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...I wasted no time, positioning myself behind her. I could feel my throbbing erection dripping with pre-cum, ready to be buried deep inside her warm, inviting pussy. As I thrust into her, Venus let out a series of moans that sent shivers down my spine.

"Oh, Goddess, yessssss," she hissed, arching her back to meet each thrust. "Easy first... You're... so huge."

I quickly adjusted my pace, giving her time to adapt to my size. I watched as her body responded to each stroke, her hips rocking back and forth, meeting my thrusts with an intoxicating passion. Her moans became more pronounced, her voice rising in pitch as she urged me on.

"Ohhh! Oh, Goddess!" she cried out. "I've never been so filled... Your enormous prick is jerking inside me! I want that giant cock to stab deeper! Bruise my cervix!"

Feeling her tight cunt gripping my cock was like nothing I had ever experienced before. The feeling was intense and overwhelming, and it sent signals of pure pleasure through my entire body. Her wetness was all around me, and I could hear the sweet sound of her moans as I fucked her from behind.

"I want more," she panted, her voice filled with desire. "Give it to me, Ari. Give me your huge cock!"

And so, I did. 

I thrust deeper into her wetness, but it was clear that she wasn't used to such a large cock inside her. Still, she encouraged me, her words fueling my desire even more. "OOOOOOOOO, honey! Fuck me!" she cried out. "Harder! Deeper!"

I complied, thrusting into her harder and deeper with each passing moment. The sound of our bodies connecting filled the room, punctuated by her moans of pleasure. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my cock throbbing in her pussy with each thrust. Venus seemed to sense it, too; her moans became more urgent, and her grip on the sheets tightened as she cried out, "Yes! Yes! Fuck me, Ari!"...
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The envelope felt heavier than it should've. It was just paper, but there was something about its weight in my coat pocket, the way it seemed to press against my ribs like it had a heartbeat of its own. I hadn't noticed it until after the lecture, after the students had filed out and left me alone in the echoing lecture hall, staring at the blackboard and wondering if anything I'd said had even landed.

There it was when I reached into my pocket to grab my keys. Smooth. Black. Sealed with a wax stamp like something out of a Victorian novel. I flipped it over in my hands, half-expecting it to disintegrate under my touch. There was no name, no address—just the stamp, embossed with a strange, swirling symbol I didn't recognize.

Inside, a single card. Thick, matte black with silver script:

"You are cordially invited to The Velvet Room. Midnight. 128 Aphrodite's Way. Ask for Venus."

I stared at it longer than I should've, the words imprinting into my brain. I'm not the kind of man who gets invitations like this—or, frankly, any invitations at all these days. Fifty-eight, a divorce under my belt, and an academic career that doesn't exactly scream "wild social life." Still, there was something about it that hooked me. Maybe it was the way the ink shimmered under the fluorescents. Or maybe it was just the fact that I'd spent one too many nights in my dusty apartment, staring at old books and feeling like the world had moved on without me.

11:45 I stood outside the address, feeling like a complete idiot. The building was nondescript—no sign, no lights, just a black door in a narrow alleyway. I almost turned around, convincing myself it was some prank one of my students had pulled. But then the door opened, just a crack and a man in a sleek black suit and an earpiece nodded at me.

"You're expected," he said, stepping aside.

The hallway beyond was dimly lit, lined with velvet curtains that brushed against my shoulders as I walked. It smelled faintly of sandalwood and something sweet I couldn't place. My heart hammered as I stepped into a room that was the complete opposite of the cold, sterile world I'd come from.

The Velvet Room was alive. Low lighting, plush red couches, and music—soft jazz spilling from hidden speakers. The kind of place that felt timeless, where you could lose yourself and not bother looking at the clock. But what struck me most wasn't the room—it was her.

She was seated at the bar, her back to me, a glass of something amber in her hand. Her skin was a luminous, warm bronze, curls cascading down her back like a waterfall. She wore a crimson dress that clung to her in all the right places, the slit on the side revealing a long, shapely leg crossed casually over the other. Even from behind, she radiated something electric, something magnetic.

"Venus?" I asked, my voice a little rougher than I intended.

She turned, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe. Her eyes locked on mine—almond-shaped, dark, and glimmering with amusement. Her lips curved into a smile that felt like it could peel away every layer of pretence I'd built over the years.

"Ari," she said like she'd known me forever. Her voice was honey-dipped silk, smooth and warm. "I was starting to think you wouldn't show."

"Well, I..." I faltered, suddenly acutely aware of my age, my rumpled coat, and the fact that I hadn't done anything this spontaneous since the '90s.

"Relax," she said, placing a hand on my chest. Just that—her palm against me—sent a shock straight to my core. "You're exactly where you're supposed to be."

I don't know how we ended up in the private booth in the corner, the heavy curtains drawn, the rest of the room fading into nothingness. All I know is that one moment, she was laughing at something I said—God knows what—and the next, she was leaning in close, her scent intoxicating. Jasmine and something headier, darker.

Her hand rested on my thigh, her nails lightly grazing through the fabric of my pants, sending sparks racing up my spine. She was so close I could see the faint freckles scattered across her nose, the way her lips glistened in the low light.

"Do you know why I asked for you?" she murmured, her voice a low purr.

I shook my head, "I don't even know who you are."

"Because I could tell," she continued, her fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles on my leg. "I could tell you've been waiting. For this. For someone to show you."

"Show me what?" I managed to croak.

Her smile widened, wicked and inviting all at once. "How much you've been missing."

Before I could respond, her lips were on mine. Soft but insistent, pulling me under like a tide I didn't want to fight. Her hands slid up my chest, over my shoulders, pulling me closer as if she wanted to claim me entirely.

After the kiss, Venus gets up, and sultry jazz music starts to play. I could only gulp as I watched her curvy body sway so erotically that I could hardly believe my eyes. Venus moves with an almost otherworldly grace. Her whole body swayed in time with the sultry jazz music that filled the room. She seems to glide across the space, shedding the crimson dress she had worn with a slow, deliberate sensuality that leaves me spellbound.

Each piece of clothing that fell to the floor revealed more of her caramel skin and curves that seemed sculpted by an artist's hand. My dick was hard as hell long before she dropped the last article of clothing, leaving her stunning figure completely exposed before me. She came to me and dropped to her knees.

She kissed me again, this time more forceful, drawing an exhilarating gasp from me. Her hands opened my shirt, and her tongue traced a pattern on my skin as if she were mapping out every inch of me. I moaned softly; her hands reached for the button on my pants, and her dark tresses cascaded down her shoulders, framing her face and contrasting beautifully with her olive skin. Despite the nakedness of her form, she exuded a certain air of confidence that left me awestruck.

And sexiness that couldn't be denied.

She pulled down my pants and boxers, revealing my erection. Venus's eyes widened in delight as she beheld my big cock.

"Wow," she whispered, reaching out to stroke it gently. "I can't believe how big you are... I've seen quite a few, but you, my dear, are one of the biggest I've ever seen."

She wrapped her small hand around the base of my shaft, marveling at its girth, and looked up at me.

And then she took me into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around the head of my cock, and her tongue swirled around it, sending a shockwave of pleasure through my body that threatened to make my knees buckle. She slowly sucked on me, gagging slightly as she took slightly more in each attempt.

As I watched Venus, my mind pulsed with an intensity I couldn't remember experiencing in a long time. She continued to suck me, occasionally looking up at me, and the sight of her beautiful face full of my cock was almost surreal.

"It's been too long, Venus," I said, my voice gruff with desire. "Too long since I felt anything like this."

She took my cock out of her mouth and licked the tip of it, "I know, that's why you got the invitation."

With that, she took me back into her mouth, this time taking more of me in with ease. The sensation was overwhelming, and I could quickly feel myself nearing my limit. Venus must have sensed it, too, because she slowed her pace, teasing me with the heat of her mouth and the wetness of her tongue.

I groaned softly, my hands tangling in her curls as I fought to keep myself from spilling into her waiting mouth. Her eyes met mine again, she licked her lips and said, "Ah, you are a doggy style man," she said and then got on the floor on her fours, "Fuck me, Ari."

I wasted no time, positioning myself behind her. I could feel my throbbing erection dripping with pre-cum, ready to be buried deep inside her warm, inviting pussy. As I thrust into her, Venus let out a series of moans that sent shivers down my spine.

"Oh, Goddess, yessssss," she hissed, arching her back to meet each thrust. "Easy first... You're... so huge."

I quickly adjusted my pace, giving her time to adapt to my size. I watched as her body responded to each stroke, her hips rocking back and forth, meeting my thrusts with an intoxicating passion. Her
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