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CHAPTER ONE
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Multi-millionaire Dewey D. DuPont was snoring away in his warm, luxurious bed, as a lone coyote outside the priceless mansion howled at a full moon.  Ahhh-woooo!  Woo-woo-woo!  The grumpy ninety-nine year old blinked his eyes, opening them widely.  He shot a look to the French glass doors leading to his fancy second-story balcony.  It was spooky and chilly out there. 

“Damn coyotes!  Guess they howl at night, cause they can only see cactuses in the day time!”  

The rich old widower shook his head and closed his eyes, trying to get back to sleep.  He didn’t notice the gold handle on one of the French doors slowly turning.  The glass door opened, and a dark female figure slowly waltzed in from the balcony.  The moonlight cast a sexy hourglass shadow along the polished wooden floor, as the mysterious lady crept towards DuPont’s bed.  The shadow’s two breasts were enormous . . . like two inflated beach balls . . . based on the big black projections they cast across the floor!  

DuPont sensed the chilly wind blowing in from the open balcony.  He opened his eyes again . . . and nearly leapt out of bed when he saw what had trespassed into his lavish bedroom!  

A sexy female mummy was shuffling towards him!  She stood around five feet, six inches, with a beautiful golden mask of an Egyptian queen over her face!  Hypnotic eyes appeared behind the mask’s eye slits, and the rest of her flawless gold face . . . her pretty nose, sensuous lips, chin, elegant cheekbones, raised eyebrows and dainty ears . . . were seductive and ravishing. . .  yet, at the same time, the shiny veil looked menacing and dangerous.  

Beautiful black hair . . . on the top, sides, and back of the golden mask . . . were painted on.  The lacquered hair was just as glassy and shiny as the gold face itself.  Besides the eye slits, there were two tiny holes in the mask’s nostrils and a long thin opening between the gold lips.  These small openings allowed the female wearer to breath and talk.  She also wore necklaces, rings, earrings, bracelets and anklets.  

The mummy’s body didn’t appear to be made of linen wrappings, with pieces of cloth hanging here and there . . . nor was the sinister intruder dusty or dirty looking!  This vampish, seductive mummy looked like she was wearing a skintight rubber suit with painted white wrappings over it.  The linen wrappings were not cloth, they were just painted on.  Appearing almost nude, the lady intruder was an erotic, sensual, foxy creature!  This rubber mummy was a hot mamma! 

The dirty old man was startled at first, but then a perverted little smile appeared on his devilish face.  

“Ha, ha, ha!  So, you’re back to apologize, huh?” he sarcastically chuckled.  “Gonna make me happy, so I’ll forgive you?”

The shuffling mummy reached the foot of his bed, and using her right and left hands for support, she began to crawl on top of it!  Smiling DuPont clapped his hands in glee, as the mummy queen inched right on top of him!  He glared up at her big tits!    

“Ha, ha, ha!  Oh, yeah darlin’, give me a breast feedin’ I’ll never forget!”  

Hovering over DuPont while supported by both hands, the mummy stared straight down at him with pure hatred!  She then leaned back and ripped off his bedcovers, leaving him totally exposed in his expensive silk pajamas!

“Ha, ha, I heard an Egyptian mummy is similar to a fart, because they have a ‘toot’ in common!” he nervously chuckled.

The top-heavy mummy ignored his crack, as she lowered both of her mammoth melons right on top of his eager face!  Ba-Bloop-Bloop!

“The curse of Cleotata’s Ta-Ta’s be upon you!” she angrily hissed, beneath her gold mask!

Although he was nearly one-hundred, the lecherous old man had the sex drive of a twenty-one year old!  He was still lustful and horny, with an out-of-control breast fetish!  

The mummy queen’s big boobs had the feeling and consistency of two colossal water balloons . . . each one under fake ‘painted on’ wrappings!  She was a nude-like, cantilevered powerhouse with super-stacked, majestic melons!  As they were lowered all over DuPont’s head and face, the rubber costumed breasts totally squashed and covered him!  He was engulfed!  She then quickly jiggled her torso back and forth, sexually smoothing him!  

Ka-Booble!  Ka-Booble!  Ka-Bloop!

DuPont loved it, and joyously moaned while being buried under the two rubbery humdingers!

“Mmmm!  Mmmm!  Mmmmm!”

A ‘pronounced tent’ suddenly appeared in the front of DuPont’s pajama pants!  The old fart had a raging hard-on, and for the first few seconds, he was in heaven as he was smothered by the Egyptian’s gargantuans!  The hot mummy’s buxom bazooms were wondrously ripe, outrageous charms!  They were surging!  They were gravity-defying!  They were outrageously abundant!  

Unfortunately, DuPont soon realized he could not breathe!  He began to struggle for breath!  There was no air beneath all that suffocating, rubbery rotundity, globularity, and globosity!  

Frantic, the dirty old man floundered around on the bed, wildly kicking his legs and trying to push the mighty, rubbery mummy off him using his hands and arms . . . but he was no match for her!  The super-strong queen dominated and squashed him . . . using the strength and skills of a professional female wrestler! 

“Mmmm!  Mmmm!  Mmmmm!”

DuPont finally ran out of air and made one last kick . . . he kicked the bucket!  

Foop!  

Realizing her murderous melons finally did the trick, the sexy villainess hopped off the bed.  She then stared back at the body of late multi-millionaire Dewey D. DuPont with both hands defiantly placed on her curvy hips!  

He died with a decadent smile on his face!  

“Hee-hee-hee-hee!” she giggled beneath her beautiful golden mask.  “The vengeful gods of Egypt have spoken!  You shall now suck, slurp, lick, gobble and nibble the countless, abundant melons in the afterlife!” 

The sinister queen turned and retreated back out the open French door, leading to the balcony.  An antique grappling hook and rope had been tied to the balcony’s iron railing.  This tool is how she had climbed up to the second story.  Like a trained circus acrobat, she skimmed down the rope to the manicured lawn below.  

The mansion itself was a classic French style estate, two stories high, with balconies, towers, and stairs.  Four bedrooms, a library, a music room, a dining room and a parlor were just a few of its seventeen rooms!   

A strange looking motorcycle with a sidecar was parked in the bushes waiting for the mummy murderess.  It was a customized motorcycle that resembled a galloping Arabian horse . . . like a fiberglass merry go round horse with its legs up over the bike’s two rubber tires . . . the front and the back!  The golden sidecar looked like an ancient Egyptian chariot with hieroglyphics painted on it.  The nude-like, rubbery mummy hopped onto the horse motorcycle, she kick-started the motor, and sped away into the night.  Ba-Rooomm!  Roooomm!   The eyes on the horse bike’s ‘head’ were actually the motorcycle’s two front headlights!  

The Egyptian-themed, customized motorcycle with sidecar disappeared into the darkness, as crickets chirped and the lone coyote, once again, howled at the moon.  

Ahhh-woooo!  Woo-woo-woo!  

Across town the following day, business was booming . . . as usual . . . at Chastity Knott’s English Pub.  The pub was located on the corner of a busy street . . . the main boulevard running from one end of Driftwood Valley to the other.  It was a white, one story restaurant and bar, with dark wood trim around the front entrance.  British and American flags flew outside, and the front patio had hanging Italian lights over several tables.  

It was noon and most of Chastity Knott’s customers were inside having lunch at the long, beautifully carved, wooden bar.  Next to it were several more bar stools and tall tables.  The restaurant section was across from the bar, looking like the interior of a cozy British cottage.  It had a fireplace and ten dining tables.  

Behind the building was a large, free parking lot with spots for twenty cars.  The pub also had a back entrance that Chastity, her cousin Billy, and the customers often used.

Cousin Billy was a clean cut, all American guy with a friendly face, who had been a Boy Scout when he was young.  He was in his mid-thirties, with a medium build and dark hair.  He graduated from culinary school, and after graduation went straight to work for his wonderfully kind cousin Chastity.  Billy helped her run the British pub and restaurant as chef and sometimes bartender.  He was the only person who knew Chastity Knott was secretly the Double-D Avenger, busty, costumed crime-fighter!

Billy, in his white apron, was cooking in the kitchen, while Chastity was busy working behind the bar.  She was a beautiful young woman, about twenty-five years old, with wavy blond hair that had curls at the ends.  Chastity’s sexy figure was like an hourglass, and her cute face had a button nose.  There was a slight Hispanic look to her, but her most astounding physical attributes were her great big boobs!  Chastity Knott possessed incredibly large breasts!  Her face was friendly, just like Billy’s, but few men ever noticed it. The first thing everyone saw when they laid eyes on Chastity was her humongous hooters.  

Chastity’s majestic melons were actually bigger than a DD bra-cup size, but she always referred to them as her ‘double-ds.’  The tits were absolutely perfect in every way, shape and form.  

She wore a black low-cut blouse, and had on the tightest pair of jeans ever made.  They showed off her perfectly round behind and were so tight, even people looking at them had trouble breathing.  Chastity didn’t wear much jewelry, and both she and her cousin Billy stood around five foot seven. 

“Hey bartender,” shouted a belligerent, redneck at the bar.  “I need a beer.  Your house draft!  I’ve got way too much blood in my alcohol system!”  

“Coming right up sir,” smiled Chastity.

As she was pouring the chilled glass, she felt something suddenly buzzing in her pants pocket.  It was her Double-D Avenger cell phone . . . the slim, tiny red phone usually clipped behind her Double-D costume’s belt buckle!  This time she had it on her person, as Chastity Knott.  The phone was in the shape of a small brassiere, with a figure-eight screen in both bra cups.  Chastity had it custom made in Japan, through a third party, and it was totally secure and untraceable!  This was to insure that Chastity Knott’s secret identity would never be revealed!  She’d remain completely anonymous whenever using her bra phone to make calls as the Double-D Avenger.

She finished pouring the beer, handed it to her thirsty customer, and then made a beeline for the kitchen.

“Thanks,” spat the big mouth, as Chastity disappeared.  He then turned to his construction worker friend seated next to him.  “You know, beer is made from hops . . . and hops are plants.  That makes this beer a salad!”

“You’re right . . . I never thought of that!” agreed his goofy buddy.  

Back in the kitchen, Billy was frying up another order of his famous fish and chips, when Chastity dashed in.  She was carefully studying her Double-D phone.

“Hey Chastity, you hear the one about the guy who goes to his eye doctor’s office and orders fish and chips?” chuckled Billy.

She ignored him, staring at her phone’s bra screens.  

“Hey . . . what’s up?” he wondered.

“The Sheriff just texted the Double-D Avenger!”

“He did?!” stuttered Billy.  “Oh no, here we go again!”

“I’ve got to meet him in his office as soon as possible!  He says it’s important.”

“What else is new,” grinned the young man.  “Well, don’t worry, I’ll hold down the fort.”

“Thank you!  I must pop out now!” she told him, sticking out her big boobs.  “I’ll be back as soon as I can!”

“Gotcha!  Sounds good.  See you later!” he waved, while shaking his head.  

Chastity waved back, as she flew out of the kitchen.  She then made her way to the pub’s back exit, without running, so none of her customers would become curious.  

When she stepped out into the rear parking lot, she glanced around to make sure nobody was looking.  She discreetly moved towards her parked car in the corner . . . a classic, metallic blue, 1970’s Corvette Stingray.  Seeing the daytime coast was clear, Chastity quickly spun around in a circle . . . creating a dizzying blur of red, blue and yellow . . .  and instantly changed into her Double-D Avenger superhero costume!  Within seconds, she was dressed as the Double-D Avenger, in her complete blue leotard costume and red bra-mask, red gloves, red boots, red cape and red belt with two upper-case white letter ‘D’s’ on its buckle.  

Once her transformation was completed, the busty, costumed crime-fighter took a running leap, and bounced up into the air!

“Booby-Bounce!” she cried, as she soared away, up into the bright blue sky.  

Boi-oing-oing-oing-oing-oing!  

Using her incredible powers, Chastity was able to jump, propelling her massive melons upwards.  This dynamic momentum of her super breasts actually catapulted the rest of her body hundreds or thousands of feet into the air, depending on how high or how far she needed to go.

Our super woman with super jugs could fly many city blocks with each bounce, before returning back to Earth, to safely land on her strong red boots.  She could leap tall buildings and travel over great distances in a single ‘Booby-Bounce.’  The enormous, rubbery breasts even helped soften her landings, acting like shock absorbers when her boots hit the ground.  The impact of her landing feet ran up her legs and was absorbed by her gigantic, super jiggly puffs.

From a couple hundred feet in the sunny sky, Double-D quickly surveyed the town and main highway through the two eye-slits of her brassier mask.  She reached her destination within a dozen ‘Booby-Bounces.’  

The Driftwood Valley Police Department building was a gorgeous Art Deco concrete and glass structure with stairs leading up to the front entrance.  A huge American flag was displayed out front, proudly waving in the afternoon breeze.  The moment she landed, Double-D raced up the steps and disappeared through the glass doors.

Inside the Sheriff’s office, the Sheriff of Driftwood Valley filled our hero in on what had happened to multi-millionaire Dewey D. DuPont.  The Sheriff was a serious, solemn, African-American man in his mid-thirties.  He was seated behind a huge wooden desk.  His deputy, a stupid, pretty Caucasian boy in his twenties, sat across the table from him.

The Double-D Avenger, in total shock, paced back and forth in front of the lawmen.

“Holy Hooters!” she cried.  “A sexy female mummy murdered multi-millionaire Dewey D. DuPont using her giant melons?”  She jiggled her own big boobs with her red gloves as she said it.

“Yes,” nodded the Sheriff.  “They suffocated him . . . each one!  It was a mummy melons murder!  That’s what his mansion’s security cameras revealed”

“. . . and the coroner’s report too,” chimed in the Deputy.  “Her kalamazoos made him croak!”  

“Bless my over-the-shoulder boulder holder!” exclaimed Double-D, now shaking her head in disbelief.

“I know it sounds incredible, but it’s true,” continued the Sheriff.

“Did she have double-d’s?”

“Yes . . . possibly bigger.”

“Hmm . . . I thought so,” she pondered.  “Well, if a woman’s boobs are large enough, they could theoretically be used as deadly weapons,” she summarized.  “A lot of people don’t realize that,” she added, while pointing a finger in the air like a college professor giving a lecture on the subject.

“I believe it!” smiled the Deputy.  “You’re the expert when it comes to big honkers!”

“Thank you.”  

“The mummy left no finger prints, no DNA evidence, nothing!” grumbled the Sheriff.  “Her mummy wrappings seemed to be a rubber costume . . . like a tight scuba outfit, painted to look like a mummy.  She wore a gold mask too, completely hiding her true face.”

“So she wasn’t a real mummy, like in the movies,” commented the dumbbell Deputy.  

Both the Sheriff and Double-D stopped for a second to stare at the imbecile.

“Wasn’t a real mummy, huh?” snarled the Sheriff sarcastically, as he rolled his eyes.  “Thanks for pointing that out to us, we didn’t realize that!”

“No problem, Sheriff,” replied the ignoramus.

“Will you shut your trap for a few seconds?!” barked back the angry Sheriff.

“Yes, sir!” nodded the worried Deputy.  “Sorry sir.”

Double-D shook her head again and continued.    

“Conically clever of that mummy murderess!  So, there’s no leads?”

“None.  We’re completely stumped . . . dead in the water.  We interrogated the female mud wrestlers, but they all have solid alibis.  The manager-referee and the two bouncers were questioned too.  Same thing.  All have alibis the night of the murder.”

“What do you mean . . . female mud wrestlers, manager/referee and bouncers?” declared Double-D in surprise.  

“Oh, I’m sorry, I neglected to tell you . . . besides his multi-millions, his mansion, and his yacht, Dewey D. DuPont owned and operated the famous Cleotata’s Female Mud Wrestling Nightclub.”

“Cleotata’s?!  I’ve heard of that place . . . it’s pretty popular!  Famous!” commented our bewildered hero.  “Very interesting . . . an Egyptian themed female mud wrestling nightclub . . . and an Egyptian mummy’s murderous melons . . . obviously, there’s a connection.”  

“Right!  Double-D, I’m requesting your help once again,” confessed the Sheriff.  “We need you to find that murdering mummy and bring her . . . and her murderous melons . . . to justice.”

“Who knows if she’ll strike again!” added the Deputy.  

The Double-D Avenger thought carefully.  

“This is a real ‘double-d’ whodunit!” she pondered.  A second later, our hero made her decision.  “Okay, Sheriff . . . I’ll get on the case immediately.  First thing I’ll do is check out Cleotata’s Female Mud Wrestling Nightclub . . . but not as the Double-D Avenger.”

“What do you mean?” wondered the Deputy.

“I’ll use my alter-ego . . . my Mona Lot disguise.”

“Good thinking” smiled the Sheriff.

“The mummy, whoever she is, will be on her guard if I snoop around in this costume as the Double-D Avenger.”

“Absolutely,” nodded the Sheriff.  “Double-D, three of the female mud wrestlers were not working the night of the murder . . . and although we questioned them, I’d like you to confirm their iffy alibis.  Dig up more details, any scraps of evidence you can find that they might have hidden.  I have a feeling one of them could be the mummy!”  

“Who are they?”

“I made a list . . . here is it,” replied the Sheriff, handing her a piece of paper.  

Our hero took it and read out loud, “Honey-Britches Samples, a.k.a. ‘The Killer Cowgirl,’ . . . Laylani Wannalaya, a.k.a. ‘The Hula Hair Puller’ . . . and Helga Dampfnudels, a.k.a. ‘The Hammerlock Hun.’” 

“That’s correct.”  

“Is the club open tonight?” she asked.  

“No, it’s closed.”

“Why?  Because of the murder, I assume?” 

“Yes, and the reading of the will.”

“Reading of the will?” repeated Double-D.

“The old man was a widower.  Some lucky person, or persons, will inherit everything Dewey D. DuPont owned.”

“I wonder if that lucky person will be the mummy?!” she questioned.  A wild idea then popped into her head . . . “Bless my Boobies!  I wonder if the mummy herself is supposed to be Cleotata!?”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Across town, the reading of multi-millionaire Dewey D. DuPont’s will was taking place in an antiquated office building.  It looked like a cross between an old Victorian mansion and a haunted house!  The gathering was held inside the law office library of crooked attorney Onslow T. Overbite.  1930s light fixtures, as well as sunlight coming in through stained glass windows, illuminated the room.  A long vintage table sat in the middle of it, surrounded by tall shelves full of law books.  

The lawyer, Onslow T. Overbite, was a tall, skinny old man in his early seventies.  Overbite had a long, thin face with snake-like eyes.  A sour expression appeared below his hooked nose, but the man’s most amazing feature was his teeth!  Overbite had six of his horrible, top front teeth hanging down out of his mouth!  It was a disgusting, ghastly overbite!  

Overbite’s six top teeth were all crooked and of different sizes.  He looked like some kind of horror film monster, with each tusk-like fang protruding out of his mouth!  The creepy choppers terribly interfered with the attorney’s speech too.  It was hard to understand the words and legal terms he was using as he spoke.

Overbite sat at the head of the long table, with eighteen other people seated around it.  Some of the girls were standing in back, because there weren’t enough chairs.  As he read the will, the anxious crowd eagerly listened to his every word.  These people, mostly all busty young women, were employees of DuPont’s business, Cleotata’s Female Mud Wrestling Nightclub.  

‘Knockers Knickerbocker’ was a gorgeous, sultry blond in her thirties, Mabel Cowbells Jones, a.k.a. ‘Dino-D’s’ was a tough, African American beauty, Honey-Britches Samples, a.k.a. ‘The Killer Cowgirl,’ was a young, dark haired Southern cutie, and Laylani Wannalaya, a.k.a. ‘The Hula Hair Puller’ was a bodacious twenty-something Hawaiian sexpot.  

The other big breasted female wrestlers at the reading included strong but luscious Helga Dampfnudels, a.k.a. ‘The Hammerlock Hun,’ dishy French babe Fifi Bonbons, a.k.a ‘The Cancan Crusher,’ law enforcement themed vixen Yolanda Yams, a.k.a. ‘Police Officer Yams,’ and protuberant Gina Globes, a.k.a. ‘The Grappling Genie.’  Suzy Stomper, Jodie Choker, Sally Smasher, the Muddy Nurse, Leg Drop Lulu, Amy Arm Breaker, and the Pile Driver Diva rounded out the rest of the young hotties.

The only men present, besides lawyer Overbite, were the club’s manager/referee . . . forty-something dark haired Lenny Lazar, and the club’s two, handsome bodybuilder bouncers . . . Stiffy and Tool . . . who were seated next to Knickerbocker.  

The square-jawed, tough looking Lazar was concerned.  

The muscle boys, who were in their mid-twenties, didn’t seem to care one way or the other about the reading.  Crew cut haired Stiffy was seated on sexy Knickerbocker’s right, and the long-haired Tool was on her left.  Sultry and alluring Knickerbocker was sandwiched in-between the two of them!         

“Last will and testament of Dewey D. DuPont,” slurred Overbite, as he read aloud.  “I Dewey D. DuPont, a resident of Driftwood Valley, being of sound and disposing mind and memory, and over the age of eighteen . . . ”

“The sucker was nearly a hundred!” remarked Mabel.

The other girls chuckled.  

“Please, no interruptions,” barked Overbite.  He continued, “ . . . hereby direct my personal representative, counsel Onslow T. Overbite, here named, to pay all my just debts and funeral expenses as soon as may be convenient.”

“Now for the good part!” whispered Honey-Britches to Laylani.

“Shhhh!” hissed Overbite, putting a finger to his lips to shut the girls up.  “I hereby bequeath and devise all my estate, my mansion, my female mud wrestling business known as Cleotata’s Female Mud Wrestling Nightclub, and property, be that real, personal or mixed, all intangibles and all tangible personal property, including motor vehicles, my yacht, stocks, securities, choses in action, cash on savings or deposits or on hand and remaining after proper administration of my estate, to . . . ”

The crooked lawyer paused for a moment to tease his audience, glaring around the room at all the ‘gold diggers.’  The young ladies boobs jiggled in anticipation!  Some of the girls bit their upper lips, while others nervously gnawed on fingernails.  Lazar froze, staring at Overbite, listening intently to see if he’d get anything he rightfully deserved!

No one realized during the reading that perpetually horny Knockers Knickerbocker was secretly feeling up, fondling and rubbing Stiffy and Tool’s front crotches from under the table!  She discreetly had her right hand on bouncer Stiffy’s stiff tallywacker, and her left one on bouncer Tool’s hard tool!  Her hands went wild, feeling and rubbing her fingers, thumbs and palms all over the front zippers of the men’s jeans!  The cute guys wore tight muscle shirts and denim jeans, clothing that showed off their huge chests, shoulders, biceps and triceps.

Knickerbocker’s ‘boy toys’ tried not to react while being clandestinely ‘played with,’ but every now and then they blinked, widening their eyes, whenever she squeezed too hard!  The horny older woman was pro . . . this wasn’t her first rodeo privately manhandling guys she was in lust with!  She just smiled, remaining cool, calm and collected, as if nothing naughty was happening.  Knickerbocker carefully listened to Overbite, while taking the backstage liberties she enjoyed whenever she had the urge . . . which was often!  

Overbite finally concluded his reading, “ . . .  my estate to . . . my longtime, favorite girlfriend . . . Knockers Knickerbocker.”

“What?!” bellowed Mabel.

“Why that no good . . . !” spat Honey-Britches.  “After all the times I waxed his carrot?!” 

“I don’t believe it!” cried Laylani.

“You bitches weren’t the only ones who polished his trailer hitch!” snapped Mabel.  “How y’all think I got my job in the first place!?”

“If I had a dolla for every time ve made vhoopee, I vouldn’t need his inheritance!” sneered Helga in her German accent.  

“He did the funky monkey with me too!” chimed in Laylani.  “Loved my Hawaiian coconuts!” she grinned.

“Enough of this quarrelling!” warned Overbite.

Knockers Knickerbocker was awestricken hearing the news, as she covertly removed her hands from the bouncers’ crotches!  She inherited everything!  Smiling, but also shedding a few tears, she opened her mouth to speak.  Knickerbocker looked up towards heaven . . . but then quickly corrected herself, looking down at the carpet . . . and said, “Thank you, my little choochie woochie.”

Mabel noticed Knickerbocker’s sobbing.  “Girl . . . ?!  Don’t you be cryin’ now,” she sarcastically snapped.  “Knockers?!  What you cryin’ about?  You got all his money honey!  Why, I’d be laughin,’ cheerin,’ and dancin’ a jig!”  She laughed at her own joke, bugging out her eyes and clapping her hands!  “Ha, ha, ha!” Clap!  “Woo!”  Mabel then added, “Besides, as they say . . . death is just nature’s way a tellin’ ya you’s gotta slow down.” 

Knickerbocker smiled back at Mabel and nodded in agreement, while sniffing into her tissue.  

Club manager/referee Lenny Lazar was royally pissed.

“How could Dewey do this to me!” raged square-jawed, tough looking Lazar.  “I was his loyal manager for years . . . I’m the guy who worked his ass off, running Cleotata’s from top to bottom, twenty-four seven, while he was out having a good time banging girls sixty years his junior!”

The crowd’s angry commotion filled the law library.  The only ones not upset were Knickerbocker and her two muscle-bound boy toys.

“Diminish your hubbub!” bellowed Overbite.  “I said, diminish your hubbub!  The will of my late client, Dewey D. DuPont, contains a no-contest clause!  If any of you are thinking of contesting this rock solid legal document, think again!  You won’t have a leg to stand on, none of you are beneficiaries or heirs, except for Miss Knickerbocker . . . and if you do try anything, you’ll go bankrupt in legal fees.  Remember, a bad lawyer might let a case drag on forever . . . and a good lawyer knows how to make it last even longer!”

Infuriated Lazar turned to wrestlers Yolanda Yams and Gina Globes behind him, and snorted under his breath, “You gals know where vampires learn to suck blood?  Law school!”

Sassy Mabel scrutinized Overbite’s bad teeth, and shook her head in disgust.  She turned to Honey-Britches and whispered, “Honey, I’s seen better teeth on my purse’s broken zipper!”  Once again, she laughed at her own joke, bugging out her eyes and clapping her hands!  “Ha, ha, ha!” Clap!  “Woo!”  

Honey-Britches giggled, along with Laylani who heard Mabel too.   

Knickerbocker stood up to speak.  She was absolutely stunning with beautiful blue eyes, a sexy, sultry face, an hour-glass figure, and colossal hood ornaments.  Her big, chesty dairy pillows were real sweater stretchers!  Knickerbocker’s make-up and lipstick was perfect, her blond hair lovely, and the dark outfit she wore stylish.  

“Everyone please relax,” she calmly stated.  “As the new owner of Cleotata’s, I want us all to get along like one big happy family.”

Soft grumblings were heard, as everyone settled down.

“The first thing I’m doing as new owner is giving each and every one of you a raise!  I know how Dewey short changed all of us over the years, so that’s something I’m rectifying immediately.”

“Well . . . damn!” declared Mabel.  “Girl . . . that sounds good to me!”

“Me too,” added Honey-Britches.

“I want to make Cleotata’s the most successful nightclub in Driftwood Valley!” continued Knickerbocker.  “I want us number one . . . not just for me, but for all of us!  I want my wrestlers going to the state finals!  I want ‘standing-room only’ crowds every night!”

“Okay, Boss, let’s do it,” sighed Lazar.  

“Your pay raises start tomorrow, so let’s put on a great show this Saturday night!  I have faith in all you wrestling cows . . . to turn our club into the biggest cash cow in the valley!”

“Okey dokey, Knockers,” smiled Honey-Britches, jiggling her big airbags.

“Will do!” cheered Laylani, shaking hers.

“Wunderbar!” exclaimed Helga in German, as her dampfnudels bounced.

“Oui, oui!” agreed Fifi in French, while shimmying her double lattes.

“Dewey hated funerals, so we’ll have his wake tonight at his favorite Polynesian tiki bar and restaurant, The Tiki’s Tom-Toms,” explained Knickerbocker.  “Free tropical drinks and pu pu platters for everyone!”  

The group cheered up.

Knickerbocker patted a teary-eye with a tissue, adding, “I sincerely hope Dewey’s murderess . . . that monstrous female mummy . . . whoever she is . . . is finally caught!  Believe me . . . I won’t rest until she’s brought to justice.”  With that, Dewey D. DuPont’s universal heir blew her dainty noise . . . loudly!

“Honk!” 

Later that night, at Chastity Knott’s house across town, our hero was getting ready for bed.  She lived in a beautiful, two-story, Spanish style house with stucco walls.  It was in a nice upper-middle class neighborhood, and the house sat on a hillside with a magnificent view of Driftwood Valley.  Ornamental rot-iron gates covered the arched entranceway to her front door.  The open driveway was large enough for three cars, and a lovely old olive tree grew next to it.  The town’s lights twinkled down below in the nighttime background, like millions of little stars.  

Inside Chastity’s bedroom, the cutie nudie was out of her shower and fully dry.  Her large TV was playing in the background.  Before hitting the sack, she threw on a skimpy bathrobe and opened her large wardrobe closet full of beautiful clothes.  

Our hero grabbed her slim Double-D Avenger cell phone and quickly dialed Cousin Billy, who was still at the pub closing up.  He immediately picked-up on the other end.  

“Hi Billy, it’s me . . . thanks again for closing for me,” she smiled, while grabbing the TV’s remote to turn down the volume.  “I owe you one.  I’ll see you tomorrow morning for the pub’s opening, I’ll work all day, then as I mentioned, I’ll head over to Cleotata’s around eight that night.  Can busty waitress Connie Cans come in and cover for me?”  There was a pause.  “She can?  Great!,” she nodded.  “Okay, well, have a good night Billy.  Pleasant dreams.”  He wished her a good night on the other end too.  “Thanks!  Ta-Ta!”

She ended the call.

“Fantastic!  That’s done!” she told herself, as she put down the phone.  “Now to get out my Mona Lot wig.”

Chastity focused her attention back to her wardrobe closet.  On one particular shelf was a hat box with a short, dark wig inside.  This was the brunette wig she’d use tomorrow in her disguise as ‘Mona Lot.’  It was her ‘Mona Lot’ wig!  The dark hairpiece helped disguise both her Double-D Avenger and Chastity Knott identities. 

She took the hatbox, grabbed her black, low-cut blouse from its hanger, and pulled out a tight pair of jeans to go with it.  Beyond the hanging rows of jeans were some of Chastity’s past Double-D Avenger disguises, including an English Beefeater’s costume!

She opened the hatbox, whipped out the pretty, stylized brunette wig, and began brushing it.

“Mona, your hair’s a mess, as usual!” she joked to herself.  

Once her Mona Lot disguise was all laid out, she grabbed the TV remote and turned the volume up again.  

On the screen appeared a group of four middle-aged, big-mouthed women chatting away on a carnival Ferris wheel ride.  They were all seated on the same long bench, swooping up into the air and then back down again, gabbing a mile a minute, as a male announcer was heard in a voice-over.  

“Coming up on The Real Married Broads of Driftwood Valley,” declared the voice, “our housewives will do some weird little activities while talking their heads off again.”  

The reality show’s bumper then cut to a TV commercial for Driftwood Valley’s infamous used car salesman, Cactus Wilmington.  Wilmington, owner of Cactus Wilmington’s Used Car Supermarket, was a tall, slim man in a white cowboy hat.  He had a friendly smile, and around his neck he wore a jade bolo tie.  The cowboy car salesman was in his fifties, he was clean-cut, and had salt-and-pepper hair.  

Cactus began his TV pitch, as the car lot’s sales flags blew in the nighttime wind.  Fast hillbilly banjo music played in the background during the live commercial.  

“Howdy folks, Cactus Wilmington of Wilmington’s Used Car Supermarket.  If you’re shoppin’ around for a used car, come on down, I know I got the car you’re lookin’ for,” he said directly to camera.  “. . . and I can save ya a gang of money too!  Here’s where your friends are, here’s where the bargains are.  Ya outta drop by and see me first, give me first chance at the deal.”

As Cactus began strolling past his lineup of used cars, the camera pulled back and the TV audience could see acres of autos.  

Chastity yawned.  She’d had enough for one night, and switched off her TV.  She got up, removed her bathrobe, and tossed it onto a chair.  She looked sensational in the nude . . . a sight of busty female perfection!  Our cutie nudie then moved to her pillows, lifted her soft, fluffy bed cover, and hopped in.  She always made it a point to sleep in the nude . . . it was so comfy-cozy for her.  Before shutting her eyes, she grabbed an old teddy bear resting on one of her pillows.  

“Nighty-night, Russ,” she affectionately whispered to the stuffed animal.  She named her toy bear in honor of a man she’d once known many years ago.  The gentleman, who’d been in the entertainment industry, used to have an out-of-control breast fetish.  

I have a strange feeling . . . kind of like Déjà vu!  This mummy melon murder investigation reminds of how I began my superhero career as the Double-D Avenger in the first place, she thought to herself.  I’ll never forget it . . .  

Chastity’s trip down ‘memory lane’ began . . . she vividly remembered everything that happened in her past, as if it were yesterday!  

Stupendous circumstances led to Chastity Knott becoming the Double-D Avenger – busty costumed crime-fighter.  It all started when she had to see her doctor for a routine check-up and mammogram.  Her then cowboy boyfriend Bubba couldn’t believe they made x-ray equipment that big.  At the doctor’s office, Chastity was devastated when she was given a terminal diagnosis!  She knew smoking ninety cigars a day would lead to trouble for her . . . and her ‘twins’ . . .  and now it had.  

Chastity’s equally busty female physician, Dr. Della-Kwak, explained that modern medicine had no cure for her titty trouble.  The scatterbrained quack then offered an unorthodox suggestion.  Della-Kwak, who was also a blond and around the same age as Chastity back then, had heard that the outer peel of the legendary Crockozilla Fruit possessed miraculous healing powers.  Not giving it a second thought, Chastity flew down to South America to find that magical plant.  It was her only hope.  

She temporarily closed the pub, and wound up parading through the jungles of South America in search of the plant.  Unfortunately, her tequila drunken guide, Ronaldo, led her on a wild goose chase through the hot, humid jungle.  Chastity was just about to give up, when a statuesque jungle woman stepped out of the bushes to greet them.  Her name was Orbs, and she was the gorgeous, dark skinned leader of the famous Ta-Ta Tribe.  Orbs wore a skimpy leopard skin bikini, and had the hottest, sexiest ass in all of South America.  In fact, Ronaldo was so ‘turned on’ seeing her, he could barely contain himself.  He thought Orbs was so bodacious, desirable, and luscious.  

Chastity was surprised Orbs could speak English, so the sexy leader explained her tribe had American cable and Wi-Fi back at the village.  Chastity then told Orbs she was in search of the legendary Crockozilla Fruit, confessing she needed its healing powers, or else she’d be a double-d goner.  Orbs understood, and kindly showed her the way to the magical plants.  Chastity was forever grateful, and trembled in anticipation.  

Orbs, Chastity and Ronaldo trekked through the wilderness, encountering wild animals . . . many who paused what they were doing to check out the large boobs on both human females.  As they passed an enchanting waterfall, the trio entered a jungle clearing with several strange looking plants.  The plants resembled huge yellow bananas on long green stems.  Below each banana were two green nuts or ‘balls.’  To be honest, each plant resembled a horny male’s private parts, fully aroused and erect.  A strange looking, carved tiki statue stood nearby, guarding over the plants.  

Orbs began doing a religious tribal dance, worshipping the Crockozilla Fruit.  Chastity and Ronaldo were amazed, and when Orbs gyrated her sexy butt, Ronaldo nearly exploded in his pants.  When the short, erotic ceremony was over, Orbs confirmed that the penis-looking plants were indeed the legendary Crockozilla Fruit.  

“The outer peel is sucked on and licked,” explained Orbs, repeating what Dr. Della-Kwak had previously told Chastity.  The Ta-Ta leader then proceeded to demonstrate.  

Getting down on her knees, the beautiful black woman gently held a plant’s two balls, and then opened her mouth wide enough to suck on the nine-inch long banana.  She made a lustful “Mmm” sound, as she sucked it with her warm, wet, hungry tongue.  

Ronaldo’s eyes bugged out, as Orbs ‘went down’ on the banana.  “Aye, caramba!” he cried, as he tossed his empty tequila bottle into the air.  

Orbs paused momentarily, motioning Chastity to join in.  “Try this one,” she suggested, pointing to another Crockozilla Fruit plant.  

Chastity gently touched the stem and two nuts of the different plant. She then began giving the banana ‘head’ too.  She sucked and sucked and sucked, then stopped for a second.  She turned to Orbs, wide eyed.  

“Mmm, delicious!  My mouth is all tingly,” gasped Chastity.  

Orbs, deep throating the shaft of her banana, pulled her head off to reply.  “Yes, and the nuts are lickable too.”  The leader held her banana and tickled its two green nuts.  Her tongue flickered and ‘painted’ each ball with warm saliva.  

Seeing what Orbs was doing, Chastity repeated the same naughty thing on her Crockozilla plant.  She leaned down and licked the two green nuts like a hungry animal.  

From the look on his delirious face, horny-as-hell Ronaldo finally did explode in the front of his pants!  

Orbs pulled her mouth off her banana’s long shaft, and faced Chastity again.  “The Crockozilla Fruit gives me my super-powers.”  

Chastity lifted her bobbing head off her own banana.  

“Super-powers?  The nutrients and vitamins that potent?” she asked.  

“I shall demonstrate.”  

Orbs moved to a huge boulder, and effortlessly picked it up, lifting it high into the air!  She held the giant rock, which was about half her size, proudly over her head.  Chastity was so amazed seeing the display of super-human strength, she was speechless for a few seconds.  

“That must weigh tons . . . I see what you mean Orbs . . . ” she muttered.  

Suddenly, the jungle around Chastity began to spin.  She was getting dizzy and everything was going black!  The Crockozilla Fruit’s miracle healing was starting to get to work on Chastity’s sick body.  She let out a sigh, and her eyes began to close.  

“Aaaahhh . . .”

Chastity collapsed to the ground, and Orbs and Ronaldo instantly dashed to her aid.  The drunken Mexican grabbed one of Chastity’s ballooning balloons and tried to shake her back to consciousness.  

“Miss Chastity!  Miss Chastity!  Wake up!” he exclaimed.  She didn’t respond.  Only her big boobs shook.  

“She will be all right,” Orbs reassured him.  “Healing is taking place in her body, and she will awaken in a few hours.  She can then return to her home in America.”  

Ronaldo let out a sigh of relief, and rested his drunken head on Chastity’s rotund globularity.  

When she returned home, Chastity felt like a million bucks!  However, she soon began to notice strange side effects.  All of a sudden, she had super-human strength just like Orbs, but had difficulty controlling it.  For example, she accidentally crushed a telephone in one hand, and bent a metal spoon with a couple of her fingers.  

When she had her follow-up appointment with Dr. Della-Kwak, the physician confirmed Chastity was miraculously cured of her terminal illness.  The wacky doctor didn’t know what else to say . . . it was a medical miracle!  

As remarkable as the Crockozilla Fruit expedition was, Chastity’s transformation into her alter-ego, the Double-D Avenger - busty costumed crime-fighter - was even more amazing.  It all started when villainous bikini bar owner Al Purplewood of Al Purplewood’s Gentleman’s Club, was losing a ton of money to Chastity’s pub.  All the men in town were hanging out there, instead of in Al’s bikini bar.  

Purplewood was in his mid-fifties, he was overweight, and spoke with a New York accent.  He realized ‘drastic measures’ had to be taken, or else he and his club were finished.  Therefore, the crazy club owner ordered his three murderous strippers to kill Chastity!  

Ooga Boobies was a blond bimbo with a cave woman themed costume.  She had a hot body and big protuberant melons.  Being a ‘method stripper,’ she’d only say ‘Ooga-Boobies’ when communicating in costume.  

Pirate Juggs was an Italian sex pot, with two extra-large, pizza-sized breasts.  She had a curvaceous, voluptuous figure, and wore a sexy pirate costume and hat.  She also held a pirate telescope, which she used to get close-up views of the front of men’s crotches.  

Hydra Heffer was slightly older than Ooga Boobies and Pirate Juggs.  She was an exotic stripper, in a purple gypsy dancer costume that was light and airy.  Her pretty face had glitter, which sparkled as she hissed.  She also wore a special belly button gem, which lit up and flashed to hypnotize male customers.  Once hypnotized, Hydra would steal their wallets, turning her private dances into robberies.  

A mad scientist gave Al Purplewood special hand-held weapons in exchange for free lap dances with his strippers, so Al had the girls use the guns to shoot Chastity.  When the strippers ambushed her in the pub’s back parking lot one night, Hydra Heffer, Ooga Boobies and Pirate Juggs goofed.  They accidentally shot and killed Chastity’s cowboy boyfriend Bubba instead!  

Devastated by the loss of Bubba, and furious the Driftwood Valley Sheriff was blowing the murder investigation, Chastity decided to take matters into her own hands.  She’d use her new super-powers she got from the Crockozilla Fruit, but had to hide her true double-d identity.  She then had a brainstorm . . . she’d become the Double-D Avenger!  

Having taken sewing in junior high school, Chastity sewed her own superhero costume and bra mask.  It was a blue leotard with red gloves, red boots, and a red cape.  Her brassiere mask was also red, with ‘eye slits’ cut out of the lacy material where two nipples would have rested.  Completing her costume was a red stretchable belt with two capital letter ‘D’s’ on the round buckle.  The big letter ‘D’s’ had white trim around each letter, making her superhero initials truly stand out.  

As the Double-D Avenger, Chastity vowed to give the villains a little ‘Tit for Tat!’  She courageously hunted down . . . and fought . . . Al Purplewood and his evil strippers Ooga Boobies, Pirate Juggs and Hydra Heffer.  There was dynamic action, spectacular battles of gigantic proportions, mile-a-minute car chases, and hair-raising escapes!  Even Chastity was amazed by her new super powers.  She discovered she could leap tall buildings in a single ‘Booby-Bounce,’ and her giant breasts were indestructible!  Nothing could harm them, including bullets and swords.  

Only Chastity’s cousin Billy knew her true identity.  He ran the pub while she was out fighting Al Purplewood and his girls.  Dr. Della-Kwak had known about Chastity’s miraculous recovery and super strength, but she had no idea Chastity was the Double-D Avenger.  

Chastity’s only weakness, she strangely discovered, was lemonade.  This happened when she used a clever British Beefeater disguise to flush out the villains, who were hiding from the law.  In the Beefeater costume and hat, she resembled a soldier who guarded the Tower of London’s crown jewels.  Chastity used a terrible British accent to trick Al and his strippers into showing themselves at the gentleman’s club.  When she transformed into the Double-D Avenger, and fought Ooga Boobies and Hydra Heffer, Al threw a booby mug filled with lemonade at her.  This occurred after the Double-D Avenger finished an unusual sword fight.  She and Hydra Heffer dueled, using two long, buzzing vibrators.  Zzzzzzzzzz-zzzzzzzzz-zzzzzzzzz!  

The lemonade’s acid made Chastity weak, and she collapsed to the floor, powerless!  Lemon juice curdles milk, and when it entered the pores of her face, it also curdled her super blood.  She had a toxic allergic reaction!  

Thinking she was done
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