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“That’s such a pretty cock,” I swooned.  “Such a pretty cock.”

“She never does this,” said Mr. Pearson.

“I don’t know what you see in her.”

My tits shook as my hand pumped his cock.  My elbow started to ache, but I didn’t want to stop.

“She’s the main investor,” Mr. Pearson said, and suddenly it all made sense.

He was using her, and that made me feel ten-times better.  It felt like a trade-off for her behavior, and I wondered if Paula knew that she was being exploited.  Though, if sipping champagne in Australia was exploitation, then sign me up.

I feasted on Mr. Pearson’s cock until he couldn’t take it anymore.  I don’t think he wanted to come in my mouth, so he stood me up and turned me away from him.

I put a knee onto the lounger and felt him marry his cock up to my soaked pussy and push.  I leaned back towards him, sheathing him in my soaked core and opening my mouth in a silent moan.

His cock felt incredible.  It slid inside me just slowly enough, and I felt my pussy wink around him and threaten a second climax.

“Mr. Pearson!” I hushed.  “Oh, Mr. Pearson!”

My mouth hung open, but no sound left it.  I held my breath as I felt him drive right to my cervix and keep himself there.  It was as though he was showing me what he was in possession of.

I looked back at him, shocked.  I’d never felt as full as this.  Behind him lay his wife, facing the action but with her eyes almost closed.  I could see the brown of her iris, but the snoring told me she was still asleep.  It was kind of freaky!

But all of that was forgotten about when Mr. Pearson started to fuck me.  He drove deep with purpose, striking me so hard that I could feel his balls swinging up and hitting my clit.

Again and again, he bounced into me and soon the climax was flourishing again for real.  He fucked through it, ignoring the pinching muscles in my core and continued to tease at my insides.

Eventually he put himself deep inside me and unfastened his shirt.  He folded his body over mine and I could feel his bare flesh and the hair that adorned it.  He cupped my tits and spoke right into my ear.

“I want to fuck your ass,” he said.  “I want to fuck your ass while she lies there, the dumb, oblivious bitch.”

I was instantly breathless.  There was something thrilling about hearing him share the same view of his wife that I had.  It felt like the gloves were off, and it made me want him more.

I’d never taken anything in my ass before, but if it meant getting one over on Paula Pearson, then I was all for it.  Just call me your little anal whore for all I care, as long as it means Paula gets fucked over.

So, I spread my ass for him and dared him to do it, looking back as he stared down on the impossibly tight aperture and dreamt of making it fit.

“Fuck me!” I told him, and I licked two fingers and rubbed them around my sordid hole. 
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Jason Baker seemed destined to do his job.  Nominative determinism, they called it, but Jason’s surname could just have equally been Anal-Virgin-Fucker in another life.

That hadn’t been his lifelong goal, of course, but with his daughter’s nineteen-year-old friend Grace doing a piece on Jason’s bakery for her YouTube channel, it just kind of happened.

No-one sets out to fuck their daughter’s friend’s ass, but there must be guys out there that have done it.  Jason had never even done anal, but that was all about to change.

Grace was the owner of a thriving YouTube channel that was growing by the day.  Grace thought it was because of her content, but Jason suspected it was more than likely down to her looks.  The nineteen-year-old was blessed with a big chest and blonde hair, and you didn’t need much more than that to excite her fanbase.

Jason didn’t understand it all, but he was happy to help.  At fifty-years-old, YouTube had kind of passed him by.  He was aware of it, but he had no idea of the kind of pull the platform was capable of.

With Grace approaching one hundred thousand subscribers, she managed to convince Jason that it might be beneficial for both of them for her to do a piece on his bakery.

‘Baker’s,’ Jason had called it, in an artistic flourish that might never be repeated.  Opening at six in the morning, Jason prided himself on his reliability, having never been sick in his thirty-years of baking.  His customers could rely on his product, knowing that their favorite breads and pastries would all be waiting for them every morning.

Grace had chosen a different route to success.  Despite admiring Jason’s work ethic, she had a different approach, and Jason took time to acclimatize.  He was wary of influencers and YouTube, but he gradually realized he had no reason to be, at least with Grace.

She talked him around and convinced Jason to let her film at his bakery, and early one morning, their day began.

Grace set up various cameras to capture the action, wearing a head-camera that Jason had branded ‘ridiculous’ as she followed the process from beginning to end, before switching to her phone’s camera to record him as he set out his stall.

“This is where the magic happens,” commented Grace, looking at her screen as she scanned across the array of freshly baked goods.

When the doors opened at seven-thirty, Grace was surprised to see the shop flood with customers.  There was a buzz suddenly, and the quiet, calm store became filled with life and interactions.

Grace hadn’t ever seen anything like it, and she found herself forgetting the video in favor of playing voyeur to Jason’s customers, and the brief glimpses into their varied lives.

She saw young workmen, stocking up on supplies before a hard day’s labor; mothers mid-school run, flying into the shop at a thousand miles an hour; older women who were clearly sweet on Jason; and people treating themselves after their morning jog.

“This is life,” Grace said to her camera, as though this was all some brand-new concept to her and her viewers.

Jason apologized profusely to his customers as Grace wove between them, capturing their daily ritual and probing them with innocent questions.

Some enjoyed the attention, while others were shyer, but the one thing everyone had in common was the praise they had for Baker’s.  As the day went on, Grace found her pride swelling for Jason and what he’d created, and everything he was doing for the community in the process.  It was an aspect of his business that she’d never appreciated.

“Get everything you needed?” asked Jason as he turned the sign on his door over to ‘closed’ and locked it.

“Do you think I can get some after shots?  Like of you cleaning down and stuff?”

“Cleaning down?” scoffed Jason.  “Work is just getting started.”

“The bakery closes at three, doesn’t it?”

“To the public, yes, but I’ve got to get things ready for tomorrow morning.”

“Like what?”

“Like everything,” laughed Jason.  “I’ve got to clean and sanitize, prep the dough for tomorrow, check the inventory, do the finances—all of the behind-the-scenes stuff.”

“Mind if I stick around?”

“It’s all the boring stuff, Grace, are you sure?  You’ve not got enough for your channel yet?”

“There’s nothing wrong with more.  I can always trim it if I need to.”

“Okay, but no filming when it comes to my pumpkin spiced dough.  That’s top secret.”

“Ooh, secrets,” teased Grace, bouncing her eyebrows.

Jason shook his head and smiled.

“It’s been fun having you here,” he said.

Grace wore a shocked smile.  “It’s been fun being here!  I’ve learned so much.  You do amazing things here, Mr. Baker.”

Jason was almost blushing.  “Hey, you work hard too.  You barely stopped recording all day.”

“The hard work is in the edit.”

“You have more to do later?”

“All of the behind-the-scenes stuff,” teased Grace, holding a mirror up to Jason.

“I guess our jobs are more complicated than we both realized, huh kiddo?”

Jason opened his arm around Grace and hugged her tight to him.  He kissed the top of her head as he rubbed her arm.

Afterwards Jason went through to the kitchen with Grace following.  She lifted her phone and started to record again.

“Back in the kitchen,” she began, but Jason spun around quickly and put his hand up.

“Not this part,” he said.  “It’s the secret dough.”

“The secret dough!” teased Grace, turning the camera on herself and pulling a face for her fans.  “I’ll see you guys after!”

Grace shut the camera off and put it in her pant pocket as Jason sought the mystery ingredients for his recipe.

“So, what’s in it?” asked Grace, trying her luck.

“Oh, you know, a pinch of this, a punch of that?”

“Nothing more specific?”

“Baking’s about feeling,” Jason said, taking off his apron.

“Feeling, huh,” Grace mused, putting her elbow on the counter and resting her chin in her hand.

Jason took off his shirt and placed it carefully over the back of a nearby chair.

Grace’s mouth opened and she stood upright.  Jason barely flinched.  He started to unfasten his pants.

“What are you doing?” asked Grace as he took them down over his underwear.

“Baking,” Jason said simply.  “Just like my mom used to.”

“In the nude?!”

Jason nodded.  “You’ve got to feel the dough.”

“With your hands, right?”

“With everything.”

Jason made a movement that Grace could only imagine was him removing his boxer shorts.  She didn’t know what to say as she looked across at his exposed torso.

“Hey, you wanted a look inside the business, this is it.”

“This wasn’t the kind of exposé I was looking for!”

“Look, it’s a technique,” Jason said.  “If you don’t like it, you’re free to leave, but I’ve done this for three decades now, and I’m not about to stop.”

“You bake nude?”

“I make dough nude, there’s a difference.”

“Is there?!”

“You can taste it in the bake, trust me.”

“How?”

Jason put both hands on the table in front of him and looked down at the wood.

“It’s in everything we do,” he said.  “We leave our marks without realizing.  Baking is pure, and if you’re feeling something else while you’re doing it, then you’re doing it wrong.”

Grace squirmed.  “So, you don’t even want to feel your clothes?”

“Exactly,” said Jason, snapping his fingers.  “All I want to feel is the dough, and whether it has that perfect consistency.  I can measure exact ingredients all day long, but if the temperature is out, that matters.  I can plan everything out meticulously, but I can’t account for how it feels.”

“So, you’re naked?”

Jason nodded and shrugged.  “It’s how I do it.  It’s how I’ve always done it.  If you don’t like it, you can leave, and I’ll completely understand.”

Grace was gob smacked.  She didn’t anticipate bearing witness to anything like this, yet she found the prospect strangely compelling and alluring.  It was like playing voyeur to some ancient culture, watching as they performed a handed-down ritual.

“Well?” asked Jason.

“I’ll stay,” Grace said.  “You can show me how you bake.”

She breathed deep to calm herself.  She could feel her heart pounding, but not due to nervous discomfort.  As she stood there with her throat turning dry, Grace realized something horrifying: she wanted to see more.

Knowing Jason was completely exposed behind the desk ignited something inside the adventurous nineteen-year-old.  It sparked curiosities and passions inside her that she didn’t know existed, and suddenly the prospect of seeing an older man’s naked cock was something she didn’t want to pass up.

“Right, first we get a generous sprinkling of flour,” began Jason, and Grace watched in a catatonic daze as Jason prepared the dough in front of her.

She imagined his cock swinging below the desk as he reached left and right for his ingredients, but soon she didn’t have to imagine it.

Grace stared as Jason took the bowl to the proving drawer, watching his ass flex and seeing the full majesty of his naked body.  Despite his fifty years, Jason was in good shape.

As he turned back to face her, Grace made no effort to turn away.  She kept her eyes locked on that spot, almost looking through him.  His cock swung into her line of sight, hanging low and looking impressive.  Grace pulled her lips over her teeth and her nostrils flared.  She felt something fizz inside herself.

“And there you have it,” said Jason, presenting himself.  “That’s just about every secret of the bakery.”

“That was ... quite the reveal.”

Grace swallowed and finally looked up into Jason’s eyes.  She watched his face transform as he realized how excited he’d made her.

“You won’t put this in your video, will you?” asked Jason.

“I think I’d get in more trouble that you,” laughed Grace.  “YouTube would pull my channel instantly.”

“I wouldn’t want that.  You work hard, Grace.”

“You work ... hard too,” swallowed Grace, glancing back down at Jason’s veiny cock.

“I should put some clothes back on ...”

“Or ...” began Grace.

Jason stopped.  “Or what?”

“You could show me how to make dough?”

Grace’s interests in Jason’s business were getting deeper, and Jason didn’t want to miss the opportunity to connect.

“Sure!” he said, waving his hand for her to come forwards.  “Come stand at the desk.”

Grace walked over carefully as Jason buzzed around the kitchen, collecting up the tools that he thought he’d finished with and preparing the table for another round of dough-making.

“We don’t have to do it the old way,” laughed Jason nervously.

“I think we should,” Grace said.

She glanced back at Jason as he stood in shock, then she took her t-shirt up over her head and dropped it on the floor.

“You don’t have to ...” began Jason as he bent to pick up Grace’s shirt.

“Unfasten my jeans,” said Grace.

Jason looked up from the floor, seeing her beautiful face staring down at him.  He watched as she unclasped her bra and revealed her beautiful, full breasts.  Jason could see the curve of them that rested against her ribs.

“You’re so pretty,” smiled Jason.

He looked ahead at Grace’s jeans as she turned to face him.  Carefully Jason pinched the buttons through the holes.  He wiped the flour marks off that his fingers had left and then looked up again.

“Time to show you everything,” said Grace, and in one brave act, removed her jeans and panties as one.

She took them carefully off her ankles as Jason remained crouched beneath her, then she set her bare feet back on the kitchen tiles and watched Jason admire her.

“Oh, Grace, honey,” hushed Jason.

The tension had been building all day, but Jason didn’t think it would break like this.  He looked at the sculpted triangle of hair that sat between Grace’s upper thighs.

“Come show me, Mr. Baker,” Grace said.

Jason stood up and moved behind her.  He looked over her shoulder at the table.

“Grab some flour,” he said.

Grace put her hands in the pack and scattered the flour across the table.  Before long she could feel Jason’s breath on her neck as he stepped up close behind her, showing her how to knead the oily dough.

“Push and stretch,” instructed Jason, moving Grace’s hands in the dough.

They worked it together, getting messy as Jason stood behind her and fought off his arousal.

“Fold,” he hushed.

It was no good.  He could feel the blood moving to his cock as Grace’s toned, bare ass touched him.  Before long, Grace could feel it too.

“Turn it ninety-degrees to work that gluten around evenly,” Jason said, swallowing.

Grace did as instructed, but part of her mind was always focused on that growing appendage behind her, feeling it pressing up against her as it lifted away from Jason and defied gravity.

“Now repeat,” said Jason.

“Push and stretch,” whispered Grace in her most seductive tone.

She felt Jason’s cock twitch as she said the words.  She adjusted her feet, moving so that she could feel his cock between her legs. pressing against her wet folds.

“Good,” said Jason, sensing the juices against his cock.

Grace started to push her hips in and out against the edge of the table, working her channel along Jason’s thickness as it was held between her thighs.

“Oh, Grace,” he hushed, putting his lips against her neck.

Grace could feel his stubble.  She felt Jason kiss her shoulder, feeling the sparkling pops of ecstasy bursting across her body as she surrendered to him.

“I want to show you something new too,” whispered Grace, and now her thoughts had moved away from dough and baking.

“What?” asked Jason.

“I want to be naughty with you,” Grace said, and for the first time she looked back and made eye-contact.

“How?”

Grace nodded at the bottle of olive oil.  “How about that?”

“How about it?” asked Jason, confused.

“You think it’ll work as a lube?”

“Lube?  You feel pretty wet to me, Grace.”

“I wasn’t talking about there.”

Jason was shocked.  He’d never done what Grace was suggesting, and she picked up on that from his expression.

“I’m ready if you are,” she teased.

She picked up the bottle and handed it back to Jason.

He couldn’t believe what was happening to him.  This young, confident, beautiful woman wanted him in the naughtiest way imaginable.  He should have stopped what he was doing long before now, and with the prospect of doing something as sinful as that and having access to Grace’s body that he never thought he would, he had no chance of doing the right thing.

Jason took the bottle and poured some of the lube into his cupped palm.  He squeezed it around his cock and felt the firm veins beneath his skin as he rubbed it in.

“Put it on my ass,” whispered Grace.

She wriggled her butt against Jason, feeling the slick, slippery muscle slapping over her bare cheeks.

Jason put more oil on his fingers and touched them to Grace’s ass, feeling the knot of muscle instantly and listening as Grace hushed a breath.

She closed her eyes and felt the oiled digits dancing over the most intimate part of herself.  No-one else had ever touched her asshole before, and to feel Jason’s oiled fingers tickling over it was like nothing else.  She hadn’t anticipated how good it would feel, and that the sensitive nerve-endings might make her pussy as wet as it was.

“Mr. Baker,” she gasped, closing her eyes tight to focus on the sensation.

Jason smothered the muscle in oil and then pressed his finger against it to test its resistance.  He felt the hole widen over him and took on more oil to get himself inside.

Grace slapped her hands flat on the table and bent forward as Jason penetrated her.  She felt the stretch of the muscle as his expert fingers worked it open wider.

“Good girl,” hushed Jason, and soon he was trying to squeeze a second finger in alongside the first.

Grace took it with a satisfied grunt, feeling herself stretch wider as Jason’s corkscrewed fingers twisted into her ass.

“Oh, that’s it,” whined Grace.  “That’s it!”

Jason’s cock was throbbing.  It sat unclaimed, glistening in oil and bouncing as his lust-filled blood pumped into his shaft.
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