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The Bet

by

Cris Helmare

Author’s note: This is a story I wrote back in 2000 for Score magazine for first North American Serial rights.  Upon publication, I was appalled to find that several sections had been edited with my original text replaced with what the editor apparently thought was better.  I was so pissed that I’ve never submitted anything to Score since.  I seriously doubt they’re smarting from my lack of submissions, though.  This is the first time it’s been posted in its original form.  ~Cris


There are some women who don’t mind flirting.  A suggestive comment is replied with another.  But there are also women who will try to sue you to the last penny if you even mention that they look nice.  Fortunately for Greg, the woman he worked with at the office was the former.  Her name was Qris Jonsson and she was not only extremely attractive, but built like a wet dream.


“What kind of name is KWIS?” he’d asked her once trying to pronounce it (don’t all ‘Q’s have a ‘W’ sound after them?).


“It’s pronounced KRIS, and it’s a very unique name.  Like me,” she’d answer with a suggestive look.


But at the moment, Greg was in his office cube watching Gail, the new sales rep, make photo copies.  From his vantage point behind her, she couldn’t see him admire her form.  As she bent over the machine, her suit jacket lifted to reveal the curve in her derrière.  She was another knockout, but of a very different type.  She was quite the prude.  Any sexual innuendo either went completely over her head, or she would admonish you severely for being a pervert.  She was a few years younger than Greg, say, in her early twenties, had short shiny jet-black hair and a pale complexion.  Her eyes were of such a light blue that they almost seemed white.  She tried to cover up her top heavy figure with overly dowdy business suits with long jackets, but there was only so much she could conceal.


He imagined coming behind her and pushing her jacket up to completely reveal her curvaceous cheeks under a tight skirt.  In his fantasy she was leaning over the copier and turned to smile at him as he pulled down her skirt and panties.


“I really want you to fuck my ass,” said the fantasy prude.  He slipped his stiff one inside her while he reached over to unbutton her jacket, rip open her blouse and fondle her grapefruit-sized breasts.  As he pumped her tight asshole, she cried out: “Yes!  This is what I want!  Pump me full of cum!”

“I think she’s a closet S & M freak, myself,” came a very real voice in Greg’s ear.  He bolted upright, caught in the act of staring at Gail’s behind.

It was Qris, so it was okay.  She laughed.  “I know where your mind was at!”

Greg smiled.

“You like her, huh?” Qris asked.

After a moment’s thought, he answered, “She’s... interesting.”

“As interesting as me?” she asked in her ‘alluring voice’ as she ran her hand suggestively up the side of her body.  It was another joke, but man... when she did that, his blood pressure rose.  As usual, his cock was already rock hard beneath his desk.

Sure, Qris was tall and shapely, but where Gail was busty, Qris was huge.  Impossibly so, he often thought.  He’d have been impressed had he seen her picture in a big tit magazine, but as a colleague in the world of business her figure was even all the more bizarre.

About the size of a pair of watermelons, Qris’ twin behemoths stuck out a majestic foot in front of her ribcage.  On cold winter days, those monsters could sprout dick-swelling nipples as thick as a pinkie finger.

Yet, Qris’ face was beautiful too, with high Norwegian cheekbones and deep brown eyes set in a face framed by shoulder-length auburn hair.  In her early thirties, her office attire was typically lightly conservative.  She didn’t try to cover up or highlight her feminine assets.  Mind you, there wasn’t anything anyone could do to try to cover up her assets.

“...Different than you,” he finally responded.

“I’ll say!” she smiled.  As she sat down beside him, one of her massive breasts came to rest on his desktop.  “Do you think Gail’s a virgin?” she asked.

“Is the sky blue?” Greg responded.

“You’re so sure?”

“What... you don’t think so?”  He was surprised.

“Just because somebody acts a prude, it doesn’t mean they abstain,” she said.

“I just can’t see anyone getting past that frigid attitude of hers,” Greg replied.

“I’ll bet you she’s done it,” Qris said.

“No way.”

“Way,” she retorted.  “We could find out.”

“All right,” he said.  “What do ya want to bet?”

She thought for a moment or two, and then a mischievous little smile spread across her sensuous lips.

“What is it?” he asked.  He knew that look.  She’d thought of something devilish.

“High stakes bet?” she asked.

“Sure,” he replied.  Now he was really curious.

“Whoever wins the bet, gets to see the other in their skivvies.”

Immediately, his pulse raced with the thought.  Was she kidding?

He managed to force a laugh, although he didn’t find it funny.

“I’m serious!” she said.

“How would we arrange something like that?”

“How about we rent a hotel room nearby, and then at lunch, we head over there and the loser shows all?” she suggested.

“You must really want to see me in my underpants,” he said.

“I do,” she replied in an overly sensuous tone.

He thought about it for a moment.  This wasn’t just their typical sexual innuendo banter.  She meant this.

“What do we do after the loser shows almost all?” he asked.

She smiled.  “You put your clothes back on and we go back to work.”

“You mean,” he said, “you put your clothes back on.”

“Does that mean you take my bet?” she asked.

After a moment he said, “You’re on.  But how are we going to find out?”

“Easy,” she replied.  “One of my friends is good friends with one of Gail’s.  Let’s go ask her.”

“Right now?”

“Sure,” she said getting up.  “Why wait?”

So Greg followed Qris’ gyrating posterior across the building to customer service.  In no time at all, Qris’ gossipy little friend yakked all about Gail’s “secret” sexual antics (apparently, she was only a prude at the office).  When Qris’ acquaintance finished her diatribe, Greg looked at Qris.  She just stared at him with a devilish grin.

They drove to the motel in separate cars.  When he got there, Greg found that Qris was already inside, waiting.  She had drawn the curtains and was sitting in the darkness in a trench coat next to a boom box.  She had turned a goose-necked desk lamp up so that it acted as a spotlight.

“Wow,” he said, “you’re really into this.”

“Wouldn’t you be?” she asked.

She had a point.  He’d have given anything to see Qris in bra and panties.

“Okay,” he sighed, “let’s get this over with.  What do you want me to do?”

“Just get in front of the light and start taking off yer duds while I play some mood music.”

The “mood music” turned out to be the stripper’s dance, of course.  He stepped out into the light and began to remove his clothes.  He even got into it a bit at the end, twirling his socks around suggestively.  Qris laughed and clapped.

Finally, Greg was down to just his pants.  He pulled these off with a flourish and then stood there arms wide.

“That’s it,” he said.  “I hope you’ve enjoyed the show.”  It’s a good thing, he thought, that I’m in good shape, or this would’ve been really embarrassing.

“You get an ‘A’ for effort,” she said, standing up.  “And I’m impressed.  Part of me wondered if you’d go thru with it.”

“Yeah, well, now that I did, let’s get back to work,” he said and bent down to pick up his things.

“But the Show’s not over,” she said.

His heart skipped a beat and he froze.

What was she going to do?

Qris changed the music on the boom box.  Now it was dance music with a deep beat.  “I think you’ve earned this,” she said and unbuttoned the trench coat.

Greg looked up to see Qris emerge from the darkness behind the lamp in a short-cropped tee shirt and spandex miniskirt.  She began to dance a pulse raising dance.  He could tell her breasts were still holstered in some massive bra by the way they bounced, but it was still a very arousing performance.

“Now I get to see something I really wanted to see,” she called over the music as she stared at his crotch.  Naturally, her performance was getting a reaction from his cock.  Her dance hadn’t really been necessary.  Her just standing there would’ve gotten him aroused.  But her little act was getting him extra hot and his tool strained under its cotton sheath, distending the fabric considerably.

“You don’t play fair,” he said.

“Never,” she cooed and shook her shoulders so that her mammoth pontoons bounced about within the super bra’s confines.

Finally the music stopped and she stepped up to within a few paces of him.  She looked down at his pumped up organ tenting his briefs.

“Big ‘un you got there,” she said.

“Likewise,” he said.

She smiled.  “I’m sorry,” she lied, “but once I got you in your skivvies, I couldn’t resist the tease... Should we go back to the office now?”

“I guess,” Greg said dumbly.

“Or should I level the playing field?”  She asked and dropped her skirt to reveal black lace panties.  “You’ve been such a good sport, after all.”  And with that she hiked the tee shirt up and over her head to reveal her mighty wonders bulging within the biggest bra he’d ever seen.  It was all black and much of it was so shear he easily made out the shade of her areolae.  It supported her well enough, but it was also cut low and a tad tight so that her cleavage bulged out. 

She stepped up closer so that her incredible leviathans were a mere inch from his chest.

“Oh man, Qris,” he said, his breathing shallow.

“Do you like?” she cooed.  “You know what I’d like?”

“What?”

“To see that big dick of yours out in the open,” she husked.  “Would that be okay?  Even if I’m still in my undies?”

He couldn’t speak.  His heart raced and his head was spinning.  Was this really happening?

Finally, he managed to nod briefly.

She pulled his briefs down.  His pecker popped out stiff and throbbing.  Its head was bloated and scarlet.  A small drop of pre-cum was building at the tip.

She stood as close to him as she could without her bosoms touching him.

“Now what?” he managed to whisper.

She smiled her devilish smile again and he felt her fingers lightly stroke the underside of his penis.  He gasped.

“You like that?” she teased.

“Oh yeah...”  His voice was barely audible.

“Do you want to see more?” she asked and without waiting for a reply she unhooked the front of her titanic brassiere and let free her ponderous bags of flesh.

They were spectacular!  His member bucked at the sight of them undulating before him.  They were so big!  Their texture so creamy.  They seemed to have a life of their own, these super blown blimps of lust.  A pair of  bowl-sized aereolae, swollen with desire, was capped with thick rubbery deep pink nipples that pointed at his chest.  They enlarged beneath his gaze in the cool air, seemingly trying to reach out for him.

“No touch,” she said.  “Just watch.”  And with that she jiggled her colossal poon before his eager eyes while her fingers played lightly with his distended pulsing cock.

Soon she had him visibly shaking under her caresses.

“Oh, Qris,” he quivered.  He couldn’t get over how big she was.  He wanted to grab those bobbling watermelons so badly.  Her succulent nipples grew thicker and harder as her own desire began to mount.  Soon they rivaled the tips of his thumbs in size.

Precum oozed freely from his cockhead now and she used it to lubricate her ministrations.  He let out a deep moan.

“You like that?” she teased again.  

He nodded.

“Would you like to touch my breasts?” she asked.  “Do you want to feel how soft they are?  How full they feel?  Could you handle it if I let you sink your hands into my big soft bosoms?”  She finally took his hands and placed them on her velvety overstuffed pillows.  

“Oh, Qris, you’re so...  so... Ohhh!” he moaned, barely able to stand as she returned her hands to his cock.  

“What were you saying Greggy?” she teased.  “Are you gonna pump in my hands, Greggy?” she cooed, teasing his pole faster.

He felt like a teen having sex for the first time with a more experienced, older woman.  She had him right where she liked it.  And so did he.

“Are my boobies big enough for you?” she asked in a husky whisper while she slowly shook her shoulders.  Her corpulent sacks bounced maddeningly beneath his touch.  

“Oh yeahhh...” he said as he squeezed and fondled her doughy dugs. He stroked them, his hands passing over acres of tit-flesh.  He hefted them in his palms.  They were heavy.
She began to push her monstrous tits into his chest now, slowly forcing him to the bed.  The sensation of her big thick nipples rubbing against his chest only made him more delirious with ecstasy.  She put her soft soft lips to his and gently caressed his mouth.

“How long can you take this?” she whispered.

“Not...” he gasped again as her tongue slid into his mouth, filling it with her soft muscle.  When she pulled it out slowly from between his lips a moment later, all he could say was: “Uhhh!”

His eyes glazed over.  He sunk his hands deep into her voluminous udders.  She knew he’d burst in any moment.  Her tongue continued to tease his, darting in and out of his open, panting mouth.  With one hand she cupped his balls and with the other she felt his cock swell yet again as she stroked his tool, slick with pre-cum.

“Do it, baby!” she squealed.  “Cum!”

She stared into his eyes.  They were wide... wider... wider!  

“Pump for me!” she whispered and pressed her glorious globes into his chest one last time.

He tensed and then hot semen exploded into her hand in fast heavy gushes.

“Oh yeah,” she cooed to him with a delicious smile.  “That’s it...  Cum for Qrissy...”  Again and again his organ erupted.  She engulfed his phallus between her legs and pumped his member with her hips.  He gushed load after load between her thighs while her tongue dove deep inside his mouth.  She wrapped her arms around him, causing her leviathans to bulge explosively to the sides.  She stroked him dry like that, her hips pounding, her legs drenched in spunk.

The backs of his legs were now against the edge of the bed.  When he finally finished cumming she pushed him back with one mighty shove of her whopping torpedoes.  He lay there exhausted and happy.  She let him relax there a moment with his eyes closed and his legs splayed apart while she went to rinse the cum off her legs.

A short while later he heard her come back into the room.  She was such a sight to behold.

“You don’t think my breasts are too big for my frame, do you Greggy?” she asked and spun around slowly for him to view her from all sides.  He was struck by what good shape she was in.  Her back was extremely muscular.  It would have to be, he realized, to carry that weight around all day.

“You must work out a lot,” he said.

“Every day for a couple of hours, lover,” she said.  “I need to keep fit, ‘cause these babies are really heavy.  But you didn’t answer me.  Do you think they’re too big?” she moaned and brought her arms together, squeezing her stupendous orbs between them.  They bulged obscenely before him.

“I like them like that,” he replied.  She smiled and knelt between his legs, pressing her velvety mountainous globes against his crotch.  Once again his tool began to inflate.  He couldn’t believe that any of this was truly happening.  It had always been his fantasy to get Qris into bed and now that it was happening it was better than he’d ever imagined.

“This is some lunch hour,” he said.

“Do you like this?” she cooed again.  She was wrapping her melons around his tool now.  “Do you like it when a girl’s aggressive?”

“I like it when you are,” he said.

“I put some baby oil between my breasts,” she said, his cock now engulfed between those velvety pillows.  It felt wonderful inside her cleavage: warm and soft.  He felt the delicate, yet firm pressure increase as she pressed her elbows together, squeezing her abundance around his cock.  Slowly, she began to pump her whoppers up and down on his still swelling shaft.  It was an incredible sensation as these burgeoning planets rode his shaft, their nipples pointing at him.  Greg let out a low moan of satisfaction.

“Don’t you want to come?” he asked her.

“Oh, I will, baby, “ she whispered.  “I will.”

Up and down her distended megajugs slid over his tool.  He looked down to see her staring back at him hotly.  His member never appearing into view from the cleavage of those massive gunnysacks.

“This sure beats bantering sexual innuendoes in the office,” he said.

She mouthed the words: I’M...GOING...TO...MAKE...YOU...POP!

She suddenly stood up.  He couldn’t get over how hot she looked!  Her massive udders bobbled about.  Her aereolae were so swollen they seemed like honeydew halves bulging out of her breasts.  Each topped off with wicked scarlet nipples the size of thumbs.  If he thought they’d gotten large from the cold, that was nothing next to their size when she became aroused.

“Now it’s my turn,” she said and straddled him, stupendous gourds dangling above him.  “I’m gonna fuck you, Mr. Greggory.”

Her box was dripping as he felt her outer labia brush his dome.  

This is it, he thought.  I’m actually going to fuck Qris!  Her beautiful brown eyes locked on his as she began to impale herself on his turgid pole.  A grin spread across her face as if to say, Yeah, this ain’t no dream, you’re inside me!  Slick and tight, it was wonderfully warm and soft within her.  She bent down and dragged her humonguous duffle bags across his chest and stomach with each stroke of his organ.

He fondled her mighty treasures while she brought them both closer and closer to orgasm with each stroke.

“Is this good, Greggy?” she asked yet again.  “Do you like my boobies caressing you like this?”

He nodded.  It was so delicious that he was surprised that he was lasting as long as he was.  Her cunt was so tight and slick... her breasts were so powerfully enormous... and then there was Qris’ face.  She was so sexy: her eyes burned with desire (and she never took them off of his) and her lips were full and pouty.

“I can’t take much more of this,” he warned her.

She brought her lips to his ear and whispered.  “Tell me that I’m big.”

“Oh Qris... “ he was getting close.

“Tell me,” she insisted, teasing his lips with her tongue.

“...You’re big,” he said.

“How big?” she giggled.  Apparently, this really helped get her off.

“You’re really big,” he said and moaned.  She mashed her immense bloaters into his chest and picked up the pace on her strokes.

“Oh, yeah!” she moaned and kissed him deeply, her tongue playing with his.

“I can’t believe how huge your tits are!” he cried when she withdrew her lips for a moment.  And it was true.  He found it difficult to believe that this super bosomed vixen was fucking him now in a motel room during his lunch break.  And she was the biggest breasted woman he’d ever seen!

“Tell... me... again...” she managed to say while she bucked his tool quite furiously now, her monster jumbos flopping fiercely against his chest.

“They’re so big... So soft... So huge...”

She lost it.  Her mouth formed a big “O” and her eyes rolled up into their sockets.  Grinding her pelvis against his, he felt a flood of juices pour from her box.  She grabbed his head and shoved his mouth against one of her super thick nipples.  He sucked it in gladly only to feel her body shake in convulsions.  A scream was torn from her throat as she writhed atop him.

It was way too much for him.  This vision of Qris gone animal in climax shoved him over the edge and with a fierce upthrust his cock exploded deep inside her canal.  His cry was muffled by the titanic zeppelin smothering his face, one of her distended teats drawn deeply within his mouth.  He could feel her body still shuddering in waves of orgasm as he pumped load after load far inside her.

When he finished cumming, he held her tight as the last of her orgasms rippled through her body.  Finally, as she regained her focus, she looked down on him and smiled.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered, “that was incredible.”  She cupped his face in her hands and she kissed him deeply, playing with his tongue.

Eventually, he grew soft and slipped out of her.  She rolled off of him and lay there on her right side looking back at him, her head propped up with an arm.  Her huge left breast sat on top of the right one, squashing it somewhat.  He gazed at them for a while as they rose and fell slightly with her breathing.  Her now soft nipples still pointed at him, but had shrunken to only a quarter inch in height.  Her areolae had deminished as well, yet they retained their large diameters. 

“I have a confession to make,” she said after a few minutes.

“Oh, really?” he responded, reaching out to caress her hefty wonders.

“I stacked the deck.  I’d already talked to Gail’s girlfriend before I came over to make the bet with you,” she admitted.

“Is that so?” he said.

“Uh-huh,” she replied and lightly stroked his cheek.  “I knew I’d win the bet in advance.”

“I suppose I should be angry with you,” he mockingly chided.

“Do you forgive me?” she asked in a little girl’s voice.  She drew close to him once more, her lips teasingly brushing his.  “Is there anything I can do that would make you forgive me?” she asked and brought her other hand to his once again stiff member.

“I suppose we could call in that we got sick during lunch and couldn’t return,” he suggested.  “After all, we work in different departments.  I doubt anyone will make a connection.”  He reached around her and pulled her to him tightly, her obese orbs bloating voluptuously out to the sides.

“Mmmmm,” she said, “I suppose this will take a bit longer than a typical lunch hour.”

He smiled.  “After all, three years of sexual innuendoes and flirting can’t be satiated in 60 minutes.”

Once again she guided his missile into her waiting silo.  “Or even an afternoon,” she said and impaled herself on his shaft.  This time it was his turn to stroke and having cum a couple of times already, he could last a lot longer now.  He pounded into her tunnel mercilessly while she begged for more.  And the afternoon had only just begun.

Yeah, there are some women who don’t mind flirting, and Greg was glad that some women, one in particular, wanted to do a whole lot more than just flirt.
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