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A stumble made Darren lose his grip as he brought the phone out of his pocket. He got a brief glimpse of the screen as the device slipped from his hand and his curse was loud as it dropped towards the concrete sidewalk. A last ditch attempt to grab for it failed and he could only watch as it crashed to the ground to bring the ringing to an end.

“Ah…, shit,” he let out in an aggravated voice as he squatted down on one knee to gather the parts.

He began to reassemble the phone as he straightened up. Once the battery was slotted into place, he snapped the back cover on and pressed the power button. Nothing happened, so he pressed harder although his efforts had little effect.

“Stupid son of a bitch,” he grumbled under his breath when he realized the phone wasn’t going to switch on.

He took it apart again to make sure the battery was properly inserted, but he could see that it was. His frustration welled up and he took a couple of deep breaths to try and clear the annoyance away. When the phone was back in one piece, he tried again to get some life from it although his attempts ended in failure. It could only mean that he’d broken it and he wouldn’t be able to return the call straight away.

“What did she want?” he muttered.

He’d seen a name when he caught a glimpse of the screen, so knew it was his daughter trying to get in touch. That didn’t do him much good if his phone wasn’t working though and he went in search of a repair shop to see if it could be fixed. Finding one was easier said than done though and the search wasn’t helped by the fact he wasn’t familiar with the town.

When he caught sight of a payphone, he decided to stop and call his daughter to find out what she wanted. He stuck a hand in his pocket to find some coins and had them ready when he picked up the handset from the cradle. Feeding a few in the slot, he dialed the number and heard the ringing.

“Hello,” Catherine said when she answered the call.

“Hi, it’s me,” Darren replied.

“I just tried to call you,” she went on in a slightly miffed voice. “Why didn’t you pick up and, come to think of it, why aren’t you calling from your cellphone?”

“I dropped it when I was getting it out of my pocket,” he explained. “I saw your name before I lost my grip, but I think my phone is broken now. I can’t get it to switch on.”

“So, get it fixed.”

“I will,” Darren went on. “But, I don’t really know this town. I’ll have a look around and see if I can find somewhere when I finish speaking to you.”

“Are you enjoying your vacation?”

“I was until you made me break my phone,” he joked.

“I didn’t do anything,” Catherine squealed. “It’s not my fault if you’re a doddery old man that’s incapable of the simplest task.”

“I’m fifty five,” he told her. “That can hardly be described as doddery, but thanks for the compliment.”

“You’re welcome,” Catherine said and laughed.

“What were you calling for, anyway?”

“Mum asked me to remind you about the meeting on Friday,” Catherine replied.

Darren’s grip tightened on the handset and he felt the flicker of annoyance, but pushed it aside.

“Tell your mother not to worry,” he said. “I’ll be at the divorce meeting. I’m as keen as she is to get things finalized.”

“You’re not on the verge of getting married again,” Catherine pointed out. “She needs things sorted before she can go through with the ceremony.”

“I’m well aware of that,” Darren said. “You can assure your dear mother when you speak to her that I’ll be there to sign the papers. Was there anything else you wanted?”

“When are you planning to get back?”

“I intend to stay another couple of nights,” he told her. “I’ll be home on Thursday morning.”

“What’s the place like?” Catherine asked.

“Quiet,” Darren answered. “The guesthouse I’m in only has a couple of people staying and it’s close to the beach, so I’ve been relaxing there.”

“It’s November,” she said and laughed. “It’s hardly beach weather.”

“Yeah, but the windswept walks are peaceful and quiet,” he joked. “And it actually isn’t too cold here.”

“Rather you than me,” she teased him. “I prefer the sun beating down when I’m on the beach.”

“That’s why I didn’t invite you,” he shot back.

“Very funny,” Catherine grumbled. “Who wants to go on vacation with their doddery, old father anyway?”

Darren let out a laugh, but said nothing in response to the cheeky comment and it was his daughter that went on speaking.

“Well, enjoy the rest of your stay and get your phone repaired.”

“So you can harass me on behalf of your mother,” Darren joked. “Maybe I’ll just leave it broken for the next few days and get it fixed when I’m home.”

“You better not,” Catherine complained. “What if I need to get in touch?”

“I’m joking,” he replied. “I’ll go and see if I can find someplace now.”

“OK, speak to you soon.”

“Bye,” Darren said and replaced the handset on its cradle.

It was only then that he noticed the cards adorning the wall around the phone. A smile played on his lips as he stared at the suggestive pictures, which were obviously designed to get men to phone the numbers on the cards.

“Who would’ve thought,” he muttered as his gaze roamed around, but the smile fell from his face when his eyes picked out a card.

He cursed under his breath as he reached out to take it down and take a closer look at the picture. It was a close-up of an impressive cleavage and there was no doubt it belonged to a lady who could be described as a big, beautiful woman. The words on the card seemed to confirm this.

“Thick goddess,” Darren murmured as he read them.

The only other thing on the card was a phone number and the temptation crept into his mind. He tried to brush it aside, but the fantasy he often had of being dominated by a larger woman reared up in his head and the flicker of arousal took hold.

“Yeah, like you’re going to do it,” he let out dismissively.

He’d married young and his fantasy remained just that during his years of wedlock. It wasn’t something he’d ever admitted to anyone and it went no further than occasionally jacking off to a video. He’d never considered cheating on his wife and had remained faithful during their years together.

“You’re not married now,” he said although knew that wasn’t strictly true until he signed the papers on Friday to set in motion the final stage of becoming officially divorced.

He continued to stare at the card and the delicious image of a deep cleavage being made by large, heavy, rounded breasts was so alluring. There was no way of knowing if it was a stock photo or whether it actually was a tantalizing glimpse of the woman whose number was on the card. It wasn’t impossible for him to find out which of those two ideas was correct though. He knew it would be crazy to even consider calling and contemplated putting the card back where he found it before slipping it in his pocket then walking away from the payphone.

It was another twenty minutes before he saw a place where he could get his phone checked out. When he opened the door, the bell above it tinkled and he saw the woman at the counter look up from what she was doing. She smiled as he approached and it was her that spoke first.

“Good morning, how can I help?”

Darren held up the phone in his hand and the expression on his face was slightly sheepish.

“I dropped it,” he explained. “Now the damn thing won’t switch on.”

He handed over the device and watched as the woman pressed the power switch.

“Did it come apart?” she asked when she looked up from what she was doing.

“Yup,” Darren replied. “The cover and battery came off and I couldn’t get it working when I reassembled it.”

The woman popped the back cover from the phone and set it down on the counter. She then removed the battery to take a closer look at it.

“The contacts look OK,” she said. “It might be something internal. Let me try another one.”

She reached down to a drawer in the counter and opened it up to search through the contents.

“Let’s have a look,” she said when she brought out a battery.

She put it in place and hit the power button. In seconds the screen came to life to show that the phone was working.

“That’s your problem,” she said. “You seem to have killed the battery.”

“Do you have a new one I could buy?”

She nodded her head and came out from behind the counter to move across to an aisle. A minute or so later, she returned holding a small package.

“This one should be fine,” she said.

Darren watched as she took her own battery out and dumped it back in the drawer before unpacking the new one and slotting it in place. She clipped the cover on and the phone came to life when it was switched on.

“Sorted,” she said when she handed it over to Darren.

“How much?” he asked.

When she told him the price, he got the money from his wallet to pay before thanking her for her assistance and leaving the store. He saw a diner across the road and looked at his watch to see it was almost twelve. It seemed a sensible idea to have some lunch, so he walked in the place and looked around. There were a few tables occupied, but none of the booths were. He decided to give himself some privacy and walked to the window booth in the corner of the place.

A waitress came across to take his order straight away and the food was served quickly. She returned when he’d finished eating and he decided to stick around for a while longer, so ordered a pot of coffee. It was only when it was served that he reached in his pocket. He fingered the card as he leaned to the side to cast his gaze around the place. As far as he could see, there was only one occupied table and he brought the card out when he shuffled across the padded bench to sit right next to the window.

“Thick goddess,” he muttered again and felt the prickle of arousal as he stared at the sexy cleavage.

He picked up the pot to pour himself a black coffee and took a sip before reaching back in his pocket to bring out his phone. The screen was dark, but came to life immediately when he touched the power button. He placed the card and phone down side-by-side on the table and stared at them before picking up the cup to sip at the coffee.

“Nothing stopping you, Darren,” he told himself.

He knew it was true, but couldn’t bring himself to lift his phone and dial the number. His fantasy of being dominated by a big, beautiful woman fired up in his mind and he suspected the chance to play it out for real was only a phone call away. There was no guarantee, but a woman calling herself a thick goddess was unlikely to be the shy and retiring type. She would more than likely want a submissive slave that she could use and that was his fantasy encapsulated in a nutshell.

“Only one way to find out,” he encouraged himself, but still wavered as he continued to drink coffee.

His cup quickly emptied and he filled it again, but didn’t pick it up. Grabbing for his phone, he keyed in the number from the card before he changed his mind. His finger hovered over the screen as he contemplated making the call and he knew it was the perfect opportunity. He was miles away from home, would never see the woman again after the encounter and no one he knew would ever find out about it.

“Fucking do it,” he urged himself.

His gaze went to the picture on the card and it galvanized him to press his finger down on the screen. He was all too aware of the way his hand trembled as he brought the phone to his ear and he heard the ringing. There was no answer at first and his resolve began to falter. He’d almost made up his mind to hang up and forget all about his fantasy when he heard the click of the line connecting.

“Amelia speaking.”

Darren was struck dumb for a second or two and suddenly wished he’d planned what he was going to say, but it was too late for that now.

“Umm…, hi,” he replied nervously.

The sound of a giggle came down the line.

“First time,” Amelia said.

“Is it that obvious?”

“It’s sweet,” she went on. “So, what can I do for you?”

“I found your card at a phone booth,” Darren said slowly.

“And you liked the tits,” Amelia blurted out and laughed again.

“Are they yours?” Darren asked.

“That’s for me to know and you…”

“…to find out,” Darren finished.

“I’m guessing you want to,” she went on.

“Yes.”

“Then we need to get together,” Amelia said. “But we have to meet someplace public first and find out if we’re right for each other. I don’t want to end up with some fucking crazy weirdo.”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“Do you know The Sorcerer’s Inn?” she asked.

“No,” Darren admitted. “I’m a visitor to town and have only been here a few days.”

“Where are you now?”

“In a diner down by the seafront,” he told her.

“Then just ask one of the waitresses,” she told him. “The Sorcerer’s Inn is a popular haunt in town and most locals know it. I’ll be there at two and I’ll be wearing red. I guess I’ll find out how much you want to know if the picture on the card is me. Hope you turn up.”

The line went dead and Darren slowly pulled the phone from his ear to set it down on the table. His gaze lingered on the card and he shifted uncomfortably as the flicker of arousal began to stiffen his cock.

“Get a grip of yourself,” he let out under his breath.

That was easier said than done. The fantasy flashing through his mind was one that always got him excited and the fact he was inching closer to actually bringing it to life was a thrill. He picked up the cup to take a drink of coffee then poured more from the pot. Turning to look out the window, he concentrated on the scene outside to calm himself down and it eventually worked.

The large clock on the wall behind the serving counter showed it was now one o’clock, so there was no particular rush although he decided to get moving anyway. He raised a hand to signal to a waitress and asked for the check when she came to the table. His nerves spiked when he saw her returning and he was sure his smile looked strange when she set a plate with the check in front of him. He looked at the amount and put money down to cover it, but kept his hand on the plate when he spoke.

“I wonder if you could help me.”

“Sure, if I can,” the waitress replied.

“I’m supposed to be meeting someone at the Sorcerer’s Inn, but I’m new to town and don’t know where it is.”

“That’s an easy one,” she said and pointed out of the window towards a junction. “You turn left there and keep going to the very end of that street. Take a right when you get there and just keep going straight. You can’t miss the place.”

“The sign for the inn is obvious?” he asked.

“The front of the place is unmissable as well,” the waitress answered and laughed. “Like I said, you can’t miss it.”

“OK, thanks,” Darren said.

The waitress smiled as she picked up the plate and she checked the money before walking away from the table. He remained where he was to finish the last of the coffee in his cup and it was around ten minutes after one when he stood up to leave the diner.

***

Darren understood the comment of the waitress when he arrived at the Sorcerer’s Inn. There was no way in the world that anyone could pass the place by without noticing it. The lurid, pink paintjob was garish enough, with the images of black cats, witches hats and cauldrons only making the façade of the building even gaudier. It wasn’t exactly the type of place he imagined himself frequenting and he suspected it would appeal to a younger crowd. The thought of phoning Amelia to arrange a meeting somewhere else popped in his head, but he brushed it aside as a bad idea.

He looked at his watch to see it was now twenty five minutes before two and wondered if he should go inside straight away. The alternative was wandering the streets for a short while and he decided against doing that. Moving to the door of the bar, he pulled it open and walked inside. He saw the interior décor matched that of the exterior and cast his gaze around broomsticks hanging from the ceiling, cobwebs and pentangles painted on the purple walls, and the large sculpture of a crone’s head sitting on the end of the serving counter.

“Stylish,” he muttered as he moved forward.

The place was practically empty and he could see only one younger couple sitting at a table. The woman behind the counter smiled as he walked up to her.

“What can I get you, dear?” she asked in a friendly tone.

“I’ll have a beer,” Darren replied and watched as she went to get it.

“Haven’t seen you here before,” the woman went on when she put a bottle down on the counter.

“Oh, I’m in town on vacation for a few days.”

“Lucky you,” she said and smiled again. “Wish I could get a few days off to relax.”

Darren said nothing as he handed over twenty to pay for the drink. He picked up the bottle to take a sip of beer as he waited for his change and expected to be engaged in conversation when it was given to him. Luckily, the girl from the couple stepped up to the bar and the woman walked away to serve her. It allowed him to move across to a table and he made sure he sat in a position where he could see the door.

The minutes ticked by slowly as he waited and he could sense the trepidation kicking in as he drank his beer. He started to question if what he was doing was a good idea, but remained where he was as he continued to lift the bottle to his lips. When he saw it was nearly two, his gaze fixed on the door. No one else had come in since his arrival and he suspected that it would be Amelia that walked through the door when it opened. His pulse began to race and he tried to keep the fantasy from taking over his mind for fear that he wouldn’t be able to stave off an erection.

The breath stuck in his throat when he saw the door being pushed, but the surprise took hold when he caught sight of the person that appeared. The red coat and hat made it more than obvious it was the woman he was there to meet although he could barely believe how young she looked. He’d anticipated she’d be middle-aged, but he could see that certainly wasn’t the case and Amelia’s fresh-faced appearance made him wonder if he’d made a mistake by getting in touch with her.

It was too late to worry about it though and the fact that he was the only single man in the bar made it more than obvious that he was the one there to see her. He expected her to walk over to the table he was sitting at, but she didn’t show the slightest sign of interest as she moved to the counter.

“Stella,” she said in a loud voice.

“Hey there, young lady,” the woman behind the counter replied. “You’re looking very pretty today.”

“Why thank you,” Amelia replied and laughed.

Darren stared at her and had to agree that she did look fantastic. The red coat she wore was tight and clung to her rounded curves. It revealed a chubby figure that wasn’t huge, but was certainly plus size. His gaze slid down to the red, lace-up boots and a tingling shiver trickled down his spine. They came halfway up her shins, with the shiny leather and fur trim around the top giving them a cute, sexy appearance.

He stared at the bare legs between the top of the boots and the hem of the coat and was unaware that he slid his tongue around his lips. The skin on Amelia’s plump thighs was smooth and he found himself thinking about how good it would be to press his lips against it. His fantasy of a big, beautiful, dominant woman was there in the flesh, but she still ignored him as she continued to chat.

“What can I get you?” Stella asked.

“I’ll have a beer and he’s paying,” Amelia replied.

Darren couldn’t contain the flush of heat that erupted on his face when the gazes of the two women came to him. There was no doubt in his mind that Stella knew what Amelia did and the thought that came to the forefront of his mind was that it outed him as a pervert. The shameful guilt erupted and he needed to fight down the impulse to leap to his feet and bolt for the door.

“Oh…,” Stella let out and the comment was drawn out in a long exhale.

Darren felt the humiliation erupt even more, but didn’t know what to do and dropped his gaze to the table. Amelia glanced at the bottle he was holding before turning her attention away from him.

“Make it two beers,” she said. “I’ll get the money to you before I leave.”

“Sure, honey,” Stella said.

She popped the caps from a couple of bottles and set them down on the counter. Amelia smiled as she picked them up before moving in the direction of Darren, but she walked straight past him towards a table in the corner of the place.

“Come on boy,” she said, without looking.

Darren was immersed in a flood of embarrassment and that only got worse when he looked in the direction of the counter. There was a huge grin on Stella’s face and he saw the wink aimed at him. It made him want to bolt for the door again, but the compulsion to follow Amelia was stronger and he could feel the excitement taking hold. He kept his gaze on the floor as he got to his feet and scuttled across the bar like a little puppy following its master.

Amelia was already sitting when he got to the table and he dropped down on the chair opposite her. She was facing the wall behind him, while his view was of the bar and it meant he could see that Stella was still watching.

“Does she know what you do?” he asked when he motioned his head in the direction of the bar owner.

“Sure,” Amelia replied before taking a drink of beer.

Darren found himself almost mesmerized as he watched and his attention focused on the deep red of pretty lips. He didn’t realize how intently he was staring until he heard the voice.

“Are you thinking about me sucking a big, thick cock, you dirty old prick,” Amelia said crudely.

“No, I…,”

She wrapped her lips around the bottle and slid them along the neck to mimic a blowjob then let out a laugh when she stopped.

“So, do you think the tits on the card are mine?”

Darren was taken aback at just how brazen she was, but his excitement grew. He stared at her face and couldn’t stop the question coming out.

“What age are you?”

“Don’t you worry, daddy,” she joked. “I’m old enough to give you all your fantasies and I bet I know what they are.”

She glanced over her shoulder and a wicked smile played on her lips when she returned her gaze to his. Reaching for the top button of her coat, she loosened it then undid more. Darren could only watch in amazement as she revealed what she wore underneath.

The red corset was tight and barely contained her heavy, pendulous breasts. She leaned forward and pressed her upper arms against her curvaceous chest to create a deep cleavage and there was no doubt in Darren’s mind that the picture on the card was her.

“Fucking hell,” he let out under his breath.

He knew he shouldn’t be staring, but found it impossible to drag his gaze from plump perfection. The way Amelia squeezed her impressive breasts together brought them even closer to spilling free from the tight lingerie and he caught a glimpse of the darker areola surrounding a nipple. The rush of exhilaration was like nothing he’d experienced before and he almost felt giddy when the cheeky giggle made him glance up. There was a wide smile on her pretty face and it was obvious she loved his attention.

“Do you get the horn for these big ol’ boobs, daddy?” she said quietly.

He held his breath as he dropped his gaze to them and he could feel the stiffening of his cock as the arousal surged through his veins. There was no stopping it and Amelia seemed in no mind to take away the sexy sight by closing her coat.

“Are you thinking about these delectable titties wrapped around your hardon,” she went on. “I bet that’s your fucking fantasy, you old pervert. Your cock is getting hard right now, isn’t it?”

Darren’s tongue slid around his lips as he lifted his gaze again. The woman sitting opposite was probably more than thirty years his junior, but she was the one in charge of the situation. He couldn’t believe how much that turned him on, but his erection was coming fully to life.

“Yes,” he admitted in response to the question.

“Me and you are going to have such fun, daddy,” Amelia went on. “Slump down in the seat and slide your butt right to the edge.”

“You’re kidding?” he blurted out.

“Fucking do it,” she ordered.

Darren glanced around the bar, but Stella was busy cleaning glasses now and no longer watching, while the other two customers were engrossed in their own conversation. What he was doing was crazy, but he complied with the command and slid his butt to the edge of his seat. Amelia edged her chair forward until her chubby belly was trapped tightly against the edge of the table. She glanced over her shoulder and the wicked grin was on her face again when she turned back.

The touch of the red boot on his inner shin wasn’t a surprise, but Darren still flinched. He reached down to grip the edges of his seat and clung on as the touch slid higher. It reached his knee then moved along his inner thigh.

“You like that, daddy?”

He gave an almost imperceptible nod of his head as he controlled the urge to squirm. Bringing attention to what was happening was the last thing he wanted, so he forced himself to remain still and keep his expression neutral. His grip tightened though to make his knuckles whiten as the toe of Amelia’s red boot grazed against the solid outline of his cock. She turned her foot slightly to press the sole on the hardness and let out a giggle as Darren tried to suppress a hoarse groan.

“You’ve got it so fucking bad for me already,” she teased and pressed harder.

She bit her lip as she played and Darren felt pleasure turn to pain as she jammed her foot into his groin.

“Is this what gets you off, daddy,” she went on. “I bet you’ve had lots of big girls dominating you.”

“No, I haven’t,” Darren admitted. “I’ve never even done this once before.”

“Being faithful to the little woman at home, were you?” Amelia taunted as she rubbed her boot along the hard outline of his cock. “Did you fall out with her now that you’re being a dirty old pervert?”

“Divorce,” Darren said and gasped as the pain increased.

His fantasy of being dominated was coming to life in public although no one was watching. It wasn’t something he’d ever thought would happen, but the pretty girl sitting opposite seemed even more into it than he was.

“Oh…, so now there’s no wife, you can indulge in your filthy, perverted fantasies,” she went on.

“To be honest, I never even thought about it until I saw your card.”

“And now you can’t get these heavy tits out of your mind,” she went on and laughed.

Darren let out a gasp when Amelia pulled her foot from between his thighs and a smirk played on her lips when she reached to her chest to sink fingers in chubby flesh. The sight of it made his cock strain against his pants and he was desperate to see more.

“How much?” he asked.

“Depends what you want.”

It felt sleazy and wrong to be propositioning a woman so much younger than himself, but she’d hooked him and the craving to be with her was overwhelming.

“My fantasies are about female domination,” he told her.

“OK,” Amelia said. “I charge two hundred and fifty, but the agreement is that I can do anything I want to you when you walk through my door.”

Darren hesitated for only an instant before nodding his head.

“OK,” he said. “I can live with that.”

Amelia let out a giggle before speaking.

“We’ll see if you’re still saying that at the end of the night. I can get a little crazy and a virgin daddy having his first submissive experience is going to turn me on. I mean, my panties are getting moist just sitting opposite you.”

“It’s not just a job to you then,” Darren commented.

“Not with everyone,” she said and smiled.

He wasn’t sure if it was simply a line to hook him even more, but it wasn’t needed. He was going to see through what he started.

“Where do I meet you?” he asked.

Amelia buttoned up her coat then reached in her pocket to get a card. This one was plain white and Darren saw the address when it was handed over.

“You found the Sorcerer’s Inn,” she said and pushed her chair back. “Let’s see if you can find my home. Be there at eight o’clock this evening.”

She held out her hand when she got to her feet.

“I don’t have two hundred and…”

“The money for the drinks,” she said to interrupt him. “You can give me the payment for our arrangement when you arrive tonight.”

She picked up her bottle to take a long swallow of beer as she waited and took the twenty when it was held out.

“I’ll keep the change,” she said.

It was the last of their conversation and she immediately turned away. He watched the sway of her chubby hips as she walked across to the bar and his gaze stayed on her as she paid for the drinks then walked in the direction of the exit. It was only when the door closed to take her from his view that he brought his gaze to the bottle he was holding. He lifted it up to drain the contents and started on the second beer.

His erection still throbbed in his pants and he willed it away as he slowly drank. When he finished his drink, he glanced across the bar. Stella was checking the bottles behind the counter and he got up quietly and hoped she wouldn’t notice as he skulked across towards the door.

“Have fun.”

Darren’s lips tightened together as the shout came across the bar to him and he glanced back to see Stella’s wide smile. The flare of embarrassment welled up again as he grabbed for the handle to yank the door open and hurry out of the place

***

It wasn’t a surprise that the call came, but Darren debated whether he should answer. In the end, he knew his daughter would more than likely keep trying if she didn’t get in touch with him, so he decided to get things over and done with by speaking to her.

“Hi,” he said when he answered.

“You managed to find somewhere to repair your phone then,” Catherine said.

“I did,” he told her. “The battery got damaged in the fall, so I needed to fork out for a new one.”

“That’ll teach you to be more careful in the future.”

“Thanks, I’ll try my best,” Darren said and laughed.

“What are your plans for this evening?”

He knew the question would come the second he realized it was Catherine calling, but he still wasn’t ready for it. The flare of mortification was intense and he lifted a hand to rub uneasily at the back of his neck. All he had to do was tell a little white lie, but the guilt of doing that still welled up. The realization that the girl he was planning to meet that evening was younger than his daughter made his emotions all the more intense, but he tried to keep his voice casual when he spoke.

“Nothing much. I’ll probably get something to eat and relax in my room.”

The crazy thought that Catherine would see through his bullshit words and shout liar down the line sprang into his mind, but he knew it was a ridiculous idea.

“Not hitting the town then,” she teased him.

“Umm…, no,” he replied. “I think I’ll pass on that for a quiet evening. I’m a bit too old for hitting the town these days.”

“You’ll never meet someone and move on from mum if you don’t.”

“Oh, don’t you worry about that,” he replied. “Trust me, I’ve moved on.”

“You’d still be a great catch for someone,” Catherine went on. “You don’t want to spend the rest of your life alone, do you?”

“Let’s just get the divorce over and done with first,” he told her.

The prickle of sweat erupting on his forehead made him want to get out of the conversation before his daughter questioned him further. Fortunately, he got his wish.

“OK, well enjoy your last couple of evenings there and I’ll see you when you get back,” she said. “And don’t forget about the divorce meeting on Friday.”

“Yeah, yeah, I remember,” he replied. “I’ll give you a call when I get back.”

It ended their chat and he switched off the phone after pulling it from his ear. He wiped the perspiration from his forehead then ran his hand down his face. The notion that his daughter might actually find out about his plans for the evening sent a cold chill racing down his spine, but he shook it off as a foolish thought. He was miles from home, where no one knew him and he wasn’t planning on confessing his sins to anyone.

A glance towards the clock on the wall showed there were a couple of hours to go before his meeting with Amelia. He considered actually going for something to eat, but decided after a few moments of contemplation that it might not be the best idea. The way his stomach was churning made him sure he wouldn’t be able to keep anything down and he couldn’t believe how agitated he was getting. It was like being a teenager all over again although he’d left that stage of his life behind thirty five years before.

“A drink,” he let out. “That’s what you need.”

It seemed like a good idea to help calm his nerves, so he went to the wardrobe to get his jacket and left the room after putting it on. He saw the guesthouse owner behind the small reception desk when he got to the ground floor and knew he couldn’t simply pass her by without saying anything.

“Evening,” he said when she smiled at him.

“Off to take some sea air,” she replied.

“Yeah,” Darren said. “I’ll have a bite to eat and maybe a drink or two down at the seafront.”

“You’ve got your keys?”

Darren checked his pocket and showed the keys that he brought out.

“I’ll keep the noise down when I return,” he told her with a smile.

“Enjoy yourself.”

He smiled at her and wondered if enjoying himself was what he was going to do that evening. The experience he was setting of for was a long-held fantasy, but whether the reality actually lived up to that remained to be seen. Images of Amelia’s tubby curves played on his mind as he walked out the door of the guesthouse then set off in the direction of her home. He’d checked a map on the internet earlier and memorized the route, so he knew where he was going and kept an eye out for a place to stop for a drink as he walked.

It was the second pub he passed that he decided to go in. It couldn’t be described as busy although there were more customers frequenting the place than had been in the Sorcerer’s Inn earlier in the day. He dropped on a stool when he got to the counter and the barman came over to him almost straight away.

“Whisky,” Darren said.

The man picked up a shot glass and turned to the bottles behind him to pour a measure. He set it down on the counter and Darren paid. The urge to knock the alcohol back in one popped in his head, but he resisted it to sip at the contents of the glass. He kept his gaze on the wooden surface in front of him as he drank and got through four shots before rising to his feet and heading for the door.

A check of his watch when he got outside showed it was now seven twenty and he carried on the journey towards Amelia’s home. Darkness started to descend as he got closer to his destination and he stopped below a lamppost when he was on the right street. He got the card out of his pocket to check the address then moved along to the correct building. It was just before eight when he walked inside and he hurried up the stairs to find the apartment he wanted. When he was standing in front of the door, he closed his eyes and inhaled deeply although there was no ridding himself of the anxiety playing on his mind. The conversation with his daughter popped into his head and thoughts of Catherine brought on doubts of whether he was doing the right thing.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath and raised his hand to knock before the rush of guilt made him walk away.

His pulse raced as he waited and only quickened more when he heard movement from within. The sound of a security chain being unlatched came to him before the door opened to a vision. The yellow, silk robe Amelia wore came halfway down her thick thighs and gave a glimpse of white stocking tops. She was wearing the red boots from that afternoon, but there was no sign of the hat and coat now. Her hair had been tucked under the headwear in the bar and he hadn’t realized she was a redhead, but her fiery hair now spilled down over her shoulders in all its glory. The makeup on her face only served to emphasize how youthful she was and the question came out of his mouth before he even realized it.

“How old are you, Amelia?”

The wicked grin returned to his face and he knew she was reveling in his apparent discomfort about her age.

“I told you, daddy,” she said. “I’m old enough.”

“What age exactly?”

“You go first,” she went on.

“I’m fifty five,” he told her.

“Then you’re thirty five years older than me,” Amelia said and giggled. “Does that get you fucking horny, daddy?”

“Shit,” Darren cursed under his breath.

The truth was it did and there was no point in denying it to himself. Her age, her beautiful body and what she could give him were all his fantasies rolled into one and the craving to be with her bit deep. He looked either way along the hallway of the building before bringing his gaze back to her.

“You know the entry fee?” she said, with a smirk.

“Yes,” Darren blurted out and fumbled in his pocket for the money.

He held the notes out for her to take and watched as she counted the two hundred and fifty.

“All present and correct,” she said and put the money in the pocket of her gown.

She moved to the side and held out her arm in a gesture that showed he could enter. Darren lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth as he checked either way along the hallway again. There was no one in sight and his hesitation disappeared as he took the last step of bringing his fantasy alive by crossing the threshold to walk inside Amelia’s apartment.

“Follow me,” she said after closing the door.

She moved in front of him to lead the way and he couldn’t halt his gaze sliding down her broad back to the hem of the robe. The flash of white stocking tops on her chubby thighs was enticing, but after only a second or two he brought his gaze up to her rounded butt.

“Enjoying the view,” Amelia said and did a quick shimmy of her hips as she came to a stop.

Darren brought his gaze up when she turned and he saw the grin on her face. She reached out to open the door she was standing beside and motioned her head for him to go first. He did so and looked around when he got inside. A mattress was set on the floor in the corner of the room and the other furniture included a chair, a chest of drawers and a wardrobe. It was the piece of equipment hanging from the ceiling that really caught his attention though. He could only imagine the swing would be used for one purpose and he lifted a hand to rub at his chin while he stared at it. The sound of the door slamming shut gave him a start and he turned to see Amelia locking it.

“Nice and cozy,” she said.

“Is this where you sleep?”

She shook her head and let out a cheeky laugh.

“This is the second bedroom in my apartment. I call it my slave boudoir.”

Darren held his breath as she stepped forward, but she moved past him to walk to the chest of drawers. She opened the top drawer and lifted out a long spanking paddle made of bamboo. It set the tone for what was about to take place and he flinched when she slapped it against the ample flesh of her hip.

“Are you going to show me, daddy?” she said.

The flicker of arousal came to life and Darren was aware of his cock twitching in his pants.

“Come on,” Amelia went on in a demanding tone. “You want to see what I’m hiding under this pretty robe, don’t you? So get your fucking clothes off.”

Darren hesitated a fraction too long as she approached and yelped as the bamboo paddle was whacked across his ass. He immediately reached for his jacket to take it off and dropped it on the floor at his feet. Amelia circled around him and the click of her heels on the wooden floor caught his attention. He glanced down at her boots as he started to unbutton his shirt, but brought his gaze up when she carried on talking.

“Let’s get something straight. When I tell you to fucking do something, I want you to jump to it without a moment’s hesitation. I’m in charge in this room and you’re just here to be used. Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” Darren let out in a hoarse voice.

Amelia continued to move around him as he dragged the material out from where it was tucked into his pants then took his shirt off and threw it on top of his jacket. The spanking toy patted on the naked skin of his lower back and he tensed in expectation of a more painful hit. It didn’t come, however.

“Keep going,” Amelia told him in a sweet voice.

He unbuckled his belt then unzipped his pants and pushed them over his hips. The material slid to his ankles and he stepped out of it.

“You keep yourself in good shape, daddy,” she mocked as she trailed the paddle around his body.

Darren sucked in his belly as the wood stroked across it then slid down to the waistband of his underwear.

“Now, what are you hiding in these,” Amelia said.

She slid the spanking paddle lower to press it on his semi-erect cock then down under his balls. Darren gasped as the toy was brought up sharply and the flicker of pain registered.

“Get them off,” Amelia snapped when she pulled the paddle away.

She took a step back and watched as Darren slipped fingers under the waistband to drag his underwear down his legs.

“Well, well,” she went on when he straightened up. “Look what you’re packing in your pants. Clasp your hands behind your head.”

Darren did as he was told and the vulnerable feeling of being completely exposed in front of a pretty, thick goddess was both thrilling and scary. He flinched as the edge of the paddle stroked along his cock and the rush of arousal stiffened him more. It made Amelia let out a derisive laugh.

“I do believe I’ve found myself a dirty, old pervert,” she mocked. “Look at you. You can’t get enough of this.”

He glanced down to see the way his erection was coming fully to life as the paddle continued to stroke along it. His gaze moved to the elbow-length, white gloves Amelia was wearing when she pulled the toy away and reached towards him. He closed his eyes in expectation of her touch circling around him, but all he got was the flick of her fingers slapping at his stiff shaft. His breath rasped out heavily as she continued to do it and he opened his eyes to the sight of her walking around him when she stopped playing.

“Look at the fucking mess you made with your clothes,” she said. “Bend down and pick them up.”

Darren knew what was coming when he did as he was ordered and clenched his buttocks. It was no defense against the stinging pain of the bamboo paddle lashing across his naked ass. He let out a muffled groan as he clenched his teeth and heard the laugh from behind. His legs trembled as the shooting agony of the spank ripped through his body.

“Hurry up if you don’t want more,” Amelia said.

The touch of a finger slipped along the crease of his ass as he grabbed for his clothes and the burst of pleasure overpowered the pain. His cock throbbed at the touch and he was as hard as he could remember in a long time. He hadn’t even thought about sex through the last few months of the divorce, but the excitement of where he was and what was happening infected his mind.

“Spread your legs,” Amelia said when he straightened up.

He held his breath when her hand came between his thighs from behind to grasp his balls.

“Are you going to be a good boy?” she demanded.

“Yes,” Darren replied in a strained voice as her grip tightened.

“You’re going to let me do whatever I want, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he repeated.

Her grip tightened even more and Darren yelped as the paddle whacked against his ass again. He was engulfed in erotic pain and his excitement mounted at the treatment he was receiving. A slow breath escaped his lips as he waited, but the pressure ended when Amelia released her grasp around his balls and pulled her hand from between his legs.

“Give me the clothes,” she said.

Darren looked down to see her hand come around his body and draped the clothes over her arm. She walked across to the chair to put everything but his jacket on it. Fishing through the pockets, she found what she wanted and smiled when she brought out his phone.

“This is the one my friend has,” she said when she held it up.

“Oh, hey, wait a…”

“Shut up,” she snapped.

He watched as she switched the phone on, but her gaze came to him when she spoke.

“Maybe we should get some pictures as a memento of your visit to my boudoir. Put your hands behind your head again.”

Darren hesitated, but he saw the paddle being raised as Amelia moved forward and put his hands behind his head.

“Hmm…,” she said when she stepped in front of him. “Let’s see if we can get that pretty cock really standing up.”

She moved back a short distance and Darren was transfixed as she loosened the belt holding the robe in place. When she slipped it from her shoulders, the slinky material slid down to the floor. His eyes roamed over the perfect sight of the red corset he saw that afternoon and it was matched with a pair of tight, red panties. White holdup stockings and the boots completed a gorgeous outfit that put Amelia’s plus size body on full display. The rush of hot blood made his cock quiver as he stared.

“I think that worked,” she said and let out a laugh.

She lifted the phone to snap pictures of Darren and the embarrassment washed over him. He watched as she then took pictures of her cleavage before bringing her gaze to him.

“Let’s see who you’ve been talking to, shall we?”

The prickle of trepidation was instant and Darren wanted to step forward, so he could snatch the phone from her. He suspected it would get him punished or even bring the night to a premature end. Neither seemed like a good idea, so he did nothing.

“Catherine,” Amelia said when she glanced up from the screen. “Is that your ex-wife?”

He hesitated as she gazed at him, but he eventually spoke.

“It’s my daughter.”

“Well…, isn’t she going to be fucking shocked when a picture of a hard cock and a big pair of tits comes to her from her daddy’s phone?”

“Please, don’t,” he blurted out.

The breath caught in his chest as he watched her fingers touching on the screen and the moment stretched out until a smile spread across her face.

“Relax,” she let out and laughed. “I said I might get a little crazy around you. I didn’t say I was fucking insane.”

Darren’s breath came out in a rush as Amelia stepped forward.

“Thanks,” he said.

“I wouldn’t let anyone look at your phone though,” she replied and put the screen right in front of his face as she scrolled through pictures of his naked body and hard cock. “Anyone that sees these will think you’re a filthy, old pervert. What age is your daughter?”

“Twenty nine,” he admitted.

The flush of red colored his cheeks at the lusty laugh Amelia let out.

“My, my, and here you are in the bedroom of a twenty year old girl. You’re a bad, bad man, daddy dear.”

He hung his head down, but it only brought him the sight of how strong his erection was and shame mixed with exhilaration. Being naked in a twenty year old girls apartment was nuts, but he wasn’t about to walk away. Amelia was giving him a fantasy that he desperately wanted.

“I think a naughty man like you should be punished,” she went on and he heard the note of delight in her voice.

There was no doubt she was getting as turned on as him for the action. She made him walk across to the chair his clothes were on. He was made to kneel on the seat then lean over the back of the chair and he knew the paddle was about to be used more. Amelia walked over to the chest of drawers, but kept what she brought out hidden as she moved behind him.

“I’ll suck this to get it nice and wet for you,” she said.

“Fuck,” Darren hissed under his breath.

He was letting himself be used like a submissive slut and could only guess what the girl behind him was holding.

“Spread your butt cheeks,” Amelia barked and tapped the paddle on his ass.

Darren rested his chest on the top bar of the seat back and reached behind to do as he was told. The touch of slippery plastic circling around his anus made him flinch and he couldn’t hold in the groan.

“It’s a virgin hole, isn’t it?” Amelia said.

“Yes,” he replied in a strained voice.

“Oh, I like them,” she went on. “They’re my favorite…, so nice and tight.”

Darren clamped his lips together as the tip of what was obviously a butt plug pressed against his asshole. He could hear the harsh breathing of the young woman behind and felt the drip of her spit on his skin. She worked the tip of the toy through the lubrication then wiggled the plug around. The feel of being opened up as the resistance of his tight hole gave way was more pleasurable than he imagined and he let out a whimper as the penetration slipped deeper.

His body shook as his asshole stretched wide open and his muscles quivered when the sex toy was stroked in and out a couple of times before the T-bar end settled against his buttocks. He released the grip on his ass cheeks to grab the chair and his knuckles grew white as the paddle tapped on his ass.

“Trust me, it feels so much better with one of those in,” Amelia said.

“I’ll take your…”

His words turned to a loud cry as the bamboo paddle was swatted against one buttock then the other in quick succession. The eruption of stinging agony seared through his veins, but was tempered slightly by the unexpected enjoyment of his asshole clenching around the smooth plug. His back arched as he tried to cope with the sensations assailing his body, but there was little chance to recover from the first spanks before more cracked against his butt.

Amelia reached for the hair at the nape of his neck to drag his head back as she put more effort into swinging the spanking toy. Her breath rasped out as she punished her submissive and a smile flashed across her face at the loud cries of protest. It just made her smack Darren’s ass all the more until his skin was reddened.

“Feel’s good, doesn’t it,” she jeered when she gave him some respite from the chastisement.

“Yes,” he groaned.

The smarting ache of the torture was more pleasurable than he’d ever imagined it would be, but the delicious torment of his asshole squeezing around the plug took the bliss even higher. His butt muscles clenched and relaxed to pulse around the toy and it was leaving him with a raging erection. He flinched when Amelia thrust her hand through his legs from behind to grab his balls and squeeze. He tensed as the pain climbed before she let got to slide a touch along his cock. Her derisive laugh brought on the flicker of humiliation.

“Oh you like this so much, don’t you,” she taunted him. “I bet your wife never got you this fucking hard. Did you tell her your fantasy?”

“No,” Darren conceded and the sound of the laughter from behind grew louder.

“Maybe I should send her some pictures of you,” Amelia went on. “Maybe she’s a dirty slut that would have loved to treat you like the whore you really are.”

Darren squirmed as touches continued to stroke along his cock.

“Don’t you disappoint me and lose control,” Amelia warned. “We’ve only just started the evening’s fun.”

She dragged her hand out from between Darren’s legs and he clenched his muscles in anticipation of more punishment. It came quickly as Amelia threw herself to cracking the bamboo on his ass again. He started to plead for an end to it, but quickly realized she liked the sound of his begging and it was only making her treat him with disdain. He shut up as he closed his eyes tightly to endure the erotic pain until his mistress took the decision to end things.

“On the floor,” she ordered when she stepped away from the chair.

Darren was quick to comply by getting off the seat and lying down. His chest heaved as Amelia moved forward and she got in a position where she was standing with a foot on either side of his hips. It spread her legs apart and he could see the damp stain on her panties.

“You see what you do to me,” she said when she caught sight of where he was staring.

He brought his gaze up as she squeezed her upper arms against her tits the way she’d done in the bar earlier in the day. She then leaned forward to show the deep cleavage and watched the way Darren’s cock jerked.

“Is your blood running hot,” she said as she leaned further forward.

It was enough to make her hefty tits spill free of the tight corset and she grabbed hold to grope them as she sat down on him. Darren was transfixed as he watched the show she was giving him and he groaned as her panties rubbed against his erection. Her heavy weight bore down on him, but he was loving every second of what was happening.

Amelia rocked her body to stroke the wet material along his stiff shaft as she dug her fingers in soft flesh hard enough to leave finger marks. Darren could see them when she let go and the urge to grab hold of her tits took hold in his mind. He was smart enough to resist it and simply stared at the way her pendulous breasts swung. The big nipples were stiff and he wondered if he would get the chance to suck on them.

When Amelia stood up, she walked forward until she straddled his head and it gave him the perfect view of the camel toe in her panties. She reached between her thighs to stroke fingertips along the cleft then squatted down. Her panties were now only inches from his face and his heartbeat hammered as he caught the faint whiff of her scent. She continued to stroke her fingers on her pussy through the wet material then brushed a touch across his lips. He eagerly licked at the taste she was giving him.

“You want more, don’t you?” she let out.

“Yes,” he replied.

“You should be ashamed of yourself,” she taunted him and laughed. “I’m young enough to be your granddaughter and you’re lusting after my wet cunt like a rabid dog.”

The humiliation welled up in Darren, but the craving was stronger and he raised his head up to kiss on wet material. It got him a slap before Amelia reached to the edge of her panties and drew them to the side. The sight of fleshy folds of slick skin was perfect and he gasped as she dropped her naked pussy down to sit on his mouth. He forced his tongue between her pussy lips as her thick thighs clamped around his head. It let him unable to breathe, but he didn’t care at first as he plunged his tongue deep in her velvety depths to lick her out.

Amelia rocked her hips to grind her pussy on his mouth and his head was enveloped in her chubby flesh as she squeezed her thighs tighter around him. It was heaven until the desperation to get a breath took hold. He pressed his hands on her legs, but couldn’t get her to budge as she continued to sit on his face and grind her wet cunt on his mouth.

He heard her laugh when she finally relented and he sucked in lungful after lungful of air. She continued to squat over him and he watched as she slid her hands between her thighs to open herself up. He couldn’t stop himself and raised his head to lick on podgy folds of glistening, pink skin. It was making her squeal and she grabbed his hair when she dropped down again. Darren thrust his tongue in her pussy to lick her out as she forced herself on him, with the squelching sound of her grinding on his mouth growing louder as she pushed herself towards a climax.

He expected she would take herself all the way, but it didn’t happen. When she lifted up, he got the show of her fingers circling around her clit as she played with herself only inches from his face. The urge to lick her fingers was one he couldn’t resist and she groaned as his tongue rasped over her clit at the same time. Another slap on his cheek ended things and he shuddered as she pushed herself up. She grabbed her panties to drag them down her legs and dropped them on his face. It was a chance he wasn’t about to miss and he picked them up to stroke them on his cock.

“Don’t you fucking finish,” she said.

She balanced herself on one foot as she lifted the other to nudge it against his cock. The touch of the leather on his hot, hard flesh only increased his craving for what he was being given and he groaned as the sole of Amelia’s red boot came down on his erection to trap it against his belly. A smile spread across her face as she increased the pressure and saw the pain register on his face.

“I think it’s time for the swing,” she said.

Darren let out a gasp as she pulled her foot away and he was unsure of what was about to happen. His hope was that she would be the one hanging in the equipment, but suspected that wouldn’t be the case.

“Get up,” she ordered.

She grabbed his cock and used it to lead him to the sex swing. In less than a minute he was hanging in it and completely at the mercy of his mistress. His feet were resting in loops that spread his legs wide apart and there was no getting comfortable as the straps of the equipment dug into his butt and thighs. Velcro straps around his wrists meant there was no escape until Amelia freed him and she obviously wasn’t going to do that until she’d had her fun. He just wasn’t sure what that was.

“Have you ever heard of pegging, daddy?”

“Umm…, no,” he replied. “What is it?”

“See if you can guess,” she said and laughed.

He watched as she walked to the chest of drawers. His eyes narrowed when she took out a leather harness that she stepped into and pulled up into place around her waist. A hole fashioned into the front of it caught his attention and he started to realize what was about to happen.

“Ah…, fuck,” he let out under his breath, but it was loud enough for Amelia to hear and there was a wide grin on her face when she glanced across at him.

“Starting to work it out?” she said and laughed as she took off the white gloves.

Darren struggled against the swing he was strapped into, but knew there was no getting out of it without Amelia’s help and she was in no mind to do that.

“Come on,” he let out when he saw her bring the double sided dildo out of the drawer.

“I had this specially made for me,” she told him as she opened a tube of lubrication. “This side fits me perfectly,” she went on and squeezed some of the clear gel on the tip of the smaller dildo.

Darren watched with mounting trepidation as she coated the toy then eased the harness away from her crotch. She spread her legs and let out a groan when she inserted the thick length in her pussy.

“So good,” she let out and groaned again.

She worked the tip of the larger dildo through the hole in the harness and got it in position, so it was sticking out from her crotch. She then tightened the harness in place and squeezed some of the gel into her palm. Bringing her gaze to Darren, she worked the lubrication onto the large dildo she was going to fuck him with.

“Maybe it’s you that should be calling me daddy now,” she joked as she made a show of stroking her hand along the impressive toy.

Darren could do nothing but watch the dirty display and his butt muscles twitched to make his asshole tighten around the plug. He hadn’t actually seen it when it was inserted, but he was sure it wasn’t as thick as the dildo he was now staring at. His pulse quickened noticeably when Amelia moved across the room towards him. Her tits swung as she moved and he glanced at the way her thick thighs rubbed together as she walked. It stirred his desire, but his gaze returned to the way she was still sliding her fingers along the dildo and it made him shudder. She moved in between his spread legs and flicked her fingers against the T-bar end of the plug.

“Let’s get this out of you,” she said.

Darren clenched his buttocks instinctively as the plug was slowly withdrawn, but he knew the relief of it being taken out wasn’t going to last long. Not by a long shot.

“Are you ready for me?” Amelia taunted as she stepped forward.

He whimpered as her slippery fingers found his tight hole and teased around puckered skin. His muscles strained as he was immersed in the burst of pleasure rippling through his body, but he closed his eyes tightly when her touch pulled away to be replaced by the tip of the thick dildo. Amelia groaned as she eased her hips forward. The resistance of Darren’s asshole held her back and made the toy in her pussy move around. She grabbed hold of his thigh with her left hand and he winced as her fingernails dug in his flesh. Her right hand wrapped around the dildo and she held it in place as she forced the thick head forward to open up his tight ring.

“Fuck…, fuck…, fuck…,” Darren cursed as adrenaline flooded his veins.

He was clenching his buttocks tightly, but he tried to relax his muscles as the penetration slipped inside him. Amelia sank her fingernails in his right thigh also to hold on with both hands as she thrust forward.

Darren gritted his teeth as his asshole was stretched to the limit by the thickness of the toy and his muscles pulsed around it. His body shook as the dildo plunged deeper until Amelia’s chubby hips were pressed against him. She let go with her right hand to grab his cock and he groaned as she stroked her fingers along his full length.

“You’re so fucking hard,” she said and laughed. “How does it feel to be my butt whore?”

“Jesus,” Darren let out as he rocked his head back.

Her touches were making his asshole clamp around the dildo and the humiliation of the situation vied with the enjoyment of the rough caresses on his rampant erection. Amelia let go and sank the nails of both hands in his thighs again to grind her body against him. She groaned as her pussy tightened around the dildo and it made her want more.

“You better control yourself until I finish or I will thrash your ass so hard…”

She held him in place as she eased her hips back to withdraw the thick dildo then slammed forward again. The base of the strap-on rubbed against her clit to make her shudder and the force of the thrust fucked the smaller end of the toy deeper in her wet cunt. She closed her eyes as the rush of pure bliss coursed through her and it encouraged her on to more.

Releasing her grip on Darren’s thighs, she slid her hands to his butt cheeks and grabbed them tightly as she began to throw herself forward with more vigor. Her plump body slammed between his thighs to fuck the dildo deep in his ass and it gave her the rubbing on her clit she wanted. She sank her nails deeper in taut ass muscles as she started to fuck her submissive with a lust she couldn’t contain. Her heavy tits swung and slapped against her chest and she saw the gaze on them.

“You like them big ol’ titties?” she let out in a breathless voice.

Darren shuddered as powerful thrusts crashed between his spread thighs to fuck him deep in the ass and he swung around helplessly as he was used. He could feel the building pressure in his balls, but worked to control himself as best he could. Amelia’s squeals of delight grew louder as she worked herself closer to the moment she wanted and her legs began to buckle. She released her grip on ass cheeks and grabbed hold of the swing straps hanging down from the ceiling to give herself some support as she went all out to take herself to orgasm.

Her body bucked forward again and again to make her big tits swing and she liked the guttural groans she was getting from Darren as she pounded his virgin asshole to submission. The lubrication on the thick dildo made it slide deep inside his tight hole with each of her frantic thrusts until the fire in her center was burning out of control. She cried out loudly as it ignited to a climax and suddenly she was engulfed in shuddering convulsions that wracked her tubby figure.

Her pussy tightened around the toy inside and the delicious spasms made the trembling of her legs so bad that she needed to lean forward onto Darren’s body. He groaned and she immediately saw why. His erection was covered by her heavy tits and she knew how to bring things to an end. For a few seconds, all she concentrated on was her own pleasure as she climbed to the peak of her passion.

The shudders slowly died away and she kept the dildo fucked in Darren’s asshole as she wrapped her flesh around his cock. He whimpered as she dropped spit in her cleavage to get it slippery then started to stroke her big, succulent curves along his length. The rush of excitement was overwhelming and he tried to buck his body against her as she tit-fucked him.

“Come on bad boy,” she mocked. “Show me that fucking cum.”

Her dirty talk continued as she squeezed her breasts tightly around his stiff shaft to stroke her smooth skin along it. Darren’s breathless gasps grew louder as he succumbed to the bliss of the delicious enjoyment he was receiving from a big, dominant woman and his asshole clenched around the penetration of the dildo as his muscles tensed. He let out a loud groan when it all became too much and Amelia held her tits around him to let the first stream of cum splash on them. She released her grip quickly though and grabbed his hips to start fucking him again.

“Yeah, let it go,” she hissed as she drove the toy deep in his asshole.

Each thrust helped to send a spray of thick white streaming across his belly and chest as heavy balls gave up their load and the sound of his desperate groans filled the room. The eruptions of cum gradually became weaker until there was nothing left, but Amelia continued to fuck the dildo in his ass even when his climax ended. She eventually relented and moved back to remove the strap-on she was wearing.

“Stop,” Darren protested when she went to get his phone and took more pictures of his cum-covered body.

“You fucking love it,” she taunted and shoved the phone in his face to make him watch as she scrolled through the photos.

It was only when she finished doing it that she freed him from the swing and he grabbed his phone then moved across the room to the chair. His face screwed up as the pain flared when he sat down.

“Is your virgin ass tender?” Amelia said and laughed. “Well…, I suppose it’s not so virgin anymore.”

“Shit,” Darren said as he put his head in his hands.

“That’s sweet,” Amelia joked. “I’ve never made a man cry before?”

“Funny,” Darren replied when he looked up to show he wasn’t crying. “Can I have a shower?”

“Sure,” she agreed.

He picked up his clothes and followed as she showed him to the bathroom. After locking the door, he went in the shower cubicle to wash himself clean then got dried and dressed afterwards. Amelia was wearing the pink robe again and lying on the mattress when he returned to the bedroom.

“When do you go home?” she asked.

Darren hesitated, but eventually spoke to tell her the truth.

“I’m here for one more night.”

“So…,” she said and spread her legs to put her thick, fleshy thighs and naked pussy on show for him. “I’m free tomorrow.”

“Shit,” Darren muttered as he grabbed his jacket then walked out of the room.

“Same time tomorrow, daddy,” Amelia yelled after him and the sound of her guffawing laughter followed him out of the apartment as he began his walk back to the guesthouse.
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