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David Foster was fifty years old.

At six foot two, he still cut an impressive figure. His dark hair had begun to grey at the temples, and a neatly trimmed beard softened a face that had grown more distinguished with age than handsome.

He wasn't built like an athlete anymore. His shoulders remained broad, but the sharp definition of youth had been replaced by the solid build of a man who enjoyed good food, expensive whiskey, and long hours behind a desk. 

He had recently divorced after twenty-three years of marriage. There hadn't been a huge fight or affair. They had simply grown apart. By the end, they were living separate lives under the same roof. When the divorce was final, David felt hollow more than anything else. The silence in his house was oppressive. He would stand in his kitchen at night, holding a glass of scotch, wondering when he had become obsolete.

He owned a successful financial consulting business, lived comfortably, and had one daughter away at college. But the success felt meaningless. His daughter didn't need him anymore. His wife hadn't needed him for years. He was a man accustomed to being necessary, and now he was surplus to requirements.

One Friday afternoon, he drove to his daughter's university apartment with groceries, some household supplies, and a few things she had asked him to bring.

She thanked him with a quick hug but had to leave almost immediately for a study group.

"Sorry, Dad. I'll make it up to you next time."

David smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes.

"Go. I'll be fine."

He wasn't fine. He hadn't been fine in months. Instead of driving three hours home to his empty house, he booked a room at a nondescript hotel and wandered toward the college district. He found a dimly lit bar just off campus and ordered a bourbon, staring into the glass like it might contain answers.

He was dressed well without looking as though he had tried too hard. A tailored black jacket sat comfortably across broad shoulders, worn over an open-collared shirt. A quality watch rested on his wrist beside the glass of bourbon in his hand, the only outward signs that he had done well for himself.

A young woman slid onto the stool beside him. She was beautiful. Twenty-two, petite, barely five foot one. Long blonde hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, a few soft strands framing a pretty face with bright blue eyes and a playful smile that suggested she enjoyed breaking rules.

She wore a simple black cocktail dress that clung to her slim waist before falling naturally over her hips. It was elegant rather than revealing, but the neckline hinted at generous curves that contrasted sharply with her small frame. She carried herself with effortless confidence, leaning across the bar as though she belonged there, completely comfortable with the attention she attracted.

"That's a serious drink," she said.

David looked up, surprised. "Just whiskey."

"I like whiskey," she said, and smiled. "I'm Vanessa."

They talked. Or rather, she asked questions and he found himself answering. About his business. His divorce. The loneliness he hadn't spoken aloud to anyone. She listened with her chin resting on her hand, her eyes never leaving his face. She laughed at his dry jokes and touched his arm when she made a point.

David couldn't understand why she was still sitting there.

When he offered to buy her another drink, she accepted. Then another. The bourbon blurred the edges of his despair. She told him about her graduate program in psychology, her apartment nearby, how she hated the noisy roommates she lived with.

By midnight, the bar was closing. Vanessa turned to him, her hand resting on his knee.

"Come back to my place," she said. "I have better whiskey. And no roommates tonight."

David stared at her. He was fifty. Divorced. Invisible to the world. This woman was twenty-two and beautiful and asking him home.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice rough.

She nodded, already sliding off her stool, holding out her hand.

David hesitated. 

Then he took it.
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David could barely believe this was happening. As Vanessa led him by the hand through the darkened streets toward her apartment, he kept waiting to wake up from some cruel dream. 

But her hand was warm and real, her fingers interlaced with his, and when she looked back at him over her shoulder with that mischievous smile, his heart hammered against his ribs.

She was tiny and when she unlocked her door and pulled him inside, he felt enormous standing next to her. She couldn't have weighed more than a hundred pounds soaking wet, but her body was spectacular. Those breasts he'd noticed at the bar were even more impressive now that he could see them properly straining against her thin blouse, heavy, natural, with that perfect teardrop shape that made his mouth water.

"Drink?" she asked, already pouring whiskey into two glasses.

David shook his head, his eyes locked on her. "I don't want to wait anymore."

Vanessa set the bottle down slowly.

When she turned to him, her expression had changed, hungrier, more direct. She crossed the small space between them and pressed her body against his, tilting her head back to meet his eyes. Even in heels, she had to stretch to reach him.

"Then don't," she whispered.

David's hands moved on their own, cupping her face, then sliding down to grip her waist. She felt fragile and perfect, his thumbs nearly touching as they spanned her narrow midsection. When he kissed her, she moaned into his mouth, her tongue darting against his, her hands fumbling with his belt.

They made it to her bedroom in a clumsy tangle of limbs and shedding clothes. David laid her back on the bed and stood over her. Vanessa watched him with wide eyes, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her nipples already hard and visible through the lace of her bra.

" Strip,” David said, his voice thick with desire.

Vanessa sat up slowly, holding his gaze. 

She reached behind her back and unzipped her skirt, shimmying it down over her hips. It pooled on the bed beneath her, leaving her in just her bra and a pair of black lace panties. 

Her waist was impossibly slim, creating a dramatic curve that flared out to hips that were delicious to look at.  She turned onto her hands and knees to crawl toward the edge of the bed, giving David his first view of her ass.

It was small but perfectly round and toned, the kind of compact bubble butt that made his cock twitch against his trousers.

"Like what you see?" she asked, looking back at him over her shoulder, her dark hair falling across her face.

David could only nod, his throat dry.

Vanessa turned back to face him, kneeling on the mattress.

She reached up and unhooked her bra with practiced ease, letting the straps slide down her arms. The cups fell away slowly, revealing her breasts in full.....and David's breath actually caught in his throat. 

They were magnificent. 

Heavy and full despite her small frame, they hung slightly with natural weight, the skin creamy and unblemished. Her nipples were thick and already stiff with arousal. 

When she moved, they swayed hypnotically, far more than a handful even for his large hands.

She tossed the bra aside and hooked her thumbs into her panties, peeling them down slowly, inch by inch, torturing him with the reveal. Her stomach was flat, her hipbones prominent, and when the lace finally cleared her thighs, David could see she was completely bare, her pussy smooth and already glistening.

She kicked the panties off and sat back on her heels, completely naked before him, letting him look his fill. 

The contrast was stunning, those massive tits perched above a small waist, flaring to feminine hips, leading down to strong thighs and that tight, round ass. She was a walking fantasy, and she was looking up at him like he was the only man in the world.

"Your turn," she repeated, her eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in his trousers.

David didn't make her wait. He peeled off his shirt, revealing the body beneath. Soft around the middle, broad shoulders that had once been muscular but now carried the comfortable padding of a typical dad bod. 

His chest was dusted with greying hair, his stomach not flat but not obese, the body of a man who worked out occasionally but also enjoyed good food and wine.

Vanessa's eyes roamed over him appreciatively anyway, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

Then David unbuckled his belt. He unbuttoned his trousers and let them fall, stepping out of them. He hooked his thumbs into his boxer briefs and pulled them down, his cock springing free with such force that it slapped heavily against his stomach with an audible sound.

Vanessa gasped out loud.

David stood there, fully exposed, and watched her reaction. 

He was nine inches long and thick, unnaturally thick, the kind of girth that made a woman think twice. His cock was angry-looking, flushed dark with blood, the veins standing out in sharp relief along the shaft. 

The head was swollen and slick with pre-cum already, a fat mushroom that looked almost too large for the shaft beneath it.

For a moment, Vanessa looked scared. 

Her eyes went wide, her mouth forming a small 'o' as she took in the sheer size of him. She'd asked for this, flirted with him, brought him home, but now faced with the reality of what he was packing, she seemed to realise the challenge ahead.

But then she reached over.

Her small hand wrapped around his shaft, or tried to. Her fingers couldn't meet. 

She could only manage to reach halfway around his shaft. 

She squeezed experimentally, and David groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily at the contact.

"Oh my god," Vanessa breathed, her voice trembling. "This is one of the most beautiful cocks I've ever seen in my life."

She stroked him slowly, her hand barely able to move on his thickness, marvelling at the weight and heat of him.

"I can't wait to have this inside me," she whispered, looking up at him with those dark eyes. "But first... let me taste it."

She leaned forward without waiting for permission, her tongue darting out to lap at the swollen head. 

David's knees nearly buckled. She licked every single inch of him with worshipful attention, dragging her tongue up the thick vein on the underside, circling the ridge of his crown, kissing the slit where pre-cum beaded steadily. 

She treated his cock like it was something precious, something to be savoured, and David had to grip the bedpost to keep from collapsing.

It had been years since he'd had sex. Years. He never cheated on his wife. Even after she had stopped looking for sex. 

He masturbated every day, sometimes twice, just to relieve the pressure, to feel something other than loneliness. 

But this—this warm, wet, eager mouth on him, these soft hands exploring his length—this was something else entirely.

Vanessa pulled back and looked up at him, her lips parted, then opened her mouth wide and took him in.

The head barely fit. Her jaw stretched to accommodate his girth, her eyes watering immediately as she forced herself lower. She could only manage a few inches before she had to pull back, gasping, spit already connecting her lips to his cock.

Then she started fucking her face on him.

She gripped
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