
The DOUBLE-D AVENGER

and the 

Dirty Movie House Mystery

––––––––

William Winckler

THE DOUBLE-D AVENGER 

AND THE DIRTY MOVIE HOUSE MYSTERY

Copyright © - 2022 by William Winckler

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form.

This is a work of fiction.  All the characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

Published in the United States of America

For my old friend Jonathan Harris, 

who knew a thing or two about 

crazy robots and equally crazy women!


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER ONE
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The nerdy Driftwood Valley college student had a bug-eyed look on his face, as if he were hypnotized.  Filbert was his name, and he sat all alone on his dorm’s couch, just staring, panting, and drooling at his cell phone.  On the phone’s wide screen ran a movie . . . a dirty, triple-X adult movie!

A fully nude woman in her late twenties, beautifully tanned except for white bikini lines on her bare behind, ducked into a bedroom.  She was an incredibly busty, blond goddess who totally exuded sex!  In fact, her wondrously ripe, chesty charms were outrageous in size!  

Following her was a tall, dark, handsome man in his mid-thirties.  He was a TV repairman, who abruptly stopped in his tracks when the horny housewife greeted him from her bed!  There she was, lying in full make-up, with luscious red lips, sultry eyes, perfectly styled hair . . . and nothing else.  She was completely naked, with her bed covers pulled wide open.  Gold earrings dangled from her earlobes, and a matching gold necklace hung around her neck.  

“I’m so hot,” she teasingly complained, while stepping out of her bed to open a window.  She let the cool breeze in, and stretched her flawless nudity, showing it all off.  The cunning beauty knew exactly what she was doing, as she intentionally made the repairman all ‘hot and bothered.’  

He smiled, taking a few confident steps closer to the horny devil.  

“What are you staring at?” she asked in mock surprise.  

“A pair of lovely kalamazoos, Ma’am,” he grinned.  “Where’s your hubby?”

“Working late . . . and he ain’t coming home for a long time,” she winked.  

The repairman got the message and moved in closer.  

“What are you doing?” she suddenly snapped.  A devilish smile appeared on her beautiful face.

“I . . . I’m not doing anything,” he cautiously, and innocently, replied.

“I know . . . but if you’re going to, you better get started!” she playfully ordered.

In a flash, the repairman embraced her in his strong arms, and he planted deep wet kisses in her eager, hungry mouth.  She kissed back just as passionately!  His hands slid down her back, where they lustfully squeezed and massaged her perfectly round, rubbery buns.  

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, taking deep breaths.  “Aah, ooh, yes . . . yes, squeeze it.  Mm-hmm.”  

His hands and fingers were all over her delicious birthday suit.  When he raised them to the front of her overheated body, he massaged and kneaded her firm, rubbery torpedoes.  The seductress squealed in absolute delight!    

“Ah, it feels so good when you do that!” 

“You weren’t kidding when you said you were hot, Ma’am.  Doesn’t your husband ever feed your kitty?”

“Not nearly enough!” she softly grumbled.

“What about your TV . . . shouldn’t I fix it first?”

She pulled away from him, took three steps to her television on the wall, and gave it a hard slap.  Bang! 

“There!  Bet the reception’s perfect now!”

That’s all the repairman needed to see and hear.  He swept her off her feet, and carried her back to the bed.  

“Oh, you beast!” she chuckled.  

The oversexed vixen dropped a hand to his jeans and grabbed his crotch.  Ever so gently, she massaged the front of his work pants and fly, feeling the firm jackhammer hidden away inside.  “I want some of this right now,” she demanded.  “Your trouser monkey, Sir.  Hand it over, I can’t wait any longer!”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he smiled.

He gently let her down, and she dropped to her knees on the carpet.  As he stood there, she unbuckled his jeans and unzipped his fly.  Zzzzziiiipp!  

“Oooo,” she cooed, in anticipation of seeing his throbbing huffing bone.  “Mmmm-mmmm,” she added, looking up at him with lustful eyes.  

As the femme fatale was about to watch the repairman’s third leg pop out of his underwear, the cell phone’s wide screen suddenly began to break up!  The XXX movie Filbert was watching scrambled, then a warning notice flashed across the screen.  It read, ‘CAN’T OPEN PAGE.’  The horny college student went ballistic!  

“Oh no . . . not now!  What the hell?!” he furiously snarled.  “Can’t open page?!  Don’t tell me it’s a virus!” 

Filbert desperately fiddled with his phone, trying to get the dirty movie to continue playing.  It was hopeless . . . the adult website he’d been watching seemed to be down for some strange reason.  

Not one to give up easily, Filbert logged onto a different adult movie site and selected the first video he could tap on.  The horny college student exhaled in relief, as a new triple-X flick immediately started playing on his cell’s screen.  

The X-rated movie was shot inside a strip club, with colorful, flashing stage lights shinning on a dance floor.  On stage were two scorching hot strippers in their twenties, dancing and gyrating for their male audience. 

“The nasty girls are in the house . . . Sargent Sacks and Firefighter Fellatio,” declared an announcer, as jazzy, bump-and-grind striptease music began.  

Nude dancer Sargent Sacks wore a US army helmet, along with combat boots, and nothing else.  She licked the toy gun in her hand in a sexually suggestive manner.  

The other stripper, Firefighter Fellatio, danced around naked in a fireman’s helmet, while sucking on the end of a loose garden hose. 

The Sargent and Firefighter’s ‘duel act’ started getting down and dirty!  The women strutted around on stage, slowly wiggling and jiggling their bodacious bodies, and wobbling their thrusting, swelling, ballooning balloons!  Their magnificent behinds seductively swayed back and forth, as they pranced around.  

Slowly, the two women crouched down on the stage, while spreading their legs and bending their knees.  The hootin’ and howlin’ guys got more than an eyeful of the dancers’ mouthwatering ‘vertical smiles’ and bouncing watermelons!  The two sluts then lied back on the dance floor, and raised their gorgeous legs up into the air.  Creamy thighs and calves trembled, as the peekaboo performance continued.     

Spinning around, the vixens crawled on their hands and knees, like two filthy alley cats in heat.  They crept over to the edge of the stage, and began teasing and blowing kisses to the guys seated inches away.  The Firefighter took off her helmet, and then she teasingly tossed her head around, so her long hair would fly all over one man’s stupid, hypnotized face.  

At the same time, the Sargent pointed her toy gun at a fat guy and fired at his crotch!  The surprised man’s pants were drenched with water . . . because her pistol was a squirt-gun!  The heavy slime-ball was too aroused to be mad at her.    

In a flash, the seductresses rose to their feet, and then bent over at the horn dogs closest to the stage.  They shook their attractive heinies, twerking the living hell out of them, causing what seemed like two nine-point-five magnitude earthquakes!  The tramps squatted, threw their hips back, and shook their hungry rear ends like crazy.  Shaky!  Shaky!  Shaky!  Ka-Boom-Boom!  Ka-Boom-Boom!

After that lewd shocker, and some acrobatic tricks using two brass poles, the routine began to have ‘make believe’ lesbian overtones!  Sargent Sacks and Firefighter Fellatio embraced each other.  They lightly kissed and spanked asses, then took turns playfully licking each other’s jiggling jiggly puffs.  

Their piece de résistance occurred when the Sargent grabbed the Firefighter’s garden hose.  She opened her mouth and nearly swallowed the whole thing during the ‘sword swallowing’ part of her act!  The guys’ cat calls and applause was deafening, but the Sargent wasn’t done torturing her apes yet.  When she pulled the hose out of her mouth, she spun Firefighter around and was about to insert it into the stripper’s ‘front garden.’  Perhaps she thought it needed some watering?

This was all too much for the strip club’s male audience.  The joyful, lustful guys went totally nuts . . . including a bunch of older gentlemen in fez hats, who were members of a fraternal club.  

Filbert, watching his cell phone’s screen, was just as happy as the dudes wearing the fez hats . . . until everything went black!  The video on Filbert’s cell was completely dead!  

“Oh, sheeet!  Not again!  No way!” he bellowed.

The familiar warning of ‘CAN’T OPEN PAGE,’ appeared again.  

“F’en cell phone!”      

Filbert frantically logged onto yet another adult site, and selected the first video he scrolled to.  

A football field appeared on the screen, along with a big banner reading ‘Taft College.’  As the camera panned the field, four sexy cheerleaders appeared in frame.  The college girls were gorgeous and topless!  Each cheerleader had overly large pom-poms, besides the pom-poms they were holding!  They wore red skirts and had tennis shoes on . . . but as Filbert would soon find out, they weren’t wearing any panties under their skirts!

Filbert got a terrific view of their nice ta-tas and honey buns, as the girls warmed up on the field . . . bending over, twisting, and jumping up and down.  When the cheer captain finished licking an ice cream bar in a sexually suggestive manner, some of the ice cream accidentally dripped onto her naked knockers.  The captain carefully lifted each one of her sexy balloons and licked the melted ice cream off, while giving a quick wink to the camera!  

Filbert nearly exploded in his pants.   

“Listen up girls,” announced the scrotum-busting cheer captain.  “Let’s try it again, one more time.  Ready . . . okay!  Give me a ‘T!’  Give me an ‘A!’”

The other cheerleaders enthusiastically performed the routine along with her.  They joyfully jumped up and down into the air, cheering, flashing their bouncing bazooms, their delectable cabooses, and ‘Alters of Venus!’  Some of the girls’ alters were shaved!  

The captain suddenly stopped.  “Ladies, we need more energy!  Really give the audience our ‘T’ and ‘A!’” she ordered.

The girls nodded, and the routine resumed, only this time the sexy devils took off their skirts.  Now, they were completely naked.  

“Ready . . . okay!” barked the captain.  “Give me a ‘T!’  Give me an ‘A!’  Give me an ‘F!’ Give me a ‘T!’  What does it spell?  TAFT!”

The girls furiously shook their pom-poms, both their fleshy ones and their plastic hand-held ones!  

Filbert got a heavenly peek at every pretty orifice and charm the cheerleaders had, as they bounced up and down, and bent over to camera.  He knew at any second, the promiscuous pom-pom tarts would get into some hot and heavy ‘girl-on-girl’ action.  

Unfortunately, before any ‘two-fingered taco-tangos’ could begin, the movie suddenly went black! 

“Oh ,no . . . not again!  Not again!” Filbert cried in total frustration.  “How can this be happening?!  Why?”  

When he tried to log onto other adult sites, they too, seemed to be down.  

“This is crazy!  How can all the sites be down?  I don’t get it!  Damn it!” he shouted. 

Filbert tossed his cell phone across the room in frustration, and stormed off.

Meanwhile across town, a man in his forties was also watching a triple-X adult film . . . not on his phone, but from his laptop computer.  The guy’s name was Freddy, and he was slightly overweight, balding, and drinking a can of beer.  Seated in his home office, he was mesmerized by what he saw playing on his laptop’s screen. 

A stunningly gorgeous woman in a skimpy bikini was reclining on a plastic lounge chair near her swimming pool.  It was a warm, sunny day, and her tanned skin was oily and shiny from the suntan lotion she’d spread all over her delectable body.  The super-cantilevered lady had a big balcony of majestic melons!  

On the opposite side of the pool, a handsome young pool boy in his early twenties was collecting leaves floating around in the water.  He used a long skimmer to scoop them all up.  

The rich lady slowly, and seductively, rubbed her two humongous bikini suffers!  She then moved her beautiful finger nails down to her bikini bottom’s ‘Bermuda Triangle.’  She playfully rubbed her triangle, delicately massaging her bikini bottom’s silky material!  Quietly pleasuring herself, she arched her back off her lounge chair, as she reached a state of ecstasy.  

The pool boy noticed from out of the corner of his eye, and his heart began to beat a mile a minute.  She caught him looking back, so she playfully winked and blew him a little kiss.  The young man gulped, and quickly tried to think of math equations so he’d bring down the circus tent popping up in the front of his loose bathing suit.

“Excuse me, pool boy?” she cooed.  

“Yes, Miss?” he nervously replied.  “I fixed that sign, like you asked me to.  See?” he said, pointing.  

A painted sign on a fence near the pool read ‘We don’t swim in your toilet, please don’t pee in our pool!’ 

“That’s nice,” she commented.  “Can you help me undo my top?  I want to get a full tan.”

“Full tan?” he asked. 

“Yes.  You don’t mind if I sunbath au naturel, do you?”

“Au naturel?” he stuttered.

“Nude!”

“In the nude?  Ah, no . . . not at all,” he stuttered back.  

The aroused young man dropped his pool skimmer and raced over.  

She turned over on her belly.  “Undo me, handsome.”

“Okay.”

He slowly undid her bikini top’s straps with trembling fingers.  As the top fell off, the seductress slowly turned over, giving him a full view of her enormous front bumpers.  Ba-Boing! Ba-Boing!    

The pool boy’s eyes bugged out, and his circus tent was fully up and pronounced again!  There was no hiding his physical attraction for her now.  

She teasingly removed her sun glasses, and put one of the frame’s plastic arms in her mouth, holding it between her pearly white teeth.  The woman raised an eyebrow, while hungrily stared at her pool boy’s crotch.  

“Nice tent,” she remarked, as she slipped off her bikini’s bottom.

His eyes really popped out, when she spread her legs on the lounge chair, giving him an eyeful of her hungry, wet beaver!  Although he loved the view, he struggled to compose himself.    

“Ah, Miss, I think I better backwash the pool.”

“Backwash my poon first!” she demanded.

The pool boy gulped again, as a huge grin flashed over his red, perspiring face.  

“Okay,” he nodded.  

The young guy whipped off his tee-shirt and bathing suit, as the oversexed MILF lustfully threw open her arms to embrace him.  

At that precise moment, before their shagging could commence, the computer’s screen suddenly scrambled!  The X-rated movie stopped playing.  

“Go-damn!” hollered Freddy.  He grabbed his mouse and whipped it around in circles, trying to get the movie to play again.

A warning notice flashed across his laptop’s screen . . . ‘UNABLE TO LOAD PAGE.’  It was a similar notification that Filbert had received.

“What’s going on?” he wondered.  Could unwanted ads be delaying or stopping the video stream? His eyes darted around the laptop’s screen, but he quickly realized the site’s ads were not the issue.  

Freddy logged off of the dirty site, and quickly searched for another one, just like Filbert had done.  In a flash, he landed onto a different site and selected the first adult video he could tap on.

A ravishing, ebony skinned woman in her mid-twenties appeared on his laptop’s screen.  Her name was Nipples Nebula.  She wore a metallic silver wig, and was dressed in a matching silver astronaut’s costume.  Her beautiful face had highlights of metallic silver make-up, metallic purple eye shadow, and purple lipstick.  The background set she was standing in resembled the Moon’s rocky landscape, with paper-mache boulders, and stars and colorful gas nebulas hanging in the painted backdrop.  The sexy space-woman slowly and teasingly peeled out of her astronaut’s suit, revealing her flawless nudity and up-thrust bazooms!  

Freddy’s eyes bulged and his heart raced!  He imagined all sorts of exciting, erotic things he wanted to do with the titillating Ms. Nebula!  

Nipples grabbed an eight-inch long toy rocket.  The rocket was silver and streamlined, looking like a huge, fancy vibrator!  Staring straight into the camera, she whispered seductively. 

“Greetings Earthman, I’m Nipples Nebula,” she cooed.  “Would you like to explore our expanding universe, the big bang theory and pulsating stars?”  

As she spoke, she moved the top or ‘head’ of the toy rocket all over her naked body, skimming it over her private parts, and oversized chocolate boobies.  

“We will probe Venus, a black hole, and Uranus.”

Mesmerized Freddy never had a harder ‘hard-on,’ and he worried he might ‘blast off’ into outer space before Ms. Nebula did!  

“Shoot off into my space port,” she continued.  “. . . then prepare for a big splash-down by the twin moons of Saturn.”  As she tantalizingly said this, she moved the toy rocket from her black holes to her jumbo chesty planets!  

In a few moments, Nipples would lustfully insert the streamlined, phallic-shaped spaceship, into one of her eager wet orifices . . . slowly sliding it all the way in!    

Unfortunately, Freddy never got to see that, because the movie abruptly stopped!  The video stream cut out just like before, and the same warning notification flashed across the laptop’s screen . . . ‘UNABLE TO LOAD PAGE.’    

“I can’t believe this,” stuttered angry Freddy.  “I can’t f’en believe this!  How in the hell can every adult site on the internet be down?!”

With that, he furiously turned off his laptop and pulled down the screen.  Gulping the last of his beer, he then crushed the aluminum can in his angry fist!

From off in the kitchen, an angry woman’s voice was heard yelling in an obnoxious New York accent.  It was Freddy’s girlfriend.  

“Freddy?!” exploded her rabid Brooklyn voice.  “Ya betta not be watchin’ dem dirty movies again, or I’ll kill ya!”  

“I’m not, baby!” he sheepishly half-fibbed, yelling back.  He then began to cry like a little baby, throwing an infantile temper tantrum and pounding his fists on his laptop.  “I’m really not!  Waaaahhhh-aaaahhh!  Waaaaaahhh-aaaaaahh-aaaahhh-aaahhh!”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Not far from Freddy’s place, an older Hispanic man named Fernando was relaxing in bed enjoying a cigar, while watching a movie on his smart TV.  However, it wasn’t just any ordinary movie . . . it was a XXX dirty movie! 

On the widescreen TV, a brunette bombshell with huge humdingers was posing nude for an artist.  She was in her twenties, a total knockout, and was standing perfectly still on a pedestal, while the artist frantically painted away on his huge canvass.  The painter was an old Frenchman in a red beret and beige smock, known as Fortunate Pierre.  He was creating a life-size oil painting of the statuesque sexpot, and went wild with his brush, quickly painting away and becoming more and more sexually aroused!  Pierre was totally fixated on his model’s monumental breasts!  He was ‘mad about melons,’ having an out of control breast fetish!  

“Buxom balloons!  Bigger!  Bigger! Bigger!” he cried.  “I must make my creation’s bosoms much, much larger!” 

The colorful oil painting of the foxy woman looked absolutely ridiculous, because Pierre made the model’s boobs as big as her torso!  They were gargantuan!

“Oooh-la-la!” replied the passionate model.  “Pierre, you are running out of paint.”

“I know . . .  it was inevitable!  Your bubbles are too Bunyanesque!  Oh my sweet . . . my titillating angel . . . Mon Cheri . . . you are my mammary masterpiece!”

“Oh, Pierre,” she swooned.   

“My love . . . I must make love to you!”

“Start making!  Start making!” she begged, as she broke out of her modeling pose.  Her king- sized coconuts waved and joggled as she stepped down from her pedestal.  Ka-Blorp!  Ka-Blorp!

Pierre tossed his beret, whipped off his smock, and lustfully embraced his magnificent model.  The two of them rolled to the floor to make passionate love, accidentally knocking over Pierre’s large easel.  Ka-Bang!  Luckily, the painting landed on its back side, not its front. 

“I must slide my French baguette into your warm oven, Mon Cheri!” he gasped.

Just as the movie’s sex scene was about to take off with a hot piston shot . . . featuring Pierre pumping away on top of his lovely ‘Cheri’ . . . Fernando’s smart TV went black!  There was nothing.  Nada.  Zip.    

The old horn dog fiddled with his TV’s remote, turning it on and off.  He then tried adjusted the channel settings, but nothing worked.  Sadly, he’d never get to see Pierre slide his baguette into sexy Cheri’s oven.  

“Aye!  This smart TV is a no too smart!” he growled in his Mexican accent.  “I take this f’en piece a caca de toro back manana!”  

He continued to cuss out his television in profanity-laced Spanish.    

The next evening, 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 several umbrellaed 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 wiping down a section of the bar, as Chastity entered from the kitchen and strolled over to him.  She was a beautiful young woman, about twenty-five years old, with wavy blond hair that had curls at the ends.  Her 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.

Frustrated Filbert, Freddy and Fernando, all happened to be seated at the bar next to each other.  The bad boys were drowning their ‘lack of dirty movie’ sorrows in mugs of draft beer.  The three unhappy fellows chatted with Billy, explaining their video reception difficulties.  

“You’re kidding!” exclaimed Billy.  “All three of you guys had exactly the same streaming trouble?”

“Si,” nodded old Fernando.

“What’s weird is all the other sites and channels played fine,” added Filbert.

“That’s right.  It’s just the adult sites that all went down,” grumbled Freddy.

“Well, instead of watching that sleazy, X-rated junk, why don’t you guys strike up some conversations with the nice single women in here,” suggested Billy with a smile.  “There’s lots of ‘em, and they’re real girls too . . . not just images.”

At that moment, Chastity moved closer to Billy, so the men ended their naughty discussion.

“Hey Billy, know what one boob said to the other?” she asked.

“Don’t hang so low, or they’ll think we’re nuts?” he answered.

“No, you’re my breast friend!” she giggled.

“Very funny,” smiled Billy, while rolling his eyes.

“We’ll be closing in half-an-hour.  Mind if I go home a little early?” she asked.  “I’m beat.” 

“No problem.  The kitchen’s closed.  I’ll lock up the pub,” he said.  “Oh, are you going to the Driftwood Valley carnival next week?  If so, let’s figure out our work schedules.”

“Naw . . .  my tits are so big, the last time I went to that carnival, they thought I was one of the rides!”  

“I hear ya,” nodded Billy.  ”Drive carefully.”

“Thanks . . . will do.  See you tomorrow.”

“Later.”

In a flash, Chastity Knott was out in the pub’s rear parking lot, climbing into her classic 1970’s Corvette Stingray.  The sports car was a gorgeous metallic blue.  Climbing in was never an easy task, because her super-stacked abbondanzas always took up too much space between her driver’s seat and the steering wheel.  In fact, getting into her car was such a tight fit, Chastity had to cough to blow her horn.  

Once inside the sports car, she turned the ignition key, shifted the stick shift and hit the gas pedal.  The Stingray quickly peeled away, zooming out of the parking lot and onto Driftwood Valley’s main street.  

Pub customers seeing Chastity drive away would never suspect she was secretly a costumed superhero!  They only thought of her as the kind, friendly, cantilevered owner of the best hang-out in town.  

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
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