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Tented Skirts

By Peter M. McMillan

The Appreciation Society




Chapter One: Morning Glory and Mammoth Brassieres

The bloody alarm clock shrieked like a banshee having a particularly nasty orgasm, dragging Penelope from a rather pleasant dream involving whipped cream, a surprisingly flexible postman, and absolutely no clothing whatsoever. Groaning, she slapped blindly at the bedside table, knocking over a half empty mug of cold tea before her hand finally found the offending noise machine and slammed it into silence. Blessed quiet. Except for the faint, rhythmic thump thump thump coming from the other side of the flat’s thin wall, which meant Clarissa was already awake and likely engaged in some form of vigorous self appreciation before breakfast. Typical.

Penelope sighed, the sound muffled by the sheer, magnificent weight pressing down on her chest. Mornings were always a struggle. Not just the usual reluctance to face the day, but the literal, physical battle against gravity required to hoist her truly monumental mammary glands upright. These weren’t just breasts; they were awe inspiring orbs of flesh, J cups straining against the flimsy cotton of her nightie, threatening structural failure with every breath. Slowly, carefully, she rolled onto her side, letting the glorious globes swing forward like velvet wrecking balls. Then, bracing one hand on the mattress and the other cupping the underside of her left breast for leverage, she pushed herself up. Success. Ish. She sat there for a moment, breathing heavily, her prize winning poitrine wobbling precariously.

The bedroom door creaked open and Clarissa breezed in, already mostly dressed and radiating an energy Penelope simply couldn’t fathom before nine AM and two cups of strong tea. Clarissa was a vision, as always. Her own staggering superstructure, easily matching Penelope’s in scale and splendour, was already wrangled into a formidable looking piece of engineering masquerading as a brassiere. Penelope could see the thick, reinforced satin straps digging slightly into Clarissa’s shoulders even through her thin dressing gown. Below the waist, Clarissa wore only a pair of sheer black French knickers, stretched taut over the impressive bulge nestled between her thighs. Her ten inch cock and heavy balls were barely contained by the delicate fabric, creating a mouthwatering outline.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Clarissa chirped, striking a pose in the doorway, one hand on her hip, the other fluffing her blonde hair. “Ready to wrestle the girls into their cages?”

Penelope groaned again. “Must you be so cheerful? And must you flaunt… that… before I’ve even had caffeine?” She gestured vaguely towards Clarissa’s crotch.

Clarissa winked, sauntering further into the room. “Just giving you a little motivation, darling. Besides, these new knickers are rather smashing, don’t you think? A devil to get the old chap tucked into properly, mind you, but worth the effort.” She gave a little wiggle, the silk whispering against her skin and the thick, heavy weight of her manhood shifting beneath the fabric. Penelope couldn’t help but stare. Even soft, Clarissa’s package was a fucking marvel, a prominent mound that promised incredible things.

“They are rather fetching,” Penelope admitted, finally swinging her legs out of bed. Her own nightie rode up, offering a generous view of her pale thighs and the equally impressive, albeit currently dormant, ten inch protrusion nestled between them, barely restrained by her simple white cotton panties. Her balls, heavy and full, rested against the inside of her thighs. “Right, let’s get this over with.” She padded over to her wardrobe, the floorboards groaning faintly under her weight – mostly the weight of her astonishing chesticles.

Choosing the day’s foundation garment was always a strategic decision. Today felt like a ‘fortress’ kind of day. Penelope pulled out a monstrous contraption of whalebone, reinforced satin, and sheer industrial strength elastic. It was beige, uncompromising, and built like a suspension bridge. “The Beige Bastion it is,” she sighed, laying it reverently on the bed. Getting into it was a two stage operation. First, lean forward, letting her stupendous globes cascade into the cups. Second, hoist and pull, fastening the battalion of hooks and eyes up the back. It required contortion, willpower, and occasionally, Clarissa’s assistance.

“Need a hand, love?” Clarissa offered, already shimmying into a tight pencil skirt. The navy blue fabric hugged her curves mercilessly, accentuating the swell of her arse and the undeniable prominence of her cock and balls straining against the front panel. Skirts were a necessity, really. Trousers, even the loosest cut, simply couldn’t cope with the sheer magnitude of their endowments without looking utterly obscene. Or, rather, more obscene than usual. Sometimes, of course, that was precisely the point.

“Maybe just the top hooks,” Penelope grunted, arching her back as Clarissa deftly secured the final fastenings. The brassiere felt like a suit of armour, lifting and separating her titanic tits, thrusting them forward into proud, shelf like prominence. She glanced in the mirror. Christ, they looked like prize winning melons balanced on a ledge. You could rest a tray of drinks on those.

With the foundations laid, Penelope selected a tight, powder blue cashmere sweater and a short, flippy black skirt. The sweater clung lovingly to every curve of her upper body, showcasing the incredible volume the Beige Bastion forced upwards. The skirt, she knew, was a risky choice. Adorable, yes, but prone to flying up at the slightest provocation, revealing far more than just a glimpse of stocking top. It would barely cover the essentials when she stood straight, and bending over? Well, that was practically an invitation for the world to admire her heavy balls swinging free beneath the hem, maybe even catching a flash of the thick shaft nestled against them.

She slipped on the sweater, then wriggled into the skirt, carefully arranging her cock and balls within the confines of her satin panties beneath it. The waistband sat snugly on her hips. She did a test bend, retrieving a dropped hairpin from the floor. Yep. As predicted, the skirt flipped up with enthusiastic abandon, revealing the smooth curve of her arse cheeks in their white panties, and, more importantly, the undeniable heft of her balls dangling beneath. Clarissa wolf whistled.

“Bit cheeky, aren’t we?” Clarissa grinned, adjusting her own prodigious bust within a similarly snug-fitting crimson blouse. The top buttons looked under serious strain. “Old Mr. Henderson at the newsagent’s will have a coronary if you bend over like that for the morning paper.”

Penelope straightened up, smoothing the skirt down, a faint blush rising on her cheeks. “Oh, stuff it. It’s comfortable. Besides,” she added, leaning towards the mirror to apply a slash of bright red lipstick, giving Clarissa a clear view down the front of her sweater, a canyon of cleavage deeper than the Grand Canyon itself, “a girl needs a bit of ventilation down there, doesn’t she? Especially carrying around this much… extra equipment.” She patted the front of her skirt, right over the impressive bulge where her cock and balls were nestled within her satin panties. “Especially carrying around this much… extra equipment.” She gave the bulge another affectionate pat. Even soft, the outline was thick and substantial, a clear promise of the ten inches packed away.

Clarissa chuckled, a throaty sound. “Tell me about it. Sometimes I think mine weighs more than my left tit. Speaking of which…” She leaned forward conspiratorially, lowering her voice slightly even though they were alone. “Did you see Brenda from Accounts yesterday? In that tight green dress? Swear to God, when she dropped her pen, I thought her husband’s pathetic little pecker was going to weep with jealousy just looking at the outline of her balls under that silk.”

Penelope giggled, picturing Brenda, a notoriously well-endowed shemale with a chest like a pair of prize-winning watermelons, and a notoriously under-endowed husband. “Poor sod. Honestly, some men just don’t measure up, do they? It’s practically tragic.” She adjusted her own skirt again, feeling the familiar weight between her legs. It was a constant presence, a reminder of their unique configuration. Sometimes a burden, sometimes… well, sometimes a distinct advantage.

“Right, breakfast?” Clarissa asked, heading for the door. “I’m famished. Wrangling these milk-lorries into their harness always works up an appetite. And frankly, just looking at your magnificent cock-bulge is making me think impure thoughts.”

“Likewise, darling, likewise,” Penelope replied, grabbing her handbag. She gave her reflection one last check. The sweater clung, the skirt flared, the Beige Bastion held her spectacular chest aloft like an offering to the gods of lechery. Beneath the short hem, her sheer stockings stretched up her thighs, held in place by a delicate garter belt hidden beneath her panties, which were themselves doing their valiant best to contain the impressive length and girth of her flaccid penis and the heavy globes hanging below it. Ready for the world. Or at least, ready for toast and a possible encounter with poor, easily flustered Mr. Henderson. She followed Clarissa out of the room, the gentle sway of her colossal breasts preceding her like heralds, the secret weight between her legs a delicious counterpoint. The day, with all its potential for wardrobe malfunctions, accidental exposures, and blatant displays of feminine and masculine charms, was just beginning.




Chapter Two: Newsagents, Knickers, and Not-So-Subtle Packages

The pavement outside their flat was already bustling with the morning rush. Men in bowler hats bustled past, occasionally offering an appreciative glance or even a sly pat on a passing female posterior – a gesture so commonplace it barely registered. Women, and indeed, the many equally curvaceous shemales navigating the throng, clutched handbags and adjusted skirt hems, their own formidable frontages preceding them like proud galleons sailing into the fray. Penelope and Clarissa joined the flow, their own spectacular upper decks causing more than a few heads to turn.

“Right, papers first,” Clarissa declared, gesturing towards the corner shop with its faded awning proclaiming ‘Henderson’s News & Sundries’. “And perhaps a cheeky chocolate bar? Fuel for the day’s adventures.”

“Only if you promise not to ‘accidentally’ drop it just as Mr. Henderson is looking,” Penelope retorted, smoothing down her flippy black skirt self-consciously. It really was rather short. Standing still, the hem barely brushed the tops of her stockinged thighs. Any movement sent it fluttering precariously. Beneath it, her white satin panties felt stretched taut over the thick, ten-inch length of her cock, currently resting soft but undeniably substantial against her skin, with her heavy balls nestled securely below.

Mr. Henderson’s shop was small and crammed with newspapers, magazines displaying beaming, buxom women on every cover, sweets, and tobacco. The man himself, small, bald, and perpetually flustered, peered over a precarious stack of comics, his eyes immediately fixing, as they always did, somewhere around Penelope’s chest level. Or perhaps Clarissa’s. It was hard to tell; their combined mammary magnificence tended to overwhelm the immediate vicinity.

“Morning, ladies!” he squeaked, his gaze darting nervously between their faces and the truly monumental displays straining the fabric of their sweaters. “The usual, is it?”

“Morning, Mr. Henderson,” Clarissa beamed, leaning forward slightly over the counter, giving him an unobstructed view down the V-neck of her crimson blouse. The canyon formed by her own J-cup splendours, barely contained by the heavy-duty lingerie beneath, was enough to make a weaker man faint. “Daily Trumpet and a Flake for me, please.”

“And the Chronicle for me,” Penelope added, stepping forward. As she reached into her handbag for her purse, fumbling slightly, the small clutch slipped from her grasp, tumbling to the dusty linoleum floor. “Oh, bother!” she exclaimed. Instinctively, she bent at the waist to retrieve it.

It happened exactly as she’d known it would. The short, flippy skirt flew upwards with enthusiastic abandon, riding high over her hips. For a glorious, heart-stopping moment, the entire back view was exposed: the curve of her stocking tops, the delicate lace edge of her garter belt attachments peeking out, the smooth expanse of her white satin panties clinging faithfully to her rounded cheeks, and, most dramatically, the undeniable, pendulous weight of her large balls dangling freely beneath the flimsy fabric. They swung gently with the movement, heavy and full, a startlingly masculine counterpoint to the otherwise perfectly feminine picture.

A sharp intake of breath came from behind the counter. Mr. Henderson’s eyes widened to the size of saucers, his face flushing a brilliant beetroot red. He wasn’t looking at her arse, Penelope realised with amusement. His gaze was fixed squarely on the pair of hefty testicles swaying beneath her skirt hem.

Clarissa coughed politely, though her eyes danced with mirth. “Lose something, Pen?”

“Just my purse,” Penelope replied, snatching it up and straightening quickly, smoothing the treacherous skirt back down. She could feel the heat in her own cheeks but met Mr. Henderson’s goggling stare with feigned innocence. “Clumsy me.”

“Quite alright, quite alright,” the newsagent stammered, fumbling with Clarissa’s change, his gaze still flicking nervously towards Penelope’s lower half as if expecting her balls to suddenly leap out again.

As they exited the shop, Clarissa burst into laughter. “His eyes nearly popped out of his head! Honestly, darling, that skirt is a public menace. Or a public service, depending on your perspective. Did you see the way he stared at your knackers?”

“Oh, shut up,” Penelope grumbled, though she was smiling. “It’s not my fault skirts are the only practical option unless I want to walk around looking like I’m smuggling a prize-winning marrow down my trousers.” She patted the front of her skirt again, the impressive bulge beneath a constant reminder. “Besides, a little glimpse never hurt anyone. Keeps the circulation going.”

They continued down the street, Clarissa unwrapping her Flake with relish. Suddenly, a sharp female voice cut through the morning air. “Penelope? Clarissa? Fancy seeing you two here!”

They turned to see Fiona, another shemale from their typing pool, hurrying towards them. Fiona was shorter, barely five foot seven, but compensated with a truly staggering pair of G-cup globes that strained the buttons of her prim tweed jacket. Her matching tweed skirt was longer than Penelope’s, mid-calf length, but even through the thick wool, a distinct, elongated bulge was evident at the front.

“Fiona, darling!” Clarissa greeted her warmly. “Off to face the dragons at Sterling & Finch?”

“The very same,” Fiona sighed dramatically, adjusting one of the enormous mounds beneath her jacket. “Honestly, the way Mr. Sterling stares, you’d think he’d never seen a decent pair of tits before. And after last night…” She leaned in closer, lowering her voice. “Gordon tried, bless his cotton socks, he really did. But honestly, girls…” She glanced down pointedly, first at Clarissa’s noticeable package under her pencil skirt, then at the equally impressive outline beneath Penelope’s flippy number. “…sometimes I see you two walking around, practically bursting out of your knickers, and I just think… poor Gordon. His little acorn just doesn’t compare to your mighty oaks, does it?” She sighed again, a gusty breath that threatened the structural integrity of her jacket buttons. “It’s terribly unfair.”

Penelope and Clarissa exchanged an amused glance. It was a common enough lament among their kind. Finding a man whose equipment could hold its own, literally and figuratively, wasn't always easy.

“Well,” Penelope said brightly, looping her arm through Fiona’s, “perhaps you just need to find someone who appreciates your… other assets… more thoroughly?” She gave Fiona’s impressive bosom an appreciative squeeze, eliciting a giggle from the other shemale. “Come on, let’s face the typing pool together. Misery loves company, especially company with tits this big.” And with another adjustment of skirts, bulges, and truly monumental breasts, the trio continued on their way, leaving a flustered newsagent and a trail of turning heads in their wake.




Chapter Three: Typewriters, Tweed, and Tremendous Temptations

The entrance to Sterling & Finch was suitably imposing: large oak doors polished to a gleaming shine, brass fittings buffed daily, and a commissionaire built like a brick shithouse, albeit one squeezed into a slightly-too-tight uniform. His gaze, however, lingered not on potential threats, but with practiced appreciation on the steady stream of formidable female (and shemale) forms entering the building. He offered a crisp salute as Penelope, Clarissa, and Fiona approached, his eyes doing a quick, expert sweep from their towering hairstyles down past their shelf-like bosoms, lingering for a fraction of a second on the suggestive bulges beneath their skirts before snapping back to attention. A subtle, almost imperceptible nod of approval. Standard procedure.

Inside, the lobby buzzed. Marble floors clicked under sensible heels, the air thick with the scent of perfume and floor wax. More magnificent chests sailed past, encased in sensible blouses or tailored jackets, cantilevered outwards by industrial-strength underpinnings. Penelope smoothed her skirt down yet again, acutely aware of its brevity compared to Fiona’s sturdy tweed and Clarissa’s sleek pencil skirt. Still, the powder blue cashmere sweater drew appreciative glances, clinging as it did to the truly breathtaking architecture of her upper body. The Beige Bastion was working overtime, hoisting her J-cups to gravity-defying heights.

“Right, brace yourselves,” Fiona muttered as they approached the lifts. “Fourth floor. Typing Pool Purgatory.”

The lift arrived with a quiet ding. It was already occupied by Mr. Abernathy from Accounts, a nervous man with thinning hair, and Daphne, a fellow shemale typist known for her fiery red hair and a pair of knockers that could probably halt traffic. Daphne’s were squeezed into a tight, emerald green dress that showcased not only her spectacular chest but also the very prominent, thick ridge of her cock straining against the fabric between her legs. Her package looked positively enormous, even by their standards.

“Morning, ladies,” Mr. Abernathy mumbled, trying very hard to look at the ceiling indicator. Daphne just winked, her gaze sweeping over Penelope’s short skirt with undisguised interest.

The lift was snug. Penelope found herself pressed lightly against Mr. Abernathy, her hip bumping his briefcase. On her other side, Clarissa’s crimson-clad torpedo tits were practically level with Abernathy’s chin. The poor man looked like he might hyperventilate. To make matters worse, as the lift ascended, Penelope felt the familiar weight between her legs shift slightly within her satin panties. The close proximity seemed to be having a… stimulating effect. Nothing overt, not yet, but a definite thickening, pressing more insistently against the confining fabric. She prayed her skirt wouldn’t betray her.

They spilled out onto the fourth floor, a wave of impressive femininity (and accompanying bulges). The air hummed with the clatter of dozens of typewriters, a metallic symphony conducted by seemingly hundreds of perfectly manicured fingers. The typing pool itself was a large, open-plan room filled with desks, each occupied by a woman or shemale, almost all boasting jaw-dropping bustlines. Blouses strained, sweaters clung, and everywhere you looked, spectacular cleavages were on display.

“Home sweet home,” Clarissa sighed dramatically, heading towards their shared desk near the back. Penelope followed, navigating the aisles between desks, conscious of the eyes following her – particularly the way her short skirt swished and occasionally fluttered upwards with each step, offering brief flashes of stockinged thigh and the heavy promise beneath.

Their desk was already piled high with correspondence waiting to be typed. Penelope deposited her handbag and sat down, carefully arranging her skirt to avoid any immediate indecent exposure. Clarissa did likewise, adjusting her own skirt and giving her impressive bulge a subtle rearrange through the fabric.

“Right, what fresh hell awaits us today?” Clarissa muttered, picking up the top memo. “Ah, Mr. Sterling’s quarterly report. Joy of joys.”

As if summoned, the door to the executive corridor opened, and Mr. Sterling himself appeared. He was a portly man with a florid complexion and eyes that seemed magnetically drawn to female chests. He surveyed the room, his gaze lingering here and there, a connoisseur appreciating his collection. Then, his eyes landed on Penelope and Clarissa. A slow smile spread across his face.

He ambled over, weaving between the desks, occasionally letting his hand brush against a typist’s back or shoulder. A few women giggled; others simply ignored it. It was just Mr. Sterling being Mr. Sterling. He stopped beside their desk, his gaze fixed firmly on Penelope’s powder blue sweater.

“Ah, Penelope, my dear,” he boomed, his voice overly hearty. “Looking particularly… radiant this morning.” His eyes dipped lower, undoubtedly taking in the incredible swell of her bosom. “That colour suits you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Sterling,” Penelope replied, forcing a polite smile. She could feel his gaze almost physically pressing against her.

“Working on my report, are we?” he asked, leaning closer, ostensibly to look at the papers on their desk. This brought his face uncomfortably close to the magnificent valley between her breasts. He then placed a hand familiarly on the back of her chair, leaning in further. “Needs to be perfect, you understand. Triple-checked.”

As he leaned, his elbow nudged a small stack of carbon paper balanced precariously on the edge of the desk. It teetered, then tumbled to the floor, scattering black sheets around Penelope’s feet.

“Oh, dear me! Clumsy old Sterling!” he exclaimed, though his eyes twinkled. “Allow me, my dear.”

Before Penelope could react, Mr. Sterling bent down beside her chair to retrieve the papers. His position afforded him a perfect, almost eye-level view directly up her scandalously short skirt. Penelope froze, mortified yet oddly thrilled. She knew exactly what he was seeing: the tops of her stockings, the white satin of her panties stretched over her arse, and the unignorable, heavy spectacle of her balls dangling beneath the hem. She felt them sway slightly as he gathered the papers with deliberate slowness. She could almost feel his hot breath on her stockinged calf.

Clarissa cleared her throat loudly. “Will that be all, Mr. Sterling?”

Mr. Sterling straightened up, his face even more flushed, a smug look in his eyes. He handed the slightly crumpled carbon paper back to Penelope, his fingers brushing hers lingeringly. “Excellent. Carry on, ladies. Keep up the… prodigious work.” He gave one last, lingering look at Penelope’s chest, then at Clarissa’s equally impressive frontage, before finally ambling away towards his office, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

Penelope let out a shaky breath, smoothing her skirt down ferociously. “The bloody nerve!” she hissed under her breath, though a strange thrill still pulsed low in her belly, accompanied by the undeniable hardening beneath her panties.

Clarissa patted her shoulder sympathetically, though her eyes sparkled with amusement. “Welcome back to Sterling & Finch, darling. Never a dull moment, especially when you wear a skirt that basically screams ‘Please look at my massive bollocks’.” She picked up the first sheet of Mr. Sterling’s report. “Right, let’s get this bloody typing done. Maybe if we finish early, we can find somewhere to show off our… prodigious assets… in a more appreciative setting.” She winked, her own impressive bulge shifting suggestively under her skirt as she crossed her legs. The clatter of typewriters resumed its rhythm, a soundtrack to simmering frustration and barely concealed arousal.




Chapter Four: Canteen Capers and Comparing Cargo

The rhythmic clatter of keys continued, a monotonous backdrop to Penelope’s simmering indignation and lingering arousal. Mr. Sterling’s blatant ogling, particularly his focused attention on her dangling balls, had left a strange mix of fury and fizzing excitement bubbling just beneath the surface. She typed with unnecessary force, punctuating sentences with sharp taps that made the typewriter carriage return with a satisfying slam. Beside her, Clarissa worked with serene efficiency, occasionally pausing to adjust her position, subtly shifting the impressive weight between her legs beneath the confines of her pencil skirt. Every so often, Penelope would catch Clarissa glancing over, a knowing smirk playing on her lips. She knew exactly what Penelope was feeling. That frustrating, tantalizing throb that started low in the belly and made concentrating on quarterly reports nigh on impossible.

Finally, the bell rang for lunch, releasing them from typing purgatory. A collective sigh of relief swept through the room as dozens of women and shemales rose, stretching aching backs and adjusting formidable chests before heading towards the canteen.

“Thank Christ for that,” Penelope muttered, standing up and automatically smoothing down her skirt. The brief hardening she’d experienced earlier had subsided, but the awareness of her cock and balls, nestled snugly in their satin pouch, remained. “I swear, another hour listening to Sterling dictate memos about paperclip requisition and I might have actually shown him what these ten inches are capable of.”

Clarissa chuckled, gathering her purse. “Now there’s a mental image. Though I suspect poor Sterling might expire on the spot. Come on, I’m starving. Let’s see if the canteen mince is less grey than usual today.”

The canteen was predictably chaotic. A long queue snaked towards the serving counter, staffed by women in hairnets doling out dubious-looking stews and pies. The air was thick with chatter, gossip, and the smell of boiled cabbage. Penelope, Clarissa, and Fiona, who joined them near the door, surveyed the scene.

“Look, Daphne’s holding us a table,” Fiona pointed out, gesturing towards a corner where the fiery redhead was waving energetically. Daphne’s emerald green dress was, if possible, even more eye-catching in the canteen’s fluorescent lighting, the bulge between her legs seeming almost defiantly prominent.

They collected trays laden with plates of steaming, indeterminate food and navigated towards Daphne’s table. As Penelope squeezed past a gaggle of giggling secretaries, one of them ‘accidentally’ brushed a hand against her backside. Penelope shot her a look, but the girl just smirked, her eyes flicking down towards Penelope’s hemline before she turned back to her friends. Occupational hazard.

“Saved you the prime spot,” Daphne announced as they sat down, gesturing with a forkful of mashed potato. “Best view of the executive entrance and minimal risk of gravy spillage on one’s prize possessions.” She patted her own impressive mound beneath the table.

“Speaking of prize possessions,” Fiona sighed, poking glumly at her shepherd’s pie. “I was just telling the girls about Gordon.”

Daphne raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “Trouble in paradise, Fi?”

“Not trouble, exactly,” Fiona mumbled, leaning forward conspiratorially. The movement caused her tweed jacket to gape open, revealing the truly staggering scale of her G-cups straining against a sturdy-looking white blouse. “It’s just… well… size, isn’t it? He’s lovely, Gordon, truly. Attentive, kind… but honestly, girls, sometimes I look down at my own… you know…” She gestured vaguely towards her own crotch, the bulge clearly visible even through the thick tweed skirt. “And then I think of his little… offering… and it’s just… anticlimactic.”

Clarissa made sympathetic noises. “It’s a common complaint, darling. Men seem to be getting smaller these days. Or maybe we’re just getting bigger?” She winked, taking a delicate bite of her pie. Even sitting, the outline of her substantial cock and balls was evident beneath the navy pencil skirt stretched across her lap.

Daphne snorted. “Tell me about it. My last boyfriend, bless him, had a dick like a frightened button mushroom. Sweet lad, but honestly, it was like trying to thread a needle in the dark after being used to…” She patted her own lap again, the thick ridge beneath the green fabric shifting slightly. “…this.”

Penelope felt a pang of sympathy mixed with a certain smugness. While finding truly compatible partners could be tricky, she and Clarissa had certainly never lacked for size in their own equipment. Ten inches of solid, thick cock each, plus the accompanying heavy balls, put them firmly in the ‘well-endowed’ category, even for shemales.

“Well,” Penelope said, trying to be diplomatic, “it’s not all about size, is it? Technique counts for something.”

Fiona sighed dramatically. “Easy for you to say, Penny! You’re practically packing a python down there! I saw you this morning when you dropped your purse. Mr. Henderson nearly swallowed his teeth! Honestly, those balls! Magnificent!”

Penelope blushed, spearing a roast potato with unnecessary force. “It was an accident!”

“An accident that gave us all a delightful view,” Daphne grinned, her eyes twinkling. “Makes a girl wonder what the rest of the package looks like. You and Clarissa are notoriously secretive about the full display.”

Clarissa laughed. “A magician never reveals all her secrets, Daphne dear. Besides,” she added, leaning forward slightly, her voice dropping to a seductive murmur, “some things are best discovered… in person.” She let her gaze linger on Daphne for a moment, a silent challenge hanging in the air.

Daphne’s cheeks flushed slightly, but she met Clarissa’s gaze boldly. “Is that an invitation?”

Before Clarissa could reply, Fiona interrupted, gesturing frantically with her fork. “Oh, God, look! Incoming!”

They all turned. Striding towards their table was Brenda from Accounts, the shemale whose husband’s shortcomings they had discussed earlier. Brenda was a force of nature, tall even for a shemale, with a bosom that seemed to defy physics, easily rivalling Penelope’s and Clarissa’s. She wore a tight, leopard-print dress that hugged every curve, and the bulge beneath the animal print was frankly monumental. It looked less like a concealed cock and more like she’d strapped a small artillery shell between her legs.

“Darlings!” Brenda boomed, her voice echoing slightly in the noisy canteen. She pulled up a chair, her massive chest threatening to knock over the salt shaker. “Just discussing the inadequacy of the male species, were we? Don’t mind if I join in!” She plonked her tray down, leaned forward conspiratorially, her leopard-print bosom practically spilling onto the table. “Because let me tell you, after wrestling this beast all morning…” she patted her formidable crotch, the outline stark and intimidating, “…the thought of poor Trevor’s little Vienna sausage is almost enough to make me weep!”

Penelope, Clarissa, Daphne, and Fiona exchanged loaded glances. The canteen chatter faded into the background as the conversation at their table took a distinctly more intimate, and potentially competitive, turn. Comparing notes was one thing; comparing actual cargo, even veiled by fabric, felt like a whole new level of lunchtime entertainment.




Chapter Five: Luncheon Lubricity and Leopard-Print Promises

Brenda’s lament about poor Trevor’s Vienna sausage hung in the air, thick and potent as the smell of overcooked sprouts. The other four shemales at the table stared, momentarily silenced by the sheer audacity and scale of Brenda herself – her bosom a magnificent, gravity-defying spectacle threatening to spill from the low-cut leopard print, and the bulge between her legs beneath the same fabric looking positively weaponized.

“Vienna sausage?” Daphne repeated, finally breaking the silence with a low chuckle, her own impressive package shifting under her emerald green dress as she leaned forward. “Blimey, Brenda, are you sure he’s not just hiding it really well?”

Brenda snorted, a sound like a startled pony, causing her monumental chest to jiggle alarmingly. “Hiding it? Darling, the only thing he hides well is his wallet when the bill comes. No, it’s… well, let’s just say after dealing with this all day…” she gave her crotch another emphatic pat, the thick ridge beneath the leopard print looking even more substantial up close, “…going home feels less like ecstatic release and more like trying to satisfy a whale with a single plankton.” She sighed dramatically, fluffing her hair. “It’s exhausting being this magnificent, isn’t it?”

Fiona nodded vigorously, her G-cups bouncing in agreement. “That’s what I keep telling Gordon! It’s not that I don’t appreciate the effort, but honestly, sometimes I just want something… substantial. Something you can really get a hold of, you know?” Her gaze drifted almost involuntarily towards Clarissa’s lap, where the outline of her cock and balls was undeniably prominent beneath the navy pencil skirt.

Clarissa, ever the cool customer, merely smiled enigmatically. She took a slow sip of water, crossing her legs elegantly under the table. The movement pulled the fabric taut across her lap, giving an even clearer impression of the thick, ten-inch length nestled there. “Substance is important, I agree,” she murmured, her eyes flicking towards Daphne. “But presentation counts too.”

Penelope felt a familiar blush creep up her neck again. This conversation, surrounded by the canteen clatter, felt incredibly daring, deliciously illicit. She glanced down at her own lap. Even sitting, her short, flippy skirt offered little concealment. The powder blue cashmere clung to her J-cups, but below the table, the white satin of her panties was stretched smooth over the undeniable bulge of her own cock and heavy balls. Compared to Brenda’s formidable weapon, perhaps hers wasn’t quite so intimidating, but it was definitely in the ‘mighty oak’ category Fiona had mentioned. A thrill went through her as she imagined what the others would think if they could see it properly.

“Presentation?” Brenda scoffed, though her eyes lingered on Clarissa’s lap too. “Darling, when you’re packing ordnance like this, presentation goes out the window. It’s about shock and awe.” She leaned forward again, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that still carried across the table. “Between us girls, Trevor actually cried a bit the first time he saw me properly naked. Said he felt inadequate.”

“Can’t imagine why,” Daphne deadpanned, taking a large bite of her pudding.

“Exactly!” Brenda declared triumphantly. “It’s not our fault we’re blessed, is it? We’re magnificent creatures! Nature’s finest achievement! Glorious tits…” she gestured grandly towards her own shelf-like bosom, “…and a proper fucking weapon between our legs!”

A few heads turned at nearby tables, drawn by Brenda’s booming voice and extravagant gestures. Penelope sank a little lower in her seat, while Clarissa merely raised a perfectly plucked eyebrow.

“Keep your voice down, Brenda dear,” Clarissa murmured. “We don’t want to give poor Mr. Abernathy a seizure.” She nodded subtly towards the Accounts man, who was indeed staring in their direction from across the room, looking pale and overwhelmed.

“Oh, stuff Abernathy,” Brenda waved dismissively. “He’s probably just jealous. Like most of them.” She took a swig of her lukewarm tea. “Honestly, sometimes I think the only ones who truly appreciate a well-hung shemale… are other well-hung shemales.” Her gaze swept meaningfully around the table, lingering on each impressive bulge in turn – Fiona’s sturdy tweed outline, Daphne’s emerald prominence, Clarissa’s sleek navy contour, and Penelope’s hint of satin-covered thickness beneath her short skirt.

The air crackled with unspoken understanding. Fiona blushed furiously, suddenly finding her mashed potato fascinating. Daphne met Brenda’s gaze with a challenging glint in her eye. Clarissa’s enigmatic smile widened slightly. Penelope felt her own pulse quicken, the earlier throb returning with interest, making her cock twitch beneath the confines of her panties. The weight of her balls felt suddenly heavier, more noticeable.

“Well,” Daphne said slowly, deliberately placing her fork down. She leaned back in her chair, the movement causing her green dress to ride up fractionally, revealing a tantalizing inch more of stockinged thigh. The thick ridge between her legs seemed to press more insistently against the fabric. “Perhaps we should form our own appreciation society?”

Clarissa chuckled, a low, throaty sound. “An intriguing proposition, Daphne. What did you have in mind? Membership requirements? Secret handshakes?”

“Oh, I think the membership requirements are rather… self-evident,” Daphne purred, her gaze sweeping pointedly across Clarissa’s lap, then Penelope’s.

Just as Penelope felt she might spontaneously combust from the sheer, concentrated horniness radiating from the table, a shadow fell over them. They all looked up. Standing there, looking flustered and holding a single file, was young Timothy from the mail room. He was barely twenty, thin, gawky, and currently blushing from his ears down to his collarbone as he took in the assembled company.

“Excuse me, Miss Penelope?” he stammered, his eyes darting nervously from her face to her truly awe-inspiring chest, then quickly away again, as if afraid looking too long might blind him. “Mr. Sterling needs this file delivered to Marketing immediately. Urgent.” He thrust the file towards her.

Penelope automatically reached for it. As she leaned forward, her chair scraped slightly, and her short skirt, true to form, decided to misbehave. It didn’t fly up completely this time, but it did ride significantly higher up her thighs for a moment. High enough to give poor Timothy, already flustered, a clear, if fleeting, glimpse of the tops of her stockings, the delicate edge of her white panties… and the undeniable, heavy curve of her balls resting against the underside of her thigh beneath the satin.

Timothy’s eyes widened. He made a small choking sound, dropped the file onto the table amidst the plates, and practically fled, tripping over his own feet as he beat a hasty retreat back towards the relative safety of the mail room.

There was a moment of stunned silence, then Brenda burst into booming laughter. “Oh, bravo, Penelope! Scared the poor boy half to death with your tackle! Magnificent!”

Even Clarissa was chuckling. “Honestly, Pen, perhaps trousers would be safer? For the sanity of the junior staff, at least.”

Penelope snatched up the file, her face flaming, though she couldn’t entirely suppress a thrill of wicked satisfaction. “Oh, shut up, all of you,” she mumbled, standing up abruptly. “I’d better take this to Marketing.” She smoothed down her treacherous skirt with fierce determination, acutely aware of the five pairs of amused, appreciative eyes following her every move, and the distinct, heavy presence of her own impressive, trouble-making package swinging gently between her thighs as she walked away. The canteen suddenly felt very, very warm.




Chapter Six: Marketing Mayhem and Measuring Glances

Penelope strode down the corridor towards Marketing, the file clutched tightly in her hand, her cheeks still burning from the canteen incident. Honestly, that skirt! It was becoming less an item of clothing and more a sentient agent of chaos, determined to expose her nether regions at every opportunity. Still, she couldn’t deny the frisson of excitement that lingered, the illicit thrill of Timothy’s wide-eyed shock, of Brenda’s booming approval, of Clarissa and Daphne’s knowing glances. The heavy weight of her cock and balls, nestled within the increasingly inadequate confines of her white satin panties, felt more prominent than ever, a constant, throbbing reminder of the conversation she’d just left.

She walked with purpose, heels clicking smartly on the linoleum. Her spectacular bosom, hoisted and presented by the unwavering Beige Bastion, preceded her like the figurehead of a particularly voluptuous battleship. Heads turned as she passed offices and cubicles. Male clerks paused mid-calculation, their eyes drawn inevitably to the astonishing swell beneath her cashmere sweater. Female typists glanced up, their expressions a mixture of appraisal and, occasionally, envy. A few wolf whistles followed her down the hallway – standard office background noise. She ignored them, focusing on keeping her stride smooth, trying not to give the mischievous skirt any excuse to fly up again. With every step, she felt the gentle sway of her heavy balls against her inner thighs, a secret rhythm beneath the flippy fabric.

The Marketing department, located on the fifth floor, had a different atmosphere. Brighter lights, colourful posters on the walls showcasing Sterling & Finch’s frankly uninspired range of widgets and doodads (usually held by beaming women with enormous chests), and a general air of slightly forced bonhomie. Instead of the rhythmic clatter of typewriters, there was the murmur of phone calls and the occasional burst of loud, self-important laughter.

Penelope located the office she needed – ‘Julian Smythe-Webster, Head of Campaigns’. She smoothed down her sweater over her truly monumental tits, took a deep breath, adjusted her skirt one last time, feeling the thick ridge of her cock press against the satin, and knocked.

“Come!” a booming voice commanded.

She pushed the door open. Julian Smythe-Webster was exactly as Penelope had pictured him from office gossip: slicked-back hair, expensive suit, a booming laugh, and eyes that roamed with the predatory confidence of a man who considered himself God’s gift to… well, everyone with a pair of tits, presumably. He was on the phone, leaning back in his large leather chair, gesturing expansively. Standing beside his desk, looking bored but impeccably dressed, was another shemale Penelope vaguely recognised – Cassandra, known for her icy blonde demeanor and a chest that gave Brenda a run for her money. Cassandra wore a severe but incredibly tight grey business dress that hugged her every curve, showcasing K-cup marvels and, quite noticeably, a very substantial, elongated bulge pressing firmly against the front of the tailored grey fabric. Her package looked long and thick, straining the seams.

Julian waved Penelope in impatiently while still barking into the phone. “Yes, yes, quadruple the print run! Plaster her picture everywhere! The one in the red swimsuit – magnificent frontage on that girl, absolutely magnificent! Sells widgets like hotcakes! Right, gotta go, darling, things to do, bosoms to admire! Toodle-pip!” He slammed the phone down and beamed at Penelope, his gaze immediately dropping from her face to her chest, then lingering there.

“Ah! Penelope from the typing pool, isn’t it?” he boomed, standing up and smoothing his already immaculate tie. “Bringing me treasures from old Sterling, are we?” His eyes did another slow sweep, taking in the powder blue cashmere, the frankly astonishing J-cup swell beneath it, the tiny waist, the flare of the short black skirt, and lingering for a moment on her stockinged legs. He didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps care about, the bulge her skirt barely concealed. For Julian, it seemed, the primary focus was always north of the navel.

“Mr. Sterling wanted you to have this immediately, Mr. Smythe-Webster,” Penelope said, stepping forward and placing the file on his large, imposing desk. As she leaned forward slightly to do so, she caught Cassandra’s eye. The blonde shemale’s cool gaze flickered downwards, past Penelope’s chest, past her waist, pausing for a fraction of a second on the front of Penelope’s skirt where the outline of her cock and balls was subtly visible. A flicker of… something… crossed Cassandra’s face. Appraisal? Comparison? It was impossible to tell before her mask of bored indifference snapped back into place.

“Excellent, excellent!” Julian picked up the file, then placed a hand lightly on Penelope’s arm, preventing her from retreating immediately. “Magnificent work, my dear. Sterling & Finch relies on diligent girls like you… and, if I may say so, girls with such… impressive assets.” He gave her arm a slightly-too-familiar squeeze, his thumb brushing dangerously close to the side of her breast.

Penelope stiffened but kept her polite smile plastered on. “Thank you, sir.”

“Don’t suppose you’d fancy featuring in one of our campaigns, eh?” Julian continued jovially, his eyes twinkling. “That sweater really does wonders for your… profile. We could use a fresh face. And frontage, of course! Cassandra here is wonderful, naturally,” he gestured towards the blonde, “a truly spectacular example of Sterling & Finch pulchritude, front and… well, front mostly,” he amended quickly, perhaps remembering Cassandra wasn’t just decorative, “but variety is the spice of life, eh?”

Cassandra sniffed disdainfully, adjusting the strap of her own massive brassiere beneath the grey dress. Her gaze met Penelope’s again, this time with a hint of challenge. As if to say, Think you can compete with this? The bulge beneath Cassandra’s dress seemed, if possible, even more prominent now.

Before Penelope had to formulate a polite refusal to become a widget pin-up, Julian’s phone rang again. “Blast!” he exclaimed. “Duty calls. Off you pop then, Penelope. And do wear that sweater again soon, won’t you?” He gave her a final, lingering leer before snatching up the receiver.

Penelope beat a hasty retreat, pulling the door shut behind her. As she turned, she almost bumped into Cassandra, who had slipped out just behind her.

“Don’t mind Julian,” Cassandra murmured, her voice surprisingly low and husky. She leaned against the corridor wall, crossing her arms beneath her truly staggering bust, a movement that further emphasized the impressive bulge straining the fabric of her dress between her thighs. “His attention span is shorter than his…” she paused, a tiny, cruel smile touching her lips, “…well, never mind.” Her cool eyes swept over Penelope again, this time lingering quite deliberately on the front of Penelope’s skirt. “That’s a rather… daring hemline for the office, isn’t it? Especially when one is carrying… extra baggage.” The emphasis was subtle but unmistakable.

Penelope felt her cheeks flush again, a mixture of embarrassment and defiance. “It’s comfortable,” she retorted, mirroring Cassandra’s pose by leaning against the opposite wall, instinctively shifting slightly so the outline of her own substantial package was perhaps a little more defined beneath the satin panties and flippy skirt. Let Cassandra compare, if that’s what she wanted. Penelope knew she measured up. Ten thick inches and heavy balls were nothing to be ashamed of.

Cassandra’s gaze sharpened for a moment, a flicker of genuine interest replacing the cool indifference. She looked from Penelope’s crotch up to her magnificent chest, then back down again. “Comfortable,” she repeated slowly, drawing out the word. “I suppose it must be, if you have the… confidence… to carry it off.” She pushed herself off the wall with languid grace. “Do try not to cause any more fainting spells in the junior staff.” Without another word, she turned and glided away down the corridor, the sway of her K-cups and the impressive prominence beneath her skirt leaving Penelope feeling strangely flustered and decidedly aroused.

The brief encounter, the blatant comparison – first Julian’s focus on chests, then Cassandra’s appraisal of what lay beneath their skirts – reignited the lunchtime conversation in Penelope’s mind. Brenda’s booming pronouncements, Daphne’s suggestive invitation, Fiona’s longing sighs… Maybe an ‘appreciation society’ wasn’t such a bad idea after all. She headed back towards the lifts, the weight between her legs feeling heavier, hotter, full of unanswered potential.




Chapter Seven: After Hours Assets and Explicit Activities

Penelope practically slammed the flat door behind her, leaning back against it with a shaky sigh. The encounter with Cassandra, coupled with the lingering heat from the canteen discussion and Timothy’s mortified face flashing before her eyes, had left her feeling wound tighter than a drum. Her powder blue sweater felt suddenly too hot, her flippy skirt ridiculously inadequate, and the ten inches of semi-hard cock currently pressing insistently against the dampening satin of her panties felt like a ticking time bomb. The weight of her balls was a heavy, aching presence.

“Rough trip to Marketing, darling?” Clarissa’s voice purred from the living room doorway. She was lounging on the sofa, still in her navy pencil skirt and crimson blouse, though she’d kicked off her heels. A half empty glass of sherry sat on the side table. An amused, knowing glint danced in her eyes as she took in Penelope’s flushed face and slightly dishevelled appearance. The front of Clarissa’s own skirt showed the distinct, thick outline of her arousal, clearly visible even through the sturdy fabric.

Penelope managed a weak smile. “You could say that. Julian Smythe-Webster is precisely the lecherous toad everyone says he is, and Cassandra from Marketing has a stare that could curdle milk… and a package that looks like it could demolish buildings.”

Clarissa chuckled, swinging her legs off the sofa and standing up. She walked towards Penelope, her hips swaying, the movement emphasizing the impressive bulge straining her skirt. “Competition, hmm? Or perhaps… inspiration?” She stopped inches from Penelope, close enough for Penelope to feel the heat radiating from her body, close enough to smell Clarissa’s perfume mixed with the faint, musky scent of arousal. Clarissa reached out, her fingers tracing the outline of Penelope’s magnificent bosom through the soft cashmere. “You look rather… flustered, Penny dear. All worked up?”

Penelope’s breath hitched. Clarissa’s touch sent sparks through her already overloaded system. “Maybe a little,” she admitted, her voice husky. Her own cock gave a distinct throb beneath her panties, straining for release.

Clarissa’s smile widened. She leaned closer, her own staggering chest pressing firmly against Penelope’s, a glorious collision of soft, heavy flesh. Their J-cups flattened against each other, overwhelming softness encasing the simmering tension. “Good,” Clarissa whispered, her lips brushing Penelope’s ear. “Because frankly, hearing about Brenda’s cannon and watching you torment poor Timothy has left me absolutely dripping. And looking at you now…” Her hand slid down from Penelope’s chest, over her stomach, coming to rest directly over the thick, hard bulge beneath Penelope’s skirt and panties. She squeezed gently. “…well, it seems you’re ready for a bit more than sherry.”

That was all it took. Penelope gasped, arching into the touch. Need, sharp and urgent, clawed at her. She grabbed the front of Clarissa’s blouse, pulling her closer, crushing their lips together in a hungry kiss. Tongues tangled, sherry-sweet and demanding. Hands began to roam, clumsy in their urgency. Penelope fumbled with the buttons of Clarissa’s blouse, desperate to feel the skin beneath, while Clarissa’s hand slid under Penelope’s flippy skirt, cupping her arse through the thin satin of her panties before sliding around to grasp the thick shaft straining against the fabric.

“Fuck, Penny,” Clarissa breathed against her mouth, “you’re so hard.”

They broke apart, gasping, eyes locked. The air crackled. Wordlessly, they began tearing at each other’s clothes. Penelope ripped open the remaining buttons on Clarissa’s blouse, revealing the formidable architecture of her crimson lace brassiere, a heavy-duty piece of engineering barely containing the sheer volume within. Clarissa, meanwhile, yanked Penelope’s cashmere sweater up and over her head, exposing the equally impressive Beige Bastion beneath.

Hook by hook, they fumbled with the back fastenings of each other’s massive bras. The strain was immense, the thick elastic fighting back. Finally, with muttered curses and straining fingers, the catches gave way. Two sets of truly monumental J-cup breasts tumbled free, heavy, pendulous, magnificent, nipples already hard and dark with arousal. They swung forward, brushing against each other, soft weight against soft weight, a breathtaking sight.

Next came the skirts. Clarissa unzipped Penelope’s flippy black number, letting it pool around her ankles. Penelope tugged down Clarissa’s tight pencil skirt, revealing matching crimson lace panties stretched taut over a truly impressive erection. Penelope kicked off her own skirt, standing only in the Beige Bastion (now undone but still clinging to her shoulders), sheer stockings held up by a garter belt, and white satin panties that barely contained her throbbing ten inch cock and heavy balls. The sight of each other, flushed, half naked, tits spilling free and massive erections straining their lingerie, sent another wave of heat through them.

Clarissa reached down, her fingers hooking into the waistband of Penelope’s panties. She tugged them down slowly, revealing Penelope’s cock in all its glory – thick, vein-ridged, fully ten inches long, glistening with precum, with two heavy, full balls nestled beneath it. Penelope gasped as the cool air hit her exposed flesh. Simultaneously, Penelope pulled down Clarissa’s crimson lace panties, unveiling an equally impressive sight: another thick, ten-inch shaft, beautifully circumcised, slick and ready, with its own pair of weighty testicles hanging below.

For a moment, they just stared, admiring each other’s endowments. Then Clarissa grinned. “Right then. On your knees, darling.”

Without hesitation, Penelope sank to her knees on the hallway rug. Clarissa stood before her, legs slightly spread, her magnificent cock jutting proudly forward, balls hanging heavy. Penelope reached out, wrapping her hand around the thick shaft, feeling the heat and the thrumming pulse within. She leaned forward, taking the slick head into her mouth. Clarissa groaned, her hips bucking slightly as Penelope began to suck, taking as much of the thick cock as she could manage. She swirled her tongue around the ridge, licked up the length, occasionally taking Clarissa’s heavy balls into her mouth too, tasting the faint saltiness of her skin. Clarissa’s hands tangled in Penelope’s hair, guiding her movements, low moans rumbling in her chest, her huge breasts swaying slightly with each gasp.

After a few minutes, Clarissa gently pulled Penelope up. “My turn.” She pushed Penelope gently backwards until she was leaning over the sturdy hallway table, her spectacular bare breasts hanging down, nipples brushing the polished wood, her arse high in the air, cock and balls dangling beneath her. Clarissa grabbed a bottle of lubricant from the bedroom, squirting a generous amount onto her own cock and onto her fingers, which she then used to slick Penelope’s waiting cunt. Penelope moaned as Clarissa’s fingers probed gently, stretching her.

Then, Clarissa positioned the head of her thick cock at Penelope’s entrance. “Ready?” she murmured, her voice thick with lust.

Penelope nodded frantically, bracing herself on the table. “Fuck me, Clarissa. Please.”

Clarissa pushed forward slowly, deliberately. The thick head slid in, stretching Penelope tight. Penelope gasped, her knuckles white on the edge of the table. Clarissa paused, letting her adjust, before thrusting deeper, burying her entire ten inch length inside Penelope’s slick channel. Penelope cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure, feeling incredibly full, impaled. Clarissa began to move, slow, deep thrusts that sent shockwaves through Penelope’s body. With each stroke, Clarissa’s heavy balls slapped rhythmically against Penelope’s flesh. Penelope could feel the incredible thickness stretching her from within, hitting just the right spot. Her own abandoned cock throbbed painfully, leaking precum onto the rug.

“Oh god… Clarissa… fuck…” Penelope sobbed, her arse clenching around the invading cock. Her huge breasts swayed violently with each thrust.

Clarissa leaned forward, grabbing Penelope’s hips, angling her cock deeper, harder. Her thrusts became faster, more frantic. “So tight… fuck, Penny… you feel so good…” she groaned, her voice strained. Penelope could hear the wet slap of their bodies echoing in the hallway, feel the slickness of lube and sweat. She was close, so close. The feeling built, an unbearable pressure deep inside.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” Penelope gasped.

“Me too! Cum for me, Penny!” Clarissa grunted, pounding into her relentlessly.

With a final, desperate cry, Penelope’s orgasm ripped through her, intense waves pulsing from deep within her core. Almost simultaneously, Clarissa roared, her body convulsing as she emptied herself deep inside Penelope, her thick cock pulsing powerfully, flooding Penelope with hot, sticky cum. They collapsed against each other, panting, slick with sweat and lube and cum, Penelope draped over the table, Clarissa still half buried inside her. The discarded clothes lay in heaps around them, forgotten casualties of their urgent need. The only sounds were their harsh breaths and the faint dripping of lubricant onto the hallway rug.




Chapter Eight: Sticky Aftermath and Soapy Speculations

Penelope’s gasps slowly subsided, replaced by ragged breaths that shuddered through her entire frame. She remained draped over the hallway table, Clarissa’s thick cock still buried deep inside her spent cunt, pinning her deliciously. The polished wood felt cool against her cheek, a stark contrast to the burning heat radiating from her core and the slick warmth where their bodies joined. Every nerve ending zinged with the fading echoes of her shattering orgasm. Clarissa’s heavy breathing puffed against the back of her neck, her own body trembling with the force of her release. The air hung thick with the smell of sex: sweat, cum, lubricant, and that unique, musky scent of aroused shemale.

Clarissa groaned softly, pressing a final, wet kiss to Penelope’s sweaty shoulder blade before beginning a slow, deliberate withdrawal. Penelope whimpered as the incredible fullness receded, feeling the slick slide of ten inches leaving her thoroughly fucked channel, followed by the gentle slap of Clarissa’s heavy balls against her flesh as she pulled completely free. A fresh wave of hot cum trickled out of Penelope, adding to the sticky puddle already gleaming on the table surface beneath her and dripping onto the hallway rug.

“Gods…” Penelope breathed, her voice barely a whisper. She felt utterly boneless, ravaged in the most exquisite way.

Clarissa stepped back, her own cock, now softening but still impressively thick and long, glistening with a mixture of Penelope’s juices and her own spent seed. It dripped rhythmically onto the floorboards. Her magnificent J-cup breasts, slick with sweat, hung heavy, nipples still dark and pebbled. She reached out a slightly trembling hand and gently helped Penelope straighten up from the table.

Penelope felt dizzy as she stood, her legs shaky. Her own monumental breasts, equally sweat-slicked, swung heavily, the nipples exquisitely sensitive. Her gaze dropped to the mess on the table, then to the puddle on the rug, then to Clarissa’s dripping cock and her own, which hung semi-flaccid between her legs, glistening with precum, her balls aching pleasantly beneath it. Their discarded clothes – the cashmere sweater, the Beige Bastion, the flippy skirt, the navy pencil skirt, the crimson blouse, the matching bra, the satin panties, the lace knickers – lay in abandoned heaps around them like casualties of a passionate war.

“Well,” Clarissa said, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her face as she surveyed the scene, her gaze lingering appreciatively on Penelope’s bare, trembling body, from her spectacular globes down past her still-flushed cunt to her equally impressive, albeit temporarily spent, endowment. “That certainly scratched an itch.”

Penelope managed a weak laugh. “Scratched it? Clarissa, you practically gouged it out with a ten-inch… well, you.” She reached out, tentatively touching Clarissa’s still-impressive shaft, her fingers sticky with cum. “God, you felt incredible.”

Clarissa’s cock gave a reflexive twitch at the touch. “Likewise, darling. Seeing you bent over that table, tits swinging, balls dangling… absolutely breathtaking.” Her hand went to Penelope’s hip, thumb stroking the soft skin. “Though perhaps next time, we aim for the bedroom? Less chance of the neighbours complaining about the noise, and easier cleanup.” She gestured towards the sticky evidence coating the hallway.

Penelope nodded. “Bath?”

“Definitely a bath,” Clarissa agreed. She scooped up an armful of their discarded clothes. “You start the water. I’ll grab towels and dispose of the… evidence.” She winked, nodding towards the used lubricant bottle.

Penelope padded towards the bathroom, acutely aware of her nakedness. Her huge breasts swayed with each step, the heavy globes brushing against her arms. She felt the gentle pendulum swing of her own cock and balls between her thighs, a familiar weight made more noticeable by their recent vigorous activity. She glanced in the ornate hallway mirror as she passed – flushed face, kiss-swollen lips, hair slightly askew, spectacular J-cups gleaming with sweat, a faint sheen of drying fluids on her stomach and thighs, and the undeniable presence of her impressive, now softening, manhood hanging below. A picture of delicious debauchery.

She turned on the taps in the large, claw-foot bathtub, adjusting the temperature until steam began to rise. While it filled, she leaned over the sink, splashing cool water on her face. Her reflection stared back – eyes slightly glazed, pupils still dilated. Gods, she’d needed that. The stresses of the office, Mr. Sterling’s lechery, Cassandra’s cool appraisal – they all seemed distant now, melted away in the heat of Clarissa’s attentions.

Clarissa appeared in the doorway, draped in a fluffy white towel, another identical one held out for Penelope. Their discarded clothes were gone. She leaned against the doorframe, towel slung low on her hips, making no effort to conceal her magnificent bare chest or the thick, semi-flaccid cock and heavy balls resting against her thigh. Even soft, she was formidable.

“Water’s almost ready,” Penelope murmured, taking the offered towel and wrapping it around her waist, leaving her own glorious bosom bare.

Clarissa walked over to the steaming tub, testing the water. “Perfect. Hop in.” She turned, her eyes lingering on Penelope’s spectacular breasts. “Unless you need help washing your back? Or perhaps… the front?” A suggestive smirk played on her lips.

Penelope chuckled, stepping towards the tub. “Maybe later.” She lowered herself carefully into the hot, steamy water with a sigh of pleasure. The heat soothed her aching muscles and the lingering throb between her legs. Clarissa climbed in at the other end, sighing contentedly as the water enveloped her. They sat facing each other, knees bumping underwater, their massive breasts like buoyant islands in the steaming water, nipples peaking just above the surface. Their cocks rested softly beneath the water, occasionally bumping gently against each other’s thighs.

For a few moments, they just soaked in comfortable silence. Then Clarissa picked up a sponge, lathered it with expensive floral soap, and reached across, beginning to gently wash Penelope’s shoulders.

“So,” Clarissa began conversationally, her fingers massaging Penelope’s skin, occasionally brushing against the soft swell of her breast, “Cassandra thinks she’s packing ordnance, does she?”

Penelope felt a fresh wave of warmth spread through her, unrelated to the bathwater. “She certainly carries herself like she is. The bulge in that dress… honestly, Clarissa, it looked positively lethal. Long and thick.”

Clarissa hummed thoughtfully, moving the sponge lower, soaping Penelope’s spectacular globes, cupping their heavy weight. “Longer than Brenda’s cannon, do you think?”

“Hard to say,” Penelope mused, leaning back, enjoying the sensation. “Brenda’s looked thicker, more… blunt force trauma. Cassandra’s looked more like a sleek torpedo. Both undoubtedly impressive.” She paused. “Made me feel almost inadequate for a second.”

Clarissa stopped washing, looking Penelope directly in the eye, a serious expression replacing her teasing smile. She reached under the water, her hand closing firmly around Penelope’s softening cock. Even flaccid, it was a substantial handful. “Don’t be ridiculous, Penny. There is absolutely nothing inadequate about this.” She squeezed gently, eliciting a soft gasp from Penelope. “Ten inches of thick, gorgeous cock, heavy balls… you’re magnificent. Don’t let some ice queen in Marketing make you think otherwise.”

Penelope felt a surge of affection, mixed with renewed arousal. “Think so?”

“I know so,” Clarissa said firmly, resuming washing Penelope’s chest. “Besides,” her smirk returned, “we haven’t seen Cassandra’s fully deployed, have we? Or Brenda’s, for that matter. Maybe they’re all show and no go.”

Penelope giggled. “Somehow I doubt that.” She took the sponge from Clarissa. “My turn.” She began soaping Clarissa’s equally impressive chest, letting her hands linger on the soft, heavy flesh, teasing the hard nipples hidden just beneath the water. “Maybe Daphne was right. Maybe we do need an appreciation society. For research purposes, of course.”

Clarissa leaned her head back against the tub, eyes closed, a blissful expression on her face as Penelope’s hands roamed lower, soaping her stomach, then dipping beneath the water to gently cup her heavy balls and stroke her thick, quiescent cock. “Research…” Clarissa murmured, her cock already beginning to stir again beneath Penelope’s soapy fingers. “Yes. Thorough, hands-on research sounds absolutely essential…”




Chapter Nine: Office Whispers and Wardrobe Worries

The next morning dawned grey and drizzly, mirroring Penelope’s slightly subdued mood. Despite the previous evening’s explosive release and the subsequent steamy bath explorations with Clarissa – which had involved mutual soapy ministrations leading inevitably to another, albeit slower, bout of cock-worship and slick, thigh-slapping friction against the bathtub rim – a certain tension lingered. The memory of Cassandra’s cool appraisal, Brenda’s booming confidence, and Fiona’s envious sighs coalesced into a vague unease. Was her skirt too short? Was her bulge too obvious? Was she inviting the kind of attention Mr. Sterling offered, or worse, the kind of competitive comparison Cassandra specialized in?

Clarissa, sensing her mood over breakfast (a hurried affair of toast and tea, both struggling to fasten the formidable hooks of their respective industrial-strength brassieres), gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “Chin up, darling. Remember what I said. You’re magnificent. Own it.” Clarissa herself seemed utterly unfazed, radiant in a tightly belted emerald green dress that showcased her own staggering J-cups and clung lovingly to the impressive ridge between her legs. Her ten-inch endowment was making its presence known, a bold statement beneath the expensive fabric.

Penelope sighed, adjusting the waistband of her chosen outfit: a sensible charcoal grey skirt (knee-length this time, a concession to her anxieties) paired with a tight, cream-colored silk blouse that strained valiantly over the Beige Bastion’s uplifted bounty. Even in the more conservative skirt, she was acutely aware of the thick length of her cock and the weight of her balls nestled within her practical cotton panties. There was simply no hiding genetics like theirs.

“I know,” Penelope mumbled, smoothing the grey fabric over the undeniable bulge. “It’s just… Sterling, Cassandra… sometimes this place feels like a constant competition. Biggest tits, biggest package…”

Clarissa chuckled, applying a slash of defiant red lipstick. “Isn’t that half the fun? Besides, darling, in both categories, we’re certainly contenders for the crown.” She winked, grabbed her handbag, and headed for the door. “Come on, let’s go dazzle them.”

The commute was uneventful, thankfully. Penelope kept her longer skirt firmly smoothed down on the bus, avoiding eye contact. At the Sterling & Finch entrance, the commissionaire gave his usual appreciative sweep, lingering perhaps a fraction longer on Clarissa’s bold emerald outline than Penelope’s more subdued grey bulge, but offered his customary salute.

The typing pool, however, was abuzz with more than just the usual clatter. As Penelope and Clarissa approached their desk, they saw Fiona and Daphne huddled together, whispering furiously, occasionally glancing towards the executive corridor. Daphne wore a vibrant purple dress today, emphasizing her spectacular cleavage and the thick prominence between her thighs. Fiona was back in tweed, her G-cups looking particularly monumental, her own bulge a sturdy presence beneath the wool.

“What’s going on?” Clarissa asked, depositing her bag.

Daphne looked up, eyes wide. “You haven’t heard? Brenda got called into Sterling’s office first thing this morning. Door shut. Raised voices apparently!”

Fiona nodded excitedly. “Agnes from Filing heard shouting! Something about ‘inappropriate flaunting’ and ‘office decorum’!”

Penelope exchanged an uneasy glance with Clarissa. Brenda, with her leopard-print dress and cannon-like bulge, wasn’t exactly known for subtlety. Had her booming canteen pronouncements reached the wrong ears? Or had Trevor finally complained?

“Flaunting?” Clarissa raised a skeptical eyebrow. “In this office? That’s rich, coming from Sterling.”

“Exactly!” Daphne hissed, leaning closer. “We reckon it’s not about the flaunting at all. Wendy thinks Sterling made a pass at her yesterday afternoon, and Brenda told him where he could shove his… well, you know.”

“His Vienna sausage?” Penelope whispered, unable to resist.

Fiona giggled nervously. “Wouldn’t surprise me! Brenda doesn’t take crap from anyone. Especially not inadequate little men who think a big desk entitles them to grab anything with tits.”

Just then, the door to Mr. Sterling’s office opened. Brenda emerged. She wasn’t wearing leopard print today, but a surprisingly severe, high-necked black dress. Her expression was thunderous. She slammed the door behind her with enough force to rattle the frosted glass, stalked past the silent typing pool without a word, ignoring the curious stares, and headed straight for the lifts, her K-cup bosom preceding her like the wrath of God, the formidable bulge beneath her black dress looking, if anything, even more intimidatingly rigid than usual.

A collective exhale swept the room as the lift doors closed behind her.

“Blimey,” Daphne breathed. “Looks like someone definitely told Sterling where to shove it.”

“Serves him right,” Clarissa muttered, settling behind her typewriter. “But I hope she doesn’t lose her job over it.”

The incident cast a pall over the morning. The typing pool worked with unusual quietness, punctuated by occasional whispered speculations. Penelope found herself concentrating fiercely on her work, trying to ignore the renewed awareness of her own body, the slight dampness gathering in her panties, the heavy presence of her cock and balls. The longer skirt offered some security, but she still felt exposed, vulnerable to the complex sexual politics of Sterling & Finch.

Lunchtime arrived as a welcome relief. The four of them – Penelope, Clarissa, Daphne, and Fiona – snagged their usual corner table in the canteen, the scene of yesterday’s revelations. The mood was more subdued today.

“Poor Brenda,” Fiona sighed, stirring her soup listlessly. “Do you think she’ll be alright?”

“Brenda’s tough,” Clarissa said firmly, though her brow was furrowed. “She’ll land on her feet. Probably somewhere they appreciate a woman – or shemale – with balls. Literally.”

Daphne nodded, then leaned forward, her voice dropping. “Speaking of balls… did you see Cassandra this morning?”

Penelope looked up. “No? Why?”

“Came sashaying through about ten minutes after Brenda stormed out,” Daphne reported. “Wearing trousers.”

Penelope and Fiona gasped. Trousers were rare in Sterling & Finch, usually reserved for the most senior (or most daring) female executives. For a shemale, especially one as endowed as Cassandra, it was practically unheard of. Skirts were the norm precisely because concealing their kind of equipment in tailored trousers was almost impossible without looking utterly, shockingly obscene.

“Trousers?” Clarissa repeated, intrigued. “What kind?”

“Tailored,” Daphne confirmed. “Cream linen. Tight. Very tight.” She paused for dramatic effect. “And let me tell you, girls, there was no hiding anything. Forget bulge. It was pure, unadulterated cock outline. Every glorious inch of it. Looked like she’d strapped a bloody salami down her leg. She knew exactly what she was doing, swishing past Sterling’s office like that right after Brenda left.”

Penelope felt a jolt, a mixture of shock and unwilling admiration. Wearing trousers like that… it wasn’t just flaunting, it was a declaration. A power move. Especially directed at someone like Sterling.

“God, the nerve,” Fiona breathed, sounding both scandalized and impressed.

“The balls,” Clarissa corrected, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Or perhaps, the cock. Seems Cassandra has decided to play the game by her own rules.” She looked thoughtful. “Maybe… maybe she’s onto something.”

Penelope shifted uncomfortably in her seat, the charcoal grey skirt suddenly feeling restrictive, dull. Cassandra, deliberately showcasing her impressive endowment in defiance of convention… Brenda, potentially losing her job for refusing unwanted advances… It was all a confusing, stimulating mess. She felt the familiar throb starting between her legs again, her cock stirring within her panties, pressing against the damp cotton. The ‘appreciation society’ suddenly seemed less like a frivolous joke and more like a necessary sanctuary. A place where their magnificent bodies weren’t just objects of lewd jokes, comparison, or corporate harassment, but sources of shared pleasure and power.

She met Clarissa’s eye across the table. Clarissa gave a subtle nod, a silent understanding passing between them. The game was changing. And maybe, just maybe, it was time they changed their tactics too. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly, making her clench her thighs together beneath the table, the heavy weight of her balls a potent reminder of the power she held, waiting to be unleashed.




Chapter Ten: Appreciation Society Inaugural Meeting (Clothing Optional)

The rest of the workday passed in a blur of simmering tension and unspoken anticipation. Cassandra’s power move with the trousers and Brenda’s defiant exit had shifted something in the office atmosphere, and certainly within Penelope. The charcoal skirt felt like a cage. The polite smiles felt like masks. The constant awareness of her own impressive endowment, usually a source of mild anxiety or secret pride, now felt like potential energy, coiled and waiting. She exchanged loaded glances with Clarissa throughout the afternoon, a silent agreement solidifying between them. Tonight. Tonight, the Appreciation Society would have its inaugural meeting.

Clarissa managed to discreetly pass the word to Daphne and Fiona during a trip to the loo. The location: Penelope and Clarissa’s flat. Time: straight after work. Attendance: Mandatory for founder members. Dress code: Optional, but comfort (and accessibility) encouraged. Fiona had blushed furiously but nodded eagerly. Daphne had simply grinned, her eyes sparkling with wicked promise, giving her own prominent bulge beneath her purple dress a suggestive pat.

Leaving Sterling & Finch felt like escaping prison. Penelope practically ran the last block to the flat, Clarissa keeping pace beside her, both shedding the stifling propriety of the office with every step. Inside, the air felt different already, charged with possibility.

“Right,” Clarissa announced, kicking off her heels and immediately unzipping her emerald dress, letting it pool on the floor. Beneath it, she wore only a sturdy, utilitarian white bra and matching panties, already straining noticeably with her arousal. “Operation Comfort commencing.”

Penelope wasted no time, shedding her own blouse and skirt, followed by the oppressive Beige Bastion. Her magnificent J-cups tumbled free, heavy and aching. She stood in just her cotton panties and stockings, the damp patch at her crotch spreading as her ten-inch cock hardened rapidly in anticipation, pressing thick and insistent against the fabric, her heavy balls tight beneath it.

The doorbell rang precisely at six. Clarissa, already braless, her own spectacular breasts swaying, her cock a rigid tentpole in her panties, opened it to reveal Daphne and Fiona. Daphne had clearly embraced the ‘optional’ dress code, wearing only a sheer black baby-doll nightie that barely skimmed her thighs, offering tantalizing glimpses of her heavy G-cups and the dark bush beneath which her own impressive erection strained the flimsy fabric. Fiona was more hesitant, still in her tweed skirt and blouse, but her flushed cheeks and the way her eyes darted nervously towards Clarissa’s and Penelope’s bulging panties suggested she wouldn’t remain overdressed for long.

“Come in, darlings,” Clarissa purred, ushering them inside. “Drinks are in the living room. Make yourselves comfortable.”

As Clarissa poured generous glasses of gin, Penelope gently helped Fiona out of her jacket and blouse, revealing a surprisingly delicate lace bra doing its best to contain her own substantial globes. Fiona fumbled with her skirt zip, eventually letting the heavy tweed fall. She stood shyly in her bra, sensible knickers stretched over her own burgeoning erection, and thick stockings.

Daphne, meanwhile, had already shed her baby-doll, standing completely naked except for sheer black stockings and suspenders. Her fiery red hair cascaded over shoulders framing G-cups that seemed impossibly pert, nipples already hard buds. And between her legs, her cock jutted proudly – thick, long, and impressively hard, balls nestled neatly beneath. She surveyed the room, taking in Clarissa’s straining panties, Penelope’s equally prominent bulge, and Fiona’s more modestly concealed arousal, a predatory grin spreading across her face.

“Well now,” Daphne purred, accepting a gin from Clarissa. “This is more like it. An assembly of truly… appreciable assets.” Her gaze lingered on Clarissa’s cock, then Penelope’s.

The tension was electric. Clarissa raised her glass. “To the Appreciation Society. May our meetings be frequent, and our members… fully satisfied.”

They drank, eyes meeting over the rims of their glasses. Then, as if by unspoken signal, clothes became entirely redundant. Penelope helped Fiona unhook her bra, freeing her heavy breasts, then slid her sensible knickers down, revealing a surprisingly thick, slightly curved cock, already slick with precum. Clarissa simultaneously peeled off her own panties and bra, standing gloriously naked, her J-cups magnificent, her ten-inch cock fully rigid. Penelope quickly shed her own panties, her cock springing free, thick and throbbing, balls tight.

Four spectacular shemales stood naked in the living room, a breathtaking display of colossal breasts and impressive erections. Penelope felt a dizzying rush looking at the others – Daphne’s fiery confidence and thick cock, Fiona’s shy vulnerability framing surprisingly hefty equipment, Clarissa’s cool command and perfect shaft. And she knew they were looking back at her, at her own J-cups, her ten inches, her heavy balls. There was no judgment here, only shared experience and burgeoning desire.

Daphne broke the spell, stepping forward and running an appreciative hand over Clarissa’s rigid cock. “Magnificent,” she breathed, before turning to Penelope and giving her shaft an equally admiring stroke. “Truly.”

Clarissa retaliated by cupping Daphne’s heavy balls, eliciting a sharp gasp. Penelope, emboldened, reached out and gently took Fiona’s cock in her hand, feeling the nervous pulse within. Fiona moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut.

What followed was a slow, exploratory dance of mutual appreciation. Hands roamed, stroking thick shafts, cupping heavy balls, kneading spectacular breasts. Mouths found hard nipples, slick cock heads, the sensitive skin behind testicles. Penelope found herself kneeling before Fiona, taking her thick, curved cock deep into her throat, while Clarissa simultaneously sucked Daphne’s impressive shaft, their huge breasts brushing together as they worked. Daphne moaned, tangling her fingers in Clarissa’s hair, while Fiona whimpered, her hips bucking uncontrollably into Penelope’s mouth.

Then they switched. Daphne eagerly took Penelope’s ten inches, her expert mouth working magic, while Fiona shyly but determinedly began licking at Clarissa’s balls before taking her cock head between her lips. The room filled with the sounds of sucking, gasping, moaning, the soft slap of breasts against skin.

Soon, mouths weren’t enough. Clarissa pulled Daphne onto the large velvet sofa, pushing her onto her back and spreading her legs. Daphne’s cock jutted skywards, dripping precum. Clarissa climbed atop her, aligning their magnificent chests, breast crushing against breast, before slowly lowering herself, impaling herself on Daphne’s thick shaft with a loud groan of pleasure. Daphne cried out, wrapping her legs around Clarissa’s waist, meeting her thrusts.

Meanwhile, Penelope pulled Fiona towards the thick bearskin rug. She gently pushed Fiona onto her hands and knees, presenting her invitingly rounded arse and dangling cock and balls. Penelope knelt behind her, admiring the view – the expanse of pale skin, the heavy G-cups swaying beneath, the vulnerable presentation of her sex. After generously applying lubricant, Penelope positioned her own throbbing cock at Fiona’s entrance. Fiona whimpered, anticipating the invasion. Penelope thrust forward smoothly, burying her ten inches deep inside Fiona’s tight, wet channel. Fiona cried out, arching her back, her cock bobbing frantically. Penelope began to fuck her, slow, deep strokes, her hands gripping Fiona’s hips, her balls slapping against Fiona’s flesh, her own massive breasts swaying with the rhythm.

The living room became a symphony of ecstatic sounds – the wet smack of bodies colliding, gasps, cries of pleasure, whispered encouragements. Clarissa rode Daphne relentlessly on the sofa, their spectacular breasts bouncing, their groans mingling. Penelope pounded into Fiona on the rug, feeling her tighten around her cock, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh god, Penny… deeper… fuck!” Fiona sobbed, her orgasm building.

“Coming… I’m coming!” Daphne screamed from the sofa, her body convulsing beneath Clarissa.

Clarissa roared as Daphne’s cunt clenched around her cock, triggering her own release. Simultaneously, feeling Fiona’s inner muscles spasm, Penelope let out a guttural groan, thrusting hard one last time as her own orgasm ripped through her, flooding Fiona’s depths with hot, copious cum.

They collapsed in tangled, sweaty heaps. Clarissa lay sprawled across Daphne on the sofa, both panting, slick with sweat and cum, breasts pressed together. Penelope collapsed atop Fiona on the rug, her cock still half-buried inside her, both trembling violently in the aftermath. The air was thick, hazy, smelling powerfully of sex and satisfaction.

After several minutes of catching their breath, Clarissa slowly disentangled herself from Daphne, offering her a lube-slicked hand. Penelope carefully withdrew from Fiona, helping her sit up. Four magnificent, naked shemales, flushed, satiated, glistening.

Daphne looked around, a wide, cat-like grin spreading across her face. “Well,” she declared, her voice husky. “I believe the first meeting of the Appreciation Society was a resounding… success.”

Fiona nodded shyly, unable to meet anyone’s eye but smiling blissfully. Clarissa chuckled, pulling Penelope close, kissing her soundly.

Penelope leaned against Clarissa, feeling utterly drained but strangely empowered. Surrounded by these incredible, complex, powerful shemales, her earlier anxieties seemed ridiculous. They were magnificent. All of them. Tits, cocks, balls, brains, and all.

“Indeed,” Clarissa agreed, surveying her equally magnificent, naked colleagues. “And I suspect… future meetings will be even more… productive.” She winked, reaching down to give Penelope’s still-sensitive cock a playful squeeze. The Appreciation Society was officially open for business. And business, it seemed, was going to be very, very good.

Epilogue: Six Months Later (Business is Booming)

Six months had passed since that first, explosive meeting of the Appreciation Society, and Sterling & Finch hadn't known quite what hit it. The atmosphere hadn't necessarily become less charged, but the power dynamics had subtly, gloriously shifted.

Brenda, predictably, had not been fired. Turns out, threatening to reveal Mr. Sterling’s pathetic attempts at groping (and his alleged ‘Vienna sausage’ inadequacy) to Mrs. Sterling was a powerful motivator. Sterling now gave Brenda a wide berth, occasionally flinching when her formidable K-cups and equally formidable bulge hove into view. Brenda, for her part, attended Appreciation Society meetings with gusto, her booming laugh often echoing from Penelope and Clarissa’s flat, usually followed by the rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh and cock on cock. Her leopard print dress made frequent reappearances, now worn as a badge of honour.

Cassandra, surprisingly, had become a semi-regular attendee. After cornering Clarissa near the lifts one evening, ostensibly to discuss marketing budgets, the conversation had quickly devolved, spurred by Clarissa’s pointed admiration of the bulge straining Cassandra’s tailored trousers that day. One shared, illicit fumble in a temporarily vacant boardroom later (involving Clarissa’s mouth, Cassandra’s surprisingly responsive cock, and a near-miss with the night cleaner), Cassandra had been formally invited. Her cool exterior melted away behind closed doors, revealing a surprisingly passionate participant, particularly favouring intense, eye-fucking encounters while simultaneously impaling her arse on a thick cock or having her own impressive shaft worshipped.

The core four remained the heart of the society. Penelope had fully embraced her confidence, favouring shorter skirts than ever, knowing the appreciative (and occasionally competitive) glances from her fellow members were far more potent than any lecherous stares from the likes of Sterling. Her ten inches and heavy balls were no longer a source of anxiety, but a celebrated asset. Clarissa remained the cool, elegant ringleader, orchestrating encounters with effortless grace. Daphne was the enthusiastic engine, always ready for action, her fiery nature matched by her stamina. Fiona, blossoming under the group's attention, had become surprisingly adventurous, discovering a love for being taken firmly up the arse while simultaneously having her G-cups thoroughly manhandled.

Which brought them to tonight. It was a special occasion – the six-month anniversary meeting. All five current members were present: Penelope, Clarissa, Daphne, Fiona, and Cassandra. Brenda was regrettably absent, apparently engaged in ‘personal research’ with a particularly well-endowed delivery driver she’d met.

The flat was warm, filled with the low murmur of conversation, the clink of glasses, and the palpable thrum of shared arousal. Clothing, as usual, had been quickly discarded. Five magnificent shemales lounged naked on sofas and rugs, a breathtaking tableau of spectacular breasts ranging from G to K cups, and impressive erections ranging from Fiona’s thick curve to Cassandra’s sleek length and the formidable ten-inchers sported by Penelope, Clarissa, and Daphne. The air hummed.

“Right,” Clarissa announced, clapping her hands together, drawing all eyes. Her own cock twitched in response to the attention. “Anniversary celebrations require… special measures.” She produced a large bottle of massage oil and a wicked-looking vibrator Penelope hadn’t seen before.

A collective thrill went through the room. Cassandra raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow, intrigued. Daphne licked her lips. Fiona blushed but leaned forward eagerly.

What followed devolved quickly into slippery, glorious chaos. Oil was liberally applied, making already stunning bodies gleam under the lamplight. Hands slid effortlessly over skin, slick fingers exploring the sensitive skin around cock bases, teasing swollen heads, cupping heavy balls. Penelope found herself sandwiched between Daphne and Cassandra on the bearskin rug. Daphne’s mouth was latched onto her right breast, sucking hard, while Cassandra’s long, elegant fingers expertly worked her cock, shaft slick with oil, occasionally dipping lower to massage her perineum, sending shivers up her spine. Simultaneously, Penelope reached out, her oiled hands finding Cassandra’s surprisingly sensitive balls, rolling them gently, while her other hand gripped Daphne’s thick, pulsing shaft, rubbing it vigorously.

Across the room, Clarissa had Fiona bent over the arm of the sofa, her hands full of Fiona’s heavy G-cups, kneading them roughly as she slowly, deliberately fucked her tight arsehole from behind with steady, powerful strokes of her oiled cock. Fiona’s moans were high-pitched, desperate, her own cock bobbing frantically, dripping precum onto the velvet upholstery as Clarissa’s heavy balls slapped against her straining ass cheeks.

The vibrator made its appearance, wielded first by Daphne, who pressed its buzzing intensity against the base of Penelope’s shaft and then traced it slowly up the underside while Cassandra continued her skilled handjob, reducing Penelope to a whimpering, trembling mess. Then Cassandra took it, pressing it against Daphne’s balls while Penelope took over stroking Daphne’s cock, eliciting a strangled groan. The combined vibrations and friction were electric.

Soon, positions shifted. Penelope found herself straddling Cassandra’s hips, carefully positioning herself before slowly lowering her oiled anus onto that long, sleek, waiting cock, gasping as it slid deep inside her tight channel, while simultaneously leaning forward so Clarissa, having finished with a trembling, spent Fiona, could latch onto her nipple with sharp teeth. Daphne knelt between Penelope’s straddled legs, tongue darting out to lick around Penelope’s puckered hole where Cassandra’s cock disappeared inside, occasionally flicking over her perineum, while simultaneously reaching back to grasp Cassandra's dangling balls, tugging gently. It was an intricate, writhing knot of limbs, breasts, cocks, and mouths, everyone giving and receiving pleasure in a dizzying, overwhelming rush.

The climax, when it came, was communal and volcanic. Sparked by Fiona managing to bring herself off with trembling, oiled fingers while watching the main event, a chain reaction ignited. Penelope screamed as Cassandra thrust upwards violently, flooding her insides just as Clarissa’s teeth clamped down harder and Daphne’s tongue found the ultra-sensitive spot between her balls. Daphne roared as Penelope’s inner muscles clenched around Cassandra’s cock, simultaneously pumping her own shaft furiously with slick hands. Clarissa groaned, pulling away from Penelope’s nipple just in time to shoot ropes of cum over Fiona’s trembling thighs. Cassandra shuddered silently, her orgasm intense and focused, eyes locked with Penelope’s as her cock pulsed powerfully within Penelope's arse.

The room fell silent again, save for the harsh sounds of panting breath and the faint dripping of oil and other fluids onto various surfaces. Five magnificent bodies lay tangled, spent, glistening.

Clarissa was the first to speak, her voice husky. “Happy anniversary, ladies.”

A chorus of weak laughter followed.

Penelope lay nestled against Cassandra’s side, Daphne’s head pillowed on her stomach, Clarissa’s leg thrown over hers, Fiona curled nearby. She felt utterly, completely satisfied. This wasn’t just sex; it was connection, acceptance, power, shared pleasure on their own terms. The Appreciation Society wasn't just about big tits and bigger cocks; it was about finding strength and joy in their unique, magnificent selves.

And as Clarissa reached out, her slick fingers finding Penelope’s still-sensitive cock and giving it a gentle, promising squeeze, Penelope knew, with absolute certainty, that business would indeed continue to boom. The appreciation had only just begun.

The Perils of Penny and Verity




Chapter 1: A Most Voluminous Morning

The alarm clock shrieked like a banshee with its drawers caught, a truly dreadful sound that yanked Penelope Featherstone III from a rather pleasant dream involving herself, a tub of clotted cream, and the surprisingly dexterous local butcher. She groaned, a low rumble that vibrated through the truly staggering weight resting upon her chest. Rolling over was less an act of volition and more a controlled tectonic shift. Her companion in the oversized bed, Verity Sinclair, merely snuffled, one arm flung haphazardly across Penny’s waist, her own pair of frankly galactic globes squashed precariously against Penny’s back.

“Bugger off, alarm,” Verity mumbled into the sheets, her voice thick with sleep.

“Language, darling,” Penny chided automatically, though her own thoughts were far less refined as she fumbled to silence the offending device. Success achieved, she sighed and surveyed the room. Sunlight streamed through the gap in the floral curtains, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air and highlighting the glorious chaos of their shared London flat. Clothes were strewn with artistic abandon – silky blouses draped over chairs, frothy petticoats peeking from under the wardrobe, and discarded stockings coiled like exotic snakes on the carpet. And brassieres. Everywhere, brassieres. Architectural marvels of engineering, crafted with steel underwires, reinforced straps, and enough fabric to upholster a modest armchair, they lay like sleeping beasts, testament to the daily battle against gravity waged by the flat’s occupants.

Penny nudged Verity. “Up and at ‘em, sleepyhead. Mr Abernathy expects his tea promptly at eight thirty, and my girls need hoisting.” She patted her own chest, which wobbled with the approximate density of twin prize-winning watermelons. Verity possessed a similarly monumental endowment, perhaps even a shade more magnificent, cantilevered proudly even in repose. Both sported chests that started well beyond a J cup and ventured into territories uncharted by conventional lingerie catalogues.

Verity groaned again, cracking open an eye. “Must we? Can’t we just call in sick? Claim… extreme bosom fatigue?”

“Tempting,” Penny admitted, swinging her legs over the side of the bed. The movement caused her short, satin nightie to ride up, offering a generous view of her pert bottom and, nestled between her thighs beneath the sheer fabric, the undeniable presence of her substantial male endowment. Even soft, her cock was a thick, impressive length, resting heavily against the plump weight of her balls. “But Abernathy gets frightfully cross, and you know how he gets when he’s cross.”

Verity shuddered dramatically. “Pinches one’s bum just a little too hard.”

“Precisely. And Mrs. Higgins next door is complaining about the noise again. Best we give her less ammunition.” Penny stood, stretching languidly. Her nightie barely contained the swell of her breasts, the nipples pressing insistently against the thin satin. Below, her morning semi-erection stirred, tenting the fabric noticeably. It was a common affliction, sharing a bed. Verity, now sitting up, yawned widely, showcasing her own pair of gravity-defying orbs straining against her lace-trimmed nightdress. Her own lengthy cock twitched beneath the covers as she stretched.

Their morning routine was a well-rehearsed ballet of logistical challenges. Getting dressed required coordination and occasionally, mutual assistance. Today, Penny had chosen a daffodil yellow blouse and a tight, navy blue pencil skirt. The blouse, while technically her size, strained valiantly across her chest, the buttons looking positively terrified. The skirt was another matter. Designed to hug the hips and fall to the knee, it presented the eternal conundrum: how to accommodate both a feminine silhouette and the hefty package residing beneath.

“Right, brassiere first. The battleship model today, I think,” Penny announced, retrieving a formidable contraption of lace, elastic, and what felt suspiciously like bridge cable from a drawer. Hoisting her planet-heavy breasts into the cups was step one. Step two involved Verity bracing herself and yanking the back strap tight enough to fasten the battalion of hooks and eyes.

“Good lord, Pen, hold still!” Verity grunted, pulling. “It’s like trying to harness a pair of runaway zeppelins.”

“Just… pull!” Penny gasped, leaning forward. The underwire dug aggressively into her ribs. Finally, the hooks clicked into place. She straightened up, adjusting the straps. Her chest was now lifted and separated, forming a truly awe-inspiring shelf beneath her chin.

Next came the knickers – delicate lilac silk today, stretched taut over her thick, ten-inch cock and heavy balls. She smoothed them down, the fabric doing its inadequate best to contain the obvious bulge. Then, the skirt. She stepped into it, wriggling as she pulled it up over her hips. It was snug. Very snug.

“Bend over,” Verity instructed, checking the seam alignment. Penny obliged, bracing her hands on her knees. The skirt rode high, exposing the back of her thighs, the tops of her stockings held up by a lacy garter belt, and the unmistakable, balls-heavy curve straining the silk of her knickers. Verity gave her bum an appreciative pat. “Seam’s straight. Just try not to drop anything today, darling. We wouldn’t want to give old Mr Henderson in Accounts a coronary.”

“He’d probably enjoy it,” Penny retorted, straightening up carefully. She slipped her feet into sensible heels.

Verity, meanwhile, was wrestling herself into a similar ensemble, opting for a cherry-red sweater that clung lovingly to every curve of her prodigious upper half and a flippy, pleated black skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. Her own struggle with the structural engineering required to support her bust was equally epic.

“These bloody things,” Verity muttered, adjusting her own industrial-strength brassiere. “Honestly, a girl needs a cantilevered hoist just to get dressed. And this skirt! Adorable, yes, but one wrong move and the whole typing pool gets an eyeful of my wedding tackle.” She smoothed the pleats down over her own considerable bulge, her equally impressive cock and balls creating a prominent mound beneath the fabric. Unlike Penny’s pencil skirt, Verity’s shorter, fuller skirt offered less concealment but more freedom of movement – a dangerous trade-off.

As they were applying makeup, a knock sounded at the door. “Yoo-hoo! Penny? Verity?” chirped a familiar voice.

“Speak of the devil,” Verity sighed, rolling her eyes. She opened the door to reveal Brenda from 3B. Brenda was a vision in powder blue, her own G-cup assets spilling generously from her tight cardigan. She was, technically, a woman, lacking the extra equipment Penny and Verity possessed.

“Morning, girls!” Brenda beamed, then her eyes drifted downwards, momentarily snagging on the noticeable bulge beneath Verity’s skirt before flicking to Penny’s equally prominent outline. A familiar wistful look crossed her face. “Just popping by… wondered if either of you had a spare tin of condensed milk? Gerald finished the last one last night, the greedy sod.”

“Honestly, Brenda, your Gerald,” Penny tutted, retrieving a tin from the cupboard. “Always eating.”

“Tell me about it,” Brenda sighed, accepting the tin. Her gaze lingered again on Verity’s front. “Still, I suppose I shouldn’t complain. Though,” she lowered her voice conspiratorially, leaning in, “between us girls, sometimes… well, sometimes a girl wishes her bloke had a bit more… presence, you know? Down there.” She gestured vaguely downwards with the tin can, her eyes flicking between Penny’s and Verity’s skirts with undisguised curiosity bordering on envy. “Not like you lucky things. Honestly, how you fit it all under there is beyond me.”

Penny and Verity exchanged an amused glance. It was a common refrain amongst their purely female friends and neighbours.

“It takes practice, dear,” Verity said smoothly, giving her pleats a final pat. “And very sturdy knickers.” She gave Brenda a playful bum pat as she ushered her out. “Now, off you pop. Some of us have lecherous bosses to appease.”

Brenda giggled and departed. Verity closed the door, leaning against it. “Poor Brenda. If only she knew the half of it.”

Penny finished applying her lipstick. “Indeed. Right, coffee, then brave the world?”

Verity checked her reflection, fluffing her hair and adjusting her sweater to maximize the already staggering cleavage. “Ready when you are, darling. Let’s go knock ‘em dead. Or at least give them something magnificent to stare at.” She winked, grabbing her handbag. Together, a symphony of straining fabric, defiant gravity, and barely concealed masculinity wrapped in hyper-feminine packaging, they headed out into the London morning.




Chapter 2: Perils of Public Transport and Prying Eyes

Descending the narrow staircase of their walk-up flat was an exercise in careful navigation. Penny went first, holding her handbag in one hand and the rickety banister in the other, her heels clicking purposefully on the worn treads. Her pencil skirt restricted her stride, forcing small, precise steps. Behind her, Verity navigated with a bit more swagger, the pleats of her shorter skirt swaying hypnotically with each step, offering fleeting glimpses of stocking-tops and the curve of her bottom.

“Mind Mrs Higgins’s prize-winning petunias,” Penny warned as they reached the ground floor landing, gesturing towards a pot overflowing with purple blooms near the front door. “She’ll have our guts for garters if we bruise a petal.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Verity replied brightly. As she turned to follow Penny out the main door, her handbag slipped from her grasp, cascading its contents – lipstick, compact, keys, a stray garter clip, and a rather alarming number of loose shillings – across the hallway tiles. “Oh, for goodness sake!”

Instinctively, Verity bent at the waist to retrieve her scattered belongings. The black pleated skirt flipped upwards with cheerful abandon, revealing the entirety of her backside clad in sheer black stockings and cherry-red lace knickers. The delicate fabric strained valiantly, stretched taut over the impressive swell of her plump, heavy balls and the thick ridge of her resting, yet undeniably substantial, cock nestled between her thighs. The view was, frankly, spectacular.

Right on cue, Mr. Grimstock from 1A opened his door, peering out with his customary early morning scowl. The scowl vanished instantly, replaced by wide-eyed, slack-jawed astonishment as his gaze fixed firmly on Verity’s exposed posterior and the unmistakable male heft beneath the lace. He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing.

Penny sighed, turning back. “Verity, darling, perhaps retrieving your effects one at a time would be more… discreet?” she murmured, acutely aware of Mr. Grimstock’s unwavering attention.

“Just gathering my bits, Pen,” Verity replied, completely unfazed, scooping up her lipstick. She gave her backside a little wiggle as she reached for her keys, the movement emphasizing the weight and curve of her balls beneath the thin lace. Mr. Grimstock made a faint choking sound.

Penny stepped discreetly in front of Verity, blocking Mr. Grimstock’s direct line of sight as Verity finally straightened up, smoothing her skirt down with a triumphant pat. “All sorted!” she chirped, shooting a dazzling, oblivious smile at the still-speechless Mr. Grimstock. “Morning, Mr. Grimstock! Lovely day, isn’t it?”

He merely nodded dumbly, retreating back into his flat and closing the door with a soft click.

“Honestly, Verity,” Penny admonished gently as they stepped out onto the bustling pavement. “You’ll give the poor man palpitations.”

“Nonsense,” Verity scoffed, linking her arm through Penny’s. “A little visual stimulation is good for the circulation. Besides, did you see his face? Utterly captivated.”

The walk to the bus stop was a familiar gauntlet. London bustled around them, a symphony of car horns, bicycle bells, and shouted greetings. Their progress, however, seemed to create its own small ripple in the urban current. Men’s heads turned, conversations paused, and appreciative (and sometimes frankly lewd) comments followed them like stray dogs. Wolf whistles were common currency. Penny maintained a dignified posture, chin held high, pretending not to notice the stares directed firmly at her straining blouse buttons and the tight confines of her skirt, which clearly outlined the impressive bulge beneath. Verity, in contrast, seemed to revel in the attention, offering bright smiles and occasionally a playful wink, her shorter skirt and clinging sweater leaving even less to the imagination regarding her astonishing assets, both fore and aft.

They passed a fellow shemale, Daphne, struggling with several shopping bags outside the greengrocer's. Daphne possessed a very respectable pair of F-cups herself, showcased in a tight floral dress, but she lacked Penny and Verity’s particular… lower accoutrements.

“Penny! Verity! Morning, dears!” Daphne called out, adjusting her grip on a bag of potatoes. Her gaze inevitably swept over them, lingering for a moment on Verity’s front, where her substantial cock and balls pressed prominently against the red knit of her sweater and the waistband of her skirt. A familiar flicker of something – envy? Curiosity? – crossed Daphne’s face. “Off to charm the city into submission, are we?”

“Just trying to earn an honest crust, Daph,” Penny replied politely.

“Unlike some lazy lumps I could mention,” Daphne sighed dramatically, rolling her eyes. “My Alfie’s still snoring his head off. Honestly, girls, sometimes I think I do all the heavy lifting in our house.” She hitched up her bags again. “And not just the shopping, if you catch my drift.” She gave Verity’s prominent bulge another quick, appraising glance. “Some girls have all the luck.”

Verity patted Daphne’s arm sympathetically. “You need a nice cup of tea and a sit-down, dear. Don’t let Alfie grind you down.”

They left Daphne sighing amongst her vegetables and continued towards the bus stop, joining the queue. The bus arrived, already crowded. Getting aboard was another challenge, requiring careful maneuvering up the steps and down the narrow aisle. Penny found herself pressed rather intimately against a portly gentleman in a bowler hat, whose eyes seemed magnetically drawn to the straining buttons on her blouse. Verity, meanwhile, managed to snag the last remaining seat, arranging her skirt carefully over her lap, though the sheer volume beneath still created an unavoidable and rather eye-catching mound.

The journey was bumpy. Every lurch and sway sent Penny’s magnificent mounds wobbling precariously, threatening the structural integrity of her blouse. She gripped the overhead rail tightly, trying to maintain her balance and composure. Across the aisle, a young clerk kept dropping his newspaper, bending low to retrieve it each time, his eyes darting surreptitiously towards Verity’s lap and the impressive contour beneath her skirt whenever he straightened up.

Verity caught Penny’s eye and gave a tiny, almost imperceptible roll of her eyes, a shared moment of amusement at the predictable reactions they elicited. Finally, their stop arrived.

“Right, Penny, your stop. Abernathy and Associates awaits,” Verity said, gathering her handbag. “Try not to cause any structural damage when you bend over the filing cabinet today.”

“I make no promises,” Penny replied, squeezing past passengers towards the door. “You behave yourself at the milliner’s. Mrs. Dubois has a delicate disposition.” Verity worked part-time assisting at a high-end hat shop, a job that mostly involved looking decorative and occasionally reaching for hatboxes on high shelves, much to the delight of the male clientele.

Penny stepped off the bus and onto the pavement, smoothing her skirt. She took a deep breath. Abernathy and Associates was a staid establishment, all polished wood and hushed tones, but even there, her particular physical attributes caused a certain stir. Mr. Abernathy himself, while demanding, had a distinct twinkle in his eye and an unfortunate habit of finding reasons for her to lean over his desk.

She pushed open the heavy oak door, the familiar scent of floor wax and old paper filling her nostrils. Miss Pringle, the perpetually disapproving receptionist whose own bosom barely registered on the Richter scale, looked up from her typewriter. Her gaze flickered briefly, dismissively, over Penny’s planetary protuberances before returning to her work.

“Morning, Miss Pringle,” Penny said cheerfully.

“Miss Featherstone,” Miss Pringle sniffed, not looking up. “Mr. Abernathy is asking for the quarterly reports. They’re on the bottom shelf of the archive cabinet.”

Penny inwardly sighed. The bottom shelf. Of course. Squaring her shoulders, adjusting the already overburdened straps of her brassiere, and preparing herself for the inevitable strain on her skirt seams and the unavoidable display it entailed, Penny walked towards the archives, ready to start her day and its attendant series of low-bending challenges.




Chapter 3: Occupational Hazards and Millinery Marvels

Penny approached the looming, dark wood archive cabinet with the grim resignation of a soldier ordered over the top. The bottom shelf. Naturally. It was practically subterranean, clearly positioned by a fiendishly short-sighted predecessor with no consideration for the topographical challenges faced by the more generously endowed members of staff. Miss Pringle’s thin smile as Penny walked past suggested she derived a certain vicarious pleasure from the inevitable spectacle.

Taking a deep breath, Penny planted her feet slightly apart, calculating the optimal angle of descent. Bending in a pencil skirt was an art form, particularly when navigating the perilous territory dictated by both monumental mammary glands and a substantial, non-negotiable package between the legs. She placed one hand on the cabinet for balance and began the careful, controlled hinge at the hips.

The navy blue fabric protested immediately, tightening across her thighs and posterior like a vise. She could feel the strain on the zipper, hear the faint groan of the seams. Simultaneously, the front of her daffodil yellow blouse gapped precariously as her chest, those twin continental shelf-sized wonders constrained by the ‘battleship’ brassiere, swung forward under gravity’s relentless pull. One button, already under duress, pinged off with surprising force, ricocheting off a filing cabinet before disappearing under Miss Pringle’s desk. Penny ignored it; wardrobe malfunctions were simply a cost of doing business.

As she lowered herself further, the back of her skirt inevitably rode up. Inch by tantalizing inch, it revealed the tops of her sheer stockings, the delicate lace of her garter belt clasps biting into the nylon, and then the full expanse of her lilac silk panties. The fine material was stretched to its absolute limit, barely containing the impressive, balls-heavy bulge nestled between her thighs. Even in repose, her ten-inch cock formed a thick, prominent ridge, flanked by the weighty globes that pressed firmly against the straining silk. It was a view that could, and often did, stop traffic, let alone halt productivity in a quiet solicitor’s office.

“Ah, Miss Featherstone! Just the woman… ah… girl I was looking for.”

Penny froze mid-bend, her face flushing. Mr. Abernathy. Of course. His reflection appeared in the polished brass handle of the drawer above the one she needed. He stood in the doorway of the archive room, adjusting his tie, his gaze fixed firmly on her upended posterior with an expression of poorly disguised fascination.

“Mr Abernathy,” Penny replied, her voice slightly muffled by her proximity to the floor. “Just retrieving the quarterly reports, sir. As requested.”

“Excellent, excellent,” he murmured, stepping further into the room, ostensibly to examine a row of binders on a higher shelf, though his eyes kept straying downwards. “Take your time, my dear. No need to rush. Wouldn’t want you to… strain anything.” The suggestive pause hung in the air.

Gritting her teeth, Penny reached the bottom shelf, her fingers brushing against the thick cardboard folders. She located the correct one – ‘Quarterly Reports Q2’ – and grasped it firmly. Now came the equally perilous manoeuvre: straightening up without losing balance, dignity, or further items of clothing. She pushed off the floor slightly with one hand, her substantial buttocks flexing beneath the taut silk and wool, the clear outline of her cock and heavy balls momentarily pressed even more firmly against the revealing fabric.

Mr. Abernathy cleared his throat. “Need a hand there, Miss Featherstone? Looks a bit… precarious.” He took a step closer, his hand hovering near her lower back.

“I’m quite alright, thank you, sir,” Penny said, managing to rise to a standing position with reasonable grace, clutching the file to her chest. She quickly smoothed down her skirt, acutely aware of the missing button on her blouse and the lingering warmth of Mr. Abernathy’s gaze.

“Splendid,” he beamed, his eyes flicking from the file she held protectively over her cleavage down to the still-noticeable bulge beneath her skirt, then back up to her face. “Bring those into my office when you’re ready, won’t you? We can… go over them.” He gave her shoulder a paternal squeeze that somehow managed to brush against the side of her truly colossal breast. Penny forced a polite smile. Just another Tuesday at Abernathy and Associates.



Meanwhile, across town, Verity was holding court in the hushed, lavender-scented environs of ‘Dubois’ Millinery Emporium’. Madame Dubois, a woman whose own physique resembled a willow wand, believed Verity’s spectacular figure drew in customers like bees to a particularly buxom honeypot. Verity stood before a gilt-edged mirror, a wide-brimmed confection of feathers and silk perched jauntily on her head, while assisting Mrs. Periwinkle, a wealthy widow with a penchant for dramatic headwear.

“It’s simply divine on you, Verity, my dear,” Mrs. Periwinkle declared, adjusting her spectacles. “Though I doubt it would have quite the same… impact on me.” Her gaze drifted appreciatively over Verity’s cherry-red sweater, stretched taut over her own J+ cup marvels, and then downwards to where the black pleated skirt failed entirely to conceal the substantial, cock-heavy bulge beneath.

“Nonsense, Mrs. Periwinkle,” Verity trilled, tilting her head. “It’s all about confidence! And perhaps,” she leaned in conspiratorially, “a strategically placed hatpin.”

Just then, a notoriously difficult customer, Lord Ashworth, entered the shop. He was known for his exacting standards and roving eye. “Madame Dubois! Attending!” he boomed.

“Verity, dear, could you possibly retrieve the Azure Blue Fascinator from the top shelf? Lord Ashworth particularly admired it last week,” Madame Dubois requested, fluttering over to greet the nobleman.

The top shelf was, naturally, very high. Verity smiled sweetly. “Of course, Madame.” She located the small, elegant stepladder kept for just such occasions and positioned it near the towering shelves of hatboxes. Placing one high-heeled foot on the first step, she began her ascent.

As she reached for the box on the highest shelf, she had to stretch considerably. The movement pulled her red sweater tighter still, emphasizing the incredible volume of her chest. More significantly, her pleated skirt, already scandalously short, rode up her thighs as she stretched upwards on tiptoe. From Lord Ashworth’s vantage point near the door, he was treated to an unimpeded view of her long, stocking-clad legs, the lacy edge of her garter belt, and the unmistakable, weighty curve of her large balls pressing against the fabric of her knickers beneath the flirtatious swing of the pleats. Her thick, impressive cock was clearly outlined against the red panties she wore today.

Lord Ashworth adjusted his monocle, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly. Mrs Periwinkle behind him let out a small, appreciative sigh.

“Got it!” Verity announced cheerfully, retrieving the hatbox. She descended the ladder with practiced ease, landing lightly on the carpet. She turned, offering the box to Madame Dubois, blissfully (or perhaps wilfully) unaware of the effect her brief climb had produced. She smoothed down her skirt, the prominent bulge beneath resettling itself.

Lord Ashworth cleared his throat loudly. “Ah, yes. The Azure Blue. Exquisite.” His eyes, however, remained fixed for a fraction too long on the front of Verity’s skirt before snapping back up to the hatbox. He leaned towards Madame Dubois and muttered, just loud enough for Verity and Mrs. Periwinkle to overhear, “Damned fine filly, that one, Dubois. Built like a brick… well, you know. Makes one quite regret marrying for sensible bosoms and regrettably modest… proportions.”

Verity merely smiled, adjusting the brim of the hat she still wore. Another satisfied, or at least thoroughly distracted, customer. It was all in a day’s work.




Chapter 4: An Unexpected Overtime

Penny finally escaped Abernathy and Associates just after six, the missing button on her blouse a silent testament to the day's minor indignities. Mr Abernathy had indeed insisted on "going over" the quarterly reports, a process that involved much leaning, pointing, and several instances where his hand "accidentally" brushed against the formidable curve of her J-cup bosom or the tight fabric stretched over her substantial bulge. She felt drained, not from the work itself, but from the constant, low-level hum of managing unwanted attention while trying to appear politely oblivious.

She met Verity at their usual rendezvous point, a slightly sticky pub called The Drover's Rest, halfway between their respective workplaces. Verity was already perched on a barstool, sipping a gin and tonic, her cherry-red sweater drawing stares like a beacon fire. Her pleated skirt was hitched up slightly as she sat, revealing a generous length of stockinged thigh, and the prominent swell of her own impressive package pressed against the bar's edge.

"Rough day, darling?" Verity asked, noticing Penny's slightly dishevelled state and the obvious gap in her blouse.

"The usual," Penny sighed, sliding onto the stool beside her. The movement made her pencil skirt ride up, offering the pub's patrons a brief but stimulating glimpse of her lilac panties stretched taut over her considerable endowment. She ordered a large sherry. "Abernathy was particularly… attentive. And I sacrificed a button to the cause of retrieving files from the abyss."

Verity chuckled, a low, throaty sound. "Poor petal. At least Lord Ashworth merely admired the view. Though," she added, leaning closer, her own monumental breasts pressing against Penny's arm, "he did make a rather pointed comment about 'regrettably modest proportions' while staring directly at my crotch."

"Charming," Penny deadpanned, taking a grateful gulp of sherry.

They finished their drinks amidst the usual pub noise – laughter, clinking glasses, and the occasional drunken proposition, which they deflected with practiced ease. As they stepped back out into the cool evening air, Verity linked her arm through Penny’s.

"I need cheering up," Verity declared. "And I know just the thing."

"Oh?" Penny raised an eyebrow. "Don't tell me you booked us for that ghastly amateur dramatics society again?"

"Even better," Verity grinned mischievously. "Remember Julian? From the art gallery opening?"

Penny did remember Julian. Tall, languid, devastatingly handsome, with eyes that promised sin and a surprisingly firm handshake. He was one of the few men they knew who didn't seem entirely intimidated or rendered incoherent by their combined physical presence.

"He invited us back to his studio," Verity continued, her eyes sparkling. "Said he had some new canvases he wanted our 'expert opinion' on. And perhaps a bottle of rather expensive champagne."

Penny hesitated for only a moment. The thought of Julian's appreciative, intelligent gaze was considerably more appealing than heading straight back to their chaotic flat. "Alright," she conceded. "But if his 'canvases' turn out to be etchings viewed by candlelight while reclining on a bearskin rug, I'm leaving."

"Wouldn't dream of it without you," Verity giggled.

Julian's studio was exactly as one might expect: vast, paint-splattered, filled with canvases in various states of completion, smelling faintly of turpentine and expensive cologne. Julian greeted them at the door, impeccably dressed in tailored trousers and an open-necked silk shirt. His smile was genuine, his eyes sweeping over them with unconcealed admiration but none of the gaping awe or lecherous undertones they usually encountered.

"Penelope, Verity," he greeted warmly, kissing each of their hands. "Magnificent as always. Champagne?"

He led them further into the studio, pouring generous flutes of bubbly. The conversation flowed easily, touching on art, theatre, and mutual acquaintances. Julian was witty and engaging, treating them not just as objects of visual fascination, but as intelligent companions. Yet, underneath the sophisticated banter, an electric tension hummed. Julian’s gaze lingered perhaps a fraction too long on the straining fabric of Penny’s blouse or the undeniable bulge beneath Verity’s skirt as she crossed her legs.

After their second glass of champagne, Julian gestured towards a large canvas covered by a dust sheet. "My latest magnum opus," he announced dramatically. "I value your opinions above all others."

He pulled away the sheet to reveal... a surprisingly abstract, swirling vortex of blues and greens. Penny and Verity murmured appreciative comments, though privately Penny thought it looked a bit like a washing machine mid-cycle.

"It speaks of... inner turmoil," Verity offered diplomatically.

"Precisely!" Julian beamed. He stepped closer to Verity, ostensibly to point out a particular brushstroke. His arm brushed against hers, his knuckles grazing the side of her enormous breast. Verity didn't flinch, merely tilting her head, her heavy cock twitching slightly beneath her skirt.

"And the depth you've achieved here, Julian," Penny added, moving closer to examine the texture. As she leaned forward, her chest swung heavily, the gap in her blouse widening further, revealing the lacy edge of her formidable brassiere. Her own impressive erection stirred beneath her pencil skirt, pressing insistently against the confining fabric.

Julian turned his attention to Penny, his eyes darkening slightly. "Depth is everything, wouldn't you agree, Penelope?" His gaze dropped pointedly to the prominent bulge straining her skirt.

The air crackled. The polite pretence evaporated, replaced by raw, undisguised desire. Julian reached out, his hand gently cupping the heavy swell of Penny's cock through the taut wool of her skirt. Penny gasped, her breath catching in her throat. Her semi-erection instantly hardened into a full, thick flagpole beneath his touch.

"Julian..." she whispered, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment.

On the other side of him, Verity let out a soft moan as Julian's other hand slid possessively over the equally impressive bulge beneath her pleated skirt. Her cherry-red sweater seemed two sizes too small as her nipples hardened into tight points.

"So exquisitely packaged," Julian murmured, his thumbs stroking the thick ridges of their cocks through the fabric. "But I confess, I'm dying to unwrap my presents."

Verity didn't need asking twice. With a flick of her wrists, she unzipped the side of her skirt, letting it fall in a puddle of black pleats around her ankles. She stood there in her cherry-red sweater, sheer black stockings held up by a matching garter belt, red lace panties, and high heels. The panties struggled valiantly to contain her magnificent, fully erect ten-inch cock, thick and vein-ridged, pointing proudly upwards, flanked by her heavy, plump balls which strained against the lace.

"Verity, you wanton creature," Penny breathed, feeling a corresponding throb between her own legs.

Julian groaned, his eyes devouring Verity's display. He turned back to Penny, his fingers fumbling with the zipper at the back of her pencil skirt. Penny helped him, wriggling slightly as the skirt slid down her hips, joining Verity's on the floor. She stood in her damaged yellow blouse, the formidable architecture of her battleship brassiere, lilac silk panties stretched to transparency over her own thick, straining erection, garter belt, stockings, and heels. Her cock, slightly thicker than Verity’s though perhaps a fraction shorter, jutted proudly, glistening with a bead of pre-cum at the tip. Her equally heavy balls rested prominently against the lilac silk.

"Incredible," Julian whispered, kneeling between them. He reached out, gently freeing Verity's cock from the confines of her panties, the lace barely covering her heavy balls now. He stroked the thick, smooth shaft, admiring its length and girth. Then he did the same for Penny, sliding his fingers under the waistband of her lilac knickers, pulling her equally impressive cock free. He held their thick, hard shafts in his hands, gazing up at them in awe.

"Which first?" he murmured, looking from Penny's flushed face to Verity's eager expression.

Verity stepped forward slightly, pushing her heavy balls more firmly against Julian’s cheek. "Share," she purred.

Julian needed no further encouragement. He took the tip of Verity's cock into his mouth, sucking gently, while his hand worked the base of Penny's shaft. Penny moaned, arching her back, her massive breasts straining against the formidable cups of her brassiere. Verity tangled her fingers in Julian's hair, guiding his movements, her own heavy balls slapping softly against his chin.

After lavishing attention on Verity, Julian switched, taking Penny's thick cock deep into his throat, his tongue swirling expertly around the sensitive head while his fingers played with Verity’s heavy balls. The sounds in the studio were now solely of slick sucking, soft moans, and the rustle of clothing as Julian unbuttoned Penny's blouse entirely, letting it fall open to reveal the full glory of her lilac brassiere, barely containing her J-cup globes. He reached up, unclasping Verity's red sweater at the back, letting it slide down her arms. Her own monumental breasts, encased in a matching red lace bra, spilled towards him.

He rose, shedding his own shirt. He pulled Penny towards a paint-splattered chaise lounge, pushing her back gently onto the worn velvet. He quickly unhooked her battleship brassiere, freeing her astonishing breasts, which tumbled free, heavy and magnificent, the nipples already hard peaks. He buried his face between them, kissing and licking, while simultaneously reaching down to tear away her lilac panties, fully exposing her thick cock and heavy balls.

Verity, meanwhile, had unhooked her own bra, her equally spectacular chest spilling free. She straddled Julian's lap as he sat beside Penny, grinding her lace-clad crotch against his tailored trousers, her own cock slick and ready, rubbing against his thigh. She leaned down, offering him one enormous breast, guiding his mouth to her nipple.

Julian suckled hungrily on Verity while his fingers explored Penny's wet heat, sliding easily around the base of her cock. Penny writhed, grabbing Julian's hair, pulling his face back up to hers for a deep, searching kiss, tasting champagne and lust on his tongue. Then, Julian shifted, positioning Penny's legs, guiding the thick, slick head of her cock towards his mouth again, sucking greedily while Verity unbuckled his belt and freed his own erection – respectable, but nowhere near the colossal proportions of the two shemales flanking him.

Verity wasted no time, taking Julian's cock into her mouth while he continued to pleasure Penny. The studio filled with the wet sounds of sucking and the soft slapping of flesh as Julian's hand stroked Verity's heavy balls. Soon, Julian pulled away from Penny, glistening saliva coating her shaft. He positioned himself between her spread thighs, nudging the head of his cock against her entrance. Penny gasped, lifting her hips, guiding him in. He filled her completely, stretching her tight opening.

As Julian began to move within Penny, Verity climbed off the chaise, shedding her panties. She knelt beside them, taking Penny’s free-swinging cock into her mouth, sucking rhythmically in time with Julian's thrusts. Penny cried out, overwhelmed by the dual sensations, her huge breasts bouncing with each movement. Julian reached out, cupping one of Verity’s equally massive globes, squeezing gently as he fucked Penny harder, deeper. The sounds were raw now – wet fucking, eager sucking, gasps and moans echoing off the high studio ceiling. It was messy, decadent, and utterly exhilarating. Overtime had never been quite so rewarding.




Chapter 5: Tangled Limbs and Lingering Lust

The air in Julian’s studio was thick with the scent of sex, champagne, and turpentine – a heady, decadent mix. Penny lay sprawled on the chaise lounge, her magnificent breasts flushed and glistening, rising and falling with her ragged breaths. Julian’s spent seed cooled on her belly and inner thighs where he’d pulled out just before climaxing inside her. Her own thick cock lay semi-flaccid against her thigh, still slick from Verity’s ministrations.

Verity was draped over Julian’s back as he lay face down beside Penny, recovering. Her own equally impressive chest was pressed against his shoulder blades, her nipples still pebble-hard. Her long, thick cock, also softening but still impressively large, rested heavily against the small of Julian’s back, sticky with her own release which had coated his buttocks moments after he’d finished in Penny. Her heavy balls rested intimately against his skin.

Silence descended, broken only by their panting breaths and the distant rumble of London traffic. Penny reached out a languid hand, her fingers brushing against Verity’s thigh. Verity shifted, turning her head to look at Penny, a sleepy, satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“Well,” Verity murmured, her voice husky. “That certainly cleared the cobwebs.”

Julian groaned, rolling onto his side to face them, propping his head up on one hand. His own cock lay soft against his thigh, looking almost boyish compared to the formidable endowments flanking him. He surveyed the scene – two stunning, hyper-feminine figures, their colossal breasts spilling gloriously, their equally colossal male members proudly displayed amidst the tangle of limbs and discarded lingerie – with an expression of sheer, unadulterated bliss.

“My dears,” he breathed, his eyes shining. “You are… breathtaking. Truly. Living sculptures.” He reached out, his hand gently cupping one of Penny’s heavy, J-cup globes, testing its weight. Penny shivered, a fresh wave of pleasure washing over her despite her recent orgasm.

“Flatterer,” Penny replied, though her voice lacked conviction. She quite enjoyed being appreciated as a living sculpture, especially by Julian.

“He’s not wrong, Pen,” Verity added, stretching languidly like a large, incredibly well-hung cat. The movement caused her breasts to sway and her cock to twitch against Julian’s side. “We are rather spectacular.”

Julian chuckled, shifting his attention to Verity. He traced the outline of her thick, softening cock with one finger. “Spectacularly… equipped.” He looked from Verity’s impressive length back to Penny’s equally thick shaft. “Honestly, girls, you put most chaps to absolute shame. Poor Brenda next door doesn’t know the half of what she’s missing with her Alfie.”

Penny and Verity exchanged a knowing glance. It was a familiar sentiment.

“Variety is the spice of life, Julian,” Verity said lightly, though there was a definite purr in her voice as his fingers continued their gentle exploration.

Julian’s hand moved lower, cupping Verity’s plump, heavy balls. “Indeed. And you two provide… abundant spice.” He squeezed gently, eliciting a soft gasp from Verity.

Penny watched them, feeling a familiar warmth begin to build low in her belly again. Seeing Verity being touched, hearing Julian’s appreciative words, the lingering scent of sex in the air – it was starting to reignite her own desires. Her semi-hard cock gave a responsive throb.

Julian noticed. His eyes flicked to Penny’s stirring member, then back to her face, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his features. “Not quite finished yet, Penelope?”

Penny flushed slightly but didn’t deny it. “Perhaps just… warming up for the encore?”

Julian laughed, a rich, delighted sound. He released Verity’s balls and shifted his position, moving between the two shemales again. He leaned down, capturing Penny’s mouth in a deep, searching kiss, his hand sliding down her belly, fingers tangling in the damp curls at the base of her cock before wrapping around the thickening shaft.

Verity watched them, her own desire rekindling rapidly. She reached out, her own hand finding Julian’s hardening erection. She began to stroke him slowly, expertly, her eyes locked with Penny’s over Julian’s shoulder.

Julian pulled back from the kiss, breathing heavily. He looked from Penny’s flushed, eager face to Verity’s skilled hand working his shaft. “Round two, then?” he murmured, his voice thick with renewed lust. “Perhaps with a slight change in configuration?”

He guided Penny’s hand to join Verity’s on his cock, then pushed himself up slightly, positioning himself to kneel between Penny’s legs once more, but facing her magnificent breasts this time. He buried his face in her cleavage, inhaling deeply, his tongue flicking out to taste the valley between her colossal mounds. Penny moaned, arching her back, offering herself to him.

Meanwhile, Verity had shifted, crawling behind Penny on the chaise. She gently nudged Penny’s legs further apart. Leaning forward, her own huge breasts brushing against Penny’s backside, Verity guided the thick, rapidly hardening head of her cock towards Penny’s waiting entrance, the same entrance Julian had occupied only minutes before.

“Ready, darling?” Verity whispered, her breath hot against Penny’s ear.

Penny gasped, craning her neck to look back at Verity, her eyes wide with anticipation. “Oh, Verity… yes.”

With Julian lavishing attention on her front, licking and sucking circles around her nipples, and Verity slowly, deliberately pushing the thick, blunt head of her cock into Penny’s slick, waiting channel from behind, Penny cried out, completely overwhelmed, utterly surrendered to the decadent, demanding pleasures of the moment. The encore had officially begun.




Chapter 6: The Perils of Patronage

Penny cried out, head thrown back against the plush velvet of the chaise, her entire body arched like a bow. Verity’s thick cock filled her completely, each powerful thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through her system, while Julian’s talented mouth worked magic on her already hypersensitive nipples, his tongue swirling, teeth grazing gently. Her own massive breasts, flushed and heavy, bounced with the rhythm Verity set from behind. The air was thick with their mingled scents, the wet slap of flesh on flesh, and Penny’s unrestrained moans.

Verity grunted with effort and pleasure, her hands gripping Penny’s hips, her own J+ cup tits pressed against Penny’s back, her heavy balls slapping rhythmically against Penny’s buttocks with each deep stroke. Julian, lost in his worship of Penny’s front, seemed oblivious to the world beyond the magnificent expanse of her chest.

Then, BANG! BANG! BANG!

The sound hammered against the studio door, brutally loud, insistent, utterly incongruous with the decadent scene inside.

All three froze mid-motion. Penny’s eyes flew open, wide with shock. Verity’s thrusting halted abruptly, her cock still buried deep inside Penny. Julian lifted his head from Penny’s breasts, his expression turning from blissful abandon to sheer panic in an instant.

“Bloody hell!” Julian hissed, scrambling off the chaise, his own erection rapidly deflating. “Who the devil…?”

BANG! BANG! BANG! "Julian! Julian, are you in there? Open this door immediately!" The voice that cut through the wood was female, sharp, aristocratic, and laced with impatient command.

Julian went white. "Oh, god no," he whispered frantically, running a hand through his dishevelled hair. "It's Lady Ashworth! My patron! She... she mentioned she might stop by this week, but I didn't think..."

Panic exploded in the room. Lady Ashworth was notoriously formidable, terrifyingly proper, and held the purse strings to Julian’s continued artistic endeavours. Her discovering him tangled with two spectacularly endowed, mostly naked shemales would be catastrophic.

"Quick! Hide!" Julian whisper-shouted, gesturing wildly around the cluttered studio. "Get dressed! No, wait, no time! Just... hide!"

Verity pulled out of Penny with a wet squelch, both of them now acutely aware of their state of undress and sticky bodies. Their massive cocks , still semi-hard and glistening, swung heavily between their thighs. Their equally impressive balls felt suddenly very exposed.

"Where?" Penny hissed, scrambling off the chaise, trying futilely to cover her colossal breasts with her hands. Her discarded battleship brassiere lay forlornly on the floor like a piece of abandoned industrial equipment.

"The supply closet!" Julian pointed towards a tall, narrow door near the back. "Go! Now!"

He frantically started pulling on his own trousers, hopping on one foot. Penny grabbed her daffodil blouse, fumbling with the remaining buttons, while Verity snatched at her cherry-red sweater, pulling it on hastily over her magnificent, lace-encased tits. They didn't bother with skirts or panties – there simply wasn't time.

"Julian! I know you're in there! Don't test my patience!" Lady Ashworth's voice was closer now, right outside the door.

Penny and Verity stumbled towards the closet, their bare bottoms and stockinged legs flashing. Verity yanked the door open, revealing a cramped space smelling faintly of linseed oil and old rags, crammed with dusty canvases and jars of pigment.

"In! In!" Julian urged, practically shoving them inside.

They squeezed into the narrow space, pressed tightly together. It was an immediate, comical crush of flesh and fabric. Penny’s huge breasts were mashed against Verity’s back, while Verity’s equally monumental globes were flattened against the canvases stacked against the wall. Their semi-hard cocks bumped awkwardly against each other’s thighs, the heavy weight of their balls making any comfortable position impossible. Penny’s hastily buttoned blouse strained, threatening to pop open again, while Verity’s sweater offered little concealment for the impressive bulge still tenting the front of her non-existent skirt.

"Don't make a sound!" Julian hissed, pulling the closet door almost shut, leaving only a tiny crack. He took a deep breath, smoothed his hair, tucked in his shirt, and strode towards the studio door, pasting on a welcoming, if slightly strained, smile.

Inside the closet, darkness enveloped them, punctuated only by the thin sliver of light from the crack. They could hear Julian opening the main door.

"Lady Ashworth! What a… delightful surprise!" Julian's voice sounded unnaturally high-pitched.

"Surprise, Julian? I told you I might call this week," Lady Ashworth's clipped tones entered the studio. "And why did you take so long? What on earth is that… smell?"

Penny held her breath, acutely aware of Verity pressed against her. Verity shifted slightly, trying to find a more stable footing, and accidentally brushed her still-sensitive cockhead against Penny’s bare thigh. Penny stifled a gasp, digging her nails into her palm.

"Smell, my Lady?" Julian stammered. "Just… turpentine! And perhaps a new fixative I'm trying out. Rather potent stuff!"

"Hmph," Lady Ashworth sounded unconvinced. Her footsteps clicked across the wooden floor, drawing closer to the centre of the room. "And why is it so dark in here? And… good heavens, Julian, what happened to this chaise lounge? It looks like a battlefield!"

In the closet, Verity choked back a giggle. Penny elbowed her gently in the ribs. The close proximity, the shared danger, the lingering heat between their legs – it was a ridiculous, nerve-wracking, and strangely intimate situation. Verity’s heavy balls pressed against the back of Penny’s knee. Penny could feel the heat radiating from Verity’s skin, the slight tremble of suppressed laughter or perhaps nerves.

"Just some… vigorous artistic expression, Lady Ashworth!" Julian offered weakly.

There was a pause. Penny and Verity strained their ears, barely breathing.

Then, Lady Ashworth spoke again, her voice dangerously close to the closet door. "And what, pray tell, is behind this door, Julian? More 'vigorous expression'?"

Penny’s heart leaped into her throat. Verity froze beside her. Through the crack, they could see Julian’s panicked face as Lady Ashworth reached for the closet doorknob.




Chapter 7: An Unlikely Interpretation

Lady Ashworth’s perfectly manicured fingers closed around the plain brass doorknob. With a decisive twist and pull, the closet door swung inwards, bathing the cramped interior – and its occupants – in the unforgiving light of the main studio.

Time seemed to screech to a halt. Penny and Verity stood frozen, caught mid-scramble, a tableau of panicked disarray. Penny’s daffodil blouse, missing buttons and hastily refastened, gaped open, offering a generous view of her lilac battleship brassiere straining to contain the sheer galactic mass of her chest. Below the blouse, there was only bare skin, sheer stockings held up by a precarious garter belt, and the unavoidable, still semi-tumescent reality of her thick cock and heavy balls pressing prominently against her lower belly.

Verity, crushed beside her, fared little better. Her cherry-red sweater was pulled down, but beneath it, nothing but red lace panties (now slightly askew), stockings, and the equally magnificent, semi-hard length of her own cock, its impressive girth and the weighty swell of her balls impossible to ignore. Their eyes were wide with terror, bodies pressed together in an intimacy born solely of spatial constraint, their combined bosoms – truly staggering mountains of feminine flesh – practically spilling out of the closet.

Julian, standing helplessly nearby, let out a strangled gasp, his face a mask of pure, unadulterated horror. His career, his reputation, his funding – all flashed before his eyes. In a desperate, adrenaline-fueled surge of verbal diarrhoea, he blurted out the first thing that scrambled into his panicked brain.

"DON'T LOOK!" he yelped, flinging an arm out dramatically as if to shield Lady Ashworth’s eyes. "It's… it's my secret shame! My… my enormous… collection!"

A beat of stunned silence fell. Lady Ashworth, who had initially recoiled slightly at the sudden reveal, blinked. She lowered the hand she’d instinctively raised, her expression shifting from shock not to moral outrage, but to one of intense, almost academic scrutiny. Her sharp eyes, accustomed to appraising artistic merit (and Julian’s known eccentricities), swept over the two figures crammed into the closet.

She saw the spectacular, near-planetary scale of their breasts. She saw the startlingly realistic, thick cocks and heavy balls nestled between their thighs. She noted the contrast between the flimsy, feminine garments and the sheer, undeniable masculine heft below. She took in their frozen, statue-like poses born of sheer terror. And Julian’s words – "secret shame," "enormous collection" – echoed in her mind.

Instead of shrieking or fainting, Lady Ashworth tilted her head, adjusting her spectacles. "Ah," she said slowly, her voice regaining its usual clipped precision, though tinged now with a strange sort of critical distance. "I see."

Julian stared, dumbfounded. Penny and Verity remained utterly immobile, scarcely daring to breathe.

Lady Ashworth took a step closer, peering into the closet, her gaze sharp and analytical. "Your 'collection,' Julian?" she continued, tapping a finger against her chin. "Extraordinary. I hadn't realized your… interests… had taken quite such a… literal turn."

Julian blinked. Collection? Literal turn? What on earth was she talking about?

"The realism is… quite something," Lady Ashworth went on, her eyes narrowing as she focused on Verity’s straining red lace panties and the thick ridge beneath. "Almost unsettlingly lifelike. Particularly the… ah… anatomical detailing. Very bold."

It dawned on Julian with dizzying speed. She thought they were mannequins. Incredibly lifelike, anatomically explicit, possibly custom-made mannequins or hyper-realistic sculptures that represented his "secret shame" – presumably, an obsession with extreme physical forms.

Playing along was his only option. "Y-yes, my Lady!" he stammered, trying to inject a note of artistic gravitas into his voice. "My… my private studies. Exploring the… the duality of form! The societal pressures! The… the sheer weight of existence!" He gestured vaguely towards Penny’s magnificent chest.

Lady Ashworth nodded slowly, absorbing this pretentious nonsense. "Mm. Visceral. One certainly gets a sense of… weight." Her gaze lingered on Penny’s straining brassiere. "And cramming them into a closet like this… together… rather Freudian, wouldn't you say, Julian? Representing repressed desires, perhaps? Or the suffocating nature of societal expectations?"

Inside the closet, Penny felt a hysterical giggle bubble up, which she suppressed with heroic effort. Verity dug her fingernails into her own palm, her eyes wide with disbelief. They were trapped, forced to maintain their awkward, uncomfortable pose, enduring the critique of their bodies as if they were inanimate objects. The pressure of Verity’s heavy balls against her thigh was suddenly, acutely noticeable.

"P-precisely, Lady Ashworth!" Julian agreed fervently. "The confinement is key to the artistic statement!"

Lady Ashworth sniffed. "Well, it's certainly… provocative. Though perhaps a trifle overwrought? And the lighting in here does them no favours." She leaned forward slightly, her finger hovering near Verity’s impressive bulge. "Is this… silicone? The texture is remarkably convincing."

Verity flinched almost imperceptibly. Julian jumped forward. "Best not to touch, my Lady! Very delicate pigments! Still curing!"

"Hmph." Lady Ashworth withdrew her hand. "Well, Julian, while I appreciate artistic exploration, perhaps find a less… clandestine way to work through your… fixations. This is all rather unhealthy. And frankly, storing pieces of this scale in a damp closet is simply asking for mildew."

She turned away from the closet, seemingly satisfied with her bizarre interpretation. "Now, about the funding for the Pall Mall exhibition…"

Julian practically tripped over himself in his eagerness to lead her away, launching into a frantic discussion about gallery spaces and logistics. Penny and Verity remained frozen in the closet, listening to Lady Ashworth’s retreating footsteps and Julian’s increasingly relieved-sounding voice.

Only when the main studio door clicked shut, signalling Lady Ashworth’s departure, did they dare to move. A collective sigh of relief escaped them. Verity sagged against the wall, nearly dislodging a can of varnish.

"Sweet merciful heavens," Penny breathed, carefully extricating her arm from behind Verity’s back. "Did that… did that actually just happen?"

Verity started to laugh, a low, shaky sound that quickly escalated into helpless giggles. "She thought… she thought we were mannequins! His 'enormous collection'!" She clutched her stomach, her spectacular breasts jiggling. "Oh god, Pen, my cock nearly cramped trying to stay still when she leaned in!"

Penny joined in the laughter, relief washing over her in giddy waves. "Mine too! And 'remarkably lifelike anatomical detailing'… If only she knew!"

They slowly, carefully began to untangle themselves from the cramped space and the lingering absurdity of the situation, pushing aside dusty canvases, acutely aware of their continued state of undress and the lingering stickiness from their earlier activities. The immediate danger had passed, leaving behind only bewilderment and the pressing need to find their skirts.




Chapter 8: Relief, Release, and Reckless Abandon

The sound of Julian finally closing and locking the studio door behind Lady Ashworth echoed in the sudden quiet. Penny and Verity sagged against the dusty canvases and paint-splattered walls of the narrow closet, the adrenaline that had kept them statue-still now draining away, replaced by a giddy, trembling relief.

Verity’s laughter finally subsided into breathless chuckles. “My ‘enormous collection’…” she wheezed, wiping tears from her eyes, careful not to smudge her mascara further. “Honestly, Pen, the woman needs stronger spectacles. Or perhaps less sherry before luncheon.”

Penny leaned her head back, a wide grin splitting her face despite the absurdity. “’Remarkably lifelike anatomical detailing’… I thought I was going to burst when she almost poked your balls, Verity!”

“Tell me about it! Another second and my ‘lifelike detail’ would have twitched right in her face!” Verity shuddered dramatically, then pushed herself away from the wall, stepping carefully over a fallen canvas. “Right, let’s get out of this dusty cupboard before we actually do attract rats.”

They stumbled out into the main studio space, blinking in the slightly brighter light filtering through the large, paint-streaked windows. The lingering scent of Julian’s expensive champagne mingled with turpentine and the undeniable, musky aroma of their recent, interrupted sexual activities. Discarded clothing lay scattered around the chaotic space – their skirts, Penny’s formidable lilac brassiere, Verity’s red lace one, Julian’s shirt. The paint-splattered chaise lounge bore silent witness to their earlier exertions.

They stood facing each other for a moment, taking in their mutual state of disarray. Penny’s daffodil blouse, missing buttons and hastily refastened, gaped open, offering a generous view of the deep, shadowed valley between her truly colossal J-cup breasts, still encased in the sturdy lilac underwire structure. Below the hem of the blouse, her lower belly was bare, leading down to the thick, impressive length of her cock, now softening but still a substantial presence, resting heavily against the plump weight of her balls. Her sheer stockings clung to her long legs, held up by the lilac garter belt.

Verity, crushed beside her, fared little better. Her cherry-red sweater clung to her own magnificent upper topography, but beneath it, only the flimsy barrier of her askew red lace panties remained. Her equally stunning cock, perhaps a fraction longer than Penny’s but just as thick, jutted proudly from the lace, glistening slightly, flanked by her own heavy balls.

The shared laughter died down, replaced by a different kind of energy. The adrenaline hadn’t entirely faded; it simmered beneath the surface, morphing into a potent, reckless arousal fueled by the danger they’d just shared, the lingering intimacy of being pressed together in the dark, and the simple, undeniable fact that they were both half-naked, flushed, and still buzzing from Julian’s attention and their own interrupted pleasure.

Penny’s gaze dropped to the prominent bulge straining Verity’s red lace panties. Verity’s eyes simultaneously fixed on the thick shaft nestled against Penny’s belly. A slow heat bloomed between them, thick and palpable.

“Well…” Verity murmured, her voice dropping to a husky purr. She took a step closer, reaching out a hand, not to retrieve her skirt, but to gently trace the curve of Penny’s heavy breast over the fabric of her blouse. “Seems a shame to let all this… residual enthusiasm go to waste.”

Penny’s breath hitched. Her own cock gave a distinct throb, hardening noticeably against her skin. “We do have the place to ourselves now,” she whispered, her hand coming up to rest on Verity’s hip, her thumb brushing against the bare skin above her stocking top.

Verity leaned in, her scent – perfume mixed with sweat and arousal – filling Penny’s senses. “And I distinctly recall being rather… interrupted… earlier.” Her fingers moved from Penny’s breast down to the waistband of her garter belt, then lower still, her knuckles brushing against the thick, hardening shaft of Penny’s cock.

Penny gasped, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment. “So was I,” she breathed, her own hand sliding around Verity’s waist, pulling her closer, until the impressive bulges beneath their respective tops were pressed together. They could feel the heat, the hardness, the sheer substantial weight of each other’s erections through the thin layers of silk and lace.

With a shared, hungry groan, their mouths met. It wasn't the sophisticated kiss Julian had offered; this was raw, urgent, greedy. Tongues tangled, teeth clashed gently, hands began to explore familiar territory with renewed fervour. Penny fumbled with the buttons on her own blouse, tearing it open completely, freeing her lilac-bra-encased bosom. Verity simultaneously yanked her red sweater up over her head, tossing it aside to reveal her own spectacular chest spilling from its red lace confinement.

Their massive breasts pressed together, soft flesh yielding against soft flesh, constrained only by the inadequate lace and underwire. Verity reached behind Penny, deftly unhooking the formidable clasp of the battleship brassiere. Penny sighed in relief as the weight of her planets tumbled free, heavy and pendulous, nipples already hard peaks. She returned the favour, unclasping Verity’s bra, freeing her equally magnificent globes.

Now fully bare from the waist up, save for stockings and garter belts, they pulled back slightly, admiring the view. Two pairs of truly monumental tits, flushed and swaying slightly, above two pairs of thick, fully erect ten-inch cocks straining against flimsy panties.

“God, Verity, look at us,” Penny whispered, reaching out to cup one of Verity’s heavy breasts, feeling its familiar weight in her palm.

“Magnificent disaster,” Verity agreed, her own hand closing around Penny’s thick, throbbing shaft, slicking her fingers with the pre-c.um already beading at the tip. Penny moaned, arching into the touch.

Verity pushed Penny gently backwards until she bumped against a large, paint-splattered easel. "Stay right there," Verity commanded softly, before kneeling before her. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of Penny’s lilac panties and slid them down her legs, tossing them aside. Penny’s cock sprang fully free, thick, vein-ridged, pointing proudly upwards, her heavy balls hanging invitingly low.

Verity didn't hesitate. She took the entire head of Penny’s cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling expertly, eliciting a sharp gasp from Penny. She worked her way down the shaft, sucking powerfully, her lips slick, while her hands cupped and gently squeezed Penny’s heavy balls. Penny tangled her fingers in Verity’s hair, pushing her head down harder, moaning incoherently as Verity’s throat worked around her thickness.

The sight of Verity’s mouth working expertly on her cock, while Verity’s own magnificent breasts hung heavy and her own impressive erection jutted proudly from her red lace panties, sent Penny’s arousal skyrocketing. She reached down, grabbing Verity’s thick shaft through the lace, stroking it rapidly.

Verity moaned around Penny’s cock, her hips bucking slightly. After a few more moments of intense fellatio, she pulled back, her lips glistening. “My turn to taste,” she murmured, rising to her feet. She peeled off her own red lace panties, letting them fall to the floor. Her own magnificent erection sprang free, equally thick, equally impressive.

Before Penny could react, Verity pushed her gently backwards again, guiding her down onto her hands and knees on the dusty floor, her spectacular bare breasts hanging low, brushing against the canvas drop cloth beneath them. Verity knelt behind her, positioning herself.

"Ready for round two, Pen?" Verity whispered, pressing the slick head of her cock against Penny’s waiting entrance – the same entrance Julian had claimed earlier, now ready for her.

Penny looked back over her shoulder, her eyes glazed with lust. "Fuck me, Verity," she panted. "Fuck me hard."

Verity needed no further encouragement. With a low groan, she surged forward, sinking her entire ten-inch length deep inside Penny’s tight, wet heat in one powerful thrust. Penny cried out, a raw sound of pain and pleasure mingling, her back arching as Verity filled her completely.

Verity began to move, establishing a hard, driving rhythm. Her hands gripped Penny’s hips, pulling her back onto each thrust. Penny braced herself on her hands, her knuckles white, her own cock rubbing against the drop cloth, her heavy balls slapping against her thighs. Her massive breasts swung heavily with each impact, the nipples dragging against the rough canvas. The sound of wet, slapping flesh filled the studio, punctuated by Penny’s gasps and Verity’s guttural grunts. Verity’s own huge tits bounced rhythmically against Penny’s back, her heavy balls slapping against Penny’s buttocks with each deep plunge.

“Oh god… Verity… harder!” Penny begged, completely lost in the raw intensity of the moment.

Verity obliged, slamming into her faster, deeper, her breaths coming in harsh pants. She leaned down, biting Penny’s shoulder gently, licking the spot afterwards. She reached around, her hand finding Penny’s thick, slick cock, wrapping her fingers around it and beginning to stroke in time with her thrusts.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Penny screamed as pleasure crashed through her, her body convulsing around Verity’s buried length. Her own cock pulsed hotly, spewing thick ropes of c.um onto the paint-splattered drop cloth beneath them.

Feeling Penny’s climax, Verity roared, driving into her one last time, deeper than ever before, her own release flooding Penny’s insides with hot, sticky seed. Verity collapsed onto Penny’s back, panting heavily, her cock still buried deep inside, her enormous breasts cushioning her fall against Penny’s shoulders.

They stayed like that for long moments, slick with sweat and seed, their harsh breaths slowly evening out, the only sound in the studio the frantic pounding of their own hearts. Relief and release, tangled together in reckless abandon on a dusty studio floor.




Chapter 9: The Sticky Aftermath and Julian's Return

Slowly, inevitably, the real world began to intrude on their sweat-slicked bubble of post-coital bliss. The floor felt hard beneath Penny’s knees, dusty canvas sticking uncomfortably to her damp skin. Verity’s weight, though welcome moments before, now pressed heavily on her back.

“Alright, you magnificent beast,” Penny murmured, shifting slightly. “Much as I enjoy being your personal mattress, I believe my knees are permanently imprinted with the texture of this drop cloth.”

Verity groaned softly, lifting her head. She slid off Penny’s back with a wet, sticky sound, her cock finally slipping free from Penny’s thoroughly used entrance. She collapsed onto the floor beside Penny, landing in a sprawl of long limbs, enormous breasts, and impressive, now fully flaccid, male genitalia. Her heavy balls rested against the dusty floor.

They lay there side-by-side for a moment, panting softly, surveying the scene of their reckless abandon. Streaks of what might have been ultramarine paint smeared Penny’s thigh, mingling with drying semen. Verity had a smudge of raw umber on her spectacular left tit. Discarded bras, panties, and Julian’s shirt lay nearby like casualties of war.

“We really are a pair of filthy sluts, aren’t we?” Verity observed, a grin spreading across her face.

Penny chuckled, reaching out to flick a stray paint chip off Verity’s nipple. “Thoroughly, darling. And unrepentantly.” She sat up slowly, her muscles protesting slightly. Her own huge breasts swung heavily as she moved. “Right. Operation Clean-Up and Escape commences now. Before Julian gets back and finds us, quite literally, caught with our knickers down. Again.”

Verity sighed dramatically. “Spoilsport. But you’re right.” She pushed herself up, her own magnificent chest swaying. “First things first…” She located Julian’s discarded shirt and began using it rather unceremoniously to wipe the worst of the sticky mess – cum and sweat – from between Penny’s legs and her own.

“Verity! That’s his Charvet shirt!” Penny protested weakly, though she didn’t stop her.

“He owes us,” Verity declared firmly, tossing the soiled garment aside. “Consider it compensation for emotional distress and potential discovery by terrifyingly posh patrons.” She located her red lace panties and stepped back into them, grimacing slightly. “Ugh. Damp.” She then retrieved Penny’s lilac silk pair and handed them over.

Penny pulled hers on, the cool, slightly damp silk feeling strange against her skin. They found their bras – Penny’s formidable lilac contraption and Verity’s slightly less structural but still substantial red lace one – and wrestled themselves back into the supportive structures, hoisting their planetary breasts back into the cups and fastening the complex arrays of hooks and eyes. It felt both restrictive and reassuring after their recent freedom.

Next came the skirts. Penny located her navy pencil skirt and wriggled into it, zipping it up carefully over the lilac panties that now barely concealed her completely soft cock and balls. Verity found her black pleated skirt and pulled it on, smoothing the fabric down over her own impressive, though currently dormant, package.

They were just retrieving their blouses – Penny’s daffodil yellow and Verity’s cherry-red sweater – when they heard the sound of a key turning in the main studio lock.

“Shit!” Penny hissed, grabbing her blouse.

“Too late!” Verity whispered frantically, pulling her sweater over her head just as the door swung open.

Julian stepped inside, looking harried and exhausted. He stopped dead in his tracks, his eyes widening as he took in the scene. Penny and Verity stood in the middle of the studio, mostly dressed but clearly flushed and dishevelled. Their discarded bras and panties lay near the easel. The chaise lounge still bore the imprint of their earlier activities. And the drop cloth… well, the drop cloth told a very explicit, very recent story written in bodily fluids and smeared paint.

Julian’s gaze swept over them, taking in Penny’s hastily buttoned blouse (still missing a button) and Verity pulling her sweater down over her chest. His eyes lingered for a moment on the damp patches darkening their skirts near the crotch, then flicked to the Jackson Pollock explosion on the floor canvas. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face, erasing the earlier panic.

“Well, well,” he said softly, closing the door behind him. “It seems my ‘enormous collection’ has been… interacting.”

Penny blushed furiously, fumbling with her remaining blouse buttons. Verity merely raised an eyebrow, crossing her arms beneath her magnificent breasts, adopting an air of defiant nonchalance.

“We were just… tidying up,” Verity offered, gesturing vaguely at the surrounding chaos.

Julian chuckled, walking further into the room. He stepped carefully over the soiled drop cloth, his eyes twinkling. “Tidying up? Or continuing the artistic exploration without me?” He stopped in front of Verity, reaching out to gently brush a stray strand of hair from her forehead. His knuckles deliberately grazed the swell of her breast through the red sweater.

“Perhaps we were inspired,” Penny murmured, finally getting her blouse done up.

Julian turned his attention to her, his gaze appreciative. “I can see that.” He leaned in conspiratorially. “Lady Ashworth has departed, none the wiser, though she did lecture me quite severely on the dangers of mildew and ‘unhealthy fixations’.” He shook his head in amusement. “If only she knew the half of it.”

He looked back and forth between them, the earlier hunger returning to his eyes. “So,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. “Now that the dragon has been slain… or at least, temporarily placated… is the ‘collection’ open for further… appreciation?” His gaze dropped pointedly towards the still-prominent bulges beneath their skirts.

Penny and Verity exchanged a quick glance. The danger, the shared orgasm, the absurdity – it had forged a strange, charged intimacy. Looking at Julian now, flushed with his own relief and renewed desire, the idea wasn't entirely unwelcome.

Verity stepped closer to Julian, reaching up to straighten his collar, her fingers lingering perhaps longer than necessary. “Perhaps,” she purred. “But this time, Julian darling… you do the cleaning up.”




Chapter 10: Exit Stage Left, Pursued by Laundry

Julian’s eyes gleamed at Verity’s condition. “Clean up?” he repeated, his gaze sweeping over the paint-and-fluid-splattered drop cloth, then back to Verity’s challenging expression. A slow smile spread across his face. “My dear Verity, for another taste of what this ‘collection’ has to offer, I would happily scrub the entire studio floor with my own toothbrush.”

Penny snorted softly. “Don’t give him ideas, darling. We’ll be here all night.”

“Promises, promises,” Verity purred, stepping closer to Julian. She ran a finger down his chest, pausing at his belt buckle. “But first things first.”

Julian groaned as Verity’s skilled fingers undid his belt and trousers, quickly freeing his already reviving erection. He was thick and ready, clearly energized by their recent activities and the promise of more. Penny watched, feeling her own desire stir again, a familiar heat pooling low in her belly. The sheer recklessness of the situation, the close call with Lady Ashworth, it had left them both wired, hungry for a final, definitive release.

Julian needed no further encouragement. He pulled Verity into a deep kiss, his hands immediately finding the spectacular curves of her breasts beneath the red sweater. Simultaneously, he reached out, pulling Penny towards them. Soon, clothes were once again being discarded – sweaters, blouses, skirts, trousers tumbling to the floor in a heap. Bras were unhooked with practiced ease, freeing four magnificent, heavy breasts to join the fray. Penny’s and Verity’s thick, impressive cocks sprang instantly to full, rigid attention, matching Julian’s own enthusiastic erection.

This time, the encounter was less frantic, more deliberate. Julian seemed determined to appreciate every inch of his ‘collection’. He positioned Penny on the chaise lounge, spreading her legs wide, and knelt between them, burying his face between her massive breasts, worshipping them with lips and tongue while his hands explored the heavy weight of her balls and the thick length of her cock.

Verity joined in, straddling Penny’s chest, lowering her own equally impressive breasts for Penny to suckle while Verity leaned down to lavish attention on Penny’s waiting mouth. Julian shifted, taking Penny’s thick shaft deep into his throat, his ministrations expert and thorough. Penny writhed beneath them, overwhelmed, her hands alternatively tangled in Julian’s hair and gripping Verity’s voluptuous hips.

Then, roles shifted. Verity slid down, positioning herself at the foot of the chaise, taking Julian’s cock into her mouth while Julian moved to worship Verity’s spectacular chest. Penny, watching them, reached down, her fingers finding Verity’s thick, slick cock, stroking it rhythmically. The air filled with wet sounds, soft moans, and appreciative murmurs.

Finally, Julian positioned himself between Penny’s legs again. But before entering her, he guided Verity’s heavy, slick cock towards Penny’s mouth. Penny accepted her eagerly, sucking greedily while Julian slowly, deliberately, fucked her. Verity moaned around Penny’s ministrations, reaching down to guide Julian’s thrusts, her own heavy balls slapping against Penny’s chin. It was a tangle of limbs, breasts, and cocks, a decadent exploration of shared pleasure.

Climax arrived in a rolling wave. Julian came first, roaring as he flooded Penny’s depths. Almost simultaneously, Verity shot her load, groaning as thick ropes pulsed against Penny’s tongue and face. Penny, overwhelmed by the dual assault and Julian buried deep inside her, convulsed violently, her own orgasm ripping through her, her cock spraying hot semen onto Julian’s chest and Verity’s magnificent tits.

Spent and slick, they collapsed in a heap on the long-suffering chaise lounge. This time, the silence that followed felt more final. The frantic energy had dissipated, leaving behind a bone-deep exhaustion and the sticky evidence of their marathon session.

“Right,” Penny murmured after several long moments, carefully extricating a leg from beneath Julian’s shoulder. “Clean-up time. And you,” she added, poking Julian gently in the ribs, “made a promise.”

Julian groaned but pushed himself up, surveying the truly impressive mess on the drop cloth and surrounding area. “A gentleman always keeps his word,” he sighed dramatically, though his eyes sparkled. “Where do you keep the… scrubbing apparatus?”

While Verity directed Julian towards a utility sink, sponges, and some dubious-looking cleaning fluids, Penny began the more personal task of wiping herself down, using discarded items of Julian’s clothing with less compunction than before. Verity soon joined her, and together they managed a passable clean-up before beginning the serious business of getting fully dressed.

They located their own discarded bras, panties, skirts, and tops, dressing with business-like efficiency. Stockings were straightened, garters re-fastened, buttons done up (Penny strategically used a safety pin from her handbag for the missing one), and hair smoothed. Julian, meanwhile, scrubbed rather ineffectually at the drop cloth under Verity’s amused supervision.

“You missed a spot,” Verity instructed, pointing with a perfectly manicured finger.

“I’m an artist, not a charwoman!” Julian protested, though he dutifully scrubbed harder.

Finally presentable, Penny and Verity retrieved their handbags. The studio looked slightly less chaotic, though the drop cloth still bore distinct evidence of their activities. Julian abandoned his cleaning efforts, wiping his hands on a rag.

“So,” he said, stepping towards them, a hopeful look on his face. “Shall I call you? Perhaps dinner next week?”

Penny and Verity exchanged a glance. Julian was fun, undeniably attractive, and surprisingly game, but he wasn’t… quite them.

“Don’t call us, Julian,” Penny said gently but firmly. “We’ll call you.”

Verity nodded agreement, bestowing a dazzling smile on him. “It’s been… memorable, darling. Truly.” She leaned in and gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek, deliberately avoiding looking at his hopeful expression or the prominent bulge still tenting his hastily donned trousers.

And with that, they turned and walked towards the door, leaving Julian standing amidst his paint pots, soiled canvases, and the lingering scent of sex and turpentine.

Out on the cool London street, the evening had deepened into night. Streetlights cast pools of yellow light on the damp pavement. Penny linked her arm through Verity’s, leaning against her slightly.

“Well,” Penny said, taking a deep breath of the relatively clean air. “That was certainly more eventful than filing quarterly reports.”

Verity giggled. “And infinitely more satisfying than selling hats to Lord Ashworth. Though my knees might disagree tomorrow.” She patted her stomach beneath her skirt. “I’m famished now. Curry?”

“God, yes,” Penny agreed fervently. “And perhaps a large gin first.”

They walked on together down the street, their heels clicking in unison, two magnificent, spectacularly endowed figures melting back into the anonymity of the London night, leaving the chaos of Julian’s studio behind them, already anticipating their next adventure, or perhaps just a quiet cup of tea back at the flat. Whatever came next, they would face it together.

Tits, Pricks, and London Tricks




Chapter One: The Busty Misadventures of Tilly and Sasha

Tilly adjusted the straps of her gargantuan brassiere, a marvel of engineering that hoisted her J-cup jubblies into a gravity-defying spectacle. The satin fabric strained against her titanic chest pillows, the lace trim digging into her soft, creamy skin as she wiggled into a tight little flippy skirt. The hem barely skimmed her thighs, and every step made it flutter, threatening to reveal the monstrous package nestled beneath. Her ten-inch cock and melon-sized balls were a constant challenge to conceal, and today, she wasn’t even trying. The skirt clung to her hips, the outline of her colossal male appendage pressing lewdly against the fabric, while her hefty bollocks swung like pendulums with every sway. At 5’8”, she was the picture of feminine perfection—except for the outrageous bulge that made trousers a laughable notion unless she wanted to flaunt it.

“Oi, Sasha, you ready yet?” Tilly called, bending over to pick up a lipstick from the floor. Her skirt flipped up, exposing the silky thong stretched to its limits over her massive sack, the weight of her balls tugging the fabric taut. She caught her reflection in the mirror and smirked. “Fuck me, I’m a walking wet dream.”

Sasha sashayed in, her own J-cup wonders bouncing in a tight sweater that hugged her voluptuous chest cushions like a second skin. Her short skirt swished around her 5’7” frame, and the satin panties beneath did fuck-all to hide her own ten-inch prick and equally impressive nuts. She tossed her auburn hair, grinning as she patted Tilly’s bum with a playful smack. “You’re not wrong, love. Those knockers of yours could stop traffic, and that bulge? Christ, it’s a bloody crime to cover it up.”

They lived together in a cramped London flat, two mega-busty shemales navigating a world where women’s lib was a fairy tale, and every lass and lass-with-a-cock was expected to flaunt their assets. Bras were built like battleships, skirts were short and tight, and blouses were designed to pop a button if you breathed too hard. Tilly and Sasha loved it— reveled in it, even. They’d spent years perfecting the art of bending over at just the right angle, giving a cheeky flash of their titanic tallywhackers and boulder-like balls to anyone lucky enough to catch a glimpse.

Today, they were off to the pub, and Tilly had opted for a blouse so snug her stupendous sweater puppies threatened to burst free. Sasha, meanwhile, rocked a pencil skirt that hugged her arse and left her prodigious prick outlined in obscene detail. “Gonna give the lads a show tonight,” Sasha said, adjusting her bra to heft her enormous chest balloons higher. “Reckon I’ll bend over the bar to order a pint—let ‘em see these big bollocks dangling.”

Tilly laughed, her own gigantic jugs jiggling. “You’re a filthy tart, and I love it. Let’s see if we can shag someone proper tonight. Been too long since I’ve had a good ride.”

The pub was a riot of busty birds and well-endowed shemales, all dolled up in outfits that screamed sex. Barmaid Betty, a G-cup goddess with knockers that rivaled beach balls, leaned over to pour a pint, her tight sweater showcasing every curve. Her skirt rode up as she bent, revealing lacy knickers stretched over a respectable seven-inch cock and a pair of hefty nuts that swayed as she moved. “Evening, girls,” she chirped, giving Sasha’s arse a playful swat. “You two look like you’re out to cause trouble.”

“Always,” Tilly replied, leaning forward so her massive mammaries rested on the bar, her skirt flipping up to show off her enormous sack. Betty’s eyes widened, and she let out a low whistle. “Bloody hell, Tilly, your boyfriend must be knackered keeping up with that beast.”

Tilly snorted. “Please, Dave’s got a pitiful little five-incher. Barely tickles. I need a real shag tonight.” She caught sight of a curvy shemale across the room, her H-cup chest boulders spilling out of a low-cut blouse, her tight skirt doing nothing to hide a bulge that rivaled Tilly’s own. “Now she looks promising.”

Sasha followed her gaze, licking her lips. “Fuck, look at those massive milkers. And that package—her balls must be the size of oranges. Bet her husband’s a disappointment too.” She bent over to adjust her shoe, her skirt riding up to flash her own colossal cods, drawing a few appreciative gasps from nearby punters.

The shemale in question—Lola, as it turned out—strutted over, her flippy skirt swishing with every step. Her bra was a fortress of silk and steel, corralling her tremendous titty treasures into a cleavage you could lose yourself in. “Well, well,” Lola purred, eyeing Tilly and Sasha’s outrageous bulges. “You two are packing more than my useless prat of a husband. Six inches, and he thinks he’s God’s gift. Pathetic.”

Tilly grinned, yanking her skirt up to reveal her massive, semi-erect cock and the heavy balls beneath. “Ten inches, love, and these nuts could knock a man out. Fancy a go?” Lola’s eyes lit up, and she bent over the table, her skirt flipping up to show off her own impressive prick and a pair of bollocks that swung like ripe fruit.

“Bloody hell, yes,” Lola said, her voice husky. “Let’s take this somewhere private. My flat’s round the corner.” Sasha was already on her feet, her sweater straining as her gigantic jugs bounced with excitement. “Lead the way, you sexy bitch. I’ve got a load in these big balls that’s begging to be spent.”

The three of them stumbled out of the pub, a tangle of tight skirts, overstuffed bras, and obscene bulges. Lola’s flat was a shrine to feminine excess—lingerie strewn everywhere, bras with cups the size of mixing bowls, and skirts so short they were practically belts. Tilly wasted no time, shoving Lola onto the sofa and hiking up her own skirt. Her ten-inch monster sprang free, thick and throbbing, her enormous balls swaying as she straddled Lola’s lap. “Gonna fuck you silly,” she growled, rubbing her colossal cock against Lola’s equally impressive shaft.

Sasha joined in, stripping off her sweater to let her stupendous chest globes spill out, the bra hitting the floor with a thud. She yanked Lola’s blouse open, freeing those H-cup beauties, and buried her face between them. “Fuck, these are gorgeous,” she mumbled, her own massive prick tenting her skirt as she ground against Lola’s thigh. Lola moaned, her hands groping Tilly’s titanic titty towers as she spread her legs, her hefty nuts bouncing with every thrust.

The room filled with the sounds of slapping flesh, wet gasps, and filthy encouragement. Tilly pounded into Lola, her huge balls smacking against Lola’s arse, while Sasha knelt and slid her ten-inch beast between Lola’s lips. “Suck it, you dirty cow,” Sasha groaned, her massive chest pillows heaving as Lola gagged on her girth.

It was a glorious, sweaty mess of oversized cocks, swinging balls, and bouncing bazookas—a perfect night in a world where every bend, every pat, and every tight skirt was an invitation to fuck. Tilly and Sasha were in their element, and as they collapsed in a heap of sated limbs and spilled satin, they knew this was just the beginning of their busty, bawdy adventures.




Chapter Two: A Cheeky Shopping Spree

Tilly woke up sprawled across Lola’s sofa, her J-cup juggernauts spilling out of her unhooked brassiere, the satin straps tangled around her arms. Her ten-inch cock lay semi-hard against her thigh, her massive balls resting heavily on the cushion, still slick from last night’s filthy romp. She stretched, her tight skirt bunched around her waist, and grinned at the sight of Sasha sprawled nearby. Sasha’s own colossal chest cannons were bare, her sweater long discarded, and her skirt had ridden up to reveal her equally impressive prick and pendulous nuts, glistening in the morning light. Lola was nowhere to be seen, but the faint sound of a shower suggested she was washing off their sticky escapades.

“Fuck me, what a night,” Tilly muttered, hefting her tremendous titty treasures back into her bra. The thing was a masterpiece—silk and steel, cups deep enough to drown in, and it still barely contained her outrageous orbs. She tugged her skirt down, though it did bugger-all to hide the bulge of her monster cock and hefty bollocks. At 5’8”, she was all curves and feminine charm, except for the prodigious package that made every outfit a lewd spectacle.

Sasha groaned, sitting up and groping her own stupendous sweater puppies. “My tits are sore from all that bouncing, and these big bastards”—she cupped her massive balls—“feel like they’ve been drained dry. Worth it, though. Lola’s a right slag in the best way.” She adjusted her skirt, the fabric clinging to her ten-inch shaft, and smirked. “Fancy a shopping trip? I need a new bra—something to really show off these gorgeous globes.”

Tilly’s eyes lit up. “Oh, hell yes. Let’s hit the high street and flash some arse while we’re at it.” They tidied themselves up—barely—and strutted out, their flippy skirts swishing, their bras straining, and their bulges proudly on display. The London streets were a parade of busty beauties and well-hung shemales, all dolled up in tight blouses, short skirts, and lingerie that left nothing to the imagination. Every bird bent over to tie a shoe or pick up a coin, flashing knickers stretched tight over cocks and balls that would make a stallion blush.

Their first stop was Buxom Boutique, a shop famed for its industrial-strength bras and skirts cut to tease. The shopgirl, a G-cup vixen named Pippa, greeted them with a wink and a bum pat. Her blouse was unbuttoned to the navel, her massive mammaries practically spilling out, and her pencil skirt hugged a bulge that hinted at a solid eight inches. “Morning, loves,” she chirped, bending over to fetch a tape measure. Her skirt rode up, revealing lacy panties straining over a pair of hefty nuts that swayed as she moved. “What’re we after today? Something to hoist those titanic treasures or frame those colossal cods?”

Tilly leaned forward, her gigantic jugs resting on the counter, and gave Pippa’s arse a cheeky smack. “New bras, darling. These girls”—she jiggled her chest—“need something sexy but sturdy. And maybe a skirt that’ll flip up when I bend over, show off these big balls properly.” She turned slightly, her skirt fluttering to flash her enormous sack, drawing a gasp from Pippa.

“Bloody hell, you’re hung like a fucking horse,” Pippa said, her eyes wide. “My boyfriend’s got a sad little six-incher—can’t compare to that beast. Makes me weep, it does.” She straightened, her own bountiful bosom bouncing, and led them to a rack of bras. “Try these—satin, underwire, cups like bloody buckets. Perfect for your outrageous orbs.”

Sasha grabbed a crimson number, the cups deep and edged with lace, and stripped off her sweater right there in the shop. Her stupendous chest balloons sprang free, jiggling as she wrestled them into the bra. “Fuck, that’s tight,” she groaned, adjusting the straps. “Lifts ‘em right up—look at this cleavage!” She bent over to test a skirt, and her flippy hem flew up, exposing her massive balls dangling in silk panties. A bloke browsing nearby dropped his wallet, jaw slack.

Tilly picked a black satin bra, the kind that made her J-cup jubblies look like weapons of mass seduction. She shimmed out of her blouse, her titanic titty towers swaying as she hooked it on. “Christ, I could smother someone with these,” she laughed, turning to Pippa. “What do you reckon—fancy a feel?” Pippa didn’t hesitate, groping Tilly’s chest with a moan. “Fucking hell, they’re perfect. And that bulge—your skirt’s practically splitting.”

The shopping turned into a full-on flirt-fest. Tilly tried a tight skirt that hugged her arse and let her ten-inch prick press lewdly against the fabric, her hefty bollocks outlined like a pornographic relief map. Sasha opted for a flippy number that flew up with every step, flashing her colossal cods to anyone within eyeshot. They bent over racks, patted each other’s bums, and giggled as Pippa joined in, her own massive milkers bouncing as she fetched more options.

By the time they were done, the shop was a mess of discarded lingerie and hard-ons. Pippa rang them up, her blouse now fully unbuttoned, her G-cup wonders on display. “You two are trouble,” she said, bending over the till so her skirt flipped up, showing off her swaying sack. “Come back soon—I’ve got a backroom if you fancy a quick shag next time.”

Tilly grinned, yanking her new skirt up to flash her massive, semi-erect cock. “Count on it, love. These nuts are already itching for another go.” Sasha nodded, her new bra heaving with her gigantic globes. “Aye, and I’ll bring this prick along for the ride.”

Loaded with bags, they strutted out, their skirts swishing, their bras straining, and their bulges obscene. The street was their runway, and every bend, every sway, was a performance. A busty shemale in a tight sweater—K-cup knockers at least—passed by, her boyfriend trailing behind. She caught sight of Tilly’s bulge and sighed. “God, my Tom’s got a pathetic four inches. You lot make me jealous as fuck.”

Sasha smirked, bending over to adjust her bag, her skirt flipping up to reveal her enormous balls. “Come round ours sometime, love. We’ll show you what a real shag feels like.” The shemale’s eyes widened, and Tilly added, “Bring your mates—plenty of cock and tit to go around.”

Back at the flat, they dumped their haul and collapsed on the sofa, skirts riding up, bras creaking. Tilly fondled her own colossal chest cushions, her cock twitching under her skirt. “Fuck, I’m horny again. All that bending over’s got me riled up.” Sasha nodded, peeling off her sweater to let her stupendous sweater puppies breathe. “Same, babe. Let’s ring Lola—or Pippa. Hell, both. Get those massive cocks and balls over here for round two.”

Tilly laughed, already dialing. “You’re a genius, you filthy bitch. Let’s make this flat a proper fuck-den tonight.” The phone rang, and as Lola’s voice purred through, Tilly’s massive prick stiffened, her balls aching for more. The day had been a tease, a romp, a parade of smut—and the night promised to be even dirtier.




Chapter Three: A Proper Knees-Up

Tilly lounged on the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts straining the new black satin bra she’d nabbed from Buxom Boutique. The cups were deep enough to cradle her titanic titty towers, but the straps dug into her shoulders from the sheer weight. Her flippy skirt was hiked up, barely covering the ten-inch beast and melon-sized balls that sprawled across her lap. She’d kicked off her heels, and at 5’8”, her legs stretched out in a lazy, inviting sprawl. The flat smelled of sex and perfume, a heady mix from their shopping spree and the promise of more filth to come.

Sasha strutted in from the kitchen, her crimson bra hoisting her J-cup chest cannons into a cleavage that could swallow a man whole. Her tight skirt clung to her hips, the outline of her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks pressing against the fabric like a lewd sculpture. At 5’7”, she moved with a sway that made her massive mammaries bounce, and she carried two gin and tonics, the ice clinking as she bent over to hand one to Tilly. Her skirt flipped up, flashing her silk panties stretched tight over her colossal sack, the weight of her balls tugging the fabric down.

“Cheers, you sexy tart,” Tilly said, taking the glass and giving Sasha’s arse a firm pat. “Lola and Pippa are on their way. Reckon we’ll have a proper shag-fest tonight. My cock’s already twitching just thinking about it.” She adjusted her skirt, letting her massive prick peek out, thick and eager, her balls shifting beneath.

Sasha grinned, sipping her drink and plopping down beside Tilly. “Fuck, yes. Those two sluts’ll bring their own big knobs and bouncy bazookas. I’m dying to bury my face in Pippa’s G-cup goodies again.” She leaned forward to set her glass down, her stupendous sweater puppies nearly spilling out, and her skirt rode up to reveal her enormous nuts swaying in their silky prison.

The doorbell buzzed, and Tilly leapt up, her gigantic jugs jiggling as she sauntered over. She flung the door open to reveal Lola and Pippa, a vision of smutty excess. Lola’s H-cup chest boulders were crammed into a tight blouse, the buttons straining, and her flippy skirt fluttered around her thighs, hinting at the impressive bulge beneath. Pippa’s G-cup wonders bounced in a low-cut sweater, her pencil skirt hugging a package that promised at least eight inches of fun. Both carried bags—booze and lingerie, by the look of it—and their grins were pure filth.

“Evening, you horny bitches,” Lola purred, stepping in and smacking Tilly’s bum. She bent over to drop her bag, her skirt flipping up to show off her hefty bollocks dangling in lacy knickers. “Brought some gin and a few toys. My husband’s out with his pitiful prick, so I’m all yours.”

Pippa followed, her massive milkers swaying as she leaned in to kiss Sasha’s cheek. “Same here, loves. My bloke’s cock couldn’t satisfy a mouse. I need those monster dicks of yours to sort me out.” She bent to rummage in her bag, her skirt riding up to flash her own substantial sack, the panties barely containing it.

Tilly laughed, her colossal chest cushions heaving. “Come on in, then. Let’s get pissed and fuck like rabbits.” She led them to the sofa, her skirt swishing to reveal her massive balls with every step. Sasha was already pouring drinks, her bra creaking as her stupendous globes shifted. “To epic shags and epic tits,” she toasted, raising her glass. The others clinked, giggling as they downed the gin in one.

The flat turned into a den of debauchery faster than you could say “bend over.” Lola stripped off her blouse, her H-cup titty treasures spilling into a satin bra that barely held them. She yanked her skirt up, revealing her thick, semi-erect cock and a pair of balls that swung like ripe plums. “Fuck, I’ve been wet all day thinking about you two,” she said, straddling Tilly’s lap. Tilly’s own ten-inch monster sprang free as she tugged her skirt aside, her enormous nuts pressing against Lola’s thighs. “Gonna ram this right up you,” Tilly growled, grinding her prick against Lola’s.

Sasha and Pippa weren’t far behind. Sasha peeled off her sweater, her J-cup juggernauts Appoloosa-sized chest balloons bouncing free as she tossed the bra aside. Pippa knelt in front of her, tugging Sasha’s skirt down to reveal her ten-inch beast and hefty bollocks, the silk panties stretched to breaking. “Bloody hell, look at these big bastards,” Pippa moaned, cupping Sasha’s massive sack before sliding her lips over the tip. Sasha groaned, her stupendous sweater puppies heaving as she thrust into Pippa’s mouth. “Suck it, you filthy cow. Take it deep.”

Lola bounced on Tilly’s lap, her own impressive prick slapping against Tilly’s colossal chest cushions with every move. Tilly groped Lola’s H-cup wonders, squeezing the soft flesh as she pounded up into her. “Fuck, your arse is tight,” Tilly grunted, her massive balls smacking against Lola’s cheeks. Lola moaned, her skirt flipped up, her hefty nuts swaying as she rode harder.

Pippa pulled off Sasha’s cock with a wet pop, her G-cup goodies jiggling as she stood and shimmied out of her skirt. Her eight-inch shaft sprang free, thick and throbbing, her substantial sack swinging below. “Need this inside me,” she demanded, bending over the arm of the sofa, her skirt flipped up to show off her arse and dangling bollocks. Sasha didn’t need asking twice—she lined up her ten-inch monster and plunged in, her gigantic jugs bouncing wildly. “Take it, you slut,” Sasha growled, her balls slapping against Pippa’s with every thrust.

The room was a symphony of wet flesh, filthy curses, and creaking furniture. Lola climaxed first, her cock spurting across Tilly’s titanic titty towers as she cried out, her massive nuts pulsing. Tilly followed, pumping deep into Lola with a roar, her enormous sack tightening as she unloaded. Sasha hammered into Pippa, her stupendous globes slapping together until Pippa came, her prick spraying the sofa, her hefty bollocks twitching. Sasha pulled out and finished across Pippa’s arse, her ten-inch beast jerking as her big balls emptied.

They collapsed in a sweaty, sticky heap, skirts askew, bras discarded, and bulges softening. Tilly grinned, her J-cup jubblies glistening with Lola’s mess. “Fuck, that was brilliant. My nuts feel lighter already.” Sasha laughed, her colossal chest cannons heaving. “Aye, and my cock’s knackered. Worth it, though.”

Lola stretched, her H-cup treasures bouncing. “Better than my husband’s limp little prick any day.” Pippa nodded, her G-cup wonders still flushed. “Same. You two are fucking legends.”

They clinked their glasses again, the gin sloshing, and settled in for a breather—though with these four, it wouldn’t be long before the skirts flipped up and the cocks got hard again. The night was young, and the flat was primed for more smutty chaos.




Chapter Four: A Rude Awakening

Tilly stirred on the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts aching from the night’s excesses. Her black satin bra hung loose around her shoulders, the cups barely clinging to her titanic chest pillows, smeared with dried streaks of Lola’s enthusiasm. Her flippy skirt was a crumpled mess around her waist, her ten-inch cock flopped against her thigh, still sticky, and her massive balls sprawled heavily across the cushion. At 5’8”, she was a vision of feminine excess—curves for days and a package that defied every tight skirt she owned. The flat reeked of gin, sweat, and sex, a glorious haze of last night’s debauchery.

Sasha groaned nearby, sprawled face-down on the rug, her crimson bra twisted under her armpits, her J-cup chest cannons squashed against the floor. Her skirt had ridden up, exposing her silk panties stretched tight over her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks, the fabric damp from exertion. At 5’7”, she was all lush softness—except for the colossal male endowment that made her every outfit a lewd spectacle. She rolled over, her stupendous sweater puppies bouncing free, and rubbed her eyes. “Fuck me, my head’s pounding. And my nuts feel like they’ve been wrung out.”

The sound of clinking bottles drew their bleary gazes to the kitchen. Lola emerged, her H-cup titty treasures jiggling in a half-unbuttoned blouse, her flippy skirt swishing around her thighs. Her impressive cock and hefty balls bulged beneath, the lacy knickers doing fuck-all to hide them. Pippa followed, her G-cup wonders swaying in a crumpled sweater, her pencil skirt askew, revealing a glimpse of her eight-inch shaft and substantial sack. They carried a tray of tea and toast, grinning like they hadn’t just fucked each other senseless hours ago.

“Morning, you filthy slags,” Lola chirped, bending over to set the tray down. Her skirt flipped up, flashing her massive nuts dangling in their lace prison, and Tilly let out a low whistle. “Thought you’d sleep all day after that pounding,” Lola added, patting Sasha’s bum as she handed her a mug.

Pippa plopped onto the sofa beside Tilly, her bountiful bosom brushing Tilly’s arm. “Aye, you two wore us out. My arse is sore, and my prick’s still tingling.” She leaned forward to grab a slice of toast, her skirt riding up to show off her swaying bollocks, and smirked. “Worth it, though. My boyfriend’s limp little five-incher’s got nothing on your monsters.”

Tilly sipped her tea, adjusting her bra to heft her gigantic jugs back into place. “Glad we could help, love. These big bastards”—she cupped her massive balls—“were begging for a workout.” She tugged her skirt down, though it barely covered her colossal cock, the outline pressing lewdly against the fabric. “Reckon we should clean up and hit the town again. Maybe find some fresh meat to shag.”

Sasha perked up, her stupendous globes jiggling as she sat upright. “Fuck, yes. I need a new blouse—something tight to show off these beauties.” She groped her own chest, then bent over to grab her sweater, her skirt flipping up to reveal her enormous sack swinging free. “And maybe a skirt that’ll flash these nuts every time I move.”

Lola laughed, her H-cup chest boulders bouncing. “You two are insatiable. I’ve got a mate, Gemma—she’s got K-cup knockers and a prick to match yours. Her husband’s a dud, too—six inches, barely gets hard. She’d love a go with you lot.” Pippa nodded, her G-cup goodies shifting as she leaned back. “Bring her along. We’ll make it a proper party.”

The plan was set. They tidied up—sort of—shoving bras and panties under cushions, and dolled themselves up for another round of filth. Tilly slipped into a tight blouse that hugged her J-cup jubblies, the buttons straining, and a short skirt that flipped up with every step, flashing her massive balls. Sasha opted for a sweater that clung to her stupendous sweater puppies, the neckline plunging, and a flippy skirt that barely covered her ten-inch beast and hefty nuts. Lola and Pippa freshened up too, their outfits equally obscene—blouses popping, skirts teasing, bulges begging for attention.

They met Gemma at a café down the road, and fuck, she was a sight. Her K-cup chest balloons spilled out of a satin bra visible through her sheer blouse, the fabric stretched to breaking. Her tight skirt outlined a bulge that rivaled Tilly’s, her ten-inch cock and enormous balls pressing against the material. At 5’9”, she was all lush curves and feminine grace, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders. “Bloody hell, you weren’t kidding,” she said, eyeing Tilly and Sasha’s obscene packages. “My husband’s cock’s a joke next to those. Six inches, and he thinks he’s a stud.”

Tilly grinned, bending over to adjust her shoe, her skirt flipping up to show off her colossal sack. “Stick with us, love. We’ll give you a proper shag.” Gemma’s eyes widened, and she licked her lips. “Fuck, yes. I’m in.”

The café turned into a parade of smut. Gemma leaned over to grab a sugar packet, her blouse gaping to reveal her K-cup wonders, her skirt riding up to flash her hefty bollocks. Sasha “accidentally” dropped her spoon and bent to retrieve it, her stupendous globes nearly popping free, her massive nuts swinging in her panties. Tilly flirted with the waiter, a cute lad with wandering eyes, letting her skirt flutter to tease her ten-inch monster. Pippa and Lola joined in, patting arses and bending over tables, their G- and H-cup treasures bouncing with every move.

By the time they left, the waiter was red-faced, and the other patrons were either scandalized or horny as fuck. The group strutted to a nearby club, skirts swishing, bras creaking, and bulges on full display. The dance floor was a sea of busty birds and well-hung shemales, all grinding and groping. Tilly pulled Gemma close, their colossal chest cushions pressing together as she ground her massive prick against Gemma’s. “Gonna fuck you right here,” Tilly whispered, yanking her skirt up to rub her ten-inch beast against Gemma’s thigh, her enormous balls swaying.

Sasha danced with Pippa, their stupendous and G-cup globes bouncing as Sasha’s skirt flipped up, flashing her hefty nuts. Lola joined in, her H-cup titty treasures jiggling as she sandwiched herself between them, her impressive cock tenting her skirt. The music pulsed, the air thick with lust, and soon they were a tangle of hands, cocks, and tits, skirts hiked up, bras unhooked.

Tilly shoved Gemma against a wall, her J-cup juggernauts heaving as she thrust her massive prick into her, their balls slapping together. Sasha bent Pippa over a table, pounding her eight-inch shaft with her ten-inch monster, their colossal chest cannons bouncing wildly. Lola straddled a chair, jerking her thick cock as she watched, her hefty nuts pulsing.

The club erupted in cheers and moans, a filthy free-for-all of oversized assets and unbridled fucking. Tilly and Sasha were in their element, their massive cocks and balls claiming every willing hole, their stupendous tits a beacon of smutty glory. The night was a blur of sweat, spunk, and satin—and they wouldn’t have it any other bloody way.




Chapter Five: A Sticky Situation

Tilly woke to the sound of Sasha giggling, her J-cup juggernauts still half-spilling from her bra, the satin cups sticky with last night’s club escapades. Her ten-inch cock lay heavy against her thigh, her massive balls sprawled across the bedsheets, aching from the relentless pounding she’d dished out. At 5’8”, she was a disheveled goddess—curves dripping with sex, her tight skirt bunched around her hips, barely concealing the colossal bulge that defined her. The flat was a wreck: discarded bras, crumpled skirts, and a faint whiff of gin and spunk hanging in the air.

Sasha lounged beside her, her J-cup chest cannons free of their crimson bra, the fabric tossed somewhere in the chaos. Her flippy skirt was hiked up, her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks spilling out of her silk panties, glistening with leftover lust. At 5’7”, she was a vision of filthy perfection, her blonde hair a tangled mess as she scrolled her phone, snickering. “Oi, Tilly, look at this—Gemma’s texted. Says her husband caught wind of last night and threw a fit. Poor sod’s jealous of our massive cocks.”

Tilly smirked, adjusting her bra to hoist her titanic titty towers back into place. “Serves him right, the limp-pricked twat. Six inches? He’s got no business whining when she’s got K-cup wonders and a prick to match ours.” She stretched, her skirt flipping up to flash her enormous sack, and groped her own colossal chest cushions. “Fuck, I’m still horny. Last night was a riot, but my balls are itching for more.”

Sasha nodded, her stupendous sweater puppies jiggling as she sat up. “Same, babe. Let’s drag Gemma over—maybe Lola and Pippa too. Turn this flat into a proper fuck-fest again.” She bent over to grab her sweater, her skirt riding up to reveal her massive nuts swinging free, and Tilly gave her arse a playful smack. “You’re a genius, you dirty slag.”

The doorbell buzzed before they could dial, and Tilly strutted over, her gigantic jugs bouncing with every step. She flung the door open to find Gemma, her K-cup chest balloons straining a tight blouse, the buttons popping under the pressure. Her short skirt clung to her hips, outlining a bulge that rivaled Tilly’s own ten-inch beast and melon-sized balls. Her face was flushed, her auburn hair wild. “Bloody hell, you two,” she panted, stepping in and bending to drop her bag, her skirt flipping up to flash her hefty bollocks in lacy knickers. “My husband’s gone mental—says I humiliated him shagging you lot in the club. I need a fuck to forget the prat.”

Sasha grinned, sauntering over, her stupendous globes swaying. “Come here, love. We’ll sort you out.” She yanked her skirt up, revealing her massive prick already stiffening, her enormous sack swaying beneath. Gemma’s eyes lit up, and she groped Sasha’s chest, moaning. “Fuck, these are gorgeous. And that bulge—my husband’s cock looks like a bloody pencil next to it.”

Tilly joined them, her J-cup jubblies heaving as she tugged her blouse open, letting her titanic treasures spill free. “Let’s give you a proper shag, then. These nuts”—she cupped her massive balls—“are bursting for you.” She shoved Gemma onto the sofa, hiking her own skirt to rub her ten-inch monster against Gemma’s thigh, her colossal sack pressing hot and heavy.

Gemma moaned, her blouse ripping as she freed her K-cup wonders, the satin bra hitting the floor. She yanked her skirt up, her ten-inch prick springing free, thick and throbbing, her enormous balls bouncing as she spread her legs. “Fuck me, you sexy bitches. I need it hard.” Tilly didn’t hesitate—she plunged her massive cock in, her hefty nuts slapping against Gemma’s arse with every thrust, her gigantic jugs bouncing wildly.

Sasha straddled Gemma’s lap, shoving her stupendous sweater puppies into Gemma’s face as she ground her ten-inch beast against her belly. “Suck these, you slut,” she growled, her massive balls swaying as Gemma’s lips latched onto her nipples. The sofa creaked under the weight of their filthy frenzy, skirts flipped up, bras discarded, and cocks slamming.

The doorbell buzzed again, mid-thrust, and Tilly groaned. “Fucking hell, who now?” She pulled out, her prick glistening, and stomped to the door, her J-cup juggernauts swinging. It was Lola and Pippa, grinning like cats in heat. Lola’s H-cup titty treasures bounced in a tight sweater, her flippy skirt teasing her impressive bulge. Pippa’s G-cup goodies jiggled in a blouse unbuttoned to her navel, her pencil skirt outlining her eight-inch shaft and substantial sack.

“Caught the gossip,” Lola said, stepping in and patting Tilly’s arse. “Gemma’s husband’s a right twat. We’re here to cheer her up.” She bent to kick off her shoes, her skirt flipping up to flash her hefty bollocks, and Pippa followed, her massive milkers swaying as she shed her sweater. “Aye, and our pricks need a workout,” Pippa added, her skirt riding up to reveal her dangling nuts.

Tilly laughed, her colossal chest cushions heaving. “Get in here, you horny cows. We’re mid-shag.” She led them to the sofa, where Sasha was now pounding Gemma, her ten-inch monster buried deep, her stupendous globes slapping together. Gemma moaned around Sasha’s nipple, her own thick prick jerking as her enormous balls tightened.

Lola stripped off her sweater, her H-cup wonders bouncing free as she knelt behind Sasha, rubbing her impressive cock against her arse. “Room for one more?” she purred, sliding in, her hefty nuts smacking Sasha’s thighs. Pippa joined Tilly, bending Gemma over further so Tilly could thrust back in, their massive cocks meeting inside her, their colossal sacks colliding with wet slaps.

The flat echoed with grunts, moans, and the sound of flesh on flesh. Gemma came first, her ten-inch prick spurting across the cushions, her K-cup chest balloons heaving as she screamed. Tilly followed, pumping deep with a roar, her massive balls pulsing. Sasha and Lola climaxed together, Sasha’s stupendous globes trembling as her ten-inch beast unloaded, Lola’s H-cup treasures bouncing as her hefty nuts emptied. Pippa finished across Gemma’s back, her eight-inch shaft jerking, her G-cup goodies flushed.

They collapsed in a sticky pile, skirts tangled, bras lost, and bulges softening. Tilly grinned, her J-cup juggernauts slick with sweat. “Fuck, that was a beaut. My cock’s knackered, but I’d do it again.” Sasha nodded, her stupendous sweater puppies glistening. “Aye, and my nuts are spent. Gemma, you alright?”

Gemma laughed, her K-cup wonders still trembling. “Better than ever. Sod my husband—he can sulk all he likes. You lot are my real fun.” Lola and Pippa chimed in, their massive chests heaving, agreeing they’d take Tilly and Sasha’s monsters over their boyfriends’ pitiful pricks any day.

The gin came out, the laughter flowed, and the skirts stayed hiked. The day was young, and with this crew, the filth was far from over.




Chapter Six: A Naughty Nightcap

Tilly sprawled across the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts spilling from her bra, the satin cups sticky and skewed from the day’s relentless shagging. Her ten-inch cock rested against her thigh, still slick, her massive balls splayed heavily on the cushion, throbbing faintly from overuse. At 5’8”, she was a sweaty, curvy mess—her tight skirt a crumpled ring around her hips, doing fuck-all to hide the colossal bulge that defined her existence. The flat was a warzone of lust: empty gin bottles, scattered lingerie, and the musky scent of spunk clinging to everything.

Sasha lounged beside her, her J-cup chest cannons bare, the crimson bra long lost in the chaos. Her flippy skirt was hiked up, her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks spilling from her silk panties, glistening with the aftermath of their romp with Gemma, Lola, and Pippa. At 5’7”, she was pure feminine filth, her blonde hair a wild tangle as she sipped a fresh gin, smirking. “Fuck, Tilly, my nuts are knackered. But Christ, I’m still randy as hell.”

Gemma stretched nearby, her K-cup chest balloons swaying as she adjusted her blouse, the fabric torn and useless against her outrageous orbs. Her short skirt clung to her hips, her ten-inch cock and enormous balls outlined in obscene detail. Lola and Pippa were sprawled on the floor, their H- and G-cup titty treasures heaving in crumpled sweaters, their skirts flipped up to reveal their impressive bulges—Lola’s thick prick and hefty nuts, Pippa’s eight-inch shaft and substantial sack. The room buzzed with post-fuck energy, everyone too knackered to move but too horny to quit.

Tilly grinned, hefting her gigantic jugs back into her bra, the straps groaning under the weight. “Reckon we need a nightcap—something to top off this filthy day.” She bent over to grab a bottle from the floor, her skirt flipping up to flash her massive sack, the silk panties stretched tight over her colossal balls. “How about we hit the bedroom? More space to spread out and fuck proper.”

Sasha’s eyes lit up, her stupendous sweater puppies jiggling as she stood. “Bloody brilliant. I want those K-cup beauties”—she nodded at Gemma—“bouncing in my face while I ram her.” She yanked her skirt higher, her ten-inch monster twitching, her enormous nuts swaying as she led the way. Gemma followed, her massive chest balloons bouncing, her prick stiffening under her skirt. “Fuck, yes. My husband can sod off—I’m yours tonight.”

Lola and Pippa scrambled up, their H- and G-cup wonders trembling as they shed their tops entirely. Lola’s flippy skirt swished, her hefty bollocks swinging free, while Pippa’s pencil skirt outlined her eight-inch beast. “Count us in,” Lola purred, patting Tilly’s arse. “My cock’s begging for more of you lot.” Pippa nodded, her bountiful bosom heaving. “Aye, and my nuts are itching to unload again.”

The bedroom was a shrine to smut—bras draped over the headboard, skirts tossed in corners, and a bed big enough for their depravity. Tilly flopped onto it, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she tugged her skirt off, her ten-inch prick springing free, her massive balls spilling across the sheets. “Come on, you sluts—let’s make this bed creak.” She spread her legs, her colossal sack swaying as she stroked herself, grinning.

Sasha climbed atop her, straddling her hips, her stupendous globes dangling in Tilly’s face as she lined up her ten-inch beast with Tilly’s arse. “Gonna fuck you silly,” she growled, thrusting in, her hefty nuts slapping Tilly’s thighs. Tilly moaned, her gigantic jugs heaving as she gripped Sasha’s hips, her own massive prick rubbing against Sasha’s belly.

Gemma joined, kneeling over Tilly’s face, her K-cup chest balloons swaying as she shoved them into Tilly’s mouth. “Suck these, you filthy bitch,” she demanded, her ten-inch cock dripping as she ground against Tilly’s chest, her enormous balls brushing her skin. Tilly latched on, sucking hard, her massive cock jerking beneath Sasha’s thrusts.

Lola and Pippa paired off beside them, Lola bending Pippa over the edge of the bed, her H-cup titty treasures bouncing as she slammed her impressive prick into Pippa’s arse. “Take it, you slag,” Lola grunted, her hefty nuts smacking Pippa’s cheeks. Pippa moaned, her G-cup goodies pressed into the mattress, her eight-inch shaft leaking as she rocked back, her substantial sack swinging.

The bed groaned under the weight of their filthy pile-up, a symphony of wet slaps, gasps, and curses. Sasha pounded Tilly, her stupendous sweater puppies bouncing wildly, her ten-inch monster stretching Tilly’s arse as her massive balls tightened. Tilly’s J-cup juggernauts jiggled with every thrust, her own colossal prick spurting across her belly as she came, her enormous sack pulsing. Gemma followed, her K-cup wonders trembling as her ten-inch cock sprayed Tilly’s chest, her hefty bollocks twitching.

Lola hammered Pippa, her H-cup treasures slapping together as she climaxed, her impressive prick unloading deep, her massive nuts contracting. Pippa groaned, her G-cup goodies flushed as her eight-inch shaft spurted onto the sheets, her substantial sack emptying with a shudder. They collapsed in a tangle of sweaty limbs, sticky cocks, and heaving tits, the bed a sodden mess of their lust.

Tilly laughed, her J-cup juggernauts glistening with Gemma’s spunk. “Fuck, that was a nightcap and a half. My balls are proper drained now.” Sasha nodded, her stupendous globes slick with sweat. “Aye, and my prick’s knackered. Best shag yet.” Gemma sprawled beside them, her K-cup chest balloons heaving. “Sod my husband—you lot are my bloody heroes.”

Lola and Pippa cuddled up, their H- and G-cup wonders pressed together. “Better than our useless boyfriends any day,” Lola said, her hefty nuts still twitching. Pippa smirked, her bountiful bosom flushed. “Aye, these monster cocks and tits are the real deal.”

They passed the gin around, sipping straight from the bottle, skirts and bras forgotten. The night had been a marathon of smut, and as they drifted into a hazy doze, cocks softening and balls sagging, they knew tomorrow would bring more—because in this world, the filth never stopped, and Tilly and Sasha were its busty, hung queens.




Chapter Seven: A Bawdy Brunch

Tilly blinked awake, sunlight streaming through the bedroom curtains, her J-cup juggernauts aching from the night’s relentless rutting. Her black satin bra was a twisted wreck around her torso, the cups smeared with dried spunk, barely clinging to her titanic chest pillows. Her ten-inch cock lay flaccid across her thigh, her massive balls sprawled heavily on the sheets, tender from the marathon of shagging. At 5’8”, she was a disheveled vision—curves drenched in sweat, her tight skirt long discarded, leaving her colossal bulge bare and unashamed.

Sasha stirred beside her, her J-cup chest cannons free of any bra, the crimson satin lost in the chaos of their fuck-fest. Her flippy skirt was bunched around her waist, her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks spilling from her silk panties, sticky with the remnants of their debauchery. At 5’7”, she was a blonde bombshell of filth, her hair a wild nest as she groaned, rubbing her temples. “Fuck me, my head’s splitting. And my nuts feel like they’ve been milked dry.”

The bed was a tangle of bodies—Gemma, Lola, and Pippa sprawled across it, their outrageous assets on full display. Gemma’s K-cup chest balloons heaved with every breath, her blouse shredded, her ten-inch cock and enormous balls flopped against her thigh. Lola’s H-cup titty treasures jiggled in a crumpled sweater, her flippy skirt flipped up to reveal her impressive prick and hefty nuts. Pippa’s G-cup wonders swayed bare, her pencil skirt shoved down, her eight-inch shaft and substantial sack resting limp. The room stank of gin, sweat, and sex—a glorious testament to their smutty nightcap.

Tilly grinned, groping her gigantic jugs as she sat up. “Bloody hell, we fucked like champs. Reckon we deserve a proper brunch—something greasy to soak up the gin.” She bent over to grab her blouse from the floor, her massive sack swinging free, the silk panties stretched tight over her colossal balls. “Maybe a café run—flash some tit and cock while we’re at it.”

Sasha perked up, her stupendous sweater puppies bouncing as she stretched. “Fuck, yes. I’m starving, and these beauties”—she jiggled her chest—“need airing out.” She tugged her skirt down, though it barely covered her ten-inch monster and enormous nuts, and smirked. “Let’s drag this lot along—make it a proper parade.”

Gemma groaned, her K-cup wonders trembling as she rolled over. “Count me in. My husband’s probably still sulking—fuck him. I’d rather flaunt my prick with you slags.” Lola and Pippa mumbled agreement, their H- and G-cup treasures shifting as they hauled themselves up, skirts swishing, bulges obscene.

They stumbled into some semblance of order—barely. Tilly slipped into a tight blouse that hugged her J-cup juggernauts, the buttons straining, and a flippy skirt that fluttered with every step, flashing her massive balls. Sasha chose a sweater that clung to her stupendous globes, the neckline plunging, and a short skirt that outlined her ten-inch beast and hefty nuts. Gemma threw on a sheer top that did nothing to hide her K-cup chest balloons, her tight skirt teasing her colossal bulge. Lola and Pippa opted for blouses that popped open over their H- and G-cup wonders, their skirts barely containing their impressive packages.

The café down the street was a bustle of busty birds and well-hung shemales, all dolled up in tight outfits that screamed sex. The waitress, a G-cup vixen named Rosie, greeted them with a wink, her blouse unbuttoned to show off her massive milkers, her skirt riding up to reveal a seven-inch cock and swaying sack. “Morning, loves,” she chirped, bending over to hand out menus, her knickers stretched tight over her hefty nuts. “You lot look knackered—rough night?”

Tilly smirked, leaning forward so her gigantic jugs rested on the table, her skirt flipping up to flash her enormous sack. “Rough and bloody brilliant. Shagged ourselves silly—now we need bacon and eggs to recover.” Rosie laughed, patting Sasha’s arse as she took their orders. “You’re a filthy bunch. I like it.”

The meal was a lewd spectacle. Sasha “dropped” her fork and bent under the table, her stupendous sweater puppies nearly spilling out, her massive nuts swinging as she flashed the room. Gemma leaned over to steal a rasher from Lola’s plate, her K-cup chest balloons brushing the table, her skirt riding up to reveal her hefty bollocks. Tilly flirted with Rosie, bending to adjust her shoe, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling, her colossal balls dangling in her panties. Lola and Pippa fed each other toast, their H- and G-cup treasures bouncing, their skirts flipped up to tease their impressive bulges.

A curvy shemale at the next table, her I-cup chest boulders straining a tight blouse, caught sight of Tilly’s package and sighed. “Fuck, my boyfriend’s got a pathetic five-incher. You lot make me wet just looking.” Sasha grinned, bending over to “fix” her skirt, her enormous nuts swaying. “Come round ours sometime, love. We’ll show you a real shag.”

Rosie returned with more coffee, her G-cup goodies bouncing as she leaned over, her skirt flipping up to flash her swaying sack. “You slags are trouble,” she said, smirking. “My shift’s done soon—fancy a quickie out back?” Tilly’s eyes lit up, her ten-inch prick twitching under her skirt. “Fuck, yes. These nuts”—she cupped her massive balls—“are ready for round two.”

They scarfed the last of their grub and followed Rosie to the alley behind the café, a narrow strip of grime and lust. Rosie yanked her blouse open, her G-cup wonders spilling free, and hiked her skirt to reveal her seven-inch cock and hefty nuts. “Come on, you hung bitches—fuck me proper.” Tilly pounced, shoving Rosie against the wall, her J-cup juggernauts heaving as she thrust her ten-inch monster in, her massive balls slapping Rosie’s thighs.

Sasha joined, grinding her stupendous globes against Rosie’s back, her ten-inch prick rubbing her arse. Gemma, Lola, and Pippa crowded in, skirts flipped up, cocks out—Gemma’s ten-inch beast, Lola’s impressive shaft, Pippa’s eight-inch rod—all jerking as they watched. Tilly pounded Rosie, her gigantic jugs bouncing, her colossal sack tightening as she came, pumping deep. Rosie moaned, her seven-inch prick spurting across the wall, her hefty nuts pulsing.

Sasha took her turn, slamming her ten-inch monster into Rosie, her stupendous sweater puppies slapping together, her enormous balls unloading with a groan. Gemma, Lola, and Pippa finished themselves off, their K-, H-, and G-cup treasures trembling as their cocks sprayed the alley, their massive nuts emptying.

They stumbled back to the flat, greasy, sticky, and grinning. Tilly flopped onto the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts glistening. “Fuck, that was a brunch to remember.” Sasha nodded, her stupendous globes heaving. “Aye, and my prick’s happy. Rosie’s a keeper.” The others agreed, skirts askew, bulges softening, already plotting the next filthy adventure.




Chapter Eight: A Saucy Surprise

Tilly lounged on the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts straining the tight blouse she’d thrown on after brunch, the buttons popping under the pressure of her titanic chest pillows. Her ten-inch cock and massive balls bulged obscenely beneath her flippy skirt, the silk panties stretched to their limit, sticky from the alley romp with Rosie. At 5’8”, she was a sweaty, curvy goddess—her blonde hair a tousled mess, her skin flushed with the glow of nonstop shagging. The flat hummed with the aftermath of their bawdy brunch, the air thick with gin fumes and the musk of spent lust.

Sasha sprawled beside her, her J-cup chest cannons spilling from a sweater that barely clung to her stupendous globes, the neckline torn from rough handling. Her short skirt rode up, her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks flopping free of her satin panties, glistening with the day’s excesses. At 5’7”, she was a vision of blonde debauchery, her legs splayed as she sipped a gin straight from the bottle. “Fuck, Tilly, my nuts are sore, but I’d still shag anything that moves.”

The bedroom door creaked open, and Gemma strutted out, her K-cup chest balloons bouncing in a sheer blouse that did fuck-all to hide her outrageous orbs. Her tight skirt outlined her ten-inch cock and enormous balls, the fabric clinging to her bulge like a second skin. Lola and Pippa followed, their H- and G-cup titty treasures jiggling in crumpled tops, their skirts flipped up to tease their impressive packages—Lola’s thick prick and hefty nuts, Pippa’s eight-inch shaft and substantial sack. They’d been napping off the brunch shag, but their grins said they were ready for more.

Tilly smirked, groping her gigantic jugs. “You lot look raring to go. Reckon we’ve got one more fuck in us before the day’s out?” She bent over to grab a cigarette from the table, her skirt flipping up to flash her massive sack, the weight of her colossal balls tugging her panties taut. “Maybe call Rosie back—her arse was begging for another round.”

Before anyone could answer, the doorbell buzzed, sharp and insistent. Sasha raised an eyebrow, her stupendous sweater puppies jiggling as she hauled herself up. “Who the fuck now? Better not be Gemma’s twat of a husband.” She strutted to the door, her skirt swishing, her ten-inch monster swaying beneath, and flung it open.

It was Rosie, but she wasn’t alone. Beside her stood a busty shemale with L-cup chest boulders that defied gravity, crammed into a satin bra visible through a sheer blouse. Her flippy skirt barely skimmed her thighs, her eleven-inch cock and grapefruit-sized balls bulging lewdly beneath, the lace knickers stretched to breaking. At 5’9”, she was all lush curves and feminine heat, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. “This is Vikki,” Rosie said, her G-cup wonders bouncing as she stepped in, patting Sasha’s arse. “My mate from the café. She heard about you lot and begged to join the fun.”

Vikki grinned, bending to drop a bag of booze, her skirt flipping up to reveal her massive nuts swinging free. “Fuck, you’re as hung as Rosie said. My boyfriend’s got a sad little six-incher—can’t keep up with these”—she cupped her enormous balls—“or these.” She jiggled her L-cup wonders, the blouse straining.

Tilly’s eyes lit up, her ten-inch prick twitching under her skirt. “Bloody hell, you’re a wet dream, Vikki. Those tits and that bulge—get in here.” She yanked her blouse open, her J-cup juggernauts spilling free, and tugged her skirt aside, her massive cock springing up, her colossal sack swaying. “Let’s make this a proper party.”

Sasha pounced, shoving Vikki onto the sofa, her stupendous globes heaving as she straddled her lap. “Gonna fuck you senseless,” she growled, hiking her skirt to rub her ten-inch beast against Vikki’s belly, her hefty nuts pressing hot and heavy. Vikki moaned, her L-cup chest boulders trembling as she groped Sasha’s tits, her eleven-inch prick stiffening beneath her skirt.

Gemma joined, her K-cup wonders bouncing as she knelt beside them, yanking Vikki’s blouse open to suck on her massive nipples. “Fuck, these are gorgeous,” she mumbled, her ten-inch cock leaking as she ground against Vikki’s thigh, her enormous balls brushing the cushions. Rosie paired off with Lola, bending her over the armrest, her G-cup goodies jiggling as she slammed her seven-inch shaft in, her hefty nuts slapping Lola’s arse. Lola moaned, her H-cup titty treasures bouncing, her impressive prick jerking beneath her flipped-up skirt.

Pippa climbed atop Tilly, her G-cup wonders swaying as she lowered herself onto Tilly’s ten-inch monster, her eight-inch shaft rubbing against Tilly’s belly. “Fuck me, you hung bitch,” Pippa groaned, her substantial sack bouncing as she rode, her tight arse gripping Tilly’s colossal cock. Tilly thrust up, her gigantic jugs heaving, her massive balls tightening with every slam.

The flat erupted in a cacophony of wet flesh, filthy curses, and creaking furniture. Sasha pounded Vikki, her stupendous sweater puppies slapping together, her ten-inch prick stretching Vikki’s arse as her hefty nuts pulsed. Vikki came first, her eleven-inch cock spurting across Sasha’s chest, her L-cup wonders trembling, her enormous balls unloading. Sasha followed, pumping deep with a roar, her massive sack emptying.

Gemma sucked Vikki’s tits harder, her K-cup chest balloons heaving as her ten-inch beast sprayed the sofa, her enormous nuts twitching. Rosie hammered Lola, her G-cup goodies bouncing as she climaxed, her seven-inch shaft unloading, her hefty nuts contracting. Lola groaned, her H-cup treasures flushed as her impressive prick spurted beneath her, her massive sack pulsing. Tilly and Pippa finished together, Tilly’s ten-inch monster flooding Pippa’s arse, her gigantic jugs jiggling, her colossal balls draining, while Pippa’s eight-inch rod coated Tilly’s belly, her G-cup wonders trembling.

They collapsed in a sticky, sweaty heap, skirts tangled, blouses shredded, and cocks softening. Tilly laughed, her J-cup juggernauts slick with Pippa’s mess. “Fuck, Vikki, you’re a keeper. Those tits and balls—bloody brilliant.” Sasha nodded, her stupendous globes glistening. “Aye, and my prick’s in love. Welcome to the crew.”

Vikki grinned, her L-cup chest boulders heaving. “Better than my boyfriend’s limp little cock any day. I’m sticking with you slags.” Rosie, Lola, and Pippa chimed in, their massive assets flushed, agreeing they’d take this lot over their useless men anytime.

The gin flowed again, the laughter loud, and the skirts stayed hiked. The day had been a nonstop fuck-fest, and with Vikki’s surprise arrival, the night promised more—because Tilly and Sasha’s world was a never-ending carnival of smut, and they were its busty, hung ringmasters.




Chapter Nine: A Filthy Flatwarming

Tilly lounged on the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts spilling from a tight blouse she’d barely bothered to button, the fabric stretched thin over her titanic chest pillows. Her ten-inch cock and massive balls bulged beneath her flippy skirt, the silk panties clinging to her colossal package, still damp from Vikki’s initiation. At 5’8”, she was a disheveled queen of curves—blonde hair wild, skin glowing with the sheen of endless shagging. The flat was a shrine to their debauchery: empty bottles, strewn lingerie, and the lingering tang of spunk in the air.

Sasha sprawled beside her, her J-cup chest cannons free of any bra, the torn sweater discarded somewhere in the chaos. Her short skirt rode up, her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks flopping out of her satin panties, sticky and sated from the day’s romp. At 5’7”, she was a blonde vision of filth, legs splayed as she puffed a cigarette, smirking. “Fuck, Tilly, Vikki’s a bloody marvel. Those L-cup beauties and that eleven-inch beast—my nuts are jealous.”

The bedroom door swung open, and Vikki strutted out, her L-cup chest boulders bouncing in a sheer blouse that showcased her outrageous orbs, the satin bra beneath straining to contain them. Her flippy skirt swished around her thighs, her eleven-inch cock and grapefruit-sized balls outlined in lewd detail. Gemma, Lola, and Pippa followed, their K-, H-, and G-cup titty treasures jiggling in crumpled tops, their skirts teasing their impressive bulges—Gemma’s ten-inch monster and enormous nuts, Lola’s thick prick and hefty sack, Pippa’s eight-inch shaft and substantial balls. They’d been plotting something, their grins wicked.

Tilly raised an eyebrow, groping her gigantic jugs. “What’s up, you lot? You look like you’re planning to shag the furniture.” She bent over to stub out her fag, her skirt flipping up to flash her massive sack, the weight of her colossal balls tugging her panties tight. “Spill it—I’m too horny to guess.”

Vikki smirked, leaning forward so her L-cup wonders nearly spilled out. “We’re throwing a flatwarming tonight. Rosie’s off shift soon, and we’ve invited a few more mates—busty slags with cocks to match ours. Time to christen this place proper.” She adjusted her skirt, her eleven-inch prick twitching beneath, her enormous nuts shifting.

Sasha’s eyes lit up, her stupendous sweater puppies bouncing as she sat up. “Fuck, yes. A proper orgy—my prick’s already itching.” She yanked her skirt aside, her ten-inch monster stiffening, her hefty nuts swaying as she grinned. “Who’s coming? I need details—tits, cocks, the lot.”

Gemma stepped forward, her K-cup chest balloons swaying. “Got a mate, Nadia—J-cup knockers, ten-inch cock, balls like oranges. Her boyfriend’s a dud—five inches, limp as a noodle.” Lola nodded, her H-cup treasures jiggling. “And my pal, Caz—H-cup beauties, nine-inch prick, hefty nuts. Husband’s barely six inches—useless.” Pippa chimed in, her G-cup goodies bouncing. “My cousin, Lexi—G-cup stunners, eight-inch shaft, big bollocks. Her man’s a four-incher—pathetic.”

Tilly laughed, her J-cup juggernauts heaving. “Bloody hell, it’s a hung harem. Let’s tart up—skirts short, bras tight, bulges out.” She hauled herself up, her ten-inch prick tenting her skirt, her massive balls swinging as she strutted to the wardrobe. The others followed, shedding crumpled clothes for fresh filth—blouses that popped over their massive tits, skirts that flipped to tease their colossal cocks and nuts.

By evening, the flat was packed. Rosie arrived, her G-cup wonders bouncing in a low-cut top, her seven-inch cock and hefty sack bulging her skirt. Nadia strutted in, her J-cup knockers spilling from a satin bra, her ten-inch prick and orange-sized balls outlined in a tight skirt. Caz followed, her H-cup beauties jiggling, her nine-inch shaft and hefty nuts pressing against her flippy skirt. Lexi brought up the rear, her G-cup stunners swaying, her eight-inch cock and big bollocks teasing her pencil skirt.

The gin flowed, the music thumped, and the shagging started fast. Tilly grabbed Nadia, shoving her against the wall, her J-cup juggernauts heaving as she thrust her ten-inch monster in, her massive balls slapping Nadia’s thighs. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Tilly growled, her gigantic jugs bouncing. Nadia moaned, her own ten-inch prick spurting, her orange-sized nuts pulsing.

Sasha tackled Caz, bending her over the sofa, her stupendous globes slapping together as she rammed her ten-inch beast in, her hefty nuts smacking Caz’s arse. “Take it, you slag,” Sasha grunted, her nine-inch shaft jerking beneath her. Vikki paired with Lexi, their L- and G-cup wonders pressing together as Vikki’s eleven-inch cock pounded Lexi’s arse, their enormous and big balls colliding.

Gemma and Rosie tangled on the floor, Gemma’s K-cup chest balloons bouncing as she rode Rosie’s seven-inch shaft, her ten-inch prick slapping Rosie’s belly, her enormous nuts swaying. Lola and Pippa joined, Lola’s H-cup titty treasures jiggling as she fucked Pippa’s eight-inch rod with her thick prick, their hefty and substantial sacks slapping.

The flat was a writhing mass of tits, cocks, and balls—skirts flipped up, bras unhooked, and furniture groaning. Tilly finished Nadia, her ten-inch monster unloading, her massive balls draining as Nadia’s J-cup knockers trembled, her ten-inch prick spraying. Sasha climaxed in Caz, her stupendous sweater puppies heaving, her hefty nuts emptying as Caz’s nine-inch shaft spurted. Vikki and Lexi came together, Vikki’s eleven-inch beast flooding Lexi, their L- and G-cup wonders shaking, their enormous and big balls pulsing.

Gemma and Rosie hit their peak, Gemma’s K-cup chest balloons bouncing as her ten-inch cock coated Rosie, her enormous nuts twitching, Rosie’s seven-inch prick unloading, her hefty sack contracting. Lola and Pippa finished, Lola’s H-cup treasures flushed as her thick prick pumped Pippa, her hefty nuts pulsing, Pippa’s eight-inch rod spurting, her G-cup goodies trembling.

They collapsed in a sweaty, sticky pile, gin bottles rolling, skirts and blouses a lost cause. Tilly grinned, her J-cup juggernauts slick with Nadia’s mess. “Fuck, this flat’s proper warmed now. My balls are spent.” Sasha nodded, her stupendous globes glistening. “Aye, and my prick’s happy. Best party yet.”

The others laughed, their massive tits and bulges sagging in sated bliss. Vikki’s L-cup wonders heaved. “Better than my boyfriend’s limp dick any day.” Nadia, Caz, Lexi, Rosie, Gemma, Lola, and Pippa agreed, their outrageous assets flushed, swearing off their useless men for this crew of hung, busty sluts. The night was a triumph, and the flat was officially theirs—a den of filth where the shagging never stopped.




Chapter Ten: A Rude Reckoning

Tilly woke sprawled across the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts spilling from a blouse that had lost half its buttons in the flatwarming frenzy. The satin bra beneath clung to her titanic chest pillows, sticky with the remnants of last night’s orgy. Her ten-inch cock and massive balls sagged against her thigh, her flippy skirt a crumpled mess around her hips, the silk panties stretched thin over her colossal package. At 5’8”, she was a wreck of curves and lust—blonde hair matted, skin tacky with sweat and spunk. The flat was a battlefield: overturned bottles, scattered knickers, and the heavy musk of nonstop shagging hanging thick.

Sasha groaned beside her, her J-cup chest cannons bare, the sweater shredded beyond repair. Her short skirt rode up, her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks flopping free of her satin panties, glistening with the aftermath of their filthy night. At 5’7”, she was a blonde disaster of sex, legs akimbo as she rubbed her eyes, muttering, “Fuck me, my nuts are screaming. What a bloody riot.”

The room was littered with bodies—Vikki, Gemma, Lola, Pippa, Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi, their outrageous assets sprawled in various states of undress. Vikki’s L-cup chest boulders heaved in a torn blouse, her eleven-inch cock and grapefruit-sized balls bulging her skirt. Gemma’s K-cup wonders trembled bare, her ten-inch prick and enormous nuts flopped against her thigh. Lola’s H-cup titty treasures jiggled in a crumpled top, her thick shaft and hefty sack teasing her flipped-up skirt. Pippa’s G-cup goodies swayed, her eight-inch rod and substantial balls outlined in her pencil skirt. Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi were a tangle of G-, J-, H-, and G-cup marvels, their seven-, ten-, nine-, and eight-inch cocks and hefty nuts sagging in exhausted glory.

Tilly smirked, groping her gigantic jugs. “We fucked this place into next week. My balls are knackered, but Christ, I’d do it again.” She bent over to grab a half-empty gin bottle, her skirt flipping up to flash her massive sack, the weight of her colossal balls tugging her panties taut. “Reckon we’ve got a cleanup ahead—or another round?”

Before Sasha could answer, a sharp knock rattled the door, followed by a muffled shout. “Open up, you bloody slappers!” It was a man’s voice—angry, posh, and vaguely familiar. Sasha’s stupendous sweater puppies jiggled as she hauled herself up, her ten-inch monster swaying beneath her skirt. “Fuck’s sake, that sounds like Gemma’s twat of a husband. What now?”

Tilly strutted to the door, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing, and flung it open. There stood a weedy bloke—Gemma’s husband, no doubt—red-faced and clutching a crumpled photo of the club shag from days ago. Behind him loomed two more men, equally furious, likely Lola’s and Pippa’s useless other halves. “You lot corrupted my wife!” Gemma’s husband barked, waving the photo. “Shagging in public—disgraceful!”

Sasha laughed, leaning against the frame, her colossal globes heaving. “Mate, your six-incher couldn’t keep her happy. She’s ours now—deal with it.” The other men bristled—Lola’s husband, a balding prat with a six-inch claim, and Pippa’s, a scrawny sod with a four-inch excuse—muttering about their “pathetic wives” and “unnatural cocks.”

Gemma staggered over, her K-cup chest balloons swaying bare, her ten-inch prick flopping as she smirked. “Sod off, Harold. Your limp little dick’s a joke next to these.” She gestured at Tilly and Sasha’s bulges, her enormous balls swaying. Lola and Pippa joined, their H- and G-cup wonders jiggling, skirts flipped up to flash their thick and eight-inch shafts. “Piss off, Geoff,” Lola snapped. “My nine-incher’s more man than you.” Pippa nodded. “And you, Tim—four inches? Fuck off.”

The husbands faltered, but Harold pressed on, stepping inside. “I’ll drag you home, Gemma!” Tilly blocked him, her J-cup juggernauts heaving as she yanked her skirt up, her ten-inch monster springing free, her massive balls dangling. “Try it, you wanker. I’ll fuck you up with this.” Sasha followed, her ten-inch prick tenting her skirt, her hefty nuts swaying. “Back off, or we’ll shag you senseless.”

The room erupted as the others rallied—Vikki’s L-cup wonders bouncing as her eleven-inch cock stiffened, Nadia’s J-cup knockers jiggling with her ten-inch beast, Caz’s H-cup beauties trembling with her nine-inch shaft, Lexi’s G-cup stunners swaying with her eight-inch rod, Rosie’s G-cup goodies heaving with her seven-inch prick. The husbands froze, outnumbered by a wall of massive tits, cocks, and balls.

Harold lunged at Gemma, but Tilly grabbed him, shoving him against the wall, her gigantic jugs pressing his chest as she ground her ten-inch monster against his thigh. “Last chance, prick,” she growled, her massive balls hot against him. Sasha pinned Geoff, her stupendous globes in his face, her ten-inch prick rubbing his belly. “Move, and I’ll fuck you raw.” Pippa and Lola tackled Tim, their G- and H-cup treasures bouncing, their eight- and thick shafts smacking his legs.

The husbands squirmed, then bolted, tails between their legs, shouting empty threats as they fled. The flat roared with laughter, skirts swishing, bulges proud. Tilly grinned, her J-cup juggernauts glistening. “Fucking cowards. My cock scared ‘em off.” Sasha nodded, her stupendous sweater puppies heaving. “Aye, and my nuts sealed it. Useless prats.”

Gemma flopped onto the sofa, her K-cup wonders trembling. “Good riddance. I’m done with that limp dick—give me your monsters any day.” Lola and Pippa agreed, their H- and G-cup treasures flushed, swearing off their men for this crew. Vikki, Nadia, Caz, Lexi, and Rosie cheered, their massive assets bouncing, ready to celebrate.

Tilly cracked open the gin, her ten-inch prick twitching. “To us—hung slags who fuck better than any man.” They clinked bottles, skirts hiked, bras lost, and the shagging resumed. Tilly bent Nadia over, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she pounded her ten-inch beast in, her massive balls slapping. Sasha took Caz, her stupendous globes heaving as her ten-inch prick thrust, her hefty nuts pulsing. Vikki and Lexi paired off, eleven- and eight-inch cocks slamming, L- and G-cup wonders trembling. Gemma rode Rosie, her K-cup chest balloons bouncing, her ten-inch prick spurting, while Lola fucked Pippa, their H- and G-cup treasures jiggling, thick and eight-inch shafts unloading.

The flat shook with their filthy triumph, cocks spurting, balls draining, and tits bouncing. They collapsed, sticky and sated, grinning like the smutty queens they were—free of limp-dicked losers and ready for more.




Chapter Eleven: A Smutty Showdown and Farewell

Tilly lounged on the sofa, her J-cup juggernauts spilling from a blouse that had surrendered its last button, the satin bra beneath clinging to her titanic chest pillows with a sheen of fresh sweat. Her ten-inch cock and massive balls bulged beneath her flippy skirt, the silk panties stretched tight over her colossal package, still pulsing from the morning’s romp. At 5’8”, she was a blonde goddess of filth—hair wild, skin flushed, the flat a testament to their week of unrelenting shagging. Bottles rolled, knickers draped over lamps, and the air was thick with gin and spunk.

Sasha sprawled beside her, her J-cup chest cannons bare, the sweater a lost cause days ago. Her short skirt rode up, her ten-inch prick and hefty bollocks flopping free of her satin panties, sticky with the latest round. At 5’7”, she was a blonde whirlwind of lust, legs splayed as she grinned, puffing a fag. “Fuck, Tilly, those husbands running off was the best laugh yet. My nuts are still buzzing.”

The flat buzzed with their crew—Vikki, Gemma, Lola, Pippa, Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi—lounging in various states of undress, their outrageous assets on full display. Vikki’s L-cup chest boulders jiggled in a torn blouse, her eleven-inch cock and grapefruit-sized balls tenting her skirt. Gemma’s K-cup wonders swayed bare, her ten-inch prick and enormous nuts glistening. Lola’s H-cup titty treasures bounced in a crumpled top, her thick shaft and hefty sack teasing her flipped-up skirt. Pippa’s G-cup goodies heaved, her eight-inch rod and substantial balls bulging her pencil skirt. Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi sprawled with their G-, J-, H-, and G-cup marvels, seven-, ten-, nine-, and eight-inch cocks and hefty nuts sagging in sated bliss.

Tilly smirked, groping her gigantic jugs. “Reckon we’ve fucked this week into legend. But I’ve got a filthy idea to cap it—something public, balls-out.” She bent over to grab a gin bottle, her skirt flipping up to flash her massive sack, the weight of her colossal balls tugging her panties taut. “A showdown at the pub—us versus any limp-dicked prat who dares.”

Sasha’s stupendous sweater puppies jiggled as she sat up, eyes gleaming. “Bloody hell, yes. A proper cock-off—tits swinging, pricks swinging, the works.” She yanked her skirt aside, her ten-inch monster twitching, her hefty nuts swaying. “Let’s doll up—skirts short, bras bursting, bulges proud.”

The crew rallied, shedding crumpled rags for their sluttiest gear. Tilly slipped into a blouse that barely contained her J-cup juggernauts, buttons popping, and a flippy skirt that flashed her massive balls with every step. Sasha chose a sweater that hugged her stupendous globes, neckline plunging, and a skirt that outlined her ten-inch beast and hefty nuts. Vikki, Gemma, Lola, Pippa, Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi followed—blouses straining over L-, K-, H-, G-, G-, J-, H-, and G-cup wonders, skirts teasing eleven-, ten-, thick-, eight-, seven-, ten-, nine-, and eight-inch cocks and enormous sacks.

The pub was packed—busty birds and hung shemales, all eyeing the crew as they strutted in. Tilly took the lead, climbing onto a table, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing as she yanked her skirt up, her ten-inch prick springing free, her massive balls dangling. “Oi, you lot! Any man here think his cock’s worth a damn? Step up—we’ll fuck you into next week!” The crowd roared, some jeering, some drooling.

Sasha joined, her stupendous globes heaving as she flashed her ten-inch monster, her hefty nuts swaying. “Come on, you limp pricks—show us what you’ve got!” Vikki, Gemma, Lola, Pippa, Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi lined up, skirts hiked, cocks out—eleven, ten, thick, eight, seven, ten, nine, and eight inches of glory, L-, K-, H-, G-, G-, J-, H-, and G-cup treasures bouncing.

A few blokes staggered forward—Gemma’s Harold, Lola’s Geoff, Pippa’s Tim, and a couple of random punters—red-faced and cocky. Harold waved his six-incher, Geoff his six, Tim his four, the others barely scraping five. “We’ll take you slags!” Harold barked, but the crowd laughed, their pitiful pricks dwarfed by the crew’s monsters.

Tilly pounced, shoving Harold onto a chair, her J-cup juggernauts in his face as she ground her ten-inch beast against him. “Watch this, you twat.” She turned, bent over, and fucked Nadia right there, her massive balls slapping, her gigantic jugs bouncing. Sasha took Geoff, bending Caz over a table, her ten-inch prick pounding, her stupendous globes heaving, her hefty nuts pulsing. Vikki grabbed a punter, her eleven-inch cock slamming Lexi, her L-cup wonders trembling, her grapefruit-sized balls swinging.

Gemma rode Rosie, her K-cup chest balloons bouncing, her ten-inch prick spurting as Rosie’s seven-inch shaft unloaded, their enormous and hefty nuts colliding. Lola fucked Pippa, her H-cup titty treasures jiggling, her thick prick pumping, their hefty and substantial sacks slapping. Nadia and Caz tangled with the last punters, their J- and H-cup knockers bouncing, ten- and nine-inch cocks dominating, orange-sized and hefty nuts draining.

The pub erupted—cheers, moans, and the wet slap of flesh. The husbands and punters came fast, their pitiful pricks spurting weakly, humiliated as the crew’s monsters unloaded in triumphant arcs. Tilly finished Nadia, her ten-inch beast flooding, her massive balls emptying. Sasha climaxed in Caz, her stupendous sweater puppies trembling, her hefty nuts spent. Vikki, Gemma, Lola, Pippa, Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi followed, their colossal cocks and balls pulsing, their outrageous tits heaving.

The losers slunk off, tails between their legs, as the crowd chanted for the crew. Tilly grinned, her J-cup juggernauts slick. “Fucking legends, we are. My cock’s king.” Sasha laughed, her stupendous globes glistening. “Aye, and my nuts rule. Limp pricks don’t stand a chance.”

They collapsed in the flat, gin flowing, skirts and bras gone, a sticky, triumphant mess. The week ended with their reign unchallenged—busty, hung, and filthy to the core.






Epilogue

Months later, Tilly and Sasha’s flat remained the heart of London’s smutty underworld. Vikki, Gemma, Lola, Pippa, Rosie, Nadia, Caz, and Lexi moved in, their massive tits and cocks a permanent fixture. Husbands and boyfriends faded into irrelevance, their limp dicks no match for the crew’s insatiable lust. The pub showdown became legend, whispered in every boozer where busty shemales bent over and flashed their bulges. Tilly and Sasha, J-cup queens with ten-inch monsters and massive balls, ruled it all—shagging, laughing, and drinking their way through a world where skirts flipped, bras burst, and the filth never stopped.
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