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RUMPELSTILTSKIN

Tabitha tried to be brave as she was
led through the hallway of the castle, but she was so scared her
knees were shaking. She could barely hold herself upright and was
glad that a guard had her by each arm to keep her from running
away. She focused on the king in front of her and the swish his
long velvet robe made against the floor. And she cursed her father
for ever being born.

The room in the high tower opened and
Tabitha was thrown inside. She landed on a big pile of straw.
Straw! She didn't even like straw! It pricked her skin through her
rough cotton dress and made her want to sneeze.

The king folded his arms and looked
smugly down on her. "If you can complete the task and prove your
father is trustworthy, you shall have a mighty reward! But if this
is not a pile of gold in the morning, then you and your father
shall be beheaded by noon!" he declared. And he turned and stormed
off, leaving the guards to lock the door behind her.

Alone in the room at last, Tabitha
burst into tears.

It wasn't her fault that her father was
a horrible man, a drunk and a braggart. That was all he did,
spending all his wages at the pub and telling bigger and bigger
stories about the things that weren't true. He talked about how his
dead wife, Tabitha's mother, had been the most beautiful woman in
the world with the biggest breasts and the firmest ass. He told
tales about how he once kissed a mermaid and fought off a
dragon.

And usually the other men at the pub
knew to ignore him. Old Pete was just talking shit again, so they
listened and they laughed and they blew it off as another stupid
thing he said. Nobody took him seriously.

But somehow one night he made a stupid,
stupid brag:

"My daughter can spin straw into gold!"
he told the whole tavern.

Of course they all laughed
at him. What a stupid thing to say! No one could do that, and if
she could, why
would his family be living in poverty instead of rich as the king
himself? So they all laughed at Old Pete while he insisted that no,
his only daughter could spin straw into gold. The smart ones
dismissed it as trying to get her married off, since she had
recently become a woman and was now of marrying age.

There was someone in the pub who wasn't
that smart, though. Someone with a greedy ear, who had the ear of
the king as well. And so the message got back to the king that
there was a man in one of his towns whose daughter could spin straw
into gold.

That was why her father was downstairs
in the dungeon now and Tabitha was high in this tower, where no one
could get in or out, with only a mound of straw and a spinning
wheel. And no way to do anything about it.

Because nobody could spin straw into
gold. Absolutely nobody.

"Why are you crying, pretty
girl?"

Tabitha nearly jumped out of her skin.
She hopped up from the pile of straw where she was lying, crying,
and got to her feet. There was a man in the room!

He was a strange man, too. He looked
small, fully proportioned but small. She suspected he wouldn't be
any taller than her chest if they were standing side by side, and
she was not a particularly tall girl. He looked fully formed and
had strange features, leading her to believe he was not of this
world, but one of the fairy folk, or perhaps an imp! She didn't
know what to make of him standing there, looking at her with a
grin.

But he asked her a question and she was
going to respond.

"I'm crying sir," she answered,
remembering to be polite, "because I'm stuck in this room and I
have until dawn to spin straw into gold."

The strange man shrugged. "So why are
you crying?"

"Because I have to spin straw into
gold!" Tabitha repeated with increasing agitation. "I have to spin
this entire pile of straw into gold! And if it isn't done by the
morning, then I will be beheaded and my father will
too!"

The strange man looked at this pile. He
hummed a thoughtful hum. "Well, I see, that might be a lot. But I
think if you get started and work hard, you should be able to make
it with at least an hour to spare, maybe two if the equipment is
right. That looks like a nice new spinning wheel, which should help
the process."

"You don't understand!" Tabitha cried
in frustration. "I can't spin straw into gold! No one can! It's
impossible."

The strange man laughed! He just
laughed and gave the wheel a spin. At last he looked at Tabitha
with a knowing grin. "I can," he told her.

Tabitha's heart leapt in her chest!
Here she was accepting her fate, ready to have her head chopped off
by tomorrow noon, and now he was telling her it was possible? Not
only possible, but that he could do it? "Please teach me how!" she
begged, getting down on her knees in front of him. This way they
were almost eye to eye, though he was a little bit
taller.

"Teach you?" asked the strange man.
"No, that would take a very long time, certainly longer than you
have, from what you're saying. But I could do it for
you."

"Anything," Tabitha begged. "Please,
anything you want, I'll do for you."

The strange man looked down at Tabitha.
It took a moment for Tabitha to look down to and realize that in
her mistreatment from the guards and her crying on the straw, the
front of her dress came undone. The lacings were loose and the
neckline was now spilling out. There was one thing Old Pete didn't
have to lie about, and that was the size of his late wife's
breasts. Tabitha had gotten them too, huge soft pillows that she
had to tie up tight in her dress just to make it so that she could
move around comfortably. But now her dress was untied, and they
were starting to spill out. She could even see the very tip of one
of her pink nipples poking out over the top.

"Unfasten your dress," said the strange
man. "Let me see what you've got in there."

Tabitha was confused, because she was a
virgin and she didn't know how to act with men like that. But at
the same time, modesty wasn't going to help her here. She might die
tomorrow if this didn't get done. The least she could do was show
him her breasts.

So she untied her dress and pulled the
lacings open. She pulled the shoulders down and let her large
pillowy breasts fall out. They were pale and had dustings of
freckles all over the top where the sun hit them. She had two pert
pink nipples that were puffy and very often got hard when she
thought about things she shouldn't think about. This was one of
those times.

The strange man grinned as he looked at
them. He reached down and began to stroke himself through the front
of his trousers. Tabitha could see as she looked that though he was
a small man in stature, there was nothing small about what he was
packing down there. It looked so big that it nearly reached down to
his knee, and thick enough that she could see its outline clearly
through his tight trousers. She found herself licking her lips just
thinking about it.

"Let me cum on your tits," said the
strange man, "and I'll spin the whole room of straw into gold for
you, overnight. Just that. Doesn't that sound like a
bargain?"

Tabitha found herself
nodding. It did sound like a bargain! And certainly this was strange, this
magical man showing up and offering to solve her problems for her,
but what did she have to lose? If he was lying, she would be dead
tomorrow anyway, and none of this would matter. And if he was
telling the truth, she was saving her life!

...Also, she really wanted to see up
close what that cock looked like.

With a grin, the strange man
unfastened his trousers and out popped a cock so big, Tabitha could
hardly believe her eyes. She knew
then he had to be magic, because no one could be
endowed like that. It looked to be the size of her arm! And big
around, with a bulbous head. It was massive and it was drooling
precum from the tip.

"Take those luscious tits," the strange
man ordered her. "Hold them up."

She held them up together in her
hands.

"Now squeeze them close," said the
strange man.

Tabitha did just that, pressing them
together. Her hands brushed across her nipples. She felt very sexy
about this, exposed and cold here kneeling on the stone floor. She
could feel her pussy starting to moisten at the naughtiness of
this.

The strange man grinned. "Hold still,"
he told her. Before she could ask why or what for, he was pushing
that massive cock of his up through her soft, pillowy tits, right
between where she was pushing them together.

He sighed and a look of clear pleasure
came across his face. "Keep them there," he sighed in ecstasy.
"Keep them right there, you good little wench. You beautiful,
fuckable girl and your amazing tits." And he started to pump his
hips in and out, thrusting up through her breasts.

Tabitha was shocked! She was shocked
that this was happening and shocked that she was liking it! More
than liking it, she was getting into it. She pushed her tits
together tighter, creating a tighter channel for him to fuck. Every
time he thrust through, the tip of his cock came close to hitting
her chin, and she could smell the sweat and precum dripping from
it. She wondered what it would taste like, if it would be salty
like skin or if it would be something altogether
different.

"Are you a virgin?" he asked her in the
middle of this.

Tabitha was so startled she didn't know
what to say. "What?" she asked.

The strange man grinned wider. "Your
cunt. Have you had a man fuck you in your cunt before?" he
asked.

Tabitha shook her head.
"No."

"What about do this before?" asked the
man.

Tabitha shook her head again. "No, I
haven't."

"Have you ever seen a man's prick
before?"

"No," Tabitha admitted.

The strange man stopped his thrusting
and pulled his cock out from between her tits. He held it out in
front of her. "Stroke it," he told her. "Stroke it and let me cum
on those beautiful tits of yours. I want to see what they look like
coated in my juices."

Tabitha didn't hardly hesitate. She
took both her hands and wrapped them around the length of his
shaft. It felt good! It was so soft, but hard at the same time. She
ran them up and down his erection just like the way she remembered
he moved when fucking her tits. She kept a tight grip too, moving
faster and faster, wanting to see what would happen.

It didn't take long. Too soon, it felt
like, his cock jerked in her hand, and then huge ropes of white
creamy cum started spurting out. It landed all over her bare tits,
coating them in the sticky whiteness of the jizz. It dripped off
her nipples and landed almost all the way to her chin.

With a gasp the strange man staggered
back. He laughed and stretched. His cock was growing soft, but that
didn't make it any less massive as it swung from his trousers,
dripping. "Oh yes," he moaned, squeezing his balls as he looked at
her. "Yes, that will do. Now get some sleep."

Tabitha didn't know why, but she
suddenly felt tired. Even though she was more than a little turned
on, she found herself falling back against the straw. She couldn't
clean up. She couldn't even keep her eyes open. She fell right back
into dreamless sleep.

The next thing she knew there was a
pounding on the door. She jolted awake and grabbed her dress,
trying to cover up modestly. She succeeded in hiding her breasts
(which were still a little wet with cum) inside her dress just as
the door opened and the king burst in.

His face was angry, but in seconds she
saw it change to excitement and wonder. She looked around with
him.

The room was full of gold! Stacks of
beautiful spun gold, and all the straw was gone! The strange little
man had done it!

It was amazing. Tabitha tried to
control her surprise, because she was the one who was supposed to
have done it, after all! So instead she folded her arms across her
chest like she was proud of her work and tried to keep anyone from
noticing that there was drying cum on her chest.

"Well done!" said the king. "Well done!
Bring her to the queen's maids and get her cleaned up! She will
dine with me at court today."

Tabitha felt her
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