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“So kiss me.”

“Mrs. Mason!” Charlie gasped, stepping away.

“Charlie I’m trying to help you,” I said, pretending to be offended.

“Can we do that?”

“There’s no-one else here,” I said, looking around.  “Of course we can do it.”

Charlie moved in slowly.

“That’s it,” I said.  “Put one hand here.”

I gripped his hand and moved it to my cheek.  He held me tenderly and I realized that this fantasy was mine now and not Charlie’s.  I was telling him to kiss me exactly how I’d always desired.

“And your other hand here,” I said, and I moved it to my hip.

Charlie’s mouth moved towards mine and I closed my eyes, letting myself drift away as his lips softly touched against mine.

He was timid at first and I was coy too.  Our mouths pressed together and I teased my tongue through my lips.  Charlie did the same and the sudden connection seemed to spark something inside the both of us.

I took a deeper breath and kissed him with greater passion, grinding my pussy against his leg as the embrace flourished into something illicit.

I moved my arms under his and pulled his back towards me, swirling my tongue against his and feeling like a teenager all over again.

As we kissed I felt Charlie begin to grow in his pants and soon I could feel his thick muscle pressing against my thigh.

I broke away from him slowly and felt a semblance of myself begin to return.  My eyes blinked and I looked across into his face.

“That’s good, Charlie,” I said, as though we were still mid-lesson.

“Is that all?” he asked.  “Is that all I need to do?”

“No,” I said.

This time I didn’t say a word.  Instead I took his hand and guided it under my apron.  Charlie let me move him submissively, showing no sign of protest as I placed his upturned palm in between my legs.  I held him there against me, my fingers interlaced with his again.

“There,” I said.  “You need to work your way there.  Slowly.”

“Slowly?”

“Yeah, we—uhh—jumped ahead a few steps,” I smirked.

“And then?”

“Just move,” I said, dictating my rhythm against his fingers.

Charlie matched my pace and I let out a long breath as he slowly started to rub himself over my mature, forbidden sex.

“That’s it,” I gasped.  “Oh, Charlie, that’s it.”
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Charlie had worked at the bakery a few months as an assistant and hadn’t really shown much of an interest in progressing, so it seemed strange that he’d decided to take an interest in baking all of a sudden.  At nineteen I hadn’t imagined this to be his career choice.

The first few shifts I had him come in early.  He was groggy and tired to begin with, standing in the corner looking all disheveled and cute, as though he had no earthly business being awake before six in the morning.

As the weeks went by though he got used to the routine and eventually I started to guide him through some of the early morning jobs at hand.

“I guess we’d better give you your whites,” I smiled, handing him a white overall and hat.  Admittedly the hat was a joke, but when Charlie put it on he looked a real picture.

“Guess I’m all set,” he said, smiling.

Charlie had always looked much older than his years.  He had this caring way about him, but despite his looks I’d yet to hear about him with the fairer sex.  I just couldn’t understand it.  He was classically handsome and now he was sporting this deliciously trimmed stubble that really set him apart.  If it wasn’t for the age difference I'd have tried it with him myself.

“It’s been over a month now, hun, and I’m just kinda wondering what brought you here,” I said, finally broaching the subject.

“I told you.  I wanted to start a new routine for college.”

“Come on, Charlie.”  I leaned back against the counter and sighed.  “What’s really going on?”

I could tell from the ensuing silence that he was hiding something big.  In the quiet that followed his eyes fluttered down my body and then he looked away to the corner of the room.

“What is it?” I asked, moving closer to him.

“It’s ... girls, Mrs. Mason,” he said.  “Women.”

“What about them, honey?” I asked.  “I’m one, you know.  You can ask me.”

“But you’re older.”

I put my hands on my hips in mock offense.  “Well thank-you very much, Charlie.”

He laughed and it was good to see those broad shoulders of his bounce.  “You know what I mean.”

“I’m older so I can’t possibly understand?”

Charlie took a deep breath and composed himself.  “I’ve been seeing a girl,” he said.

“Honey, that’s great!” I beamed, but in the back of my mind there was a degree of protective jealousy.  “What’s here name?”

“Charlotte,” he said.

“How long have you been seeing her?”

“Um, around three months.”

“And how’s it going?”

The answers stopped coming quite so fast.  “It’s ... um ... going well.”

“Ha!  That doesn’t sound so good.”

Charlie flashed me a look as though he couldn’t believe I’d seen through the thin veil of his lie.

“So what is it?” I asked.

I could tell this was a struggle for him, but he pressed on regardless.

“Well, we’ve been seeing each other a lot recently and it’s kinda ... it’s kinda time to ...”

“Fuck?” I said, covering my mouth soon after.

Charlie shot me a look of complete shock, his mouth hanging slightly agape as he wondered where his mild-mannered boss had gone for a second.

“Sorry, Charlie.  Have sex,” I corrected.

“Exactly,” he said.  “And, well ... I’ve never ...”

He trailed off but the silence that followed easily filled in the blanks.

“Right,” I said, feeling suddenly overwhelmed.  “Right.  Right!”

Charlie furrowed his brow in my direction.

“Right,” I said again, and then realized I should really be saying more words.  “So you need to know ... what?”

“I don’t need to know anything,” he said defiantly.

“Nothing at all?  Not even about foreplay?”

That word must have caught his attention, because he soon perked up.

“Here,” I said.  “Come over to the table here.”

I tossed some flour out onto the wooden surface and threw a ball of pastry-dough on to it.  Charlie watched beside me as I started to knead it.

“Foreplay,” I began, “is the art of getting a woman excited.  Come here.”

I opened up my body for Charlie to stand in front of me and he did so.  I pressed myself against his back and moved my hands on to his, feeling the dough with him as though he was my marionette.

“Now you’ve got to work the dough until it softens up and becomes a little more malleable,” I said.  “You’ve got to be rough and gentle all at once.”

I held Charlie close and we kneaded the pastry-dough together.  The nature of the conversation and our proximity started to have an unforeseen effect on me.

“That’s good, Charlie,” I whispered, looking over his shoulder.  “You want to excite the dough but not overwork it.  Good.”

I watched his hands do my bidding, as though I was some kind of point-of-view camera attached to him.

“How will I know when she’s ready?” he asked.

“Oh, she’ll let you know,” I said softly, interlacing my fingers with his.  “I don’t think she’ll need too much work.”

I sucked a breath through my teeth, putting my forehead against his back.

“Oh, boy,” I cooed, feeling flustered and light-headed.

Charlie turned to face me.  “You okay, Mrs. Mason?”

“I’m okay,” I said, and I could feel my chest become prickly with heat.

“Is that it?  Is that all I have to do?”

“Well, I assume you know what to do after that,” I said.

Charlie shifted his gaze.

“Charlie?”

“Kind of,” he shrugged.

I huffed.  “Come here.  Walk on to me.”

“Mrs. Mason?”

“Come on,” I said.  “It’s practice, okay?”

Charlie walked forward in his baker’s outfit and as he did so I moved back against the desk, putting my hands on it and acting as though I was his lover.  Charlie stopped in his tracks.

“Come on,” I urged, splayed before him.  “You’re not going to stop there for Charlotte, are you?”

He moved forward tentatively, and when he was within reach I put an arm around him and tugged him in close.  He stepped in between my legs and I could feel his thigh against my pussy.

“So let’s say you’re in this situation,” I said.  “What would you do?”

“Kiss her?” he guessed.

“Kiss her.  That’s right.”

In the silence I heard the both of our hearts compete for the fastest rhythm.

“So ...” I started.

“So ...?”

“So kiss me.”

“Mrs. Mason!” Charlie gasped, stepping away.

“Charlie I’m trying to help you,” I said, pretending to be offended.

“Can we do that?”

“There’s no-one else here,” I said, looking around.  “Of course we can do it.”

Charlie moved in slowly.

“That’s it,” I said.  “Put one hand here.”

I gripped his hand and moved it to my cheek.  He held me tenderly and I realized that this fantasy was mine now and not Charlie’s.  I was telling him to kiss me exactly how I’d always desired.

“And your other hand here,” I said, and I moved it to my hip.

Charlie’s mouth moved towards mine and I closed my eyes, letting myself drift away as his lips softly touched against mine.

He was timid at first and I was coy too.  Our mouths pressed together and I teased my tongue through my lips.  Charlie did the same and the sudden connection seemed to spark something inside the both of us.

I took a deeper breath and kissed him with greater passion, grinding my pussy against his leg as the embrace flourished into something illicit.

I moved my arms under his and pulled his back towards me, swirling my tongue against his and feeling like a teenager all over again.

As we kissed I felt Charlie begin to grow in his pants and soon I could feel his thick muscle pressing against my thigh.

I broke away from him slowly and felt a semblance of myself begin to return.  My eyes blinked and I looked across into his face.

“That’s good, Charlie,” I said, as though we were still mid-lesson.

“Is that all?” he asked.  “Is that all I need to do?”

“No,” I said.

This time I didn’t say a word.  Instead I took his hand and guided it under my apron.  Charlie let me move him submissively, showing no sign of protest as I placed his upturned palm in between my legs.  I held him there against me, my fingers interlaced with his again.

“There,” I said.  “You need to work your way there.  Slowly.”

“Slowly?”

“Yeah, we—uhh—jumped ahead a few steps,” I smirked.

“And then?”

“Just move,” I said, dictating my rhythm against his fingers.

Charlie matched my pace and I let out a long breath as he slowly started to rub himself over my mature, forbidden sex.

“That’s it,” I gasped.  “Oh, Charlie, that’s it.”

I was immediately intoxicated by the touch.  It had been so long since I’d been intimate with another man that my body didn’t seem to mind that the source of its pleasure was a guy over half my age.

My mouth opened in a silent moan that broke in my throat as I let out a whimper.

“Oh, Charlie.”  I continued to move his hands over me.  “Do you feel that?  Do you feel how hot I am?”

“Uh-huh.”

“That’s all for you,” I said.  “You did that.”

He pulled away and looked at me close.  “I did that?”

“Yes, honey,” I said, looking down at his lips.  “You got me all worked up.”

He laughed nervously.  “So ... you’re ready?”

“Here,” I said, and I moved my apron aside and popped open the button of my jeans.  “Give me your hand.”

Charlie let me guide him again and this time I pushed him down into my panties.  I heard him swallow hard as our hands moved over my shaven hair and down the flesh of my pussy.

“Do you feel it?” I asked, pressing his fingers under me.

I felt my wetness break on him, then I rubbed my juices between our fingers.

“I feel it,” he said, his eyes sparkling as he concentrated on the sensation.

I pressed him deep inside me and both our fingers crept into me.  “Good, Charlie.”

“You’re so wet,” he beamed.

“Then you must be a natural.”

I pulled out my hand now and Charlie followed his close behind.  I held my fingers up at him and scissored them wide, showing him the film of my juices that webbed in between the digits.

“That’s what you want to do to a woman,” I said.

Without thinking I raced my lips over my fingers and licked them clean.  Charlie looked on in awe and I blushed at how naughty I must have seemed to him.

“What does it taste like?” he asked innocently.

I smirked and reached back inside my panties, slicking up my fingers with another soaking of my cream.

“Here,” I said, offering him my ring and index finger.

Charlie opened his mouth gingerly and I pressed my fingers inside, relishing the look on his face as he tasted me.

“Mmm,” he said, sucking off the tip.  “Sweet.”

I took a deep, anguished breath and squeezed my tits, feeling overwhelmed by the strength of arousal inside me.

“Fuck, I wanna show you the next step,” I said. 

“The next step?”

I walked back onto Charlie and put my body close to his, kissing him again and feeling the passion in his kiss back.

My hands moved down over his flat stomach and I squeezed at the bulge beneath his jeans.  It was stiff and long, stretching up from between his legs and finishing just below the waist of his pants.

“That’s what I want.”

Charlie looked down as I unfastened his pants.  I waited for the slightest sign of protest but none came.  Instead he watched.  My fingers slid his zipper down and I reached into those pants of his in search of my forbidden prize.

My hand touched it and Charlie flinched, then I reached further inside and gripped a fist around him, wrestling his pants down with my hand until he was free.

Charlie pushed his jeans and boxer-shorts down his ass and to the top of his thigh, then he stared down at the sight of me wielding his big cock like a weapon.

“Good boy,” I said, taking in the sight of him for the first time ever.

My fist gripped around the base of his dick and the rest of his inches sprouted out from the top of it, detailed with thick veins.  They stretched up the outside of him like a lightning strike, breathing life into his flesh.  He was way thicker and way longer than I’d imagined, and as I stared down on that forbidden length of his I started to have an affinity towards it.  I needed it.

“Oh, Mrs. Mason,” Charlie moaned, closing his eyes as I started to pull on him.

“This is really gonna excite Charlotte,” I said, looking down on his cock as my hand moved over it.

As I pulled him I watched a bead of pearlescent precum appear on his crown.

“You must be so turned on,” I said, looking into his face and studying his features closely.

His eyes opened and he looked down on me.  “I am, Mrs. Mason,” he confessed.  “But this is wrong.”

“I know, Charlie,” I agreed, but my hand was more reluctant to stop.  I continued to glide over him slowly, testing his resolve.

He reached back and I followed him as he stumbled against the edge of the table opposite.

“Oh, fuck,” he hushed, but I didn’t scold him for it.

Instead I crouched to my knees and faced that gorgeous dick of his, looking straight forward and trying to imagine that it wasn’t attached to my assistant.

I pulled again at his cock and looked up at Charlie for any sign of protest.  Instead what I saw was a look of excited expectation.  He stared at the tip of his cock and then my mouth in turn, as though he was waiting for the two to unite.

“If you’re lucky she might do this to you,” I said.

I moved forward and stared down my nose at that bead of hot precum, waiting at the tip of his cock like low-hanging fruit.  My tongue swashed out for it, snatching it quickly.  I rubbed the velvety sweetness against the roof of my mouth and moaned with delight.

My mouth opened and I raced my lips over him, planting that delicious thickness deep inside me in an instant.

Charlie gasped, holding my head on him and confirming my suspicions.  I stayed there with my lips around him, not wanting to give him too much too soon.  The warmth of my mouth must have felt good.  I could feel the fast pulse of his heartbeat as the blood surged through his cock.

“That feels good,” he said, staring down.

I pulled back off him and looked up with a grin.  “Pussy feels so much better.”

His jaw dropped and so did mine, but not from shock.  I pushed my mouth back over him and wrapped my lips close to his shaft, pressing my head on him and pulling it back quickly until his entire length was strewn with spit.

“This is how she should treat you,” I said, jerking him in my fist.

I snarled at his cock, fully committing to the act now as I lost myself to the debauchery.  I slurped noisily against his dick, clacking it against my tonsils and hammering it in my fist as I watched Charlie grip the edge of the table.  His knuckles turned white and his head fell back, then a heady groan filled the room.

I pumped him quickly, looking through my fluttering lashes.  I feared he might explode at any moment, but I wasn’t about to stop.

As I beat him in my fist I felt my pussy swell with desire.  The blood rushed to it and my clit stiffened.  I felt the cum begin to ooze out of me, preparing myself just the way I imagined Charlotte would.

“I want you, honey,” I said, looking up at him.

“You’re having me,” he said, looking down.

I giggled.  “I want more.”

I stood up and threw my apron aside.  Charlie watched on, mesmerized by my horny womanliness as I dragged my t-shirt up over my big tits and tossed it.

He looked forward in awe at my charms and then his eyes spread wider still when I unclasped the back of my bra and slipped it forwards off my shoulders.

My big tits fell out and Charlie rushed them, pouncing on his prey like it was his first meal in weeks.  I gushed a laugh but he snatched it right out of me when his tongue raced over my nipple.  The lust for him returned in earnest and I held his head against my bosom as his busy mouth got to work.

In no time at all my nipples had turned bullet-stiff and Charlie was enjoying the change in them.  His tongue flicked off them and he rubbed his fingers across them, squeezing my tits together and getting me worked up more than any man before him.  There was something so intoxicating about his innocent curiosity that I was keen to show him more.

“Now these,” I said, dragging my jeans down over my ass and taking my panties with them.

It was all too much too soon for Charlie.  He stepped back, staggering and reaching out for the table behind him.  He refused to break his gaze though.  It stayed locked on my sex, as though he was keen to know what to expect.

I reached back and jumped up on the table behind me.  My tits bounced on my chest but Charlie was still focused between my legs, eager to see what I had to show him.

Gradually I parted my thighs, looking at Charlie’s reaction.  Just from looking at his face I could tell how visible my pussy was.  His eyes spread wide as they opened and his mouth parted.  I could feel the air strike the wetness of my sex as I parted my legs wide.  Soon Charlie was staring straight forward into my forbidden flesh.

He eyed it carefully, looking at my swollen clit that peered out from under the fleshy hood and then down my flame-like petals to the creamed O of my sex.  It surprised me when his eyes went down a little further still to glimpse at my naughty asshole.

I kept myself open wide for him.  At first he stayed still and stared, as though he’d been caught by Medusa’s gaze.  After a moment his hand reached down to his hard cock and he gripped it firmly.

“That’s it, Charlie,” I said, watching him work himself.  “Let’s play together.”

I span my hand on my pussy as Charlie jerked that big dick of his.

“This is where I want you,” I said, tapping at my pussy.  I felt the cream of it against the tip of my digit and Charlie walked forward slowly.

“I want you right in here,” I said, still furiously twisting my fingers on my sensitive pearl.

Charlie jerked himself close but made no effort to bridge the gap.

“Fuck me Charlie,” I snarled.

He continued to work his cock and there seemed a conflict inside him.

“Fuck me,” I begged, yearning to feel him inside me.

“I can’t,” he said.  “Mrs. Mason, I can’t.  I promised.”

My hand slowed and Charlie’s did too as the energy waned.  “Promised what?”

“I promised Charlotte she’d be my first.”

Dammit, I thought.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

I bit the inside of my lip and though for a moment.

“Maybe I can have you inside me and you can still keep your promise.”

“Mrs. Mason?”

I pushed Charlie back and jumped off the table, turning away from him and looking back over my shoulder.  He was still confused as I brought my fingers to my mouth and spat on them, but when I moved them down and split the cheeks of my ass aside he started to get the picture.  I smothered the spit against my knot, wetting it up as best I could for him.

“Fuck my ass, Charlie,” I begged.  I couldn’t believe the words as they came out of my mouth and from the looks of things neither could Charlie.

“Doesn’t that count?”

“It doesn’t count,” I said.  “It’s not the same.”

“It isn’t?” Charlie asked, and his hand had started to work again at his cock.  I knew I had him.

“Totally different,” I said, returning to my mouth for more spit after seeing his cock spring back to life.  I tickled the saliva over my asshole and breached a finger inside to prepare it.

“So what do I do?” he said.

“You’ve gotta really push, honey,” I said.  “Push it into me and treat me nasty.”

“I don’t wanna hurt you, Mrs. Mason.”

“I want you to hurt me, Charlie.  Sometimes women like that.”

Charlie smiled and a sense of love and connection hung in the air.

“Now fuck my ass,” I ordered.

He walked forward with fresh purpose, holding his cock and guiding it towards its impossibly sinful target.

I looked back as best I could, then I felt the big, soft-pink head of his cock slide up and down my ass in search of its target.

“Here,” I said, reaching back and grabbing him.  I took charge and smoothed him along my ass until he found the puckered muscle.  “Now push.”

Charlie eased his hips forward against my ass, parting it gradually open.

“It won’t—” he began.

“Keep pushing,” I urged, wincing as I felt the first pang of pain.

As he moved forwards the muscle relented, spreading over the thick head of his dick and taking his virginity and mine.  I’d only ever tried a finger in there before, but now Charlie’s cock had spread me wider than I’d ever been.  I reached further back and pulled at his ass, urging him onwards.

“Every inch,” I said, whispering through the pain.

My lip trembled as he pressed forwards.  I was so eager to have him inside me that I’d lost my sensibilities.  Ordinarily no-one ever went near my asshole, but if it meant having my beautiful assistant’s virginal cock inside me, then I was willing to make an exception.

I breathed long and deep as he pressed onwards.  My asshole gripped him close and Charlie was breathing heavy too.  He continued to press it into me, relishing the sensation of my warm embrace around him.

“Is that what it feels like?” he asked.

“Kind of,” I strained, taking several quick breaths to compose myself.  “But not quite.  It’ll still be special.”

Charlie’s arms hugged around me and he kissed at my neck.  The moment was so loving and passionate, but the juxtaposition of his cock being somewhere it had no earthly business was a thrill unto itself.  I’d never been this naughty with anyone before.

“Good, boy,” I urged, leaning back into his embrace.

He squeezed at my tits and thrust the last inch into me.  I grunted as I took it, then I let out a long, deep breath, relishing the feeling of his naked body pressed against mine.

“Feel good?” I asked.

“It’s so warm,” he whispered, kissing my ear.  “And so tight.”

“Now slowly,” I said.  “Start fucking me.”

Charlie eased out and I dug my nails into the table, scratching five lines into the flour as I dragged my hand across the wood.

“Yes!” I growled, aching to feel him deep again.

Charlie pushed himself back through my tight ring and I felt the arrival of his cock again.  It started to pleasure my pussy from the opposite side and amidst the pain and discomfort there seemed to be a pearl of ecstasy that could be mined.

As he started to fuck me I concentrated on that bulb of joy, nurturing it until it started to blossom inside me.

My fingers span on my clit and I realized suddenly just how a woman could enjoy anal sex.  For the longest of times I’d considered it a filthy act with no merit or purpose, but now I was being given a healthy dose of humble pie.

Charlie began his rhythm and it started to feel good.  I pushed back against his thrusts, sending his flesh rushing through my asshole to stab at my pussy from a fresh angle.

I squirmed on him, working my fingers on my pussy and then hooking them underneath me.  I could feel his cock slipping into me over my fingers and Charlie could feel it too.

“It’s tighter,” he said, rushing into me.  “It feels so good.”

“Good,” I soothed, closing my eyes to the sensation.  “Good, Charlie.  Don’t stop.”

He continued to fuck me, getting accustomed to the act.  He seemed so accomplished at fucking already, but I guess he’d done his ‘revision’ online prior to the act.  I felt strangely proud to be helping him through it.

“Is that good, Mrs. Mason?” he said, keeping his pace.

“Yes, honey.  But I can think of one way it could be better.”

His pace slowed.  “How?”

I looked back into his eyes and affected my most sultry of voices.  “It could be better if you came in my ass.”

The sparkle returned to his gaze.  “You want me to cum in your ass?”

“You think you can do that?”

His smile widened.  “I know I can.”

Charlie started to fuck me again, only this time deeper and faster.  His strokes were long and quick.  It was like being fucked by an athlete the way Charlie went at it.  Asshole or not, I hadn’t been fucked like that for years.
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