The shop was filled with every variety of supportive brassiere imaginable—full-cup styles with wide bands and sturdy hooks, designed for the realities of colossal bosoms. Fiona held up a particularly lavish one in ivory satin, the cups deep and reinforced. "This one looks like it could handle us, Soph. Look at the size of these cups." She pressed it against her own chest, the material dwarfed by her actual volume.

Sophie tried on a similar style in the fitting room, emerging to show it off. The brassiere lifted her immense breasts into two perfect, overflowing shelves of soft flesh, the straps digging slightly into her shoulders from the weight. Underneath her flipped-up skirt for the fitting, her huge balls were cupped gently by the matching panties, the orbs prominent and full. "What do you think? Too much?" she asked, turning to give Fiona a view—and bending forward slightly so her skirt rode up again, emphasising the heavy sack.

Fiona gave her rear an approving pat. "Perfect. You'll drive everyone mad in that."

Their shopping was interrupted when another customer entered the boutique—a tall, elegant woman named Beatrice with breasts so vast they required a custom brassiere that looked like engineering marvel. Beatrice's tight blouse was unbuttoned just enough to show the lacy edge of her enormous undergarment, and as she reached for a display, she bent deeply, her short skirt flipping up to reveal lacy panties and a smooth, inviting rear. Fiona and Sophie both offered pats in greeting, their hands lingering on the soft curves.

Beatrice straightened with a smile, her eyes flicking to the prominent bulges in the shemales' skirts. "You two are a sight for sore eyes. My husband's been complaining about his lack of stamina lately. One look at what you're both carrying and I can see why he'd feel inadequate." She laughed lightly, reaching out to give each of them a friendly squeeze on the arm, her own massive bosom brushing against Fiona's in the process.

The afternoon continued in much the same vein, filled with casual touches, playful bends, and the constant, delightful emphasis on the female form in all its exaggerated glory. Back at home by late afternoon, Fiona and Sophie kicked off their heels and collapsed onto the sofa together, their short skirts riding up in unison to display their satin-clad assets. Fiona's heavy balls rested prominently against the cushion, the thick cock beside them beginning to stir from the day's accumulated teasing. Sophie's were no different, her massive sack on full display as she stretched out.

"Quite the day already," Fiona murmured, her hand idly patting Sophie's thigh and then higher, brushing the satin over those huge balls.

Sophie sighed contentedly, returning the touch. "And it's not over yet. I wonder who'll drop by next."

As if on cue, the phone rang. It was Eleanor again, inviting them over for an impromptu evening drink with a few friends. "Do wear something fun, darlings," she said. "You know how we like to keep things lively."

Fiona hung up with a wicked little smile, already imagining the possibilities. She stood and smoothed her skirt down—only for it to flip up again as she bent to pick up her discarded heels, her enormous balls swaying heavily in their satin home. Sophie watched with open appreciation, her own cock twitching under her flippy black skirt.

This was their world—full of soft curves, supportive lingerie, short swishing skirts, and the endless, playful pat of hand on bottom. And the day was only just beginning to heat up.




Chapter 2: Office Distractions

The following morning dawned bright and clear over the Surrey suburbs. Fiona Harrington stood in front of the full-length mirror in their shared bedroom, adjusting the crisp white blouse that hugged her colossal bosom like a second skin. The fabric was tailored to perfection, the buttons spaced just far enough apart to reveal a generous hint of the deep cleavage created by her massive, heavy breasts. Beneath the blouse sat one of her favourite full-coverage brassieres—a robust affair in smooth ivory satin with wide shoulder straps and a reinforced band that encircled her ribcage snugly. The cups were vast, lifting and cradling her enormous assets into two proud, rounded shelves that strained against the blouse with every breath. She had paired it with a short, flippy grey skirt that swirled around her thighs, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh. Underneath, her satin panties stretched taut over her thick ten-inch cock and the heavy, pendulous balls that hung full and low between her smooth legs. Pants were out of the question for daily wear; nothing could properly conceal such generous male equipment, so skirts and dresses were the standard for shemales like her.

Sophie Langford emerged from the en-suite, already dressed for the office in a tight navy pencil skirt that clung to her hips and a soft cream-coloured blouse that did little to disguise the sheer volume of her own prodigious chest. Her brassiere was equally substantial—wide-strapped and deeply cupped, the satin material supporting her immense, jiggling breasts with quiet determination. The pencil skirt was just professional enough, though it had a habit of riding up when she moved. Beneath it, her own satin panties cradled her impressive manhood, the front panel stretched smooth over her long, thick shaft and especially prominent over the weighty sack of her large balls.

“Ready for another thrilling day at the agency, darling?” Fiona asked, turning to give Sophie’s bottom a light, affectionate pat as she passed. Her palm connected with the tight fabric of the pencil skirt, sending a soft ripple through the material.

Sophie returned the gesture, her hand landing squarely on Fiona’s flippy skirt and lifting it just enough to expose the satin panties and the heavy balls nestled within. “Always. Though with these two bouncing around all day, it’s hard to focus on copywriting.” She gave the exposed cheek another pat before smoothing the skirt back down.

They drove to the office together in Fiona’s little red hatchback, the journey filled with light chatter and the occasional playful touch across the gear stick. The advertising agency where they both worked—Harrington & Langford Creative, a small but lively firm specialising in campaigns for women’s fashion and lingerie—was housed in a modern building on the edge of Guildford. The dress code was relaxed but distinctly feminine: tight blouses, supportive brassieres, and skirts of varying lengths that allowed for easy movement and the inevitable casual interactions of their world.

Upon arriving, they were greeted in the open-plan office by the usual bustle. The reception desk was manned by a curvaceous woman named Pamela, whose enormous, heaving breasts were barely contained by a tight pink sweater stretched thin over a massive brassiere. The wide straps of the undergarment were visible through the knit, and as she leaned forward to hand them their post, her chest rested heavily on the desk. “Morning, girls,” she said brightly, standing to deliver the customary pat to each of their rears. Her hand connected with Fiona’s flippy skirt first, then Sophie’s pencil skirt. “The new intern starts today. Poor thing looked nervous on her CV photo.”

Fiona and Sophie exchanged a knowing glance as they made their way to their desks. The office was alive with the sounds of keyboards clacking and phones ringing. Several other shemale colleagues moved about in similar attire: tight blouses that gaped slightly between buttons from the pressure of colossal bosoms, full-cup brassieres doing heroic work underneath, and an assortment of short flippy skirts and tighter pencil skirts that swished or hugged with every step. One colleague, a shemale named Olivia with particularly vast assets, was bent over the filing cabinet, her short red flippy skirt riding up high to reveal lacy satin panties stretched tight over her own thick cock and especially prominent heavy balls. The twin orbs dangled noticeably as she reached for a folder, drawing a few appreciative pats from passing women.

The morning meeting was held in the glass-walled conference room. Fiona and Sophie took seats near the head of the table, their massive breasts resting on the edge as they leaned forward. As the creative director—a busty woman in her fifties named Margaret—bent over her notes at the front, her tight blouse pulled across her enormous chest and her knee-length skirt tightened over her rear. She straightened and gave the table a general pat on the shoulder before launching into the agenda. Halfway through, the new intern arrived, slipping in quietly.

The newcomer was a vision: a five-foot-nine shemale named Abigail, with soft features, long auburn hair, and a chest so abundantly endowed that her simple white blouse looked ready to surrender. Her brassiere must have been specially reinforced, the thick straps digging into her shoulders and the deep cups overflowing with soft, pillowy flesh that jiggled with every nervous breath. She wore a short black flippy skirt that barely covered the essentials, and as she took a seat, the hem rode up slightly to hint at the satin panties beneath.

“Welcome, Abigail,” Margaret said warmly, giving the new girl’s shoulder a pat that quickly migrated to her bottom as she passed. “Girls, this is our new junior copywriter. Show her the ropes.”

Throughout the meeting, Abigail struggled to keep her composure. Every time she reached for her pen or leaned to look at documents, her colossal breasts shifted heavily within the confines of her blouse and brassiere, the fabric straining audibly. Fiona noticed how the young shemale’s flippy skirt kept flipping up whenever she crossed or uncrossed her legs, revealing glimpses of smooth thighs and the outline of her own substantial male equipment.

After the meeting, Fiona offered to show Abigail around. “Come with me, love. I’ll give you the grand tour.” As they walked through the office, Fiona placed a friendly hand on the small of Abigail’s back, then lower, delivering a gentle pat to the flippy skirt. Abigail returned it shyly, her palm landing on Fiona’s own rear and causing the grey skirt to swish upward, exposing the heavy balls cupped in satin.

They reached the supply room at the back of the office, a small space lined with shelves of paper, toner, and promotional samples. Abigail bent to pick up a fallen box of pens, her short black skirt flipping right up onto her back. The movement revealed everything: her satin panties stretched thin over a thick, semi-erect cock and, most prominently, her large, dangling balls that hung heavy and full between her legs. The twin orbs swayed gently with the motion, smooth and inviting.

Fiona stepped closer, unable to resist. “Careful there, darling. These short skirts can be treacherous.” Her hand smoothed over Abigail’s exposed cheek before patting it firmly. The touch lingered, fingers brushing the edge of the satin where it strained over those hefty balls.

Abigail straightened slowly, her face flushed but her eyes sparkling with interest. “It’s all so much to take in. Everyone’s so… friendly. And well-equipped.” Her gaze dropped to the front of Fiona’s flippy skirt, where the unmistakable bulge of her ten-inch cock and heavy balls pressed against the fabric. “My boyfriend back home… he’s sweet, but after seeing bulges like yours, I can’t help but feel he’s rather under-endowed. Those balls of yours look so full and impressive.”

Fiona smiled, stepping even closer so their enormous breasts pressed together in a lush, pillowy collision. “Poor thing. It’s not uncommon.” She reached down and casually lifted the front of her own skirt, revealing the satin panties stretched obscenely over her thick shaft and the massive, pendulous balls beneath. The heavy orbs were prominently displayed, far more noticeable than the thick cock lying alongside them. “See? We’re just built differently.”

Abigail’s breath hitched. She bent forward again under the pretext of adjusting a shelf, her flippy skirt riding up once more to put her own huge balls on full display. Fiona moved behind her, hands on the younger shemale’s hips, and delivered another series of affectionate pats that quickly turned exploratory. Her fingers traced the satin, cupping the weight of Abigail’s heavy sack.

“You’re absolutely massive,” Abigail whispered, pushing back slightly. “Nothing like my boyfriend’s little prick.”

The tension broke when Sophie appeared in the doorway, her pencil skirt hugging her curves and her cream blouse straining over her vast bosom. “There you are. Need any help with the new girl?” She took in the scene with a knowing smile and stepped inside, closing the door behind her. Her hand immediately found Abigail’s bottom, patting it warmly while her other hand gave Fiona’s rear a firm smack that flipped her grey skirt up again, exposing those heavy balls once more.

What followed was a brief but intense encounter in the confined space. Sophie yanked Abigail’s flippy skirt fully up, exposing the stretched satin panties. She pulled the material aside to reveal the younger shemale’s thick cock and especially her large, swinging balls. Fiona did the same to her own skirt, letting her ten-inch semi-erect cock and massive balls hang free. The three pressed together, massive breasts mashing softly, hands roaming.

Sophie dropped to her knees first, her pencil skirt riding high as she bent. Her own huge balls were prominently displayed as she took Abigail’s cock into her mouth, sucking eagerly while her hands cupped the heavy sack. Fiona stood behind Abigail, lifting her own skirt and pressing her thick shaft against the intern’s rear, her heavy balls resting against Abigail’s thighs. “Feel how full they are,” Fiona murmured, grinding slowly so the weight of her enormous balls dragged across smooth skin.

Abigail moaned around Sophie’s attentions, her own colossal breasts heaving within the tight blouse and massive brassiere. “They’re so much bigger than his… so heavy…”

The encounter was quick and passionate, filled with the wet sounds of sucking, the soft slapping of flesh, and the constant jiggle of enormous bosoms. Sophie’s mouth worked expertly on Abigail’s cock while Fiona rubbed her own thick length along the cleft of the intern’s bottom, her massive balls slapping rhythmically. When Abigail came with a shudder, Sophie swallowed greedily, then turned to share a deep kiss with Fiona, passing the taste between them.

They straightened up, adjusting clothing with giggles and more affectionate pats. Abigail’s face was glowing. “That was… incredible. I think I’m going to like it here.”

The rest of the workday continued with similar undertones of distraction. During lunch in the staff canteen, a married colleague named Rebecca joined them at the table. Rebecca was a voluptuous woman with breasts even larger than average, her tight green blouse stretched to capacity over a formidable full-cup brassiere. As she bent to sit, her short flippy skirt rode up, flashing her lacy panties. Conversation turned inevitably to the morning’s events when Rebecca’s eyes lingered on the prominent bulges in Fiona and Sophie’s skirts.

“You two are positively indecent,” Rebecca said with a laugh, giving each of them a pat under the table that lifted their hems slightly. “My husband tries, bless him, but after catching a glimpse of what you’re both carrying, I told him he might as well not bother on weekends. Those balls look like they could supply an army.”

Sophie crossed her legs, deliberately letting her pencil skirt ride higher to give a better view of the heavy sack outlined in satin. “We do get that a lot.”

By late afternoon, the sexual tension in the office had built to a pleasant hum. Fiona found herself bending over her desk to retrieve a dropped file, her flippy grey skirt flipping up completely to expose her satin panties and the prominent heavy balls beneath. Two female colleagues delivered pats in quick succession, their hands lingering appreciatively on the smooth skin.

Sophie fared no better at the photocopier. Leaning forward to clear a paper jam, her tight pencil skirt rode up her thighs, the material bunching to reveal the full weight of her massive balls in their satin confinement. A passing shemale colleague gave her rear a firm pat and a cheeky squeeze. “Looking well-packed today, Soph.”

As the clock approached five, Fiona and Sophie gathered their things. Abigail approached their desks, her flippy skirt still slightly askew from earlier activities, her massive breasts bouncing within the strained blouse. “Thank you both for the warm welcome. Perhaps we could continue my orientation after work sometime?”

Fiona gave the intern’s bottom a final pat, lifting the skirt briefly to admire those heavy balls again. “We’d love that, darling.”

On the drive home, the two housemates reflected on the day with satisfied smiles. Sophie’s hand rested on Fiona’s thigh, occasionally drifting higher to pat the flippy skirt. “That new girl’s going to be fun. Did you see how her eyes widened when she got a proper look at your balls?”

Fiona laughed, returning the touch and flipping Sophie’s pencil skirt up to expose the heavy, pendulous orbs once more. “Yours were on full display too. Poor Rebecca’s husband doesn’t stand a chance if she keeps coming to lunch with us.”

Back at the house, they kicked off their heels and collapsed onto the sofa together. Fiona’s short grey skirt rode up immediately, her massive balls resting heavily against the cushion in their satin home. Sophie’s pencil skirt fared similarly, the tight fabric bunching to reveal her own impressive equipment. They turned to face each other, enormous breasts pressing together as hands roamed freely.

“Office days always leave me worked up,” Sophie murmured, yanking Fiona’s skirt higher to fully expose the thick cock and especially the huge, heavy balls beneath. She leaned down, pressing soft kisses along the shaft before lavishing attention on the massive sack, sucking one heavy ball into her mouth while her hand stroked the thickening ten-inch length.

Fiona moaned, her fingers tangling in Sophie’s hair as she returned the favour, lifting Sophie’s skirt and burying her face between those smooth thighs. Her tongue traced the thick cock before moving lower to the prominent balls, licking and sucking the heavy orbs with relish. “They do feel particularly full after a day like today,” she gasped between licks.

Their evening unfolded into a slow, sensual session on the sofa. Skirts were pushed up or discarded entirely, massive brassieres unhooked to let colossal breasts spill free in heavy, jiggling waves. They took turns pleasuring each other with mouths and hands, emphasising the weight and size of their balls as much as their long, thick cocks. When they finally brought each other to climax, it was with mutual cries of pleasure, bodies pressed close, soft bosoms mashing together.

Afterwards, they lay tangled together, breathing heavily, hands still idly patting and stroking rears and exposed equipment.

“Tomorrow should be interesting,” Fiona said sleepily, giving Sophie’s bottom one last affectionate smack.

Sophie smiled, her fingers cupping one of Fiona’s heavy balls. “With Abigail starting properly? I think the whole office is in for a treat.”

The house fell quiet as night settled, but the promise of another day filled with tight clothing, flippy skirts, massive supportive brassieres, casual pats, and endless opportunities for bending over lingered in the air like a sweet perfume.




Chapter 3: Presentation Day

The alarm clock buzzed insistently on Friday morning, pulling Fiona Harrington from a pleasant dream filled with soft fabrics and wandering hands. She stretched languidly in bed, her enormous bosom shifting heavily beneath the thin nightdress, the vast, rounded globes pressing together into a deep, inviting valley. At five-foot-eight with curves that demanded attention, Fiona swung her legs out of bed and stood, the nightdress riding up her thighs to reveal the smooth skin and the heavy male equipment between her legs. Sophie Langford stirred beside her, her own five-foot-seven frame equally blessed with colossal, jiggling breasts that strained the fabric of her sleepwear.

“Big day today, love,” Fiona said, leaning over to give Sophie’s bottom a firm pat through the sheets. Her hand connected with a soft smack, causing Sophie to giggle and roll over, her massive chest bouncing with the movement.

They dressed with extra care for the client presentation. Fiona chose a crisp pale blue blouse tailored tightly across her chest, the buttons pulled taut by the sheer volume of her immense, heavy breasts. Beneath it nestled a formidable full-cup brassiere in sturdy white satin, complete with wide supportive straps and a broad underband that dug in slightly from the weight it carried. The cups were deep and reinforced, lifting her prodigious assets into two proud, overflowing orbs that created spectacular cleavage visible at the neckline. For the bottom half, she selected a short flippy black skirt with delicate pleats that would swish enticingly with every step. Underneath, her satin panties were stretched tight over her thick ten-inch cock and especially the heavy, pendulous balls that hung full and low, the smooth material outlining every contour.

Sophie opted for a soft cream sweater in a fine knit that clung lovingly to her own enormous, swaying bosom. The garment hugged every curve, the fuzzy texture doing nothing to hide the massive brassiere beneath—wide-strapped and heavily constructed to contain her colossal chest. Her choice of skirt was a tight charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her hips and thighs, professional yet revealing in the way it accentuated her figure. Beneath it, matching satin panties cradled her impressive manhood, the front panel strained by her long, thick shaft and the prominent weight of her large balls.

They arrived at the agency early, the office already humming with anticipation. Pamela at reception wore an especially tight red blouse today, her enormous heaving breasts threatening to burst the buttons as she leaned forward. She greeted them with the usual warm pats to their rears—first Fiona’s flippy skirt, then Sophie’s pencil skirt—her hands lingering appreciatively. “Good luck with the big presentation, girls. The clients from Luxe Lingerie are here already. Two women and one shemale, all looking rather eager.”

The conference room had been prepared with a projector and neatly arranged chairs. Margaret, the creative director, bustled about in a tight emerald blouse and a knee-length skirt that still managed to ride up when she bent to adjust cables. Her own massive bosom jiggled within the confines of what must have been an industrial-strength brassiere. Abigail, the new intern, looked nervous but excited in a white blouse that gaped between buttons from the pressure of her gigantic breasts and a short navy flippy skirt that barely skimmed her thighs. She bent to plug in a laptop, her flippy skirt riding straight up to expose satin panties stretched over her thick cock and, most noticeably, her heavy dangling balls that swayed gently with the motion. Fiona and Sophie both delivered affectionate pats to her exposed rear as they passed.

The clients arrived promptly at ten: two busty women in their thirties named Vanessa and Claire, and a shemale named Lydia, all dressed to impress. Vanessa wore a deep purple blouse stretched tight over an enormous chest supported by a full-cup brassiere with thick straps visible at the shoulders. Claire had chosen a soft grey sweater similar to Sophie’s, her colossal breasts creating deep shadows in the cleavage. Lydia, the shemale client, sported a tight black blouse and a short flippy red skirt, her own assets at least as large as Fiona and Sophie’s, with a noticeable bulge at the front of her skirt where her well-hung equipment pressed against the fabric.

Introductions were made with the customary friendly pats—hands landing on bottoms through skirts and blouses brushing against massive bosoms. Fiona and Sophie began the presentation, standing at the front near the projector. As Fiona clicked through the first slides, she bent slightly to point at the screen, her short flippy black skirt riding up high enough to flash the satin panties and the heavy balls nestled within. The twin orbs hung prominently, far more eye-catching than the thick cock lying alongside them. Several pairs of eyes in the room lingered appreciatively. Sophie took over the next section, leaning over the conference table to distribute handouts. Her tight pencil skirt rode up her thighs, bunching to reveal the smooth skin and the prominent bulge of her large balls in their satin confinement.

Vanessa shifted in her seat, crossing her legs as her own tight blouse strained. “These concepts are excellent, but I must say, the visuals are rather… distracting in the best way.” She stood to ask a question, bending forward over the table herself. Her purple blouse gaped, revealing the deep cups of her massive brassiere as her enormous, pillowy breasts threatened to spill forward. Her hand casually patted Fiona’s hip as she spoke, then drifted lower to deliver a firm smack to the flippy skirt, lifting it again to expose those heavy balls once more.

The room filled with light laughter and more casual touches. Claire stood next to give feedback, her grey sweater hugging her colossal chest as she reached across the table. The motion caused her breasts to rest heavily on the wooden surface, the massive brassiere underneath creaking softly with the strain. She gave Sophie’s pencil skirt a playful pat that hiked the tight fabric higher, exposing more of the heavy sack outlined in satin. “Your team clearly understands support and structure,” she said with a wink, her eyes dropping meaningfully to the prominent bulges in both protagonists’ skirts.

Lydia, the shemale client, contributed next, standing and bending to retrieve a dropped pen from the floor. Her short flippy red skirt flipped right up, revealing her own satin panties stretched tight over a thick cock and especially large, swinging balls that dangled invitingly. Fiona and Sophie both stepped forward to offer helping pats, their hands landing warmly on Lydia’s exposed rear. “Allow me,” Fiona murmured, her palm connecting with a soft smack while her fingers brushed close to the heavy orbs.

The presentation continued amid growing sexual tension. During a short break, Abigail was sent to fetch fresh coffee. The young intern bent low at the sideboard, her short navy flippy skirt riding up completely to put her huge balls on full display once again. Margaret gave her a quick pat, followed by Vanessa, who lingered longer, her hand cupping one cheek appreciatively. “Such a helpful girl,” Vanessa said. “And so generously equipped.”

When the break ended, Lydia pulled Fiona aside into the small side office adjacent to the conference room under the pretext of discussing budget details. The moment the door clicked shut, the atmosphere shifted. Lydia’s eyes roamed openly over Fiona’s figure. “Your work is impressive, but I have to admit, seeing you present with that skirt flipping up every five minutes has me rather distracted.” She stepped closer, her own flippy red skirt brushing against Fiona’s. “My girlfriend back home is lovely, but her husband—wait, no, my partner’s previous boyfriend was so poorly hung it was almost comical. One look at the bulge in your skirt and I can tell yours is in a completely different league.”

Fiona smiled, turning slightly so her short flippy skirt swished. She bent forward over the small desk as if to show a document, deliberately letting the skirt ride up high. Her satin panties came into view, stretched tight over her thick ten-inch cock, but especially emphasising the massive, pendulous balls that hung heavy and full. “Is this what you mean?” she asked innocently.

Lydia’s breath caught. She moved behind Fiona, her hands smoothing over the exposed cheeks before delivering a series of firm pats. One hand reached between Fiona’s thighs, cupping the weight of those huge balls through the satin. “Goodness, they’re enormous. So much heavier than anything my partner has. He barely makes a dent in his trousers.” She tugged the satin aside, freeing Fiona’s thick cock and letting the heavy balls swing free. Leaning down, Lydia pressed soft kisses along the shaft before lavishing attention on the massive sack, sucking one heavy ball into her mouth while her hand stroked the thickening length.

Fiona moaned softly, pushing back against the attentions. Her own hands reached back to pat Lydia’s flippy skirt, lifting it to reveal the client’s own impressive equipment. The two shemales pressed together, massive breasts mashing in their tight blouses and brassieres, hands roaming freely. Fiona eventually turned, yanking her skirt fully up and guiding her thick cock between Lydia’s thighs, rubbing the heavy balls against smooth skin as she thrust slowly. The encounter was heated but contained, ending with Lydia dropping to her knees to take Fiona’s load into her mouth, swallowing eagerly while praising the size and fullness of those colossal balls.

They rejoined the main room flushed but composed, just as Sophie was finishing the final slides. Sophie had been bending repeatedly over the projector, her tight pencil skirt riding up again and again to display her own huge balls prominently to the clients. Claire had taken full advantage, delivering several pats and even a discreet squeeze during one particularly revealing moment.

The presentation wrapped successfully, with the clients signing off on the campaign enthusiastically. As everyone stood to leave the conference room, the air was thick with lingering touches. Vanessa gave both Fiona and Sophie warm pats on their rears, her hands lifting the skirts slightly for one last glimpse. “We’ll be in touch soon. And perhaps we can discuss this further over a more private dinner sometime.”

Abigail approached as the clients departed, her flippy skirt still slightly dishevelled. “That went brilliantly. You two were amazing up there.” She bent to collect the handouts from the table, her short skirt flipping up to expose her heavy balls once more. Fiona and Sophie both patted her appreciatively, fingers brushing the satin-covered orbs.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a pleasant haze of congratulations and casual office flirtation. Olivia bent over her desk to file papers, her red flippy skirt riding high to show her large balls dangling in satin. Pamela at reception treated several colleagues to pats as they passed. By five o’clock, the sexual energy in the building was palpable.

Fiona and Sophie drove home with the windows down, the warm air swirling under their skirts. Sophie’s hand rested on Fiona’s thigh, occasionally drifting higher to flip the black skirt up and cup the heavy balls beneath. “That Lydia couldn’t keep her eyes—or hands—off you during the break,” she teased.

Fiona returned the favour, reaching across to lift Sophie’s pencil skirt and trace the prominent bulge of her massive sack. “And you had Claire practically drooling every time you leaned over that table. Poor woman’s husband doesn’t stand a chance after today.”

Back at the house, they barely made it through the front door before hands were roaming. Fiona pushed Sophie against the wall, yanking the tight pencil skirt up around her waist to fully expose the satin panties and the thick cock and especially huge balls beneath. She dropped to her knees, burying her face between Sophie’s thighs, licking and sucking the heavy orbs with relish while stroking the long shaft. “They felt so full all day, swinging every time I moved,” Fiona murmured between licks.

Sophie pulled Fiona up, returning the attention by lifting the flippy black skirt and freeing her housemate’s massive equipment. She took the thick ten-inch cock into her mouth while her hands cradled and massaged the pendulous balls, marvelling at their weight. Their massive breasts pressed together as they moved to the sofa, blouses unbuttoned and brassieres unhooked to let the colossal, soft flesh spill free in heavy waves. They pleasured each other thoroughly, taking turns worshipping each other’s cocks and especially the large, heavy balls that had been on display all day.

When they finally climaxed, it was with shared gasps and shuddering releases, bodies slick and satisfied. Afterwards, they lay tangled on the sofa, skirts pushed up, hands idly patting rears and cupping heavy sacks.

“Presentation days are exhausting in the best way,” Sophie sighed, giving Fiona’s bottom a lazy smack.

Fiona smiled, her fingers tracing the outline of Sophie’s still-sensitive balls. “And tomorrow’s the weekend. We should see if Abigail or any of the clients fancy continuing the celebration.”

The evening settled quietly around them, the house filled with the lingering scent of perfume, satin, and satisfied flesh. Another day in their world of tight clothing, flippy skirts, massive supportive brassieres, and endless playful opportunities had drawn to a close, but the promise of more lingered deliciously.




Chapter 4: Evening with the Clients

Saturday evening arrived with a warm breeze and the promise of excitement. Fiona Harrington stood before the mirror in their bedroom, carefully buttoning a tight emerald-green blouse that clung to her colossal bosom like a second skin. The fabric stretched taut across her immense, heavy breasts, the buttons straining to contain the deep, pillowy cleavage created by the massive full-cup brassiere underneath. This particular brassiere was a masterpiece of support — wide shoulder straps reinforced with satin, a broad underband that encircled her ribcage firmly, and deep cups that lifted and cradled her overflowing assets into two spectacular, rounded orbs. Every movement sent a subtle jiggle through the soft flesh. For the lower half, she had chosen a short, flippy scarlet skirt with delicate pleats that danced around her thighs at the slightest motion. Beneath it, her satin panties were pulled tight over her thick ten-inch cock and the heavy, pendulous balls that hung full and low, the smooth material outlining the generous sack prominently.

Sophie Langford finished adjusting her own outfit beside her: a soft, fuzzy angora sweater in blush pink that hugged every curve of her own enormous, swaying bosom. The knit fabric was stretched thin over the substantial brassiere beneath — wide-strapped and heavily constructed to manage the sheer weight and volume of her prodigious chest. Her skirt was a tight navy pencil number that clung to her hips and rear, professional enough for dinner yet short enough to ride up with tempting ease. Underneath, matching satin panties stretched across her impressive manhood, the front panel especially taut over her large, weighty balls.

“You look good enough to eat,” Fiona said, stepping behind Sophie and delivering a firm pat to her bottom. Her hand landed with a soft smack on the tight pencil skirt, causing the fabric to shift.

Sophie turned and returned the favour, her palm connecting squarely with Fiona’s flippy scarlet skirt and lifting it just enough to expose the satin panties and the heavy balls nestled within. “So do you. Those clients won’t know what hit them.” She gave the exposed cheek another affectionate pat before smoothing the skirt down.

The Luxe Lingerie clients had invited them to dinner at an upscale Italian restaurant in central London, followed by drinks at a private lounge. Vanessa, Claire, and Lydia had been effusive in their thanks after the successful presentation, and the tone of the invitation suggested the evening would be far from strictly business.

They arrived at the restaurant fashionably on time. The maître d’ showed them to a secluded table where the three clients were already waiting. Vanessa wore a deep burgundy blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the lacy edge of her massive full-cup brassiere, her enormous, heaving breasts creating an impressive display of soft cleavage. Claire had chosen a cream silk blouse that strained delightfully over her colossal chest, the wide straps of her supportive brassiere visible at the shoulders. Lydia, the shemale among them, looked stunning in a tight black sweater that accentuated her own vast bosom and a short flippy emerald skirt that matched Fiona’s in flirtiness. Her own bulge was noticeable even when seated, hinting at generous equipment beneath.

Greetings were warm and physical. Vanessa stood first, delivering pats to both Fiona and Sophie’s rears as they approached the table — firm, friendly smacks that lifted Fiona’s flippy skirt slightly and tightened Sophie’s pencil skirt over her curves. Claire followed with similar affectionate pats, her hand lingering on Sophie’s hip. Lydia rose and embraced each of them, her massive breasts pressing softly against theirs in a lush collision while her hands patted their bottoms warmly. “You both look divine,” Lydia purred. “That presentation has us all buzzing.”

They settled into their seats, the conversation flowing easily over aperitifs. As the waiter took orders, Fiona leaned forward to study the menu, her tight emerald blouse pulling across her chest and her flippy scarlet skirt riding up her thighs under the table. The motion caused the hem to flip slightly, exposing a glimpse of satin panties and the heavy balls beneath. Vanessa’s eyes dropped immediately, a small smile playing on her lips. She reached under the table and gave Fiona’s thigh a pat that quickly moved higher, brushing the exposed skin.

Throughout the meal, the bending and reaching never stopped. Claire dropped her napkin and bent low to retrieve it, her cream blouse gaping to reveal the deep cups of her enormous brassiere as her colossal breasts shifted heavily. Sophie responded by patting Claire’s rear as she straightened, the touch friendly and lingering. When the bread basket needed passing, Lydia leaned across the table, her short flippy emerald skirt riding up noticeably to reveal her own satin panties stretched over a thick cock and particularly large, dangling balls. Fiona and Sophie both offered helping pats to her exposed cheek, their hands connecting with soft smacks.

The talk turned increasingly personal as the wine flowed. Vanessa sighed dramatically while cutting into her pasta. “You know, girls, my husband tries his best, but after seeing the way your skirts were riding up during that presentation, I told him he might as well stay in the spare room. His little thing barely makes an impression compared to the bulges you two were sporting.” She gave Fiona’s knee another pat under the table, her fingers drifting higher to feel the firm outline of the thick cock and heavy balls through the satin.

Claire nodded vigorously, her own enormous bosom jiggling within the silk blouse. “Exactly. My boyfriend is sweet, but he’s hung like a mouse. One proper look at what Sophie’s packing under that pencil skirt and I nearly spilled my coffee in the meeting.” She reached over and patted Sophie’s thigh, then higher, lifting the edge of the tight skirt to brush against the prominent weight of those large balls.

Lydia laughed, crossing her legs so her flippy skirt swished higher. “Don’t get me started on my partner. He’s adequate on a good day, but after feeling the weight of Fiona’s balls when we had that little chat in the side office… well, let’s just say he’s been sulking ever since.” Her hand found Fiona’s flippy scarlet skirt under the table and gave it a deliberate tug upward, exposing the heavy, pendulous orbs once more. “These are in another league entirely.”

The atmosphere grew warmer with every passing course. By dessert, hands were roaming more openly beneath the tablecloth. Fiona bent to retrieve her fallen fork, deliberately letting her short flippy skirt ride up high enough for the entire table to catch a clear view of her satin panties stretched tight over her thick ten-inch cock and especially the massive balls hanging full and low. Multiple hands delivered appreciative pats in quick succession — Vanessa’s firm and lingering, Claire’s teasing, and Lydia’s eager.

After dinner, they moved to a private lounge bar nearby, reserved for discreet clientele. The lighting was low and intimate, with deep velvet booths perfect for continued conversation. They claimed a large curved booth in the corner. As they slid in, skirts rode up naturally. Sophie’s tight pencil skirt bunched around her hips, revealing the satin panties and the prominent bulge of her heavy balls. Fiona’s flippy scarlet skirt flipped playfully as she settled, putting her own enormous sack on display. The clients responded with delighted pats all around, hands landing on smooth skin and satin-covered equipment without hesitation.

Drinks arrived, and the talk grew even more explicit. Vanessa leaned in close to Fiona, her massive breasts brushing against the emerald blouse. “Be honest — how do those huge balls feel when they’re swinging free under a short skirt all day?” She reached down and cupped one of Fiona’s heavy orbs through the satin, weighing it appreciatively. “My husband’s are like dried peas next to these.”

Fiona smiled, shifting so her skirt rode higher. “They do get rather full by the end of a long day. Especially after all the bending and patting in the office.” She returned the touch, patting Vanessa’s rear and then sliding her hand under the burgundy blouse to feel the enormous brassiere straining beneath.

The group dynamic shifted naturally toward more physical play. Lydia suggested they move to an even more private area — a small VIP suite attached to the lounge with plush sofas and dim lighting. Once inside with the door closed, inhibitions melted away completely. Lydia was the first to act, pulling Fiona close and yanking her flippy scarlet skirt fully up around her waist. She dropped to her knees, freeing Fiona’s thick ten-inch cock and letting the massive, pendulous balls swing heavily into view. “Look at the size of these,” Lydia breathed, cupping the heavy sack with both hands. “So much fuller than anything my partner could dream of.” She leaned in, licking and sucking the large balls with obvious relish while her hand stroked the thickening shaft.

Sophie was not left out. Claire and Vanessa converged on her, hands roaming over the fuzzy pink sweater and tight pencil skirt. They worked together to push the skirt up, exposing Sophie’s own impressive equipment. Claire took the thick cock into her mouth while Vanessa lavished attention on the huge balls, sucking one heavy orb deep and moaning at the weight. “These are magnificent,” Vanessa murmured around her mouthful. “My boyfriend would cry if he saw them.”

Fiona and Sophie exchanged heated glances as they stood side by side, their colossal breasts heaving within the tight blouses and massive brassieres. Skirts were pushed up or flipped aside, satin panties tugged down just enough to free their generous male anatomy. The clients took turns worshipping the protagonists’ cocks and especially their heavy, swinging balls — licking, sucking, and praising the size and fullness repeatedly. Vanessa and Claire frequently compared them aloud to their inadequate partners, the contrast heightening the excitement.

The encounter grew more intense. Fiona bent Lydia over one of the plush sofas, flipping the emerald skirt up and pressing her thick cock against the shemale client’s rear while her heavy balls rested heavily against Lydia’s thighs. She thrust slowly at first, letting the weight of her massive sack slap rhythmically with each movement. Sophie, meanwhile, had Vanessa and Claire on their knees before her, taking turns sucking her long shaft and heavy balls while their own enormous breasts spilled from unbuttoned blouses and loosened brassieres.

Clothing became increasingly dishevelled. Blouses were unbuttoned fully, massive brassieres unhooked to let colossal, soft breasts tumble free in heavy, jiggling waves. Hands roamed everywhere — patting rears, squeezing overflowing bosoms, cupping heavy balls. The air filled with soft moans, wet sounds, and explicit compliments.

“You’re both so much thicker and heavier than our men,” Claire gasped as she came up for air, her lips glossy. “Those balls could keep a girl satisfied for days.”

Lydia cried out in pleasure as Fiona drove deeper, her own thick cock leaking onto the sofa while Fiona’s heavy balls slapped against her. Sophie eventually took her turn with each of the clients, her pencil skirt long discarded, her massive balls prominently displayed as she moved between them.

The session stretched on pleasurably, with the protagonists satisfying all three clients in turn and receiving enthusiastic oral attention focused heavily on their cocks and especially their large, full balls. When climaxes finally arrived, they were shared and messy — loads swallowed eagerly, bodies pressed close, enormous breasts mashing together in soft, pillowy embraces.

Afterwards, they lounged on the sofas in various states of undress, hands still idly patting bottoms and stroking sensitive equipment. Skirts remained flipped up, satin panties stretched or discarded, massive brassieres hanging loose around necks or completely removed.

Vanessa sighed contentedly, her head resting against Fiona’s colossal bosom. “That was far better than any business dinner I’ve ever had. My husband is definitely getting the silent treatment when I get home.”

Claire laughed, tracing a finger along the length of Sophie’s softening cock and the heavy balls beneath. “Mine too. These two have ruined us for anything less.”

Lydia smiled, giving both protagonists’ rears a final affectionate pat. “We must do this again very soon. Perhaps next time at my place with a few more friends.”

The group eventually straightened their clothing as best they could — blouses rebuttoned over still-heaving massive breasts, skirts smoothed down (though they continued to flip and ride up with every movement), and brassieres readjusted to contain their overflowing assets. They exchanged warm kisses and more pats at the entrance to the lounge before parting ways, promises of future meetings hanging in the air.

Fiona and Sophie drove home through the quiet London streets, the car filled with satisfied silence and the occasional touch. Sophie’s hand rested on Fiona’s thigh, occasionally flipping the scarlet skirt up to cup the still-sensitive heavy balls. “Quite the evening,” she murmured.

Fiona returned the gesture, lifting Sophie’s pencil skirt to feel the weight of her large sack. “Indeed. Those poor husbands and boyfriends don’t stand a chance anymore.”

Back at the house, they kicked off their heels and collapsed onto the sofa together, skirts riding up naturally to expose everything once more. The night ended with slow, lazy intimacy — hands and mouths exploring familiar territory, emphasising the heavy balls that had received so much attention throughout the evening.

As they drifted toward sleep, tangled in each other’s arms with massive breasts pressed softly together, the world outside continued its casual, sensual rhythm of short skirts, tight clothing, supportive brassieres, and endless playful pats. Another memorable night in their delightfully uninhibited reality had drawn to a close.




Chapter 5: Sunday Morning Neighbourhood BBQ

Sunday morning sunlight streamed into the back garden of the Surrey semi-detached house, warming the patio and lawn where Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford were setting up for their casual neighbourhood barbecue. Fiona, dressed in a tight yellow sleeveless top that clung desperately to her colossal, heavy breasts, had chosen one of her sturdiest full-cup brassieres underneath — a robust white satin number with extra-wide straps and a reinforced band that barely contained the vast, rounded globes that jiggled with every movement. Her short flippy denim skirt swished around her thighs, the hem flirting dangerously high. Beneath it, her satin panties stretched tight over her thick ten-inch cock and the heavy, pendulous balls that hung full and low between her smooth legs.

Sophie wore a soft pink halter top that tied behind her neck, the thin fabric doing little to restrain her own enormous, swaying bosom. Her massive brassiere — deep-cupped and heavily underwired — lifted the soft flesh into two overflowing shelves. Her choice of bottom was a tiny white flippy skirt that barely covered anything, the pleats ready to flip up at the slightest breeze. Her satin panties cradled her impressive manhood, the material pulled taut across her large, weighty balls.

Eleanor Grant arrived first, carrying a tray of homemade salads, her enormous heaving breasts barely contained by a low-cut red blouse and an industrial-strength full-cup brassiere whose thick straps dug visibly into her shoulders. Her tight black pencil skirt hugged her wide hips. Her husband Harold trailed behind, looking slightly awkward in shorts and a polo shirt. Abigail followed soon after with two shemale neighbours — the curvaceous Olivia from the office and a lively local named Beatrice, both sporting chests even more exaggerated than average and short flippy skirts of their own.

“Smells wonderful already,” Eleanor said brightly, setting her tray down and immediately giving Fiona’s bottom a warm pat through the flippy denim skirt. Her hand lingered, lifting the hem slightly to expose the satin panties and the heavy balls beneath. “You girls always know how to host.”

The morning unfolded with the easy rhythm of their world. Everyone helped with preparations — bending over the grill to turn sausages, reaching into coolers for drinks, and arranging plates on the patio table. Skirts rode up and flipped constantly. When Eleanor bent low to adjust the tablecloth, her tight pencil skirt tightened across her rear before riding up to reveal lacy panties. Fiona and Sophie both delivered affectionate pats, their hands smacking the soft cheeks. Abigail, in her short green flippy skirt, leaned over the salad bowl, causing her skirt to flip right up and display her satin panties stretched over her thick cock and especially her large, dangling balls. Multiple hands patted her exposed rear in quick succession.

Harold tried to make himself useful at the grill, but his eyes kept drifting to the constant displays of flesh and equipment. Eleanor noticed and gave a light laugh. “Poor Harold. He does try, but look at what these two are packing just walking around the garden.” She reached over and casually lifted the front of Fiona’s flippy denim skirt, exposing the thick cock and the massive, pendulous balls that hung prominently. “See? Those balls are twice the size of yours, darling. And heavier too.”

The drinks flowed — chilled white wine and cold beers — loosening tongues further. As the food cooked, the group lounged on garden chairs and the patio sofa. Sophie bent to pick up a fallen napkin, her tiny white flippy skirt flipping completely onto her back to reveal everything: the stretched satin panties, her thick ten-inch cock, and most noticeably her huge, heavy balls swaying gently in the warm air. Eleanor, Olivia, and Beatrice all gave appreciative pats, their palms landing on the smooth skin with soft smacks.

Conversation turned inevitably explicit. Eleanor sighed as she sipped her wine, her enormous breasts resting heavily on the table edge. “Honestly, girls, after seeing you two at the presentation the other day and now here in the garden, I told Harold last night that his little prick just isn’t cutting it anymore. Those heavy balls of yours look like they could keep a woman satisfied for weeks.”

Abigail nodded eagerly, her own colossal bosom straining her top. “My boyfriend back home is the same. Sweet, but when I think about how full and thick Sophie’s equipment is…” She reached out and gave Sophie’s exposed balls a gentle cup through the satin, weighing them. “These are proper man-sized.”

The atmosphere shifted from casual to charged. Olivia stood to fetch more drinks, bending deeply at the cooler. Her short flippy skirt rode high, exposing her own huge balls prominently. Beatrice patted her rear enthusiastically. Fiona and Sophie exchanged a heated glance. It was Eleanor who made the first decisive move, pulling Fiona close and kissing her deeply while her hand yanked the flippy denim skirt fully up. “I need a proper feel of these,” she murmured, dropping to her knees on the soft grass.

What followed was a long, drawn-out, and thoroughly explicit session that spread across the garden. Eleanor freed Fiona’s thick ten-inch cock, letting the massive, pendulous balls swing free. She started with slow, worshipful cocksucking — taking the thick head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the shaft, then moving lower to lick and suck the heavy balls. She sucked one large orb deep into her mouth, humming with pleasure at the weight, then the other, her cheeks hollowing as she lavished attention on the full sack. “So much bigger than Harold’s pathetic little things,” she moaned between licks. “These balls are deliciously heavy.”

Sophie was quickly surrounded by Abigail and Olivia. The two shemales dropped to their knees beside Eleanor, taking turns sucking Sophie’s long cock while their hands and mouths worshipped her huge balls. Abigail sucked the thick shaft deep, gagging slightly as it hit the back of her throat, while Olivia buried her face in the heavy sack, licking and sucking the pendulous orbs with sloppy enthusiasm. Beatrice joined in, her own enormous breasts spilling from her top as she offered her mouth to Sophie as well.

Fiona, not to be outdone, pulled Eleanor to her feet and bent her over the patio table. He yanked the tight pencil skirt up around her waist and tugged her lacy panties aside, exposing Eleanor’s wet pussy and tight arse. He rubbed his thick cock along her slit first, teasing the entrance before pushing slowly into her pussy. Eleanor gasped loudly as the massive girth stretched her tight walls. Fiona’s heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her clit with every deep thrust. “Fuck, you’re so much thicker than my husband,” Eleanor cried out, pushing back to take more. Fiona fucked her with long, deliberate strokes, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, the weight of his huge balls adding extra slap with each impact.

Meanwhile, Sophie had Beatrice bent over a garden chair. She slid her thick ten-inch cock between the busty woman’s colossal breasts for a long, sensual tit-fuck. Beatrice pressed her massive, soft tits together around the shaft, the deep valley of cleavage enveloping the length as Sophie thrust steadily. The head of Sophie’s cock bumped against Beatrice’s chin with each upward stroke, and Beatrice eagerly licked and sucked the tip whenever it came close. “Your cock feels so good between my tits,” Beatrice moaned. “Harold could never fill this much.”

The group shifted positions fluidly. Fiona pulled out of Eleanor’s pussy and moved to her arse, pressing the thick head against the tighter hole. With plenty of her own spit for lubrication, he pushed in slowly, inch by thick inch, stretching Eleanor’s arse wide. Eleanor moaned loudly, her enormous breasts swaying heavily as Fiona began to fuck her arse with deep, steady strokes. His heavy balls slapped loudly against her wet pussy with every thrust. “Yes, fuck my arse with that huge thing,” she gasped. “My husband’s tiny prick has never been anywhere near this deep.”

Sophie, after enjoying the tit-fuck, moved behind Abigail. She rubbed her slick cock along the shemale’s crack before pushing into Abigail’s tight arse. Abigail cried out in pleasure as the thick length filled her, Sophie’s huge balls resting heavily against her own as she bottomed out. Sophie fucked her with long, drawn-out strokes, pulling back until only the head remained inside before driving deep again, the heavy sack slapping rhythmically.

Olivia and Beatrice took turns riding the protagonists. Olivia straddled Fiona on one of the garden loungers, sinking her wet pussy down onto the thick ten-inch cock. She rode slowly at first, savouring the stretch, her colossal breasts bouncing wildly within her loosened top. Fiona’s hands gripped her hips as he thrust upward, his massive balls slapping up against Olivia’s arse with every meeting of their bodies. Beatrice did the same with Sophie, impaling her arse on the thick shaft and grinding down so Sophie’s heavy balls pressed firmly against her.

The sex stretched on for well over an hour, the garden filled with moans, wet slapping sounds, and explicit praise. The women and shemales took turns sucking the protagonists’ cocks and worshipping their huge balls — long, sloppy blowjobs where mouths stretched wide around the girth and tongues bathed the heavy orbs. Tit-fucking sessions were prolonged, with the colossal soft breasts of Eleanor, Beatrice, and Olivia enveloping the thick shafts in warm, pillowy flesh while eager tongues licked the leaking heads.

Fiona and Sophie double-teamed several of the guests. At one point, they had Eleanor on all fours on the grass. Fiona fucked her pussy from behind while Sophie fed her thick cock into Eleanor’s mouth, the two shemales thrusting in rhythm so Eleanor was filled at both ends. Her enormous breasts swung heavily beneath her, brushing the grass. Later, they switched, Fiona taking Eleanor’s arse while Sophie slid into her soaked pussy, their heavy balls slapping together as they fucked the busty woman senseless.

Harold watched from the sidelines, his face flushed and his own modest bulge obvious but ignored. Eleanor occasionally glanced over and laughed breathlessly. “See, darling? This is what a real cock and proper heavy balls feel like. Yours could never do this to me.”

The climax built gradually. Fiona finally pulled out of Eleanor’s arse and had her kneel with the other women and shemales. All five mouths converged on Fiona and Sophie’s cocks and balls in a messy, enthusiastic group suck. Tongues licked shafts, lips sucked heads, and mouths fought gently over the heavy balls — sucking, licking, and kissing the large orbs.

When release came, it was powerful. Fiona erupted first, thick ropes of cum splashing across Eleanor’s face and colossal tits, then across Abigail’s and Olivia’s waiting mouths. Sophie followed, painting Beatrice’s heaving breasts and open mouth with heavy spurts. The women and shemales eagerly swallowed what they could, licking each other clean and sharing the taste in deep kisses.

Afterwards, everyone collapsed onto the garden furniture and grass, clothing dishevelled, skirts flipped up or discarded, massive brassieres pushed aside to let enormous breasts spill free. Hands continued to pat bottoms and stroke softening cocks and heavy balls idly.

Eleanor sighed contentedly, her head resting against Fiona’s thigh. “That was the best barbecue I’ve ever attended. Harold, you might want to take notes — though I doubt you could ever match these two.”

Harold mumbled something sheepish, but no one paid much attention.

As the afternoon sun warmed the garden, the group slowly recovered, sharing cold drinks and light laughter. Skirts remained ridden up, satin panties stretched or pushed aside, and the air carried the scent of sex and satisfaction. Fiona and Sophie exchanged satisfied smiles, their massive breasts rising and falling as they breathed deeply.

“Same time next weekend?” Sophie asked lazily, giving Eleanor’s bottom a final affectionate pat.

Eleanor grinned, her hand cupping one of Fiona’s heavy balls. “We wouldn’t miss it.”

The neighbourhood barbecue had turned into something far more memorable, and in their delightfully uninhibited world, no one minded in the slightest.




Chapter 6: Monday Morning Office "Team Building"

Monday morning at Harrington & Langford Creative felt charged from the moment Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford stepped through the doors. The memory of Sunday’s garden barbecue still lingered in their bodies — the heavy, satisfied ache between their legs and the pleasant soreness in their muscles. Fiona had chosen a crisp white blouse that hugged her colossal, heavy breasts tightly, the buttons straining over the massive full-cup brassiere beneath. The sturdy satin undergarment featured wide, reinforced straps and a deep band that dug slightly into her skin from the sheer weight it supported. Her short flippy charcoal skirt swished around her thighs, ready to betray her at any moment. Beneath the skirt, her satin panties stretched taut over her thick ten-inch cock and the heavy, pendulous balls that hung full and low.

Sophie wore a soft grey sweater that clung to every curve of her own enormous, swaying bosom. The fuzzy knit did nothing to hide the substantial brassiere holding her prodigious chest — wide-strapped and heavily constructed. Her tight navy pencil skirt hugged her hips, the fabric prone to riding up with the slightest movement. Underneath, matching satin panties cradled her impressive manhood, the front panel especially tight over her large, weighty balls.

The office buzzed with unusual energy. Pamela at reception greeted them with extra enthusiasm, her enormous heaving breasts barely contained by a tight turquoise blouse. She delivered firm pats to both their rears as they passed, her hand lifting Fiona’s flippy skirt just enough to brush against the heavy balls beneath. “Abigail mentioned the barbecue was quite the success,” she said with a knowing smile.

Abigail was already at her desk, looking radiant in a pale blue blouse that gaped between buttons from the pressure of her gigantic breasts and a short red flippy skirt. Olivia arrived shortly after, her vast chest straining a black sweater and her own short flippy skirt barely covering her rear. Margaret, the creative director, called an impromptu “team-building meeting” in the conference room at ten o’clock, claiming it was to “celebrate the Luxe Lingerie win and build morale.”

The moment the glass door closed behind the small group — Fiona, Sophie, Abigail, Olivia, Margaret, and Pamela — the pretence dissolved. Abigail was the first to act, stepping close to Fiona and giving her bottom a firm pat that flipped the charcoal skirt right up. “I can’t stop thinking about yesterday,” she whispered, dropping to her knees on the carpet.

What followed was a long, explicit, and thoroughly drawn-out team-building session that turned the conference room into a playground of flesh and satin.

Abigail freed Fiona’s thick ten-inch cock from the satin panties, letting the massive, pendulous balls swing heavily into view. She started with slow, worshipful cocksucking — taking the thick head deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked greedily down the shaft. Her tongue swirled around the girth before she moved lower, lavishing attention on the huge balls. She sucked one heavy orb into her mouth, humming with pleasure at its weight and fullness, then switched to the other, licking and kissing the smooth skin while her hand stroked the throbbing cock. “These balls are so much bigger and heavier than my boyfriend’s pathetic little things,” Abigail moaned between licks. “He could never fill my mouth like this.”

Sophie was quickly surrounded by Olivia and Pamela. Olivia dropped to her knees and took Sophie’s thick cock into her mouth, sucking with sloppy enthusiasm while Pamela buried her face in the heavy sack beneath. Pamela’s tongue bathed the large balls, sucking one pendulous orb deep and then the other, her moans vibrating against the sensitive skin. “God, these are proper heavy balls,” Pamela gasped. “My husband’s are like tiny marbles. I could play with these all day.”

Margaret watched for a moment, her own enormous breasts heaving within her tight blouse, before joining in. She unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her massive brassiere, letting her colossal tits spill free in heavy, jiggling waves. She pressed them around Sophie’s slick cock for a long, sensual tit-fuck. Sophie thrust steadily between the soft, pillowy flesh, the deep valley of cleavage enveloping her thick length while Margaret licked the leaking head each time it bumped against her chin. “Fuck my tits with that huge cock,” Margaret urged. “My boyfriend could never stretch them like this.”

The group moved fluidly around the large conference table. Fiona bent Abigail over the polished surface, yanking her short red flippy skirt up around her waist and tugging the satin panties aside. He rubbed his thick cock along Abigail’s wet pussy first, teasing the entrance before pushing in slowly. Abigail gasped loudly as the massive girth stretched her tight walls. Fiona’s heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her clit with every deep thrust. He fucked her with long, deliberate strokes — pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, the weight of his huge balls adding a loud, wet slap each time. “You’re so much thicker than my boyfriend,” Abigail cried out, pushing back to take every inch. “Those heavy balls feel incredible slapping against me.”

Sophie, meanwhile, had Pamela bent over the end of the table. She slid her thick ten-inch cock into Pamela’s eager pussy, gripping the receptionist’s wide hips as she began to thrust. Pamela’s enormous breasts squashed against the table as Sophie fucked her with steady, deep strokes, her large balls slapping loudly against the wet flesh. “Fuck, yes — pound my pussy with that massive thing,” Pamela moaned. “My husband’s little prick has never reached this deep.”

Olivia and Margaret took turns riding the protagonists. Olivia straddled Fiona on one of the leather chairs, sinking her soaked pussy down onto the thick cock. She rode slowly at first, savouring the stretch, her colossal breasts bouncing wildly as she moved up and down. Fiona’s hands gripped her arse, pulling her down harder so his heavy balls slapped up against her with every descent. Margaret did the same with Sophie, impaling her arse on the thick shaft and grinding in circles so Sophie’s huge balls pressed firmly against her cheeks.

The sex stretched on, positions shifting across the room. Fiona pulled out of Abigail’s pussy and moved to her tight arse, pressing the thick head against the puckered hole. With plenty of her own juices for lubrication, he pushed in slowly, inch by thick inch, stretching Abigail wide. Abigail moaned loudly, her gigantic breasts swaying heavily as Fiona began to fuck her arse with long, drawn-out strokes. His massive balls slapped rhythmically against her dripping pussy with every thrust. “Yes, fuck my arse harder,” Abigail begged. “Nothing my boyfriend has could ever feel like this.”

Sophie switched to Olivia, bending the busty shemale over the projector stand. She rubbed her slick cock along Olivia’s crack before pushing deep into her arse. Olivia cried out in pleasure as the thick length filled her completely, Sophie’s heavy balls resting heavily against her own as she bottomed out. Sophie fucked her with powerful, steady strokes, pulling back slowly before driving in again, the heavy sack slapping loudly.

The women took turns worshipping the protagonists’ equipment in long, sloppy sessions. All four mouths — Abigail, Olivia, Pamela, and Margaret — converged on Fiona and Sophie’s cocks and especially their huge balls. They sucked greedily, tongues bathing the thick shafts and lips stretching wide around the heads. Mouths fought playfully over the heavy orbs, sucking them deep, licking every inch, and kissing the smooth skin while hands stroked the throbbing lengths. “These balls are so full and heavy,” Margaret murmured, sucking one of Fiona’s large orbs into her mouth. “My boyfriend’s sack is tiny and useless compared to this.”

Tit-fucking became a highlight. The colossal breasts of all four women were put to use. Fiona slid his thick cock between Margaret’s enormous tits while she pressed them together tightly, the soft flesh enveloping him completely. Sophie enjoyed a long double tit-fuck from Pamela and Abigail, their massive breasts mashed together around his shaft as he thrust between the four heavy globes. The women licked and sucked the heads eagerly whenever they emerged from the deep cleavage.

The protagonists double-teamed several of the participants. They had Pamela on all fours on the conference table — Fiona fucking her tight pussy from behind while Sophie fed his thick cock into her mouth. Pamela was filled at both ends, her enormous breasts swinging heavily beneath her as the two shemales thrust in rhythm, their heavy balls slapping together. Later, they switched partners, taking turns in every hole.

The session reached its peak when Fiona and Sophie stood side by side near the head of the table. The four women and shemales knelt before them, mouths open and tongues out, worshipping the thick cocks and heavy balls with renewed enthusiasm. Long, messy blowjobs ensued — deep-throating, gagging, and constant ball-sucking. When release finally came, it was explosive. Fiona erupted first, thick ropes of cum splashing across Abigail’s face and colossal tits, then across Pamela’s waiting mouth. Sophie followed, painting Olivia’s and Margaret’s heaving breasts and open mouths with heavy spurts. The women eagerly swallowed what they could, licking each other clean and sharing the taste in deep, cum-smeared kisses.

Afterwards, everyone collapsed into the chairs and against the table, clothing dishevelled, skirts flipped up or discarded entirely, massive brassieres pushed aside to let enormous breasts spill free. Hands continued to idly pat bottoms and stroke softening cocks and sensitive heavy balls.

Margaret sighed contentedly, her head resting against Sophie’s thigh. “Best team-building session we’ve ever had. I think we should make this a weekly occurrence.”

Pamela laughed breathlessly, her fingers gently cupping one of Fiona’s heavy balls. “My husband is definitely getting ignored tonight after this. Those balls of yours have ruined me for anything smaller.”

Abigail nodded, still licking traces of cum from her lips. “Same here. My boyfriend’s little prick feels like a joke now.”

The group slowly straightened their clothing as best they could — blouses rebuttoned over still-heaving massive breasts, skirts smoothed down (though they continued to ride up with every movement), and brassieres readjusted. The rest of the workday passed in a pleasant, post-orgy haze of shared glances and occasional affectionate pats.

Fiona and Sophie drove home that evening with satisfied smiles, their hands occasionally drifting across the gear stick to pat each other’s thighs and flip skirts up for a quick feel of the still-sensitive heavy balls.

“Quite the start to the week,” Sophie murmured, giving Fiona’s flippy skirt a teasing lift.

Fiona returned the touch, cupping Sophie’s large balls through the satin. “And it’s only Monday. I wonder what the rest of the week will bring.”

Back at the house, they kicked off their heels and collapsed onto the sofa together, skirts riding up naturally. The evening promised more private time, but the memory of the long, explicit office session lingered deliciously, leaving them both eager for whatever came next in their world of tight clothing, flippy skirts, massive supportive brassieres, and endless sensual opportunities.




Chapter 7: Tea and Tiddlers at the Rose & Crown

The following Saturday afternoon found Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford strolling arm-in-arm toward the Rose & Crown, the bustling local pub at the heart of their Surrey village. The sun shone warmly, and both shemales had dressed for the occasion in suitably teasing outfits. Fiona wore a tight white blouse with delicate puff sleeves that strained heroically across her colossal, heavy breasts, the deep cups of her favourite full-cup brassiere visible as faint outlines beneath the thin fabric. Wide satin straps dug gently into her shoulders from the sheer weight they carried. Below, she had chosen a short flippy lemon-yellow skirt that danced around her thighs with every step, the pleats light and flirty. Her satin panties stretched snugly underneath, cradling her thick ten-inch cock and the heavy, pendulous balls that hung full and low between her smooth legs.

Sophie complemented her in a soft powder-blue sweater that hugged her own enormous, swaying bosom like a lover’s embrace. The fuzzy knit clung to every curve, the substantial brassiere beneath — heavily reinforced with wide straps and deep cups — doing its best to contain the vast, rounded globes. Her skirt was a tiny black flippy number, even shorter than Fiona’s, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs. Beneath it, her satin panties were pulled tight over her impressive manhood and especially prominent large balls.

The Rose & Crown was packed for the monthly “Tea and Tiddlers” competition — a beloved local tradition in this world where women and shemales openly celebrated their superior endowments. Tables groaned under plates of scones, finger sandwiches, and Victoria sponge, while pots of tea steamed alongside stronger drinks. The audience was almost entirely beautiful busty women and shemales, all dressed in tight blouses, fuzzy sweaters, and an array of short flippy skirts or tight pencil skirts that showed off their figures to perfection. Massive brassieres created deep cleavages everywhere, and the air already hummed with laughter and casual bum-patting.

Fiona and Sophie found seats near the front, greeted warmly by Eleanor, Abigail, Olivia, and several other familiar faces. Eleanor, in a low-cut floral blouse that barely contained her enormous heaving breasts, leaned over to deliver affectionate pats to both their rears, her hand flipping Fiona’s yellow skirt up briefly to admire the heavy balls nestled in satin. “You two are just in time,” she said with a wicked grin. “The tiddlers are about to parade.”

The compère, a curvaceous woman named Doris with a microphone and an even more exaggerated bust than most, called the event to order. “Ladies and gentle-shemales, welcome to Tea and Tiddlers! Our brave boys will compete for the smallest prick prize. The winner gets a very special onstage reward from two of our lovely local shemales.”

A ripple of excited catcalls and giggles swept the room as five nervous men were led onto the small raised stage. They ranged in age from early twenties to late forties, all stripped down to their underwear. One by one they were instructed to drop their pants for the official measurement, performed by two busty assistants in tiny flippy skirts who bent over dramatically with tape measures, their own short hems riding up to flash satin panties and heavy balls whenever they moved.

The audience erupted in playful mockery as each man was revealed.

“Look at that tiny little button!” shouted a shemale in a tight red sweater, her colossal breasts bouncing as she pointed. “My boyfriend’s bigger than that when he’s soft!”

Another busty woman in a pencil skirt catcalled loudly, “Bless him, it’s like a little pinky finger. I’ve seen bigger clits!”

The men blushed furiously but stayed put, used to the good-natured humiliation that was all part of the fun in this world. The smallest so far belonged to a shy young man named Timothy, barely three inches when fully erect after some encouragement from the assistants’ teasing hands. The crowd whooped and clapped.

Fiona and Sophie joined in the cheering, their own flippy skirts riding up as they shifted in their seats. Sophie’s hand casually patted Fiona’s thigh, then slipped higher to flip the yellow skirt and cup the heavy balls beneath. “Poor lads,” Sophie murmured with a smile. “None of them could satisfy even one of us for five minutes.”

When the final measurements were announced, Timothy was declared the winner by a clear margin. The crowd roared with approval, women and shemales alike stamping their feet and calling out teasing compliments.

“Tiny Tim takes the crown!” Doris announced gleefully. “And now, for his special prize — a proper face-fucking and arse-fucking onstage from two of our most generously equipped local beauties. Give a warm welcome to Fiona and Sophie!”

The audience exploded into applause and whistles as Fiona and Sophie stood, their massive breasts jiggling within their tight tops and brassieres. They made their way to the stage amid constant pats from the front-row spectators — hands landing on their rears and lifting their short flippy skirts to expose the satin panties and prominent heavy balls. Eleanor gave Fiona’s bottom an especially firm smack, while Abigail patted Sophie enthusiastically.

Once onstage, Doris handed them each a microphone. “Girls, make it a show our tiny winner will never forget!”

Timothy stood in the centre of the stage, naked and already half-hard from nerves and excitement, his little prick pointing meekly upward. Fiona and Sophie circled him slowly, their flippy skirts swishing. Sophie was first to act. She lifted the front of her tiny black skirt, revealing her thick ten-inch cock and the heavy, pendulous balls beneath. The crowd cheered wildly at the sight.

“On your knees, little one,” Sophie said sweetly, her voice carrying through the microphone. Timothy dropped obediently. Sophie stepped forward and tapped her thick cock against his lips. “Open wide. Let’s see how much of a real cock you can take.”

She pushed the head past his lips, feeding him inch after thick inch. Timothy’s eyes widened as his mouth stretched around the girth, his cheeks bulging. Sophie held his head gently but firmly and began to thrust, face-fucking him with slow, deliberate strokes. Her heavy balls slapped rhythmically against his chin with every push. “That’s it, suck it properly,” she encouraged, her enormous breasts bouncing inside the powder-blue sweater. “Your little tiddler could never fill a mouth like this.”

Fiona watched for a moment, then lifted her own flippy yellow skirt, freeing her equally impressive cock and massive balls. She moved behind Timothy, who was still on his knees being face-fucked by Sophie. Fiona spat generously on her thick shaft and pressed the head against Timothy’s tight arse. “Relax, sweetie,” she murmured into the microphone. “You’re about to get properly stretched.”

She pushed forward steadily, the thick head popping past the tight ring. Timothy moaned loudly around Sophie’s cock as Fiona sank deeper, inch by inch, until her heavy balls rested against his small ones. The contrast was ridiculous — Fiona’s massive, pendulous sack dwarfing Timothy’s tiny equipment. Fiona began to fuck his arse with long, smooth strokes, pulling back until only the head remained inside before sliding deep again. Her heavy balls slapped loudly against him with every thrust.

The two shemales found a steady rhythm, spit-roasting the little winner onstage. Sophie fucked his mouth with deep, controlled thrusts, occasionally pulling out to slap her thick cock and heavy balls against his face while he gasped for air, then sliding back in. Fiona pounded his arse with increasing pace, her colossal breasts jiggling heavily within the tight blouse and massive brassiere as she drove into him. The crowd catcalled enthusiastically.

“Look at those heavy balls slapping his tiny prick!” shouted Eleanor from the front row. “Poor boy’s never had a proper fuck before!”

“His little tiddler is twitching like it’s jealous!” another busty woman yelled, her own enormous chest heaving with laughter.

Timothy moaned and whimpered around Sophie’s thick cock, his small prick leaking steadily onto the stage from the relentless stimulation. Fiona reached around and gave his little thing a few dismissive strokes. “Bless him, it’s barely big enough to wank,” she announced to the audience, drawing more laughter and cheers.

The performance stretched on delightfully. Sophie pulled out of Timothy’s mouth and had him turn around so Fiona could face-fuck him while Sophie took over his arse. Fiona fed her thick ten-inch cock between his lips, thrusting deep enough to make his throat bulge while Sophie drove into his well-stretched hole from behind. Sophie’s heavy balls slapped wetly against Timothy’s with every powerful stroke.

“Feel how full and heavy these balls are, little one,” Sophie said, reaching down to cup her own massive sack and press it against his face when Fiona pulled back briefly. Timothy licked and kissed the heavy orbs eagerly, his tongue bathing the smooth skin while the crowd roared approval.

They switched again, putting Timothy on all fours in the centre of the stage. Fiona knelt in front of him and resumed face-fucking his mouth with long, deep strokes, her heavy balls resting on his forehead between thrusts. Sophie mounted him from behind once more, fucking his arse hard and fast, her own enormous breasts bouncing wildly inside the blue sweater. The wet slapping sounds of flesh and heavy balls filled the pub, mixed with the audience’s constant teasing catcalls.

“Fuck his little arse properly!” shouted Olivia. “Make him feel what a real cock can do!”

“His tiny prick is dripping everywhere,” Abigail called out. “He’s never going to be satisfied with anything small again!”

The two protagonists built toward their climax with deliberate slowness, savouring the show. Fiona finally groaned and pulled her thick cock from Timothy’s mouth, stroking it rapidly. Thick ropes of cum erupted across his face and open mouth, painting his tongue and cheeks. Almost simultaneously, Sophie buried herself deep in his arse and unloaded, flooding his insides with heavy spurts while her massive balls contracted against him.

The crowd erupted in applause and cheers as the two shemales stepped back, their flippy skirts still lifted, thick cocks and heavy balls on full display. Timothy remained on all fours, cum dripping from his face and leaking from his well-fucked arse, his own little prick still twitching uselessly.

Doris stepped forward with the microphone. “Let’s hear it for our champion tiddler and his generous prize-givers!”

Fiona and Sophie took bows amid more bum-patting from the assistants and enthusiastic cheers from the audience. They returned to their seats flushed and aroused, accepting congratulatory pats from Eleanor, Abigail, and the others. Eleanor’s hand lingered on Fiona’s heavy balls, giving them an appreciative squeeze through the satin.

“That was quite the show, girls,” Eleanor said, her own colossal breasts heaving. “Poor Timothy’s going to be walking funny for days. And comparing that to what my Harold’s packing… well, let’s just say he’s sleeping on the sofa tonight.”

The rest of the afternoon continued with tea, cakes, and plenty more casual flirting. Short skirts flipped up constantly as women and shemales bent to reach for scones or pour more tea, heavy balls and thick cocks occasionally flashing to appreciative murmurs. Fiona and Sophie enjoyed several more affectionate pats and even a quick feel from Olivia under the table.

As the event wound down, Fiona leaned close to Sophie, her hand resting on her housemate’s thigh and flipping the tiny black skirt up to cup the still-sensitive heavy balls beneath.

“Fancy continuing this at home?” she murmured.

Sophie smiled, returning the touch and giving Fiona’s own massive balls a gentle squeeze. “Absolutely. After that performance, I’m properly worked up.”

They left the Rose & Crown arm-in-arm, their flippy skirts swishing and drawing admiring glances, already anticipating the private fun that awaited them back at the house. In their delightfully uninhibited world, a simple afternoon tea and tiddlers competition had once again proven far more satisfying than anyone could have expected.




Chapter 8: A Lesson in Humility

The following Wednesday evening, Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford were relaxing at home when the doorbell rang. Fiona answered it in her usual casual attire: a snug pale pink blouse that clung tightly to her colossal, heavy breasts, supported underneath by a sturdy full-cup brassiere with wide satin straps digging gently into her shoulders. Her short flippy navy skirt swished around her thighs as she moved. Sophie followed her to the door, wearing a soft cream sweater that hugged her own enormous, swaying bosom, paired with a tight grey pencil skirt that accentuated her hips. Beneath both their skirts, their satin panties stretched over their thick ten-inch cocks.

Their visitor was Rebecca, a curvaceous female friend from the neighbourhood in her mid-thirties, known for her even more exaggerated bust than most. Her enormous, pillowy breasts strained against a tight emerald blouse, the massive full-cup brassiere beneath creating deep, overflowing cleavage. She wore a short black flippy skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. Rebecca looked flustered but determined, her cheeks flushed.

“Girls, I need your help,” she said after the usual warm bum-pats were exchanged — Rebecca’s hand landing firmly on Fiona’s rear and then Sophie’s, lifting their skirts slightly. “It’s about my boyfriend, James. He’s handsome, muscular, and quite well-hung for a man in our world… but he’s been getting cocky lately, strutting around like he’s God’s gift. I want to teach him some humility. Would you two be willing to… show him what real equipment looks like?”

Fiona and Sophie exchanged amused glances. “Bring him over,” Sophie said with a smile. “We’ll be happy to help.”

Half an hour later, James arrived with Rebecca. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and undeniably handsome, with a confident swagger. Rebecca had clearly dressed him in tight trousers to show off his bulge — impressive for a regular man, easily six inches when hard, thick enough to turn heads. But compared to what Fiona and Sophie packed, it was modest at best.

After the initial pleasantries and a few friendly pats on everyone’s rears (Rebecca giving both protagonists extra attention), they all moved to the living room. Rebecca made James sit on the sofa while she explained the situation.

“James, darling, you’ve been bragging about your size for weeks. Tonight, Fiona and Sophie are going to give you a proper lesson,” Rebecca said sweetly, already bending over to pour drinks and letting her short flippy skirt ride up to flash her lacy panties.

Fiona and Sophie stood in front of him, side by side. Fiona lifted the front of her flippy navy skirt first, revealing her thick ten-inch cock hanging heavy and semi-erect. Sophie followed, yanking up her tight pencil skirt to free her own impressive ten-inch length. Both cocks were noticeably thicker and longer than James’s, even in their current state.

James’s eyes widened, his confident expression faltering. “Fuck… those are…”

“Big?” Fiona finished with a smirk. She stepped closer, letting her thick cock sway in front of his face. “Go on, have a proper look. Yours might be decent for a man, but it’s nothing compared to these.”

Rebecca sat beside James, her enormous breasts pressing against his arm. “Tell them, darling. Admit it. You’ve got a thing for big shemale cocks, don’t you?”

James swallowed hard, staring at the two thick shafts. Sophie reached down and stroked her own cock slowly, making it thicken further. “Say it,” she encouraged. “We won’t start until you admit it out loud.”

“I… I have a thing for big shemale cocks,” James muttered, his face reddening.

“Louder,” Fiona said, tapping her thick cock against his cheek. “And look at them while you say it.”

James’s voice grew clearer. “I have a thing for big shemale cocks. Yours are so much bigger than mine.”

“That’s better,” Sophie purred. She grabbed the back of his head gently but firmly and guided her thick cock to his lips. “Open up.”

James parted his lips and Sophie pushed forward, sliding the thick head into his mouth. She began to face-fuck him with slow, deliberate strokes, feeding him more of her ten-inch length until his cheeks bulged. “Good boy. Suck it properly. Feel how much thicker it is than yours.”

Fiona moved behind the sofa, lifting James’s hips so he was on all fours across the cushions. She yanked his tight trousers and underwear down, exposing his muscular arse and his own six-inch cock, which was now rock-hard but still clearly smaller than either of the shemales’. Fiona spat on her thick cock and pressed the head against his tight hole. “Relax, James. Time for your real lesson.”

She pushed in steadily, the thick girth stretching him wide. James moaned loudly around Sophie’s cock as inch after inch sank into his arse. Fiona’s heavy balls rested against him once she bottomed out, though she focused more on the deep, satisfying stretch of her thick cock. She started thrusting with long, smooth strokes — pulling back until only the head remained inside before driving deep again.

The two shemales worked in rhythm, spit-roasting Rebecca’s boyfriend on the living room sofa. Sophie fucked his mouth with controlled thrusts, occasionally pulling out to slap her thick cock against his tongue and lips before sliding back in. “Look at you, taking real cock so well,” she said. “Your little prick is twitching like it loves this.”

Fiona pounded his arse steadily, her thick ten-inch cock stretching him with every thrust. “He’s tighter than I expected,” she commented to Rebecca. “But still nowhere near as satisfying as a proper hole. Tell him, Rebecca.”

Rebecca watched with obvious arousal, her hand slipping under her flippy skirt. “He’s always been so proud of his size, but look at him now — moaning around your thick cock while the other one fucks his arse. James, admit it again. You love big shemale cocks, don’t you?”

James pulled off Sophie’s cock just long enough to gasp, “Yes… I love big shemale cocks. Yours are so much bigger and thicker than mine.”

“Good boy,” Fiona praised, driving deeper into his arse. She reached around and gave his own cock a few dismissive strokes. “See? Even when you’re hard, it’s smaller than ours when we’re only half up. Keep sucking Sophie while I fuck this tight arse properly.”

They continued for a long time, switching positions to draw out the lesson. Sophie took her turn in James’s arse while Fiona fed him her thick cock. Sophie thrust with powerful strokes, her ten-inch length stretching him wide as she gripped his muscular hips. “Feel that? That’s what a real cock feels like,” she said. “Your six inches would barely tickle compared to this.”

Fiona face-fucked him deeply, holding his head steady as she slid her thick shaft in and out of his throat. “That’s it — take every inch. You’re going to remember the taste and feel of big shemale cock for a long time.”

Rebecca joined in occasionally, kissing James between thrusts and whispering encouragement. “See how they stretch you? My pussy is going to feel so loose to you after this. You’re never going to feel as big again.”

The protagonists made James verbally submit several more times throughout the extended session. While Sophie was buried deep in his arse, pounding him steadily, Fiona pulled her cock from his mouth and made him repeat:

“Say it clearly: I have a thing for big shemale cocks and mine is small compared to yours.”

James gasped between moans, “I have a thing for big shemale cocks… and mine is small compared to yours. Yours are so much thicker and longer.”

They kept him on the edge for nearly an hour, switching who fucked his mouth and who took his arse, sometimes both at once again. His muscular body glistened with sweat as the two thick cocks worked him relentlessly. His own cock leaked steadily onto the sofa, untouched except for occasional teasing strokes from Rebecca or the shemales.

Finally, Fiona and Sophie positioned him on his knees in front of them. They stroked their thick ten-inch cocks rapidly, aiming at his face and open mouth.

“Beg for it,” Sophie commanded. “Beg for our loads while you admit how much you love big shemale cocks.”

James looked up at the two thick shafts, his voice hoarse. “Please… give me your loads. I love big shemale cocks. Yours are so much better than mine.”

They erupted almost together. Thick ropes of cum splashed across James’s face, tongue, and chest. He swallowed what landed in his mouth, coughing slightly but clearly overwhelmed by the experience.

Rebecca clapped her hands delightedly. “Well done, darling. That should teach you some humility.”

James sat back on the sofa, cum dripping down his face, his muscular chest heaving. His own cock was still hard but looked even smaller now in comparison. “I… I understand,” he muttered, though his eyes kept drifting back to the two thick cocks that had just used him so thoroughly.

Fiona and Sophie lowered their flippy skirt and pencil skirt back into place, though the fabric still tented noticeably from their semi-hard lengths. They gave Rebecca’s bottom a couple of affectionate pats as she prepared to take her humbled boyfriend home.

“Anytime you need another lesson, just call us,” Sophie said with a wink.

After they left, Fiona turned to Sophie with a satisfied smile. She lifted her own skirt again, her thick cock still glistening. “That was fun. But now I think we deserve a proper reward.”

Sophie grinned, yanking her pencil skirt up and pressing close so their thick cocks brushed together. “Absolutely. Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

The two shemales spent the rest of the evening pleasuring each other with long, slow strokes, their thick cocks sliding against one another and into welcoming mouths and arses, the memory of James’s humbled moans adding extra heat to their private fun.

In their world of tight blouses, massive brassieres, short flippy skirts, and endless casual sensuality, teaching a handsome man some humility had been a thoroughly enjoyable evening.




Chapter 9: The Shy Intern

Thursday morning at the agency started like any other, with the usual bustle of tight blouses, massive brassieres, and short skirts swishing through the open-plan office. Fiona Harrington arrived in a crisp white blouse that hugged her colossal, heavy breasts, the fabric stretched taut over the sturdy full-cup brassiere beneath. Wide satin straps dug gently into her shoulders from the sheer volume they supported. Her short flippy charcoal skirt danced around her thighs with every step. Sophie Langford followed close behind in a soft lavender sweater that clung lovingly to her own enormous, swaying bosom, the substantial brassiere underneath lifting and separating the vast, rounded globes. Her tight black pencil skirt hugged her hips, prone to riding up with the slightest movement.

The new male intern, Oliver, had started that week. He was twenty-one, painfully shy, with tousled brown hair and wide eyes that seemed permanently confused. In this world of confident women and shemales who openly displayed their curves and endowments, Oliver stood out for his hesitation. He kept his head down at his desk, blushing whenever anyone patted his shoulder or gave him the customary friendly bum-pat that was standard office etiquette.

Margaret assigned him to shadow Fiona and Sophie for the day to “learn the ropes on the Luxe Lingerie account.” The two shemales exchanged knowing glances when they heard the news. Oliver was clearly enthralled by the constant displays of feminine beauty around him, but he seemed lost about where his attractions truly lay.

They started in the small meeting room at the back of the office, just the three of them. Fiona closed the door softly and leaned against the edge of the table, deliberately letting her flippy charcoal skirt ride up a little as she crossed her legs. “So, Oliver,” she said in her soft, melodic voice, “how are you finding your first week? Everyone treating you nicely?”

Oliver nodded quickly, his cheeks already pink. His eyes kept flicking to the deep cleavage visible at the neckline of Fiona’s blouse and then darting away. “Y-yes, everyone’s been very… friendly.”

Sophie smiled and moved closer, bending slightly to pick up a folder from the table. Her tight pencil skirt rode up her thighs, the fabric tightening across her rear before the hem flipped just enough to give a teasing glimpse of the satin panties stretched over her thick ten-inch cock. “We like to keep things relaxed here. No need to be shy.”

As the morning progressed, the two shemales began a deliberate, slow tease. Fiona stood up and stretched, arching her back so her colossal breasts thrust forward, the massive brassiere pushing them into two perfect, overflowing shelves. She adjusted one of the wide straps casually, letting her fingers trace the edge of the deep cup. “These brassieres are so important when you have a chest like ours. They get so heavy by the end of the day.”

Oliver’s gaze locked onto her enormous breasts, unable to look away. Sophie noticed and stepped beside Fiona, pressing their massive bosoms together playfully so the soft flesh mounded even higher. “Mine are just as bad,” she said, giving her own chest a gentle heft. The motion made her lavender sweater stretch tighter. “Sometimes I think they have a mind of their own.”

They continued the visual show while reviewing campaign mock-ups on the laptop. Whenever Oliver reached for something, one of them would bend over the table from the opposite side, their short skirts riding up or flipping to reveal smooth thighs and the unmistakable bulges in their satin panties. Fiona’s thick ten-inch cock pressed visibly against the front of her panties when she leaned forward, the outline clear. Sophie’s was no different, the thick shaft and heavy head outlined as her pencil skirt bunched higher.

Oliver’s breathing grew shallower. His hands trembled slightly as he tried to take notes.

Fiona finally addressed it directly, perching on the edge of the table so her flippy skirt rode up high enough to fully expose the satin panties stretched over her thick cock. “Oliver, darling, you seem a bit distracted. In this world there are three genders, really — women, shemales like us, and men. Which do you find yourself preferring?”

Oliver stammered, his face turning bright red. “I… I don’t… I mean, I’m not sure. Everyone here is so beautiful and… and confident.”

Sophie moved to stand beside Fiona, lifting the front of her own pencil skirt to reveal her thick ten-inch cock hanging beside the heavy balls. She stroked the shaft slowly with one hand, making it thicken. “It’s all right to be confused. But you must have some idea. Do you like looking at women’s curves, or do shemales like us catch your eye more?”

Oliver’s eyes darted between their colossal breasts and the two thick cocks now openly displayed. He couldn’t form a clear answer, only managing a weak, “Both… maybe?”

Fiona smiled kindly. “Good. No pressure. But tell us this — if you could choose right now, which would you rather nurse on? Our colossal boobs or our huge cocks?”

Oliver swallowed hard, his gaze lingering on the deep valley of Fiona’s cleavage and then dropping to the thick shafts. After a long pause, growing slightly bolder under their gentle encouragement, he whispered, “I’d like… both.”

“Good answer!” Sophie said brightly, clapping her hands. “That’s the spirit. Come here, then. We’ll let you explore properly.”

They guided the shy intern to sit on the edge of the table between them. Fiona unbuttoned the top few buttons of her white blouse, revealing more of the massive full-cup brassiere and the soft, overflowing flesh above it. She pulled one heavy breast free from the deep cup, the enormous, rounded globe spilling out heavily into her hand. The nipple was already stiff. “Start with these. Use your hands and your mouth. They’re very sensitive.”

Oliver hesitated only a moment before reaching out. His hands sank into the soft, pillowy flesh of Fiona’s colossal breast. He squeezed gently at first, then more confidently, marvelling at the weight and warmth. Leaning forward, he took the large nipple into his mouth and began to suck, his tongue swirling around it. Fiona moaned softly, her fingers threading through his hair. “That’s nice… suck a little harder, darling. They love attention.”

Sophie freed her own enormous breast from the lavender sweater and massive brassiere, offering it to him as well. Oliver switched between them, his hands roaming over the vast, heavy globes while his mouth alternated between the stiff nipples. He grew bolder, burying his face in the deep cleavage, kissing and licking the soft skin as the two shemales pressed their colossal breasts together around his head.

While he worshipped their gigantic boobs, the shemales continued the verbal tease. Fiona stroked his hair. “You’re doing so well. Look how hard you’re getting just from nursing on our colossal boobs. Now, don’t forget the other part you wanted.”

Sophie lifted her thick ten-inch cock again, letting it rest against Oliver’s cheek while he continued sucking on Fiona’s nipple. “Go on. Touch it. Feel how thick and heavy it is compared to anything you’ve seen before.”

Oliver’s hand trembled as he reached out and wrapped his fingers around Sophie’s thick shaft. It was noticeably warmer and girthier than his own. He stroked it slowly, marvelling at the size. Sophie guided his head lower. “Now use your mouth on it too. Just the head at first if you’re nervous.”

He hesitated, then leaned down and pressed a shy kiss to the thick head. Encouraged by their soft moans, he opened his mouth and took the head inside, sucking gently while his tongue explored. Sophie sighed with pleasure. “Good boy. You’re a natural. Suck a bit deeper.”

Fiona freed her own thick ten-inch cock, letting it hang beside Sophie’s. Oliver switched between them, his mouth moving from one thick cock to the other while his hands continued to fondle and squeeze their colossal breasts. He grew more confident with every minute, sucking with longer strokes, taking more of the thick shafts into his mouth until he was gagging softly. His hands cupped and lifted the heavy breasts, burying his face in the soft flesh between sucks on their cocks.

“That’s it,” Fiona encouraged, her voice husky. “Worship both. Nurse on our gigantic boobs and suck our huge cocks. You don’t have to choose.”

They kept him like that for a long time, letting him explore at his own pace. Oliver alternated between burying his face in their enormous, soft breasts — kissing, licking, and sucking the stiff nipples — and returning to their thick cocks, sucking with increasing enthusiasm. His own modest erection strained visibly in his trousers, but the shemales made no move to touch it yet, focusing instead on letting him indulge his confused desires.

Sophie eventually pulled him up for a moment, pressing both their colossal breasts together so he could suck on both nipples at once while his hands stroked their thick cocks. “Tell us how it feels,” she whispered. “Tell us what you like better right now.”

Oliver gasped between licks. “Both… I like both. Your boobs are so soft and heavy, and your cocks are so thick and warm in my mouth.”

“Good answer again,” Fiona said with a smile. She guided his head back down, letting him take turns sucking their cocks while his hands continued to roam over the vast expanse of their gigantic breasts.

The session stretched on sensually. They had him kneel on the floor between them so he could worship more comfortably. Oliver spent long minutes alternating between their colossal boobs and their huge cocks — sucking one thick shaft deep while his hands kneaded the soft flesh of the breasts, then switching to bury his face in the deep cleavage while stroking both cocks at once. His shyness melted away gradually, replaced by clear fascination and arousal.

Fiona and Sophie kept up a gentle running commentary, praising him and teasing lightly. “Look at you, so eager for both,” Sophie said as he sucked eagerly on her thick cock. “Most boys your age are still pretending they only like one or the other. You’re honest about wanting it all.”

When Oliver grew tired, they let him rest his head against the soft pillows of their combined breasts while he continued to stroke their thick cocks slowly with both hands. The two shemales stroked his hair and patted his shoulders affectionately.

Eventually, they straightened their clothing, tucking their colossal breasts back into the massive brassieres and lowering their skirts over their still-hard cocks. Oliver sat back, flushed and breathing heavily, his lips slightly swollen.

Fiona gave his cheek a gentle pat. “You did very well for your first proper lesson, Oliver. No need to decide everything today. Just know that you’re welcome to explore both sides whenever you feel ready.”

Sophie adjusted her pencil skirt and gave him one last warm smile. “And if you ever want more practice — nursing on our gigantic boobs or sucking our huge cocks — just ask. We’re very understanding here.”

Oliver nodded, still dazed but with a small, shy smile on his face. “Thank you… both. I think I needed that.”

The rest of the day passed with occasional knowing glances between the three of them. Oliver seemed a little less confused and a lot more comfortable in the office, though his eyes still lingered whenever Fiona or Sophie bent over or adjusted their massive brassieres.

Later that evening, back at home, Fiona and Sophie recounted the afternoon to each other while relaxing on the sofa. Fiona lifted her flippy skirt and stroked her thick cock slowly. “Poor boy was so enthralled. Did you see how eagerly he switched between our colossal boobs and our huge cocks?”

Sophie laughed softly, her hand slipping under her own skirt to fondle her thick length. “He’ll be back for more. They always are once they get a proper taste of both.”

The two shemales spent the rest of the evening pleasuring each other slowly, their thick cocks sliding together while they reminisced about the shy intern’s eager mouth and hands on their gigantic breasts. In their world of tight clothing, supportive brassieres, short flippy skirts, and open sensuality, another young man had taken his first curious steps toward understanding his desires.




Chapter 10: Evening Visit from Rebecca and James

Friday evening brought a warm breeze through the open windows of Fiona and Sophie’s cosy Surrey home. Fiona was dressed comfortably in a tight pale blue blouse that strained across her colossal, heavy breasts, the sturdy full-cup brassiere underneath pushing the vast, rounded globes into deep, inviting cleavage. Wide satin straps were visible at her shoulders from the weight they carried. Her short flippy pink skirt barely reached mid-thigh, swishing playfully with every movement. Sophie wore a soft mint-green sweater that hugged her own enormous, swaying bosom, the substantial brassiere beneath lifting and supporting the heavy flesh. Her tight charcoal pencil skirt clung to her hips, the fabric ready to ride up at the slightest shift. Beneath both skirts, their satin panties stretched snugly over their thick ten-inch cocks.

The doorbell rang just after seven. Rebecca arrived with her boyfriend James in tow. Rebecca looked radiant in a low-cut crimson blouse that barely contained her enormous, pillowy breasts, the massive full-cup brassiere creating spectacular overflow. Her short black flippy skirt showed plenty of smooth thigh. James, still handsome and muscular, wore a fitted shirt and trousers that did little to hide his six-inch bulge — impressive for a man, but modest compared to what the two shemales packed.

Rebecca gave both Fiona and Sophie enthusiastic bum-pats as she entered, her hands lifting their skirts briefly to admire the thick outlines beneath the satin. “Girls, thank you again for the other night. James has been much more… attentive since his little lesson. But I thought he could use a refresher. And I brought someone else who might benefit from watching.” She gestured behind her.

To everyone’s surprise, the shy intern Oliver stepped into the hallway, blushing furiously. Rebecca had apparently invited him after hearing about his “training session” at the office. Oliver wore a simple shirt and jeans, looking nervous but unable to hide his curiosity.

“Come in, both of you,” Sophie said warmly, delivering a firm pat to Rebecca’s rear and then one to James’s muscular backside. Fiona did the same, her hand lingering on Oliver’s shoulder before patting his bottom encouragingly.

They settled in the living room with drinks. Rebecca wasted no time steering the conversation. “James has been telling me how much he’s been thinking about those thick cocks since last time. Haven’t you, darling?”

James shifted uncomfortably on the sofa, his eyes flicking to Fiona and Sophie’s colossal breasts and then lower. “I… yeah. They were pretty memorable.”

Fiona smiled and stood in front of the two young men. She slowly lifted the front of her flippy pink skirt, revealing the thick ten-inch cock already semi-hard in its satin prison. Sophie joined her, yanking up her tight pencil skirt to free her own impressive length. Both thick cocks hung heavily, dwarfing James’s visible bulge and making Oliver’s eyes widen.

“Oliver, you remember our little talk yesterday,” Fiona said gently. “Tonight you can watch, or join in if you feel ready. No pressure.”

Rebecca grinned, already bending over the coffee table to pour more wine, her short flippy skirt riding up to flash her lacy panties. “I want James to see what real humility looks like again. And Oliver can learn at his own pace.”

The atmosphere thickened quickly. Fiona and Sophie encouraged the boys to kneel on the thick carpet in front of them. Oliver hesitated only a moment before dropping down beside James, his gaze locked on the two thick cocks and the colossal breasts above them.

“Start with the boobs,” Sophie suggested, unbuttoning her mint-green sweater and unhooked the massive brassiere. Her enormous, heavy breasts spilled free, soft and warm. Fiona did the same, freeing her own vast globes from the tight blouse and sturdy brassiere. The two pairs of gigantic breasts hung heavily before the kneeling boys.

“Worship them properly,” Fiona instructed. “Hands and mouth. Show us how much you appreciate them.”

James leaned forward first, his large hands sinking into Fiona’s colossal left breast. He squeezed the soft flesh, then took the stiff nipple into his mouth and sucked hungrily. Oliver, growing bolder from the previous day, reached for Sophie’s enormous right breast. His hands explored the heavy weight, lifting and kneading while he leaned in to lick and suck the nipple. Both young men soon had their faces buried in the deep, pillowy cleavage, kissing and motorboating the soft flesh as the shemales moaned softly and stroked their hair.

While the boys nursed on their gigantic boobs, Fiona and Sophie stroked their thick ten-inch cocks, letting them grow fully hard. “Look at that,” Rebecca commented from the sofa, her hand under her own skirt. “Two big strong boys reduced to sucking on shemale tits. James, tell them how much smaller your cock looks next to theirs.”

James pulled off Fiona’s nipple long enough to mumble, “Yours are so much bigger… thicker than mine.”

Oliver, emboldened, added shyly between licks, “I like both… the boobs and the cocks.”

“Good boys,” Sophie praised. She guided Oliver’s head lower while keeping one of her colossal breasts pressed against his cheek. “Now show the same attention to our huge cocks.”

Oliver took Sophie’s thick cock into his mouth first, sucking gently on the head while his hands continued to fondle her enormous breast. James was directed to Fiona’s thick shaft. He opened his mouth and took several inches, sucking with more experience after the previous encounter. The two shemales stood side by side, their gigantic boobs hanging heavily as the boys alternated between sucking cock and returning to nurse on the soft, heavy breasts.

The session stretched out sensually. Fiona and Sophie took turns guiding the boys’ heads, encouraging longer, deeper sucks on their thick cocks while the other breast was worshipped. Oliver grew noticeably more confident, taking more of Sophie’s thick length into his mouth until he gagged softly, then pulling back to bury his face in her colossal cleavage again. James sucked Fiona’s cock with steady strokes, his muscular hands cupping and squeezing her heavy breasts at the same time.

“Tell us again,” Fiona said, her voice husky as James sucked her thick cock. “Admit how much you love big shemale cocks now.”

James pulled off with a wet pop. “I love big shemale cocks. Yours are so much thicker and longer than mine.”

Oliver, breathing hard, added, “I like them too… and the boobs. Both.”

“Perfect,” Sophie smiled. She pulled Oliver up slightly so he could tit-fuck her. She pressed her enormous breasts together around his modest cock, letting him thrust between the soft, warm flesh while he continued to suck on Fiona’s thick cock. James received the same treatment from Fiona — his six-inch prick sliding between her colossal tits while he nursed on Sophie’s huge cock.

The protagonists eventually moved the boys to the large sofa. They positioned James on all fours first. Fiona knelt behind him, rubbing her thick ten-inch cock against his arse. “Time for another proper fucking, James.” She pushed in slowly, stretching his muscular arse around her girth. James groaned loudly as she sank deep, her thick cock filling him completely. While she began to thrust with long, steady strokes, Oliver was encouraged to keep sucking on Fiona’s colossal breasts and stroking her wherever he could reach.

Sophie took Oliver next. She had him lie back on the sofa beside James and lifted his legs. After plenty of gentle preparation, she pressed her thick cock against his tight hole and eased inside. Oliver gasped, his eyes wide as the thick length stretched him. Sophie fucked him slowly and carefully at first, letting him adjust while he reached up to fondle her enormous, swaying breasts.

The two shemales fucked the boys side by side on the sofa, their thick cocks sliding in and out with wet, rhythmic sounds. Their colossal breasts bounced heavily with every thrust. Rebecca watched with clear arousal, occasionally leaning in to kiss James or stroke Oliver’s hair while whispering encouragement.

“Feel how deep they go?” Rebecca said to James. “Your little six inches could never fill me like that.”

Fiona and Sophie switched partners after a while, giving each boy a chance to experience both thick cocks. They kept the pace deliberate and prolonged, making the boys moan and beg. Oliver, in particular, grew vocal, repeatedly admitting between gasps, “I love your huge cocks… and your gigantic boobs… both.”

The climax built slowly. Fiona and Sophie finally pulled out and had both James and Oliver kneel in front of them again. The boys worshipped eagerly — mouths on thick cocks, hands on colossal breasts — until the shemales were ready.

Fiona came first, thick ropes of cum splashing across James’s face and open mouth. Sophie followed moments later, painting Oliver’s face, tongue, and heaving chest with heavy spurts. The two young men swallowed what they could, looking thoroughly used and satisfied.

Rebecca clapped delightedly. “Well done, boys. That was a beautiful lesson.”

Afterwards, everyone relaxed with drinks. James and Oliver sat flushed and cum-streaked, their earlier confidence replaced by quiet awe. Oliver, especially, seemed more at peace with his desires, occasionally stealing glances at the protagonists’ still-exposed colossal breasts and thick cocks.

Fiona and Sophie straightened their clothing, tucking their heavy breasts back into the massive brassieres and lowering their skirts over their softening cocks. They gave Rebecca’s bottom a couple of affectionate pats and ruffled the boys’ hair.

“Anytime you need another session, just say the word,” Sophie told them with a wink.

As Rebecca led the two humbled and enlightened young men out the door, Fiona turned to Sophie with a satisfied smile. She lifted her flippy pink skirt once more, her thick cock giving a final twitch.

“Quite the productive evening,” she said.

Sophie grinned, pulling her close so their colossal breasts pressed together. “Indeed. And the weekend is still ahead.”

The house settled into quiet satisfaction, another night of open sensuality and gentle exploration leaving everyone a little more enlightened in their delightfully uninhibited world.




Chapter 11: Private “Advanced Training” Evening

Friday night turned into something far more intimate than Fiona and Sophie had initially planned. Rebecca had rung earlier in the day asking if she could bring a small group round for what she called “advanced training.” When the doorbell rang at eight o’clock, Rebecca stepped inside first, followed by James, Oliver, and a new face — a curvaceous woman named Charlotte in her late twenties with an even more exaggerated bust than Rebecca’s. Charlotte wore a tight white blouse stretched thin over her enormous, heaving breasts and a short red flippy skirt that swished around her thighs.

After the usual warm greetings and bum-pats — Rebecca’s hand landing firmly on both Fiona’s and Sophie’s rears, lifting their skirts just enough to brush the thick outlines beneath — the five guests settled in the living room. Fiona had chosen a snug cream blouse that clung to her colossal, heavy breasts, the wide-strapped full-cup brassiere underneath clearly visible at the shoulders. Her short flippy lavender skirt barely covered the essentials. Sophie wore a soft coral sweater that hugged her own enormous, swaying bosom, paired with a tight navy pencil skirt. Beneath both outfits, their satin panties stretched taut over their thick ten-inch cocks.

Rebecca wasted little time. “Charlotte’s been hearing all about your special talents. She’s curious, and I thought James and Oliver could use some more advanced lessons. Oliver especially seems ready to explore further.”

Oliver blushed but nodded, looking noticeably less shy than he had been earlier in the week. James sat beside him, trying to look confident but already shifting uncomfortably.

Fiona smiled and stood in the centre of the room. “Then let’s start with something fun. We’ve got plenty of new brassieres and skirts to try on. Why don’t we begin with a little clothing swap and see where it leads?”

The next twenty minutes were filled with laughter and teasing as everyone tried on different pieces. Charlotte bent over the coffee table to pick up a particularly large ivory brassiere, her short red flippy skirt riding straight up to reveal lacy panties stretched over her smooth rear. Rebecca gave her a firm pat, then turned to pat Fiona’s bottom as well. Oliver helped Sophie into a new deep-cupped black brassiere, his hands lingering on the soft overflow of her colossal breasts as he adjusted the wide straps. James was made to hold up various tiny flippy skirts while the women and shemales modelled them, their hems flipping up constantly to flash satin panties and thick cocks.

Once the clothing play had everyone suitably aroused, Fiona and Sophie took control. They had James and Oliver kneel on the large rug in front of the sofa. Charlotte and Rebecca sat back to watch, occasionally reaching out to stroke the boys’ hair or give encouraging pats.

“Start with our colossal boobs,” Sophie instructed, pulling her coral sweater up and unhooking her massive brassiere. Her enormous, heavy breasts tumbled free, soft and warm. Fiona did the same, freeing her own vast globes from the cream blouse and sturdy brassiere. The two pairs of gigantic breasts hung heavily before the kneeling young men.

Oliver leaned in first, bolder than before. He cupped Sophie’s colossal left breast with both hands, lifting the heavy flesh and taking the stiff nipple deep into his mouth. He sucked hungrily, his tongue swirling as he moaned softly. James followed suit on Fiona’s right breast, squeezing the soft pillow of flesh while sucking hard on the nipple. Both boys soon had their faces buried in the deep, warm cleavage, kissing, licking, and motorboating the gigantic boobs with growing enthusiasm.

While they worshipped the breasts, Fiona and Sophie stroked their thick ten-inch cocks, letting them harden fully. “Good boys,” Fiona murmured. “Now give the same attention to our huge cocks.”

Oliver needed little encouragement. He took Sophie’s thick cock into his mouth, sucking the head first, then sliding more of the thick shaft between his lips. His hands never left her enormous breasts, kneading them as he bobbed his head. James sucked Fiona’s thick cock with steady strokes, his muscular hands continuing to fondle and lift her colossal tits. The room filled with wet sucking sounds and soft moans.

The protagonists kept the pace slow and deliberate, letting the boys indulge for a long time. Oliver grew especially vocal. Between switching from Sophie’s huge cock back to her gigantic breasts, he looked up and said clearly, “I love your huge cocks… and your colossal boobs. I want both.”

“That’s our good boy,” Sophie praised, pressing her heavy breast against his cheek while he sucked her thick cock deeper. “Keep going. Show us how much you’ve learned.”

Rebecca and Charlotte watched with obvious arousal, their hands occasionally slipping under their own flippy skirts. Charlotte leaned forward and patted Oliver’s head. “He’s come such a long way from that shy intern I heard about.”

After nearly forty minutes of extended cocksucking and breast worship, Fiona and Sophie decided it was time to move further. They positioned James on all fours on the rug first. Fiona knelt behind him, rubbing her thick ten-inch cock against his muscular arse. “Ready for another proper fucking, James?”

She pushed in slowly, the thick girth stretching him wide. James groaned loudly as Fiona sank deep, her thick cock filling him completely. She began to thrust with long, smooth strokes, her colossal breasts swaying heavily with every movement. While she fucked James, Oliver was told to keep sucking on Fiona’s enormous breasts and stroking her wherever he could reach.

Sophie took Oliver next. She had him lie on his back on the wide sofa, lifted his legs, and pressed her thick cock against his tight hole. After gentle preparation, she eased inside. Oliver gasped, his eyes fluttering as the thick length stretched him. Sophie fucked him with slow, deep strokes, letting him adjust while he reached up to fondle and suck on her gigantic, bouncing breasts.

The two shemales fucked the boys steadily, their thick cocks sliding in and out with wet, rhythmic sounds. Their enormous breasts jiggled and swayed above the young men. Rebecca and Charlotte moved closer, kissing the boys and whispering encouragement.

“Feel how deep they go?” Rebecca said to James. “Your six inches could never satisfy me the way Fiona is right now.”

Oliver, growing much more confident, moaned loudly between thrusts. “I love your huge cock, Sophie… it feels so thick. And your colossal boobs… I want to suck them while you fuck me.”

Sophie smiled and leaned forward, letting one heavy breast rest against Oliver’s mouth so he could suck the nipple while she continued to thrust into his arse. “Good boy. Tell us exactly what you want.”

“I want to suck your huge cocks and nurse on your gigantic boobs,” Oliver gasped. “Both. All the time.”

Fiona and Sophie switched partners after a while, giving each boy the chance to experience both thick cocks. They kept the fucking prolonged and sensual, changing positions several times. At one point they had both James and Oliver on their backs side by side on the sofa. Fiona fucked James’s arse while Sophie fucked Oliver’s, their colossal breasts hanging down so the boys could continue sucking and licking the stiff nipples.

The women joined in more actively too. Rebecca and Charlotte took turns sitting on the boys’ faces, letting them lick their pussies while the protagonists continued to fuck them from behind. The room echoed with moans, wet slapping sounds, and constant verbal admissions.

“Say it again, Oliver,” Fiona commanded as she drove deep into James’s arse.

Oliver, currently being fucked by Sophie, moaned around Charlotte’s breast. “I love big shemale cocks… and gigantic boobs. I don’t want to choose. I want both.”

James, breathing hard, added his own humbled admission. “My cock is small compared to theirs… I love feeling their thick cocks stretching me.”

The climax built gradually over the long evening. Fiona and Sophie finally pulled out and stood over the two boys, who knelt once more on the rug. James and Oliver worshipped eagerly — mouths alternating between thick cocks and heavy breasts, hands roaming everywhere.

When release came, it was intense. Fiona stroked her thick cock rapidly and erupted first, thick ropes of cum splashing across James’s face and open mouth. Sophie followed immediately, painting Oliver’s face, tongue, and heaving chest with heavy spurts. Both young men swallowed what they could, looking thoroughly used, satisfied, and markedly less confused.

Rebecca and Charlotte clapped and cheered softly. “Beautiful work, girls,” Rebecca said. “These two are learning fast.”

Afterwards, everyone relaxed with fresh drinks. Oliver sat with a small, content smile, no longer hiding his glances at the protagonists’ colossal breasts and thick cocks. James looked properly humbled again, his earlier swagger gone.

Fiona and Sophie eventually straightened their clothing, tucking their enormous breasts back into the massive brassieres and lowering their skirts over their spent cocks. They gave Rebecca and Charlotte warm bum-pats and ruffled the boys’ hair affectionately.

“Anytime you want another advanced session,” Sophie told them, “the door is always open.”

As the guests prepared to leave, Oliver lingered for a moment at the doorway. “Thank you,” he said quietly to Fiona and Sophie. “I feel… clearer now. I really do like both.”

Fiona gave his bottom a gentle, encouraging pat. “We’re glad, darling. Come back whenever you like.”

Once the house was quiet again, Fiona turned to Sophie with a satisfied sigh. She lifted her flippy lavender skirt one last time, her thick cock giving a final twitch of contentment.

“Another successful training night,” she murmured.

Sophie pulled her close, their colossal breasts pressing together softly. “Indeed. And we still have the whole weekend ahead of us.”

The two shemales retired to their bedroom, already anticipating more playful evenings in their world of tight blouses, massive supportive brassieres, short flippy skirts, and endless opportunities for sensual exploration and gentle guidance.




Chapter 12: Private “Advanced Brassiere Fitting” Evening

Saturday evening settled warmly over the house as Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford prepared for their guests. Fiona had chosen a simple but revealing outfit for the start of the night: a tight white blouse that stretched across her colossal, heavy breasts, the wide satin straps of her favourite full-cup brassiere clearly visible where the fabric gaped slightly between buttons. The massive brassiere lifted and cradled her enormous assets into two overflowing shelves of soft flesh. Her short flippy emerald skirt swished around her thighs, the pleats light and prone to flipping up. Sophie wore a soft peach sweater that clung tightly to her own enormous, swaying bosom, the substantial brassiere underneath doing heroic work to contain the vast, rounded globes. Her tight grey pencil skirt hugged her hips and rear, ready to ride up with the slightest movement. Underneath both skirts, their satin panties stretched taut over their thick ten-inch cocks.

Rebecca arrived first with James and Oliver in tow. Charlotte followed shortly after with another neighbourhood friend named Laura, a voluptuous woman whose enormous breasts strained against a deep blue blouse and a short navy flippy skirt. After the usual round of warm bum-pats — hands landing firmly on rears and occasionally lifting skirts to brush against thick outlines — the group settled in the living room.

Rebecca clapped her hands with excitement. “Tonight is all about advanced brassiere fitting. We brought several new styles for everyone to try on, especially the extra-large full-cup ones that can actually handle chests like yours, girls.”

The coffee table and sofa were soon covered with shopping bags full of lingerie. Massive brassieres in ivory, black, and blush satin were unpacked, along with several tiny flippy skirts and tight blouses. The fitting session began innocently enough but quickly turned sensual.

Charlotte bent low to pick up a particularly large black brassiere, her short navy flippy skirt riding straight up to reveal lacy panties. Rebecca gave her rear a firm pat, then turned and patted Fiona’s bottom as well. Oliver, much bolder now, helped Sophie into a new deep-cupped ivory brassiere. His hands lingered on the soft overflow of her colossal breasts as he adjusted the wide straps over her shoulders. James was instructed to hold up various skirts while the women modelled them, his face flushing every time a hem flipped up to expose satin-covered cocks.

Fiona stood in the centre of the room and slowly unbuttoned her white blouse. “Let’s start properly then.” She shrugged the blouse off and unhooked her current brassiere, letting her colossal, heavy breasts spill free in a heavy, jiggling wave. Sophie did the same, peeling off her peach sweater and freeing her own enormous breasts from the massive brassiere. The two pairs of gigantic boobs hung proudly before the group.

“Hands and mouths, boys,” Fiona said with a smile. “Show us how well you’ve learned to worship colossal boobs.”

Oliver moved first, stepping up to Sophie without hesitation. He cupped her enormous left breast with both hands, lifting the heavy flesh and burying his face in it. He kissed the soft skin, then took the large nipple into his mouth and sucked deeply, his tongue swirling eagerly. James approached Fiona, his hands sinking into the vast, pillowy right breast as he leaned in to suck on the stiff nipple. Both young men soon had their faces pressed into the deep, warm cleavage, motorboating and licking with growing hunger while their hands kneaded the soft weight.

Laura and Charlotte watched with delight, occasionally reaching out to pat the boys’ bottoms or stroke their hair. Rebecca directed the action with a wicked grin. “That’s it. Really bury your faces in those gigantic tits. Feel how heavy they are.”

While the boys worshipped the colossal breasts, Fiona and Sophie stroked their thick ten-inch cocks, letting them harden fully in front of everyone. The thick shafts stood out proudly, dwarfing James’s visible bulge.

“Time to move to the huge cocks,” Sophie instructed. Oliver immediately dropped lower, taking Sophie’s thick cock into his mouth without prompting. He sucked the head first, then slid more of the thick length between his lips, his hands never leaving her enormous breasts. He alternated between sucking her huge cock and returning to nurse hungrily on her gigantic boobs. James followed suit on Fiona, sucking her thick cock with steady bobs of his head while continuing to squeeze and lift her heavy breasts.

The room filled with wet sucking sounds and soft moans. Oliver grew particularly vocal. Between switching from Sophie’s thick cock back to her colossal left breast, he looked up with flushed cheeks and said clearly, “I love your huge cocks… they feel so thick in my mouth. And your gigantic boobs… I can’t get enough of sucking them. I want both all the time.”

Sophie stroked his hair approvingly. “Good boy, Oliver. Keep telling us exactly what you want.”

The advanced fitting continued for a long time. The group tried on different brassieres while the sexual play intensified. Charlotte tried on an especially reinforced blush brassiere, bending forward so her enormous breasts nearly spilled out. Her short flippy skirt rode up completely, and Rebecca gave her exposed rear several firm pats. Oliver was encouraged to help adjust the brassiere straps while still sucking on Sophie’s thick cock. James held up tiny flippy skirts for Laura, his face pressed against Fiona’s colossal breasts as he did so.

Fiona eventually pulled Oliver to his feet and bent him over the arm of the sofa. She lifted his shirt and yanked his trousers down, exposing his arse. After spitting generously on her thick ten-inch cock, she pressed the head against his tight hole and pushed in slowly. Oliver moaned loudly as the thick girth stretched him wide. Fiona began to fuck him with long, deep strokes, her colossal breasts swaying heavily against his back. While she fucked him, Oliver continued to reach for Sophie’s enormous breasts, sucking on one heavy nipple as best he could from his bent position.

Sophie took James next. She had him lie back on the wide sofa and lifted his legs. She eased her thick cock into his arse with steady pressure, stretching him open. James groaned as Sophie started thrusting, her enormous breasts bouncing with every movement. Oliver, still being fucked by Fiona, turned his head to watch and moaned, “Your huge cock looks so good stretching him… I want it deeper in me too.”

The protagonists switched partners after a while, keeping the fucking prolonged and sensual. Fiona moved to James, driving her thick ten-inch cock deep into his muscular arse while Oliver sucked eagerly on her colossal breasts. Sophie took Oliver again, fucking his arse with slow, powerful strokes while he nursed hungrily on her gigantic boobs and stroked her thick shaft whenever he could.

Rebecca and the other women joined in more actively. Charlotte sat on James’s face, letting him lick her pussy while Sophie fucked him. Laura did the same with Oliver, smothering his mouth with her wet folds while Fiona pounded his arse from behind. The boys were kept busy worshipping breasts, licking pussies, and taking thick cocks for nearly an hour.

Oliver’s confidence had grown dramatically. Between deep thrusts from Fiona, he gasped out loud admissions. “I love your huge cocks stretching my arse… they’re so much thicker than anything else. And your colossal boobs… I want to suck them while you fuck me. I need both.”

James, breathing hard as Sophie drove into him, added his humbled replies. “My cock is small… yours are so much bigger. I can feel every inch.”

The group changed positions several times to draw out the pleasure. At one point, both boys were placed on their backs on the large rug. Fiona straddled Oliver’s face, letting him suck and lick her colossal breasts while she guided her thick cock into his mouth for a deep face-fuck. Sophie mounted James in reverse, riding his cock briefly before switching to taking him in the arse again, her heavy breasts bouncing as she moved.

The climax built slowly over the long evening. Fiona and Sophie finally stood over the two boys, who knelt once more in the centre of the room. James and Oliver worshipped with renewed eagerness — mouths alternating between the thick ten-inch cocks and the gigantic, heavy breasts, hands roaming everywhere.

Fiona came first, stroking her thick cock rapidly and erupting thick ropes of cum across Oliver’s eager face and open mouth. Sophie followed right after, painting James’s face, tongue, and chest with heavy spurts. Both young men swallowed what they could, looking thoroughly used and satisfied.

Rebecca, Charlotte, and Laura clapped and cheered. “What a fantastic advanced fitting session,” Rebecca said with a laugh. “These boys are turning into proper devotees.”

Afterwards, the group relaxed with drinks and light snacks. Oliver sat with a content, almost dreamy expression, frequently glancing at Fiona and Sophie’s colossal breasts and thick cocks with open admiration. James looked properly humbled once again, his swagger long gone.

Fiona and Sophie eventually straightened their clothing, tucking their enormous breasts back into the massive brassieres and lowering their skirts over their spent cocks. They gave each guest a warm bum-pat as they prepared to leave.

“Same time next month for another fitting?” Sophie asked with a wink.

Rebecca grinned. “We wouldn’t miss it.”

Once the house was quiet, Fiona turned to Sophie and pulled her close. Their colossal breasts pressed together softly as Fiona lifted her flippy emerald skirt one last time.

“Another very successful evening,” she murmured, her hand stroking Sophie’s thick cock through the pencil skirt.

Sophie smiled, returning the touch. “Indeed. And we still have plenty more nights ahead.”

The two shemales retired upstairs, already looking forward to whatever sensual adventures the coming week would bring in their world of tight clothing, massive supportive brassieres, short flippy skirts, and endless opportunities for exploration and pleasure.




Chapter 13: Seaside Weekend Getaway

The Friday afternoon sun was already warm when Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford loaded their weekend bags into the little red hatchback and headed south toward the coast. They had decided on a spontaneous getaway to the quiet seaside town of Whitstable, a place known in their circles for its relaxed, hedonistic atmosphere among busty women and shemales. Both were dressed for the journey in light, teasing outfits perfect for the drive and the beach.

Fiona wore a crisp white sleeveless blouse that clung tightly to her colossal, heavy breasts. Beneath it sat one of her sturdiest full-cup brassieres in pale ivory satin, the wide reinforced straps digging gently into her shoulders from the sheer weight they supported. The deep cups lifted her enormous assets into two proud, overflowing orbs that created a spectacular valley of cleavage. Her choice of bottom was a short flippy pale blue skirt with delicate white polka dots, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh and ready to dance in the slightest breeze. Underneath, her satin panties stretched snugly over her thick ten-inch cock and the heavy balls beneath.

Sophie had chosen a soft yellow halter top that tied behind her neck, the thin fabric doing little to restrain her own enormous, swaying bosom. The substantial brassiere underneath was heavily underwired, the wide straps visible as they bit into her smooth shoulders. Her skirt was an even shorter flippy white number with tiny pleats that swished enticingly with every step. Her matching satin panties cradled her impressive ten-inch cock, the front panel pulled tight across the thick shaft.

The drive was pleasant, filled with light conversation and the occasional playful pat across the gear stick. Whenever they stopped for petrol or snacks, other travellers couldn’t help but stare at the two curvaceous shemales. Fiona bent over to retrieve her purse from the boot at one service station, her short flippy skirt riding straight up to flash the satin panties stretched over her thick cock. A passing busty woman gave her rear an appreciative pat and a wink.

They arrived at the boutique hotel just before dinner. The Sea View Lodge was a charming Victorian building with private balconies overlooking the shingle beach. Their room was spacious, with a large king bed, a deep sofa, and French doors opening onto a private terrace. As soon as the door closed behind them, Sophie pulled Fiona close and gave her bottom a firm smack, lifting the flippy blue skirt.

“Finally alone,” Sophie murmured, her hand smoothing over the satin panties. “Though I have a feeling we won’t stay that way for long.”

They changed for the evening promenade. Fiona selected a new tight coral blouse and kept the same short flippy blue skirt. Sophie changed into a fuzzy mint-green sweater that hugged her colossal breasts beautifully and paired it with her tiny white flippy skirt. Both made sure their massive brassieres were properly adjusted — the wide straps sitting firmly on their shoulders, the deep cups cradling their enormous assets.

The sea air was fresh and salty as they walked along the promenade. The town was full of similarly dressed women and shemales enjoying the warm evening. Short flippy skirts fluttered in the breeze, frequently revealing flashes of satin panties and thick cocks. Casual bum-pats were exchanged freely between strangers and friends alike.

They stopped at a small beachside bar for cocktails. While they waited at the counter, Fiona bent forward to look at the menu, her short flippy skirt riding high enough to expose the smooth curve of her rear and the tight satin stretched over her thick ten-inch cock. A tall shemale standing nearby gave her rear a friendly pat and smiled.

“Lovely evening for it,” the stranger said, her own enormous breasts straining against a tight black top.

They soon struck up conversation with two other vacationing shemales — Amelia and Harriet. Amelia was five-foot-eight with an exceptionally large chest, her tight red blouse barely containing her colossal breasts. Harriet was slightly shorter, her fuzzy cream sweater stretched thin over an equally impressive bust and a very short black flippy skirt. Both were well-hung, their thick cocks making noticeable bulges beneath their skirts.

The four of them hit it off immediately. After several rounds of drinks and many affectionate pats, Amelia suggested they continue the evening back at the hotel. “Our suite has a lovely private balcony. Much more room for… conversation.”

Back at the Sea View Lodge, the atmosphere shifted the moment the balcony doors were closed. The four shemales stood on the terrace overlooking the dark sea, the sound of waves providing a gentle backdrop. Fiona lifted the front of her flippy blue skirt, revealing her thick ten-inch cock already half-hard in its satin prison. Sophie did the same, freeing her own impressive length.

Amelia and Harriet wasted no time. Amelia dropped to her knees in front of Fiona, her colossal breasts jiggling inside the tight red blouse as she freed Fiona’s thick cock completely. She took the head into her mouth and began sucking with slow, sensual strokes, her hands reaching up to fondle Fiona’s enormous breasts through the coral blouse. Harriet knelt before Sophie, sucking her thick cock deep while her hands explored the soft weight of Sophie’s gigantic bosom.

The two protagonists moaned softly, their hands resting on the other shemales’ heads. Fiona looked down at Amelia. “That’s it… suck my huge cock properly while you play with my colossal tits.”

The oral worship continued for a long time on the balcony. Amelia and Harriet took turns sucking the thick ten-inch cocks, occasionally switching so they could nurse on the enormous breasts as well. Skirts were flipped up constantly, brassiere straps adjusted, and heavy breasts spilled free from their massive cups.

They eventually moved inside to the large bed. Fiona lay back against the pillows while Amelia straddled her face, lowering her wet pussy onto Fiona’s mouth. At the same time, Amelia leaned forward and took Fiona’s thick cock back into her mouth in a sixty-nine position. Sophie positioned Harriet on all fours beside them, lifting the short black flippy skirt and pressing her thick cock against Harriet’s tight arse. She pushed in slowly, stretching the other shemale open with her girth.

The room filled with wet sounds and moans. Sophie fucked Harriet with long, deep strokes, her own colossal breasts bouncing heavily inside the mint-green sweater. Fiona’s tongue worked eagerly on Amelia’s pussy while Amelia sucked hungrily on her thick cock, her hands squeezing Fiona’s gigantic breasts.

They switched positions several times over the next hour. Fiona took Harriet’s arse while Sophie face-fucked Amelia. Then both protagonists had the other two shemales on their backs, legs spread wide. Fiona slid her thick ten-inch cock into Amelia’s tight pussy, thrusting steadily while her heavy breasts rested against Amelia’s even larger ones. Sophie fucked Harriet’s arse deeply, their colossal bosoms mashing together with every thrust.

The sex was slow, sensual, and prolonged. They took breaks to worship breasts — all four pairs of gigantic, soft tits received thorough attention from mouths and hands. Tit-fucking featured heavily: Fiona slid her thick cock between Harriet’s enormous breasts while Sophie did the same with Amelia, the soft pillowy flesh enveloping their shafts completely.

Verbal appreciation flowed freely.

“Your huge cock feels so much thicker than anything I’ve had in years,” Amelia gasped as Fiona fucked her pussy. “It’s stretching me so perfectly.”

Harriet moaned around Sophie’s thick cock. “And these colossal boobs… I could suck on them all night.”

The climax built gradually. Fiona and Sophie finally stood at the edge of the bed while Amelia and Harriet knelt before them. The two visiting shemales worshipped eagerly — mouths alternating between the thick cocks and the gigantic breasts, hands stroking and squeezing. When release came, it was powerful. Fiona erupted first, thick ropes of cum splashing across Amelia’s face and open mouth. Sophie followed, painting Harriet’s tongue and heaving chest with heavy spurts. Both women swallowed greedily, licking each other clean afterwards.

After a short rest, they moved to the balcony again, the sea breeze cooling their heated skin. Skirts remained flipped up, massive brassieres hung loose around necks, and thick cocks hung semi-soft between smooth thighs. They chatted and laughed, exchanging more affectionate pats and the occasional stroke.

The next morning dawned bright and clear. After a leisurely breakfast in the hotel dining room — where more than one waitress gave their rears appreciative pats — they spent the day on the beach. The nearly-private stretch of shingle was perfect for their kind of fun. Fiona and Sophie changed into even skimpier outfits: tiny flippy sun skirts and halter tops that barely contained their colossal breasts. Amelia and Harriet joined them, similarly dressed.

The sea breeze constantly lifted their short skirts, flashing satin panties and thick cocks to the warm sun. They lay on large towels, applying sunscreen to each other’s enormous breasts with lingering hands. When no one else was nearby, the play became more explicit. Sophie had Harriet on her back, sliding her thick cock between the other shemale’s massive breasts for a long, lazy tit-fuck while the waves lapped nearby. Fiona knelt between Amelia’s legs, fucking her slowly in the missionary position, their colossal breasts pressing together as the thick cock slid in and out.

They returned to the hotel in the late afternoon for another long session in the suite. This time the sex was even more unhurried. Fiona and Sophie took turns fucking both Amelia and Harriet in every hole — pussies, arses, and mouths — while the gigantic breasts of all four were constantly worshipped. They spent nearly two hours in a slow, sensual chain: Fiona fucking Amelia’s arse while Amelia sucked Sophie’s thick cock, and Sophie’s free hand playing with Harriet’s enormous tits.

By the time evening arrived, everyone was thoroughly satisfied. They dressed for dinner in fresh outfits — new tight blouses and fresh flippy skirts bought from the local boutique earlier that day. The massive brassieres were readjusted, wide straps sitting firmly on shoulders, deep cups cradling the heavy, well-attended breasts.

Over seafood and wine at a clifftop restaurant, the four shemales laughed about the weekend. Skirts rode up under the table, hands delivered discreet pats, and thick cocks occasionally brushed against smooth thighs.

On Sunday morning they said goodbye to Amelia and Harriet with warm hugs and many final bum-pats. The drive back to Surrey was relaxed, the car filled with the scent of sea air and satisfied bodies.

Back at home, Fiona and Sophie unpacked slowly. Fiona lifted her flippy blue skirt one last time, her thick cock still slightly sensitive from the weekend’s activities.

“What a perfect getaway,” she said with a contented sigh.

Sophie stepped behind her, wrapping her arms around Fiona’s waist and pressing her own colossal breasts against her back. “We should do that more often.”

The two shemales spent the rest of the evening in their own bed, replaying the weekend’s highlights with slow, intimate touches — thick cocks sliding together, gigantic breasts mashing softly, and the gentle sound of the sea still echoing in their memories.

In their delightfully uninhibited world, a simple seaside weekend had once again delivered far more pleasure than anyone could reasonably expect.




Chapter 14: The Luxury Spa Weekend

Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford pulled up to the discreet gates of Willowmere Spa Resort just after midday on Friday. The exclusive countryside retreat was reserved exclusively for women and shemales, and its reputation for luxurious, uninhibited relaxation had tempted them for months. They had booked a private VIP suite for the entire weekend.

Both shemales had dressed for the journey in light, teasing outfits. Fiona wore a crisp white linen blouse that clung to her colossal, heavy breasts, the wide satin straps of her full-cup brassiere visible beneath the fabric. Her short flippy sage-green skirt fluttered in the breeze as she stepped out of the car. Sophie had chosen a soft coral halter top that tied behind her neck and a tiny white flippy skirt that barely covered the tops of her thighs. Both wore their sturdiest massive brassieres underneath, the deep cups supporting their enormous assets while wide straps dug gently into their shoulders from the weight.

The resort’s elegant reception area smelled of lavender and eucalyptus. The receptionist, a curvaceous shemale with an impressively large chest, greeted them with a warm smile and the customary bum-pat as she handed over their keys. “Welcome to Willowmere. Your private suite has its own private garden, steam room, and massage area. Please enjoy everything we have to offer.”

Their suite was breathtaking — a spacious bedroom with a king-sized bed, a large marble bathroom with a deep jacuzzi, and French doors opening onto a secluded garden terrace. As soon as the porter left, Sophie pulled Fiona close and delivered a firm smack to her rear, lifting the sage-green flippy skirt.

“Finally,” Sophie murmured, her hand smoothing over the satin panties stretched across Fiona’s thick ten-inch cock. “Four whole days of nothing but relaxation… and pleasure.”

They changed into the resort’s provided spa robes — short, silky numbers that did little to hide their figures. Underneath, they kept their massive brassieres and satin panties on for now. Their first stop was the private steam room attached to the suite. The thick, scented steam filled the small tiled space as they sat on the warm marble bench. The heat quickly made their robes slip open, exposing vast expanses of soft, heavy breast flesh and the thick outlines of their cocks beneath the satin.

Fiona leaned back, letting her colossal breasts spill further from the open robe. “This is exactly what we needed.”

They were soon joined by two other guests who had booked the shared steam facility for the afternoon — a pair of busty shemales named Lydia and Beatrice. Lydia was tall and elegant with an enormous chest that strained against her own short robe. Beatrice was slightly curvier, her massive breasts creating deep cleavage even in the loose garment.

Introductions were warm and physical. Lydia gave both Fiona and Sophie firm bum-pats as she sat down, her hand lingering to lift their robes and admire the thick cocks underneath. “You two look like you know how to enjoy a proper weekend,” she said with a smile.

The steam room quickly became the setting for the first sensual encounter of the trip. Beatrice knelt between Fiona’s legs, opening the robe fully and freeing Fiona’s thick ten-inch cock. She took the head into her mouth and began sucking slowly, her tongue swirling around the thick shaft while her hands reached up to fondle Fiona’s colossal breasts. Lydia did the same with Sophie, dropping to her knees and sucking her thick cock deep while her hands kneaded the enormous, heavy breasts spilling from Sophie’s robe.

The wet sounds of sucking mixed with the hiss of steam. Fiona moaned softly, her fingers threading through Beatrice’s hair. “That’s it… suck my huge cock while you play with my gigantic tits.”

The oral worship continued for nearly forty minutes. The two visiting shemales took turns sucking the thick cocks and nursing on the colossal breasts, their own massive brassieres soon unhooked and discarded on the tiled floor. Skirts and robes were pushed aside, and thick cocks were stroked and sucked in the humid heat.

They eventually moved to the large private jacuzzi on the terrace. The warm, bubbling water felt heavenly against their skin. Fiona and Sophie sat on the underwater ledge while Lydia and Beatrice straddled them. Lydia lowered herself onto Fiona’s thick cock, her tight pussy stretching around the girth as she sank down. She rode slowly, her enormous breasts bouncing in the water while Fiona’s hands supported her heavy tits. Beatrice did the same with Sophie, impaling her arse on the thick ten-inch length and grinding down so Sophie’s cock filled her completely.

The jacuzzi sex was slow and luxurious. Water splashed gently as the four shemales moved together. Fiona thrust up into Lydia’s pussy with deep, measured strokes while Sophie fucked Beatrice’s arse with long, powerful movements. Their colossal breasts pressed and rubbed together, nipples brushing in the bubbling water.

After the jacuzzi, they retired to the large massage room attached to the suite. Professional masseuses were available, but the four of them decided on a more private session. They oiled each other’s bodies thoroughly. Fiona lay face down on the wide massage table while Beatrice poured warm oil over her back and colossal breasts, which hung heavily off the sides. Beatrice’s hands roamed everywhere, eventually sliding between Fiona’s thighs to stroke her thick cock. Sophie received the same treatment from Lydia.

The massage quickly turned fully sexual. Fiona rolled onto her back, her thick cock standing hard and glistening with oil. Beatrice straddled her and sank down onto the thick length, riding her with slow, sensual movements while her own enormous oiled breasts bounced heavily. Sophie had Lydia on all fours on the second table, fucking her arse deeply while her hands gripped the other shemale’s wide hips. The sound of oiled skin slapping filled the room.

They switched partners several times, enjoying every combination. At one point, Fiona and Sophie stood side by side while Lydia and Beatrice knelt before them, sucking their thick cocks in unison. The two visiting shemales took turns deep-throating the long shafts while their hands and mouths worshipped the gigantic, oil-slicked breasts above them.

The evening continued in the main bedroom. They ordered room service and ate lightly before returning to the king-sized bed. Fiona lay back against the pillows while Lydia and Beatrice took turns riding her thick cock — first one in her pussy, then the other in her arse. Sophie moved between them, fucking whichever hole was free and occasionally sliding her thick cock between pairs of colossal, oiled breasts for long, slippery tit-fucks.

The sex stretched on for hours in the luxurious setting. They explored every position the large bed allowed. Fiona fucked Beatrice doggy-style while Beatrice sucked Sophie’s cock. Sophie took Lydia in missionary, their massive breasts mashing together as the thick cock thrust deep into her pussy. Verbal appreciation flowed freely between moans.

“Your huge cock feels incredible,” Lydia gasped as Sophie drove into her. “So much thicker than anything I’ve had before.”

Beatrice moaned around Fiona’s thick cock. “And these colossal tits… I could bury my face in them forever.”

By late evening, everyone was glistening with sweat and oil. Fiona and Sophie finally stood at the foot of the bed while Lydia and Beatrice knelt before them once more. The two guests worshipped eagerly — mouths alternating between the thick ten-inch cocks and the gigantic breasts, hands stroking and squeezing everywhere.

Fiona came first, thick ropes of cum splashing across Beatrice’s face and open mouth. Sophie followed moments later, painting Lydia’s tongue and heaving, oiled chest with heavy spurts. Both women swallowed what they could, then shared a deep, cum-smeared kiss.

The rest of the weekend followed a similar pattern of luxurious indulgence. Saturday was spent between the private garden, the steam room, and the massage tables. They met two more busty shemales at the resort’s communal lounge — a pair named Clara and Evelyn — and invited them back to the suite for another long, sensual session. The six of them spent nearly three hours in the large jacuzzi and on the terrace, with Fiona and Sophie taking turns fucking pussies, asses, and mouths while enormous breasts were constantly worshipped and used for tit-fucking.

Sunday morning brought a final, lazy session in the bedroom before checkout. Fiona and Sophie enjoyed a long, slow double blowjob from Lydia and Beatrice, followed by one last round of deep fucking — Fiona taking Clara’s pussy while Sophie fucked Evelyn’s arse. The colossal breasts of all involved were kissed, sucked, and pressed together throughout.

As they packed to leave, Fiona adjusted her massive brassiere one last time, the wide straps settling comfortably on her shoulders. Sophie smoothed down her flippy skirt, though it immediately threatened to ride up again.

“What a perfect weekend,” Fiona said, pulling Sophie close for a deep kiss. Their colossal breasts pressed together softly.

Sophie smiled against her lips. “We definitely need to come back.”

The drive home was relaxed, the car filled with the faint scent of massage oil and satisfied bodies. Back in Surrey, they unpacked slowly, already reminiscing about the steam room, the jacuzzi, and the long, luxurious hours spent worshipping and being worshipped.

That night in their own bed, Fiona and Sophie replayed some of their favourite moments. Fiona lay back while Sophie slid her thick cock between her colossal breasts for a slow tit-fuck, then moved lower to slide into her tight arse. They finished the weekend the way they had started it — slow, sensual, and completely satisfied.

In their world of tight blouses, massive supportive brassieres, short flippy skirts, and endless casual sensuality, the luxury spa weekend had delivered everything they could have hoped for and more.

Chapter 15: The Exclusive Private Yacht Party


The sleek white yacht Siren’s Kiss gleamed under the bright Saturday morning sun as it waited at the private marina. Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford arrived precisely on time, carrying small overnight bags and wearing outfits chosen specifically for a day at sea. Fiona had selected a crisp white sleeveless blouse that hugged her colossal, heavy breasts tightly, the wide satin straps of her reinforced full-cup brassiere clearly visible where the fabric pulled. Her short flippy turquoise skirt, light and breezy, swished around her thighs with every step. Sophie wore a soft coral halter top that tied behind her neck, the thin material doing little to contain her own enormous, swaying bosom. Her tiny white flippy skirt was even shorter, the pleats ready to lift in the slightest sea breeze. Underneath both skirts, their satin panties stretched taut over their thick ten-inch cocks.

Their hostess, the elegant and extremely busty shemale socialite Victoria Langford (no relation), greeted them at the gangway with warm smiles and firm bum-pats. Victoria’s own chest was legendary — her tight navy blouse strained dramatically over a massive custom brassiere, and her short red flippy skirt barely covered the generous curve of her rear.

“Fiona, Sophie, welcome aboard,” Victoria purred, her hand lingering on Fiona’s rear after the pat. “We’re going to have a perfectly decadent day.”

The guest list was small and select: six other women and shemales, all exceptionally curvaceous. Among them were two married women — the elegant Penelope and the voluptuous Isabelle — and four other well-endowed shemales: the statuesque Diana, the playful Miranda, the sultry Nadia, and the quiet but extremely busty Genevieve. Everyone was dressed in similar light, revealing attire perfect for the yacht: tight blouses or halter tops stretched over massive brassieres, and very short flippy skirts that promised constant teasing.

As the yacht slipped away from the marina and headed out into open water, the party began in earnest. Champagne was poured on the sun deck. The sea breeze immediately started its work, lifting skirts and revealing flashes of satin panties and thick cocks. Fiona bent over to adjust her sandal, her turquoise flippy skirt riding straight up to expose the tight satin stretched over her thick ten-inch cock. Several appreciative pats landed on her rear in quick succession.

The morning passed with sunbathing, swimming from the rear platform, and plenty of flirtatious conversation. Skirts were flipped up constantly by the wind or by playful hands. When Penelope bent to retrieve a dropped glass, her short black flippy skirt flew up completely, revealing lacy panties and a smooth, inviting rear. Sophie gave her a firm, lingering pat, then smoothed the skirt back down with a smile.

By early afternoon the atmosphere had grown unmistakably charged. Victoria suggested they move to the shaded upper lounge for “more comfortable conversation.” The large, luxurious space had wide sofas, a well-stocked bar, and windows overlooking the sea. As soon as the doors closed, clothing began to come undone.

Fiona and Sophie stood in the centre of the room while the others gathered around. Victoria was the first to act, stepping forward and unbuttoning Fiona’s white blouse. She freed Fiona’s colossal breasts from the massive brassiere, letting the enormous, heavy globes spill out. Sophie’s halter top was quickly removed as well, her own gigantic breasts tumbling free into the warm air.

The six guests dropped to their knees almost in unison. Penelope and Isabelle took Fiona first, their mouths eagerly seeking her thick ten-inch cock. Penelope sucked the head while Isabelle licked and kissed the shaft, both women’s hands reaching up to fondle and lift Fiona’s colossal breasts. Miranda and Nadia did the same with Sophie, their lips and tongues worshipping her thick cock while they buried their faces in her enormous, soft tits.

Diana and Genevieve moved between the two groups, sucking whichever thick cock was free and lavishing attention on the gigantic breasts. The lounge filled with wet sucking sounds and soft moans of pleasure.

Fiona looked down at the two married women sucking her cock. “That’s it… worship my huge cock properly. Tell me how it compares to your husbands.”

Penelope pulled off long enough to gasp, “So much thicker… my husband’s little thing couldn’t even fill my mouth like this.” She immediately took Fiona’s cock deep again, gagging softly.

Isabelle added between licks, “Yours are real cocks. Heavy and long. I could suck them all day.”

The oral worship continued for a long time. The guests took turns deep-throating the thick ten-inch cocks, their cheeks bulging as they tried to take as much as possible. Their hands and mouths never left the colossal breasts, squeezing, lifting, and sucking on the stiff nipples. Skirts remained flipped up or completely removed, massive brassieres hung loose or were discarded entirely.

Victoria eventually suggested they move to the master cabin for more room. The large bedroom had a king-sized bed and wide windows with sea views. The group spilled onto the bed in a tangle of soft flesh and eager mouths.

Fiona lay back against the pillows while Penelope straddled her face, lowering her wet pussy onto Fiona’s mouth. At the same time, Isabelle climbed onto Fiona’s thick cock, sinking down until the full length was buried in her tight pussy. She rode slowly, her enormous breasts bouncing heavily as Fiona’s tongue worked between her legs.

Sophie took a similar position with Miranda and Nadia. Miranda rode Sophie’s thick cock in her arse while Nadia sat on Sophie’s face, grinding her pussy against her mouth. Diana and Genevieve moved between the two main couples, sucking on whichever thick cock or colossal breast was within reach and delivering constant affectionate pats to exposed rears.

The sex was luxurious and unhurried. The protagonists took turns fucking every guest in multiple positions. Fiona bent Isabelle over the edge of the bed and fucked her pussy with deep, powerful strokes, her colossal breasts pressing against Isabelle’s back. Sophie had Diana on all fours, driving her thick ten-inch cock into the shemale’s tight arse while her hands gripped the wide hips.

They switched frequently. At one point both Fiona and Sophie stood side by side while all six guests knelt before them, taking turns sucking their thick cocks and worshipping their gigantic breasts. The married women were especially vocal.

“My husband could never stretch me like this,” Penelope moaned as Fiona fucked her arse. “Your huge cock is ruining me for anything smaller.”

Isabelle, currently being fucked by Sophie, gasped, “These colossal tits and these thick cocks… I’m addicted already.”

The afternoon stretched into evening with no rush. They moved back out onto the upper deck as the sun began to set, the sea breeze cooling their heated skin. Champagne was brought out again, and the group continued their play under the open sky. Fiona fucked Genevieve against the railing, her thick cock sliding deep into the shemale’s arse while the wind lifted their flippy skirts. Sophie had Miranda bent over a sun lounger, pounding her pussy while Miranda’s enormous breasts hung heavily and swayed with every thrust.

As darkness fell, they returned to the master cabin for the final long session of the night. The six guests were thoroughly satisfied and eager to please. Fiona and Sophie stood at the foot of the bed while the others formed a semi-circle on their knees. Mouths, tongues, and hands worshipped their thick cocks and colossal breasts for nearly an hour — slow, deep blowjobs mixed with enthusiastic breast sucking and motorboating.

When the climax finally arrived, it was intense. Fiona stroked her thick cock rapidly and erupted across Penelope’s and Isabelle’s upturned faces, thick ropes of cum painting their lips and tongues. Sophie followed moments later, covering Miranda and Nadia with heavy spurts. The guests eagerly swallowed what they could and shared the rest in messy, cum-smeared kisses.

Afterwards, everyone collapsed onto the large bed and surrounding sofas in various states of undress. Massive brassieres hung loose around necks, short flippy skirts remained pushed up or discarded, and thick cocks rested semi-soft against smooth thighs. Gentle pats and soft caresses continued as they watched the stars appear over the dark sea.

The rest of the weekend passed in similar luxurious indulgence. Sunday morning brought a slow, lazy session on the sun deck, with Fiona and Sophie taking turns fucking the guests in the warm sunlight while the yacht cruised gently. More tit-fucking, more deep sucking, and more admissions from the married women about how completely their husbands had been eclipsed.

By late Sunday afternoon, as the Siren’s Kiss returned to the marina, everyone was relaxed, glowing, and thoroughly satisfied. Victoria hugged both Fiona and Sophie tightly, her hands delivering final affectionate pats to their rears.

“You two must come again soon,” she said. “The yacht is always available for the right company.”

On the drive home, Fiona rested her hand on Sophie’s thigh, occasionally flipping the tiny white skirt up to stroke the thick cock beneath.

“What an unforgettable weekend,” Fiona said with a contented sigh.

Sophie smiled, returning the touch and cupping one of Fiona’s colossal breasts through the blouse. “We should make a habit of accepting these kinds of invitations.”

Back at their house that evening, the two shemales unpacked slowly and then fell into their own bed. They replayed some of their favourite moments from the yacht with slow, intimate touches — thick cocks sliding together, gigantic breasts pressing softly, and the memory of sea air and satisfied moans still fresh in their minds.

In their delightfully uninhibited world of tight blouses, massive supportive brassieres, short flippy skirts, and endless sensual opportunities, the exclusive private yacht party had been everything they could have wished for and more.




Chapter 16: The Big Community Festival Finale

The annual Summer Solstice Festival had arrived, and the village green was alive with colour, music, and laughter. Strings of fairy lights hung between the trees, lanterns glowed softly as dusk approached, and the air smelled of barbecue, sweet cider, and sun-warmed grass. This year the event felt especially charged, as if the entire community had decided to celebrate not just the longest day, but the open, sensual way they all lived.

Fiona Harrington and Sophie Langford arrived arm in arm, dressed to honour the occasion and turn every head on the green. Fiona wore a tight white linen blouse that strained delightfully across her colossal, heavy breasts, the wide satin straps of her favourite full-cup brassiere visible at the shoulders where the fabric gaped. Her short flippy crimson skirt, light and breezy with delicate pleats, danced around her thighs with every step. Sophie had chosen a soft gold halter top that tied behind her neck, the thin material hugging her own enormous, swaying bosom. Her tiny white flippy skirt was even shorter, the hem barely covering the curve of her rear. Beneath both skirts, their satin panties stretched taut over their thick ten-inch cocks.

They were barely through the entrance arch when the first wave of affectionate bum-pats began. Eleanor spotted them immediately and delivered firm smacks to both their rears, her hand lifting Fiona’s crimson skirt just enough to brush the satin-covered thickness beneath. “You two look absolutely edible,” she declared, her own enormous breasts threatening to spill from her low-cut summer blouse.

The festival was in full swing. Stalls lined the green offering cakes, local cider, and handmade lingerie. There was even a playful “Best Brassiere Contest” and a “Shortest Skirt Challenge” that had already drawn a laughing crowd. Fiona and Sophie were quickly pulled toward the central stage where the festival committee waited.

“Every year we crown our Queens of the Solstice,” the compère announced, a busty woman in a tight pink top. “This year, by popular acclaim, the title goes to the two shemales who embody everything we love about our community — Fiona and Sophie!”

The crowd cheered wildly as the two protagonists were led onto the stage. They received sashes that read “Queen of Curves” and “Queen of Pleasure,” along with tiaras that sat prettily atop their heads. The ceremony involved a playful parade where they walked the length of the stage, deliberately bending forward so their short flippy skirts rode up and flipped in the evening breeze, giving the audience generous glimpses of satin panties stretched tight over thick cocks.

The moment they stepped down from the stage, the energy shifted from festive to openly sensual. Music swelled, dancing began, and hands wandered freely. Fiona found herself pulled into a circle of busty women and shemales. Skirts swirled and lifted constantly as bodies pressed close. Sophie was dragged into another group, her tiny white flippy skirt flying up repeatedly to reveal the heavy outline of her ten-inch cock.

As darkness fell and the fairy lights twinkled brighter, the festival reached its natural, uninhibited peak. A large, open marquee at the far end of the green had been quietly prepared for those who wanted more than dancing. Fiona and Sophie were gently guided inside by a growing crowd of familiar and new faces — Eleanor, Abigail, Olivia, Beatrice, Clara, and at least a dozen other curvaceous women and shemales from the village and surrounding area.

Inside the softly lit marquee, cushions and blankets covered the grass floor. The air was warm and thick with anticipation. Fiona and Sophie stood in the centre as the others formed a loose circle around them.

“Show us again,” someone called playfully. “Show us why you’re the Queens.”

Fiona smiled and slowly lifted the front of her crimson flippy skirt, revealing her thick ten-inch cock already semi-hard in its satin prison. Sophie did the same, yanking up her tiny white skirt to free her own impressive length. A collective murmur of appreciation rippled through the marquee.

The circle closed in. Mouths and hands reached for them eagerly. Eleanor and Abigail dropped to their knees first, taking turns sucking Fiona’s thick cock while their hands lifted and squeezed her colossal breasts through the tight white blouse. Olivia and Beatrice did the same with Sophie, their lips stretching around the thick shaft while they buried their faces in her enormous, soft tits.

The worship spread quickly. More women and shemales joined in, creating a swirling, sensual mass of bodies. Fiona and Sophie stood tall as mouths moved along their thick cocks, tongues licked every inch, and hands roamed over their gigantic breasts. Brassieres were unhooked, blouses unbuttoned, and skirts pushed up or removed entirely. Colossal breasts spilled free everywhere, soft and heavy, pressing and rubbing together.

Fiona pulled Eleanor up and bent her over a pile of cushions. She lifted the older woman’s short skirt, tugged her panties aside, and pressed her thick ten-inch cock against Eleanor’s wet pussy. With one smooth thrust she sank deep, stretching her open. Eleanor moaned loudly, pushing back to take every inch. “Your huge cock feels so much better than my husband’s ever did,” she gasped as Fiona began to fuck her with long, deep strokes.

Sophie chose Abigail next. She had the young shemale on all fours and slid her thick cock into Abigail’s tight arse, gripping her hips as she drove in steadily. Abigail cried out in pleasure, her own colossal breasts swaying beneath her as Sophie’s thick length filled her completely.

The orgy unfolded across the marquee in waves of pleasure. The protagonists moved from partner to partner, never rushing. Fiona fucked Clara’s pussy while Clara sucked on Beatrice’s enormous breasts. Sophie took Olivia from behind, her thick cock pounding deep while Olivia’s face was buried between Eleanor’s thighs. Skirts remained flipped up, massive brassieres hung loose around necks, and the grass grew warm beneath writhing bodies.

They paused for a moment so everyone could watch as Fiona and Sophie stood side by side. The entire group knelt before them, taking turns sucking their thick cocks and worshipping their gigantic breasts. Mouths moved eagerly from one thick shaft to the other, tongues bathing the heads while hands lifted and squeezed the heavy, soft tits above.

“Tell us,” Fiona said, her voice husky as she looked down at the sea of upturned faces. “Tell us how our huge cocks compare to what you’re used to.”

Penelope, one of the married women who had joined the festival, moaned around Sophie’s thick cock. “Yours are so much thicker and longer… my husband’s little prick feels like a toy now.”

Another woman added breathlessly, “I could never go back after feeling these colossal breasts and these huge cocks stretching me.”

The fucking resumed with renewed intensity. Fiona laid Beatrice on her back and slid her thick cock into the shemale’s arse, thrusting deep while Beatrice’s legs wrapped around her waist. Sophie had Eleanor riding her cock reverse-cowgirl style, the older woman bouncing on the thick length while her enormous breasts jiggled wildly.

They changed positions again and again. At one point both protagonists had two partners each — Fiona fucking one woman’s pussy while another sucked her colossal breasts, Sophie doing the same on the other side. The marquee echoed with moans, wet slapping sounds, and constant praise for the size and power of their equipment.

As the night deepened, Fiona and Sophie found themselves at the centre once more. The group formed a wide circle around them on the cushions. Fiona and Sophie stood back to back, their thick cocks pointing outward. One by one, the guests took turns impaling themselves on the thick shafts — some in their pussies, some in their arses — riding slowly while others kissed and sucked on the protagonists’ gigantic breasts.

The final round was slow and deliberate. Fiona chose Eleanor and Abigail, fucking one in the pussy and the other in the arse in turn. Sophie took Olivia and Beatrice, giving each the same thorough attention. The orgasms built gradually, drawn out by the long night of pleasure.

When release finally came, it was powerful and shared. Fiona pulled out and stroked her thick cock rapidly, erupting thick ropes of cum across Eleanor’s and Abigail’s faces and heaving breasts. Sophie followed, painting Olivia and Beatrice with heavy spurts. The rest of the group pressed close, licking and sharing the cum while moaning in satisfaction.

Afterwards, the marquee grew quieter. Bodies lay tangled together on the cushions, skirts pushed up, massive brassieres discarded, and thick cocks resting against soft skin. Gentle pats and soft kisses continued as the fairy lights twinkled outside.

Fiona and Sophie slipped away from the main group as the festival began to wind down. They found a quiet spot at the edge of the green under an old oak tree, away from the last lingering revellers. They lay down on the soft grass together, their flippy skirts still flipped up, their colossal breasts pressed close.

Sophie stroked Fiona’s cheek. “What a perfect way to end the night.”

Fiona smiled, pulling Sophie on top of her so their thick cocks rested together between their bodies. “Not the end,” she whispered. “Just another beautiful chapter.”

They made love slowly and tenderly under the stars — thick cocks sliding together, gigantic breasts mashing softly, hands roaming with familiar affection. When they finally came, it was quiet and shared, bodies trembling together in the warm night air.

As they lay wrapped in each other’s arms afterwards, listening to the distant music and laughter from the festival, Fiona kissed Sophie’s forehead.

“To many more years of this,” she murmured.

Sophie smiled against her skin. “To many more years of us.”

In their wonderfully uninhibited world of tight blouses, massive supportive brassieres, short flippy skirts, constant playful pats, and endless sensual delight, Fiona and Sophie had found exactly the life they wanted — together, surrounded by pleasure, and completely, joyfully free.

The Summer Solstice Festival lights twinkled on as the two Queens of the Night held each other close, ready for whatever beautiful, naughty adventures tomorrow would bring.
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