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Wettest Worldwide


Step right up, take a look! The most beautiful tits in the world! Just the thing on a chilly summer evening! Take a look, ladies and gentlemen!


You want to see them, go on and admit it. You’re thinking about it. Let me show you a sight you won’t soon forget. There we are: Welcome inside the tent, under Mummy’s Skirts. Seating arrangement, here we are! A drink for the gentleman, please. The show is about to begin.


We start from the top. We are decent people, after all. My tits and I would like to make you aware that first of all, we have these eyes. They can wink and flutter, they can wave to you sitting there in the darkness. These twinkling marbles can make your clothes feel tight and make you spill your drink, can you tell? But the best thing they can do is that they can spot you. They noticed right away that you have a lovely mouth and very sensible equipment. My eyes are dancing around all the exclamation marks floating in the air around you now. And underneath, can you see the row of pearls shining here, behind the kissing bit? Big lips, wide and soft and trembling, dark red lips in front of the pearlywhites. You will never have never experienced any kissing like it, I guarantee it, later tonight, much later, there are still a few important details I must share with you.


The arms, for example. My late husband, Carlo, may he rest in peace, Carlo said: ”Rose, you have arms like hams, and hands like frying pans.” I know, I know, you’re dreaming of tiny dainty lady fingers that can tickle you under the chin, but that’s not on the menu here. Not with me. With Rose, you get hands that are able to lift and carry and make things grow. These frying pans make things happen.


Quantity and erection, that’s what I’m offering. My fingers can do many more things than those other puny appendages, for instance they can grab the seam of this dress. Like so. And then we lift it a bit to give you a better look. Carlo was very fond of that angle. Especially the other side of this lady right here. When I turn my back like this. Even though it might appear rude, I’ll just wave the seam of the dress around a bit, right above the assets. The pillows we all carry around completely free of charge. Brightly shining full moons. I’ll just pull my knickers down a tiny bit and give you a better look. Mummy’s own well-stored, air-dried and homemade Christmas hams. This is a foundation on which you could build factories. I guarantee it. They jiggle with joy for every step I take. Do you know what these gigantic buttocks do? They whisper. Cross my heart.





When I turn around a bit too quickly, or walk along with my dress flowing around my thighs, I can hear them whispering and humming as they bounce up and down, bouncy bouncy, they quiver and vibrate with glee for every step I take. Madam’s own behind. They’re almost a match for my jugs. Almost. What’s that, you’d like me to turn around? Getting impatient, are you? Alright, I’m getting there, I’m getting there. It’s right here underneath my blouse. More than your little warm hand can grasp. You’ll notice that there is rather a voluptuous quality to the balcony. A beautifully designed rail. Go ahead and gawp, I’m about to show you a sight you will never forget. Swinging majestically, one hundred and forty-six centimetres around. No silicone. All woman. Regal orbs such as might be found carried by Atlas. This bosom can melt away an entire winter in mere seconds. It can keep your ears so warm they’ll end up boiling. Round and warm and smooth and heavy, with delicious pink knobs. Fit right in your mouth. Perfect for suckling throughout the night. Perfect for crawling inside to hide if there’s something you wish to forget. They’re lying here in their ABCDEF cups, waiting. For you. You’ll see, you’ll be hard as iron. The nips are already poking impatiently at the blouse. Here, let me take it off. My jugs and I are feeling a bit warm, we’d like some fresh air. A fresh summer breeze from your mouth, that’s what we crave.


Whoops, my bra has fallen open, it must not have been able to take the strain. But look. Here’s the left one. And here’s the right one. Let me just hold them up so you can see everything. The suckling knobs are small and delicious, entirely ready for your tongue. My word yes, they’ve been talking for a long time about how nice a tongue like that would feel. Being the prow on such a vessel can get a bit lonely, they would very much like to feel some waves on them. How about that? Breasts that would make a bishop blush. I suspect the bishop must be dreaming of things such as these. Can you detect the slight hint of sweat and spice in the cleavage? Scents that make your nostrils quiver. And soap, the one that was on sale at the supermarket. Come on, take a proper sniff, breathe in and out, that’s supposed to be good for you, alright, you’ll learn.
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