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Now...
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The muffin was pink. Alarmingly pink. The icing was pink. Bright and glittering. The whole thing smelled so sweet, so powerfully of sugar and candyfloss and strawberries that it was all Lily could think about. It overrode her senses, her mind, overrode her thought. It drilled down into her amygdala, washing her mind free of anything other than the need to take a bite and then after...

She shouldn’t, she knew. She’d already eaten four? Five? Nine? A baker’s dozen? across the course of the day. It was so hard to keep track, they’d been so busy. A flock of customers, old faces and new, had swarmed their small, boutique establishment. They’d barely kept up. No time for lunch, no time for a break. It was grab-and-go, stuff something into your mouth to sustain you -type work. And working in a bakery, of course, the temptation was everywhere. Thankfully, it was a quiet moment. They only had two or three muffins left - a relief to be sure. This had to have been the strangest, busiest day that Lily had ever known since she’d embarked on the wild ride that owning a small-town baker entailed. She took a deep breath, eyes still locked on the muffin. It seemed that temptation was everywhere these days.

The muffin sat on the counter, at waist height. Lily had bent to look at it, sticking her ass straight out, bringing her face nearer and nearer to the sweet treat. She knew Cosmo would have his eyes on her ass, as would Art. Good, she thought. They’d worked hard today. They’d earned a little look-see. A good boss always rewards her workers.

She could squeeze in another one. It seemed inevitable. Just a little one. Strange how she didn’t feel full. It was like the muffins didn’t even reach her belly. They’d gone, instead, to her hips and her tits. She was familiar with the saying ‘a second on the lips, a lifetime on the hips’ but this was it turned up to eleven. Her bright pink apron had wrapped around her skinny form easily this morning, but now - phew.

Straightening, Lily cinched the apron tighter around her waist - it was the only place for it to go. Her waist had stayed the same while the rest of her had... inflated. She’d shucked off her bra and tossed it into the break room an hour ago when it became too tight. Her pants were digging into her hips, creating that delicious muffin top that so many people had commented on that day. Each comment had sent a little pulse of pleasure shooting through her, she could feel the heat in her face. And... elsewhere too.

She scooped the muffin from the counter and turned to face her boys. Her men. They too had changed over the course of the day, it seemed. Had Art always been so tall? Had Cosmo’s arms always been so thick? Had they always smelled of rich cinnamon and nutmeg? Had she always wanted to reach out and touch the brown skin of their forearms so badly? Had they always had such weighty and delicious-looking bulges in their pants?

Leaning on the door to the back kitchen, Lily looked at her boys with lust dripping from her eyes. She looked at their fine backsides, muscular and toned. She looked at their arms, so strong and tanned. She looked at their biceps, so muscled. She stared at the broadness of their chests, their defined chins, and their dark, high, and piercing eyes. How much she wanted to touch them, to stroke their muscles, to massage their backs, to suck on their... manhoods. She’d wanted to do this forever. Or at least since the middle of the afternoon, which seemed like forever ago.

Well, here goes nothing, Lily thought and coughed to get their attention.

“Oh, boys,” she called as the sweetness rose, overwhelming her mind, and soaking her pussy. “Come and get it.”

Art and Cosmo shared a look and descended upon her.

She bit into the muffin.
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Chapter 1
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Then...

The quest for new ingredients was one that Lily undertook with an earnestness and zeal that she had only previously reserved for her studies. It was a key part of all culinary arts, she would explain to Amelia in the evenings after work, and a wholly overlooked aspect of the small-town baker’s art.
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