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CHAPTER ONE
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It was a sunny afternoon in Driftwood Valley, when a golf cart suddenly appeared from out of nowhere.  It was illegally driving down busy Humdingers Highway from the nearby golf course, zooming erratically towards the town’s bank, Liberty Bells Savings.  Behind the wheel of the electric-powered cart was city councilman Max Phuckter, a sweaty, intoxicated, burly man in his forties, downing his sixth can of beer!  It was nearly four-o’clock, as Phuckter, dressed in golf clothes, pulled into the bank’s driveway.  

The bank building itself was one of Driftwood Valley’s most magnificent achievements in mid-century novelty architecture, built in the shape of a giant, two-story piggy bank!  The entire pink pig structure looked like a child’s toy bank, with the drive-up teller window strategically placed under the building’s curly tail . . . exactly where the gigantic hog’s posterior exit for its digestive tract would be!  A separate sign out front read LIBERTY BELLS SAVINGS & LOAN.  

As the golf cart abruptly jerked to a halt in front of the drive-up teller window, the bag of clubs in back nearly fell out.  A sexy female teller with huge knockers appeared in the kiosk’s window.   

“Good afternoon, welcome to Liberty Bells Savings.  How may I assist you today?” she cheerfully asked.

The loaded councilman let out a long, loud belch in reply.  “Buuuurrr-aaaah-aaaaaapppp!”

“Pardon?” stuttered the shocked teller.  She was lucky to be behind protective glass, so she didn’t have to smell his bad breath and terrible body odor!  

“Ha, ha, ha,” he chuckled, while lustfully gazing at the young beauty in the window.  “No wonder they call this place Liberty Bells . . . you got some king-sized liberty bells yourself!  Nice jugs!” he drunkenly joked.  “Listen sugar-tits, I need’ta cash this check!” he added, while digging around in his pockets to find it.  “I just played a round a’ golf, and need a few more bucks before hitting the clubhouse lounge again.”  He finally pulled out the wrinkled check and waved it in front of her window.

“Certainly,” she replied, struggling to maintain her professional composure.  “I’ll just need two forms of identification.  Do you have your driver’s license and Liberty Bells Savings ATM or credit card with you?”

“What?!” barked the shocked drunk.  “Why do you need that?!  Don’t you know who I am?!”

“Well, I’m afraid not sir,” she answered.  

“What do you mean you don’t know me?  The whole f’en town knows me!” he roared in indignation.  “I’m the Max Phuckter, city councilman!  Now open that money door below your window and cash this thing, or else I’ll call the president this f’en bank!  You know how much dough I got tied up in this place?!”

“Just one moment,” she quickly replied, before leaving the window to check with her lead teller.

The belligerent, obnoxious, sleaze ball had no idea what was about to happen to him next!  High above the bank . . . eight-thousand feet in the sunny sky to be exact . . . appeared a group of ten skydivers!  These weren’t any normal group of skydivers . . . they were nude skydivers . . . or nearly nude skydivers!  

Five women and five men, all in their late twenties and early to mid-thirties, were free-falling down towards the bank, each wearing unusual bits of light-green and yellow-colored clothing.  These super fit, athletic nudists all wore motorcycle helmets with black goggles, which completely disguised their eyes.  Each light-green and yellow colored helmet also had ornamental identification symbols or markers painted on the front forehead areas, just above the goggles.  These were individual, one-of-a-kind fruit or nut helmet symbols for each nudist, which included; a lemon, a banana, a walnut, a papaya, a peanut, a coconut, a kiwi, a macadamia nut, a guava fruit, and a pecan.  Matching light-green and yellow colored gloves, boots, utility belts and waving capes (beneath their parachutes) completed these nudists minimal attire.

The ten skydivers were topless and bottomless . . . their tanned chests, bare behinds, and the females’ large breasts were disrobed for the whole world to see.  However, every man and woman did wear a metallic green fig leaf, covering their front private parts.  These unusual jockstraps and Jillstraps protected their exposed pickles and beavers, and were attached by small chains leading up to the front buckles of their utility belts.

Down, down, down, they went!  Za-Zoom!  The moment they descended to four-hundred feet above the giant piggy bank, the male nudist wearing the banana symbolled helmet . . . and the largest metallic green fig leaf . . .  gave a ‘thumbs-up’ sign.  He pulled his rip cord and his parachute quickly popped open, instantly slowing his descent.  Pop!  Whooosshh!  The other nine skydiving nudists did the same thing, opening their parachutes one by one. 

Back down at the drive-up teller window, councilman Phuckter was still waiting impatiently for his money.  He was alarmed when the buxom teller’s loud voice was heard over the speaker.

“You’re all set councilman.  Here you go.”

The teller window’s cash door automatically opened, and the pig . . . not to be confused with the piggy bank shaped building . . . took his several hundred dollars in cash.  

“Thanks, sweetie!” he smiled, while thumbing through the bills.  “Sorry about losin’ my temper a second ago.  Hey, is it hot out here, or is just you?”

She reacted bug-eyed.  

“I ain’t no photographer, but I sure as hell can see us together” he added, winking.  “Treat me like a pirate and give me that booty!  Ha, ha, ha!”    

“Have a nice day,” she spat, while quickly leaving her window.

“Wait, when I text you later, what number should I use?  We’ll grab a couple ’a drinky-poos!”    

The hammered sleazebag stuck the bills in his wallet, but then something caught his drunken eye.  The ten skydiving nudists all touched down, landing right in front of him!  Zap!  Zap!  Zap!  Zap!  Zap!  Zap!  Zap!  Zap! Zap!  Zap!  In fact, they surrounded his golf cart!  Although mysteriously disguised behind helmets and dark goggles, these nudists were clearly specimens of physical perfection . . . the men were handsome, tanned and muscular, and the women were spectacularly gorgeous, with marvelous bodies featuring perky, oversized breasts!  Most of them were ethnically white, but one beauty was Asian, another babe was black, and one of the guys was Hispanic.  

In a flash, they threw off their spent parachutes and attacked, swiftly moving like synchronized Chinese acrobats.    

“What the hell?!”

Phuckter didn’t have time to say anything else, as the sexy lady nudist in the guava symbolled helmet shot him in the face with some kind of knock-out gas from a can in the shape of a guava fruit!  Ssssssss!  He didn’t see the weapon, because his wide eyes were fixated on her big, beautiful, rubbery boobies!  The unique guava gas weapon was then snapped back onto her utility belt, while the man in the banana helmet, along with another young man in a walnut helmet, pulled the unconscious Phuckter out of his golf cart and physically carried him away.

“Super Streakers, go!” commanded their leader in the banana helmet.    

As the busty young teller returned to her window, she looked up and was quickly mooned!  Yes, her eyes nearly popped out, as she was mooned for a few fleeting seconds by twenty shiny, tanned buns!  The nudists took off running at incredible speed . . . streaking away from the bank . . . at close to fifty miles per hour!  Their light-green and yellow colored capes waved behind them!  Banana held Phuckter’s arms, while Walnut held his legs.  No normal human beings could ever have run so fast!  They were incredible!  Unbelievable!  These helmeted, super-human streakers were Super Nudists and they were kidnapping the councilman!  Within seconds, the shadowlike villains vanished with their captive!  

Several hours later across town, another city councilman, Harry Bottoms, was getting a much needed massage at Driftwood Valley’s infamous Asian massage parlor, Happy Ho-Ho Massage.  The sleazy, Chinese body rub establishment was located in a small, mid-century strip mall.  The mall itself was built on the edge of the valley’s biggest body of water, Lake Tittykookoo.  

From the outside, the public could not see through the massage parlor’s front windows, since they were covered by white curtains and full-sized poster art of relaxing men getting massaged by delicate female hands.  A big sign above the front glass door read Happy Ho-Ho Massage.  A smaller, flashing neon sign below it blinked ‘OPEN’ in fluorescent red light.

Inside was a small reception room with a front desk, a cash register, and musical wind chimes hanging above the entrance/exit door.  These chimes would go off, making noise, whenever male customers walked in or out.  A Chinese lantern hanging from the ceiling illuminated the lobby in soft red light, and Asian paintings lined the walls.  A long, beaded string curtain hung over the inside doorway, which led to a hall with eight private massage rooms.  

Councilman Bottoms was in one of these small rooms, lying face down on a toweled massage table, with his face sunk into a cushioned hole cut out of the end of the table.  The politician was skinny and middle-aged, with sandy blond hair.  He was, of course, naked as a jaybird, while relaxing Chinese music played softly in the background.  The smell of sweet burning incense was in the air too. 

A pretty Chinese woman in her thirties, Hoo Ha, was massaging him with oil, delicately rubbing her soft, warm fingers all over his shoulders, back, legs and rear end.    

“Mmmm,” he happily moaned.  

“You rike, honey?” she sweetly asked in her rough Chinese accent.

“Oh, yes, Hoo Ha, I like!” 

Her fingers then reached down between his legs and gently began playing the piano on his man berries!  

“Holy Sheee . . . yeah, keep tickling the boys!  Love it!” he cried, slightly lifting his caboose off the table. 

“You know, back in Beijing, I had rittle doggie with no back regs and metal barrs the vet gave him,” confessed the sexy masseuse. “He used to run on cement sidewalk.”  

“Your dog had no back legs, metal balls, and he ran on cement sidewalks?” he panted.

“That right,” she answered. 

“What was your dog’s name?”

“Sparky!”    

The little devil reached further and started stroking his trouser monkey with one slippery, oiled hand, while massaging his snow globes with her other.

“Aaaaaahhhh,” he whimpered in ecstasy, while lifting his rump a bit higher.  

“Okay, turn over!” she ordered. 

The councilman quickly did as requested and faced her.  He was very happy to see the Asian beauty, in more ways than one!    

“Ooo . . . that big egg rorr!” she declared, widening her pretty brown almond eyes.  “That no rittle spring rorr, that New York style jumbo egg rorr!”  

“Thanks, honey!” he grinned. 

Hoo Ha lifted his head and placed a soft pillow under it, covering the table hole he’d previously stuck his face into.  She then grabbed her bottle of massage oil and squeezed it hard into her open palm . . . but nothing happened!  No oil squirted out.  Nada!  Zip!  Zero!  

“Oh, damn it!”

“What’s wrong?” 

“No mo’ oi-errl!  I be right back.”

“Okay.” 

Bottoms grinned, as she disappeared out of the room.  

“Money can’t buy you happiness, but it can buy you a happy ending!  Ha, ha!” he chuckled to himself.  

The rascal was all excited thinking about the exhilarating, mind-blowing, oriental ‘hand job’ he was about to receive!  However, the cocky councilman, in his wildest dreams, never could have ever imagined what was about to happen next!  It wasn’t the rip-roaring ‘happy ending’ he was expecting!  

The sun was setting outside the Happy Ho-Ho Massage parlor, and on nearby Lake Tittykookoo, a powerful speedboat towing ten nude water-skiers was quickly approaching.  The Super Nudists were back!  The classic speedboat was a light-green and yellow-colored fiberglass beauty from the 1960’s . . . aerodynamic and sleek. 

The dastardly water-skiers looked exactly as they did during their bank kidnapping.  Each athletic nudist wore black goggles and a signature light-green and yellow colored helmet with a fruit or nut symbol painted on the front forehead area.  The five women and five men were; Lemon, Banana, Walnut, Papaya, Peanut, Coconut, Kiwi, Macadamia, Guava, and Pecan.  Their minimal uniforms, once again, included light-green and yellow colored gloves, boots, utility belts, waving capes and metallic green fig leaf jockstraps and Jillstraps. 

The front of the speedboat was lifted up in the air a bit, as it zoomed towards shore, leaving a white foamy wake in the choppy water.  The boat’s driver, a man in his forties with a ‘regal air’ about him, was wearing a similar light-green and yellow colored helmet, except his had an ornamental identification symbol of a gold fig leaf painted on the front . . . just above his black goggles. 

The Super Nudists were excellent on waterskies, rocketing over the lake in perfect formation.  Their shiny wet bodies were sprinkled by cool water flying up from the front of their skis and from the rear of the speedboat towing them.  They all kept their hands and arms straight while holding onto their tow lines, and their knees were slightly bent.  Big bare tits and buck naked booties were exposed for the whole world to see, as ten trails of wavy, white, foamy water jetted behind them.  Their light-green and yellow colored capes waved in the fast wind!    

The helmeted skiers sped along at lightning velocity, and when the speedboat’s driver made a sharp turn towards shore, they followed.  Banana gave a thumb’s up signal, and one by one, in perfect synchronization, the unclad skiers let go of their tow lines and coasted to shore.  Like magic, they glided onto the dry sand, and when they came to a complete stop, they slipped their boots out of their skis.  

Banana, their leader, pointed towards the strip mall where the Happy Ho-Ho Massage parlor was located.  They all nodded in agreement and followed him, streaking off in that direction.  

Back in the councilman’s massage room, the front door chimes could be heard dinging.  Ding-ding-ding!  Bottoms thought it was another customer out in the lobby.  

Hoo Ha was in the supply room, still frantically searching for that other bottle of massage oil.

“Where the he-rl is it?!  Don’t terr me we run out!” she told herself.  

When she heard the door chimes, she poked her head out of the room and yelled down the hall.  

“I be right with you!  One moment prease.”  

From inside the supply room, Hoo Ha never saw the swift and silent Super Nudists creeping down the hall, searching for the naughty politician.  Five of the wet kidnappers were inside, while the other five remained outside, guarding the massage parlor’s front door.  

Female Super Nudist Coconut and male Super Nudist Peanut spotted the massage room the skinny councilman was resting in!  They motioned back to the other three to grab him!  

The small helmeted group quietly filed inside and busty Guava gave him a blast of her knockout guava gas!  Ssssssss!  Dazed councilman Bottoms never knew what hit him!  Hispanic male Super Nudist Macadamia, along with his buddy Pecan, carefully picked up the disrobed fool and carried him out.  Coconut and Peanut collected his clothes, socks and shoes.  The Super Nudists, with their unconscious captive, then streaked out as fast as they snuck in.

A second later, Hoo Ha strolled into the empty massage room with a new bottle of oil she finally found.  She quickly gazed around the small space, and then went bug-eyed, realizing the councilman was gone!

“Harro?!” she called out.  “Harro?  Where you go?  Bathroom?”

Dashing back out into the hall, she knocked on the bathroom door.  There was no response, so she opened it.  He wasn’t there!  Dropping the plastic oil bottle, she ran out to the front lobby.  The long, hanging, beaded string curtains flew wildly around, swinging all over the place, as she quickly passed through them.  Hoo Ha then noticed the front door was ajar!  

“That son of bitch!” she howled.  

Another sexy Chinese masseuse rushed out to the front lobby.  

“What wrong?” she asked, holding chopsticks in her hands.  “I was eating dinner in break room and hear you yell.”    

“Customer run out without reaving me my big tip!” growled Hoo Ha.

“Oh no,” frowned her co-worker.  “No happy ending for Hoo Ha!”

Hoo Ha shook her fist and rattled off the filthiest Chinese profanity ever spoken, to describe what she thought of city councilman Harry Bottoms!  She then switched back to English.

“I hate this job!  I hate it!  Hate it!  Hate it!” she roared.

“Why don’t you quit and go work for famous fast-food hamburger chain down street?  They always hiring,” said her co-worker.

“Because famous fast-food hamburger chain down street no pay two-hundred an fifty-dolla per hour to Hoo Ha!” she snapped back.  “That why!”  

Outside the Happy Ho-Ho Massage parlor, on Lake Tittykookoo, the powerful green and yellow speedboat raced off into the moonlit night, pulling the mooning Super Nudist water-skiers behind it.  Bottoms was out cold, stretched out on the back seat of the speedboat, as the boat’s regal driver in the fig leaf helmet delightfully smiled.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Meanwhile, across town, 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 illuminating several tables.  

Most of Chastity Knott’s customers were inside having drinks 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.  

She was having a friendly chat with Driftwood Valley’s recently elected leader, Mayor Artie Phishel, who was finishing his dinner.  The slightly overweight politician was in his early sixties, with a comical face, sleepy eyes, dark hair, and a sneaky smile . . . a smile like that of a cat who had just swallowed the canary!  

It was a bit noisy in the restaurant/pub, with many happy customers enjoying themselves.  

“So, you were a farmer before becoming mayor?” asked a surprised Chastity.

“That’s right.  The Driftwood community found me outstanding in my field,” Phishel slowly replied with a big grin.  “Get it . . . outstanding in my field?”

“Ha, ha, yes, very funny,” she chuckled, rolling her eyes.    

The mayor looked at his empty dinner plate while wiping his mouth with a napkin.

“Chastity, I must say, that was the one of the best meals I’ve ever had!  Just like Mother tried to make, but couldn’t.”

“Thank you,” she smiled.

“That roast beef, mashed potatoes, and Yorkshire pudding were superb!” he applauded.  “ . . . and the vegetables . . . broccoli, carrots, parsnips and peas . . . all perfect!”  

“I’m glad you liked them.  Billy and I are proud our pub was voted ‘best restaurant’ in Driftwood Valley.”  

“Well, you certainly deserve it!”

“Thanks!”

She then took his empty plate.  

“Any dessert?”

“Now do you think I’d turn down dessert?” he said, while patting his big sloping belly.  “Of course I’ll have dessert . . . I’ll try your sticky toffee pudding.”

“Great choice . . . we make it from scratch using finely chopped dates, fresh sponge cake mix and toffee sauce.  Would you like homemade vanilla custard or vanilla ice-cream with it?”

“Both!”

Suddenly the mayor’s cell phone went off, and he took the call immediately.  

“Hello?”

He listened intently for a few seconds, with a concerned look on his face.  He then turned to Chastity.

“Chastity, I’m going to have to take this call outside . . . it’s a bit noisy in here . . . city business.  It’s my brother Soupy.”

“Your brother?”

“Yeah, he ran for city council three years ago,” he replied, covering his phone with one hand.

“What does he do now?” she asked.

“Nothing . . . he got elected.”

“No problem mayor, I understand.  We’ll keep your dessert warm.”

“Thanks,” he added, while quickly walking to the back exit.  

Out in the pub’s rear parking lot, Billy was tossing a big plastic bag full of garbage into a dumpster.  Mayor Phishel exited the pub, closing the rear door behind him, to carefully listen to his brother on the other end of the phone.  

Suddenly, from out of nowhere, the Super Nudists appeared in the pub’s lit parking lot!  Lemon, Banana, Walnut, Papaya, Peanut, Coconut, Kiwi, Macadamia, Guava, and Pecan, in their black goggles and a signature light-green and yellow colored helmets with fruit or nut symbols painted on them, popped up from behind the many parked cars . . . just like sprung jack-in-the-box toys!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!  Boing!    

Mayor Phishel looked up, startled!  He couldn’t believe what he was seeing!  His jaw dropped and he lowered his phone, as the bandits ambushed him in their light-green and yellow colored gloves, boots, utility belts, waving capes and metallic green fig leaf jockstraps and Jillstraps!  Of course, what drew his attention the most, were the female Super Nudists supersized, unclad, kalamazoos!  

Banana pulled out a boomerang in the shape of a banana from his utility belt.  The Super Nudist threw it, and it clobbered the shocked politician, knocking him out cold!  Zoo-zoo-zoo-Boom!  

“Errgh!” moaned the mayor, as he fell unconscious to the asphalt.

Hispanic male Super Nudist Macadamia and Korean female Super Nudist Kiwi picked him up, as Billy turned and spotted them!

“Super Streakers, go!” commanded Banana.

They mooned Billy, for a few fleeting seconds, with their twenty buns!  

“Hey!  What the . . . ?” sputtered surprised Billy.  

The nudists took off running at incredible speed . . . streaking away from the pub into the night . . . at close to fifty miles per hour!  Macadamia and Kiwi disappeared with the rest of the group, holding Mayor Phishel’s lifeless arms and legs in their gloved hands.  Their light-green and yellow colored capes waved behind them!  

Back inside the pub, Billy dashed up to Chastity.  

“Chastity!”  

“What’s wrong?” she asked, realizing something was the matter.

Billy answered in a hushed voice, so as not to alarm the pub’s customers.

“The Mayor!  He was just kidnapped . . . by a bunch of . . . a bunch of. . . ”

He struggled to find the right words to describe the culprits.

“A bunch of what?” she demanded.

“They wore helmets . . . goggles . . . so I couldn’t see their faces . . . but I saw their bodies . . . they were all nude!”

“Nude?!” she exclaimed, bug-eyed.  

“Yeah, mostly nude . . . like a bunch of weird nudists!” he stuttered.

“This is a job for you-know-who!” she declared.

“Right!” he agreed.  

“Watch the pub, I’ll be back!”

“Be careful!” he warned.

“You know me!”  

Chastity 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 nighttime 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 night 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 cool night air, Double-D quickly surveyed the town and main highway through the two eye-slits of her brassier mask.  All of a sudden, her huge honkers felt funny.  

“Oh, my titties are tingling . . . they sense danger down there!” she told herself.

A few seconds later, she spotted the fleeing Super Nudists with their capes waving behind them!  

“Holy Hooters!  There go some naked buns!” she exclaimed.  “That’s got to be them!”

Our hero quickly descended . . . down, down, down . . . and then landed on the sidewalk.  Zap!  She summoned her superhuman strength and powers to continue the pursuit on foot, running at incredible speed!  She zoomed past  many of Driftwood Valley’s mid-century modern, ‘novelty architecture’ buildings;  a liquor store with a huge neon sign of a circus clown out front, a donut shop with a giant fiberglass donut on its roof, and a steak house resembling a log cabin topped by artificial snow.  There were even two life-like, full-sized dinosaur statues . . .  a tyrannosaurus rex battling a triceratops . . .  displayed outside the natural history museum.  

As Double-D dashed past each strange structure, nighttime pedestrians walking down sidewalks or driving by in cars did double-takes staring at her!  The over-endowed, bra-busting superhero was just as unusual as the mid-century modern ‘novelty architecture.’  

She finally caught up to the helmeted Super-Nudists and saw Mayor Phishel being carried away by Macadamia and Kiwi.  

“Stop right where you are!” shouted the Double-D Avenger in a loud, commanding voice.  

Banana and the rest of the Super Nudists looked back and were surprised!  They immediately recognized the famous, big balconied superhero.

“It’s the Double-D Avenger!” cried female Super Nudist Coconut.

“The Double-D Avenger?!” gasped male Super Nudist Walnut.

The fleeing kidnappers slowed down.

“Kiwi . . . get the mayor back to headquarters!” ordered Banana.  “We’ll take care of the Double-D Avenger!”  

“Right!” nodded the Asian villainess.  

Macadamia let go of the mayor, and super strong Kiwi took over, throwing the politician’s limp body over her shoulder.  She then disappeared in a flash with her captive, while Super Nudists Banana, Lemon, Guava, Pecan, Papaya, Walnut, Coconut, Macadamia and Peanut surrounded Double-D.  

“Too bad you stuck your big boobs into our business, Double-D!” threatened Banana. 

“We won’t allow anyone to interfere with our plans!” added female Super Nudist Lemon.  

“Bring the mayor back this instant!” demanded Double-D.  “. . . and put some real clothes on while you’re at it!  Parading around like that in your birthday suits . . . in public . . .  is utterly disgraceful!  It’s indecent!”   

“Super Nudists . . . attack!” ordered Banana.

The birthday suit bandits moved in to stop our hero . . . by using marital arts on her!  

Chastity, as the Double-D Avenger, noticed how each one of the strange nudist kidnappers all looked physically perfect!  They were just like supermodels hidden beneath their dark goggles . . . with the strong, handsome, masculine men possessing square jaws and tanned, muscular bodies . . . and the fit, topless, big breasted women all drop-dead gorgeous with beautiful faces and luscious lips!   

Each Super Nudist was an expert in Nude-jitsu, a nudist version of Jiu-jitsu!  Big breasted female Super Nudist Lemon flew at Double-D at lightning speed, chopping and kicking at her!  

“Key-Yah!” cried Lemon.

Our hero bravely blocked each fight move with her red gloved hands and arms, and then used some judo action of her own.  

“Two can play at Jubblie Judo!” declared Double-D.  “Time to give you a little Tit-for-Tat!”

Double-D fought Lemon off using several ‘Booby-Punches.’  These fight moves consisted of Chastity turning, twisting and throwing one powerful breast at her opponent after another. 

Ba-Bap!  Ba-Bap!

“Waaaahhh!” hollered Lemon, as she was clobbered.

Double-D’s indestructible tom-toms knocked Lemon down the block faster than a speeding fart!  

“How’s that for a Ta-Ta trick?!” laughed Double-D.

Nighttime spectators . . . sidewalk pedestrians and drivers . . . were dumfounded by what they saw!  The wild street brawl stretched out over several city blocks!

Female Super Nudist Guava and male Super Nudists Pecan and Walnut closed in with more punching, chopping and kicking!  

“Whoo-Wah!”

“Hoo-Raahh!”

“Eeerr-aaahh!”  

Our hero quickly blocked most of their moves, and those she missed were absorbed by her indestructible honkers.  Chastity, as Double-D, suddenly realized something was very wrong!  These weird, practically nude kidnappers seemed to have super human powers similar to hers!  Chastity’s mind raced as she thought to herself . . . Whoa, wait a second here!  What the heck’s going on?  These indecent crooks . . . have super strength too!  Just like me!  But how . . . ? 
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Male Super Nudist Macadamia pulled a whip from his utility belt and lashed it at the Double-D Avenger!  Za-Whap!  

It whipped around our hero’s neck, stinging her terribly!  

“Aaaahhh!” she sputtered.  

Chastity, as Double-D, struggled to breath!  Gasp!  The whip felt like a mighty anaconda had wound its long snake body around her neck!  She reached up to grab it.  

Macadamia pulled the tightly wrapped whip using his super strength!  He then flung the Double-D Avenger by her neck . . . up and away . . . into a giant, twenty-foot tall fiberglass statue standing in front of a tire store!  The big advertising statue was of a smiling, bearded man holding a huge tire.

Wha-Whoooosshh!  Ka-Bang!    

Dazed but not seriously injured, Double-D ripped the whip off!  Eeerrr-rriiipp!  She got back onto her feet and dusted herself off.  

“Time for a Booby-Lightning Bolt!” she declared, massaging her colossal Dairy Pillows!  “I’ve got to generate enough static electricity between my big bra and costume,” she told herself.  Her eyes grew wider, as she began to feel some powerful static electricity building up.  Zit-zit-zit-zit-zit!  “Ah, here we go . . . Booby-Bolt!” she loudly echoed.  

The busty costumed crime-fighter threw out her arms and a bright lightning bolt shot off her giant Bra Buddies!  Za-Zapp!!  There was an instant thunderclap that sounded like ‘Va-Voom!’ 

The electrical bolt nailed Macadamia right on his metallic-green fig leaf!  Zoom!  Ouch!  He was absolutely shocked, literally and figuratively, and hollered in all-out agony!  

Waaaaa-haaaa-haaa-haaa-hoooo-hooo-hooo!  

Macadamia held his burning crotch with both hands! 

“Thank goodness for my indestructible tits!” said Double-D, congratulating herself.  She grabbed one blue costumed boob of hers at a time and kissed them.  “Mmm-waah!  Mmm-wah!”

Guava dashed up to our hero and pulled out her Guava gas weapon!  She tried to spray the fruit can of knock out gas at Double-D, but wasn’t quick enough, as our hero booby-bounced away!

“Booby-Bounce!” 

Double-D flew up into the air . . . Ba-Boing . . . completely missing the jet of knock-out gas!  

Seconds later, our hero was back on the sidewalk again!  Double-D twisted her torso and whacked Guava with a powerful booby-punch!  Ba-Boom!  The villainess was knocked past the Dutch bakery with a rotating neon sign of a windmill on its roof!  She then flung smack into the front door of the famous trashy lingerie store, the Booby Trap!  Ka-Crash!  Bang!  

Banana whipped out his banana shaped boomerang and threw it from his gloved hand!  Whoosh-whoosh-whoosh-whoosh-whoosh!  

Seeing it coming at her, Double-D cartwheeled out of the way just in time!  She then dashed over to Banana, and grabbed him under his green metallic fig leaf!  She squeezed his balls . . . Honk . . . and he howled in pain!  

Looking up fast, our hero saw Banana’s boomerang flying back towards them!  She let go of his cojones, and rolled out of the way.  Wham!  The returning boomerang nailed Banana right on the head, and then it ricocheted off his helmet!  He cried out again!

“Aaahh!”  

“Good thing you wore your helmet!” chuckled Double-D, while waving a finger at him.

The Double-D Avenger then did a double-take!  Banana had spun around, mooning her, as he leaned forward to recover from being clobbered and zapped!  Chastity, as Double-D, found Banana ‘very interesting,’ and her romantic heart fluttered in delight!  His bare bubble butt was tight, perfect, and muscular, and our hero couldn’t resist giving it a quick pinch!  

“Ooo . . . nice buns!” she smiled.  Her eyes grew wide open beneath her red bra mask!

She playfully pinched his right bubble-like butt cheek with her red gloved hand, and he instantly straightened back up!  Banana couldn’t believe what she just did, and was pleasantly surprised!  The handsome young man behind the black goggles and helmet took a closer look at Double-D.  He was taken away by her beauty and sex appeal . . . it was love at first sight!  Banana didn’t know whether to fight her, or start making love to her!  He was totally smitten with the Double-D Avenger and wanted to kiss her!   

While Double-D and Banana were preoccupied, male Super Nudist Pecan carefully removed the pecan slingshot from his utility belt.  He started firing some rock hard, unshelled nuts at her!  Ka-pow!  Ka-pow!  Ka-pow!  These little rock hard projectiles were deadly!

Our hero saw them coming, so she used her powerful front bumpers again, to repel the dangerous, rocketing pecans!  Ting!  Ting!  Ting! 

Double-D cartwheeled over to Pecan, and snatched the slingshot away from him!  In a flash, she pulled back the rubber band, stretching it as
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