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Octavia


Ever since she was a little girl, Octavia had wanted to be an entrepreneur. She was a sweet, serious minded blonde haired blue eyed girl who knew what she wanted in life!  She wanted to bake and feed the hungry!  She went to school and diligently studied to learn all the things she needed to know to accomplish this goal. She took classes in bookkeeping, mathematics and also was a straight A student in home economics! No one could out bake her special chocolate soufflés–they were absolute works of art! 

Surprisingly for her she also learned very young she seemed to have quite an impact on men. It came naturally to her. Octavia was an energetic blonde with long shapely legs and she loved high heels and short dresses that showed off her assets. Her delicate size-seven feet possessed high arches and her long and shapely toes were always manicured to perfection. Perfect round melons adorned her chest topped by delicate pink nipples.

Of course only her most dedicated servants ever got to see those, much less her perfect pink shell-colored pussy. She loved how her rosy folds disappeared into the slit between her legs, so she kept her pussy waxed and baby-bottom smooth.  All this just is the way she liked being and she was happy that some men liked her just the way she was.

However, since she was also incredibly studious and serious she just continued going about her business.  After some time, it became very apparent Octavia owned a rather shapely bottom and it seemed to get her into trouble all the time.  At first, it was her fellow classmates who fell in love with her apple round perfectly toned ass, but then also her teachers.  It became such a nuisance to her because she couldn't walk down the halls of the school, or the school bus or anywhere without someone making a comment about how perfectly shaped her glorious ass was.  

She would just exhale with annoyance and say, “I know, I know, my ass is perfect. Please can we just get back to focusing on the math lesson for today? I need to learn so I can run my business!” 

One day, she was contacted by a modeling agency. They wanted her to audition for an advertisement which needed the most attractive, seductive ass ever for their roadside strip-club billboards. Octavia’s ass filled her black leather jeans like she was poured in and she went to the audition in her knee high black boots to seal the deal. The agency begged to use a photo of her glorious booty and they paid her generously to do it.  

Since Octavia was incredibly practical and had a life dream of being an entrepreneur, she reluctantly agreed to allow her likeness to be sold for the purpose of advertising a strip club and she happily cashed the check and said to herself,  “I'm one step closer to realizing my dream of running my own honest to goodness business!” 

Even before the billboard went up whenever Octavia walked down the street she often heard cars honking and people rolling down their windows and saying things like, “Look at that ass!” “Wow, that ass is HOT!” “How would that ass like to go for a ride?”   

She just ignored them and kept walking thinking about how her business would be so successful and she would live happily ever after. 

Things got even wilder when the billboard went up.  She couldn't go down the street at all without the horns honking and people hanging out the windows yelling, “Where have I seen that ass before?”   

All of the girls at school were upset because all their boyfriends would talk about the hottest ass in town belonging to Octavia and not them. They started saying all kinds of mean things to her.  

She just sneered back at them and rolled her eyes, muttering, “Jealous!” 

Of course, Octavia didn't care because she was laser focused about getting closer every single day to realizing her dreams of having her very own business where she could make money and be her own boss.

A business that wasn’t showing her ass on strip club billboards! 


2


The Bank Manager


Octavia went to the local bank manager to discuss what she could do to get a small business loan. The manager of the bank was an older man named Martin who wore a stiff suit jacket and necktie which was tied so tightly you could see his puffy red flesh rolling over his collar. Incredibly professional and proper, he advised her that the only way she could proceed if she wished to borrow money from his bank was to produce a business plan.  

Octavia was ready for this request. She quickly stood up and bent over to open up her purse and pulled out a thick sheaf of paper. Martin’s eyes went wide with interest.

Octavia would have been incredibly deflated if she knew the true reason for his keen attention. It was as usual her glorious ass blooming round and luscious in the mirror behind her. To make it all worse, Octavia was so excited and so nervous about the possibility of being able to secure this business loan that as she bent over and revealed her biggest ASSET she also released a quick toot of flatulence.

Horrified, she spun around with her hand over her mouth and exclaimed, “Oh, My! Sir, I'm so incredibly sorry! I'm so ashamed! Please forgive me for passing gas in your office!”

It was too late. Martin the Bank Manager leaned forward and inhaled her delicious sensual feminine aroma. He closed his eyes as he savored every last whiff of her glorious anal perfume!

“Divine. Utterly Divine!” He whispered. He closed his eyes again, relaxed and breathed in slowly and deeply.

Soon the fragrance was gone and his eyes popped open. With a visible shake, Martin was able to get control of himself. He grunted and mumbled as he reached for papers to shuffle on his desk.

“I'm sorry Miss. Our institution is not a charity and your business is just too small for us to become involved in. Perhaps the local chamber of commerce may be able to help you with your small business loan,” Martin sneered.

Devastated by the thought that she had blown her big chances of securing a small loan, Octavia grabbed her purse, her business plan and thanked the Manager Martin for his time. Hurrying out of the man’s office she could feel his eyes burning a new hole in her perfect derriere.

“What on earth will I do? How will I secure a business loan? And how can I make a small business a success? Really, what can I do!” Tears sprang from her eyes and rolled down her rosy cheeks. 

“I know if I had the opportunity I could make a go at it,” Octavia cried to herself.

I've got to be more assertive!  She thought. As nervous as it made her, she turned herself right back around and marched right into the bank manager's office and demanded he hear her out. 

As she barged right in, her nerves once again got the best of her and she squeaked out another little fart.  

The Manager's eyes lit up in delight and just like an animal his nostrils flared and he began sniffing the air with total abandon. “Oh, there it is!  That delicious scent!  The aroma is glorious!  It's....It's.....It's positively intoxicating!!!!!!”  

And it was at this moment that Octavia realized the answer to her dilemma was right behind her all along! It was the power of her exceptional derriere! If this man was entranced by her ass then she could work with that.

Straight up to the Bank Manager she marched in her black heeled boots. Almost stomping on his feet, she turned her glorious round perfect apple shaped behind around and tooted right in Old Martin’s face! 

Octavia whirled her head around making her long blonde hair flash like a whip. She said, “Perhaps you’ve not realized it, but this glorious little stinker of Mine requires a business loan and you will procure one for it immediately if you wish to ever smell My illustrious essence again!”  

Martin’s face looked alarmed as he tried to regain his dignity, “Now listen here, Young Lady. You can't just demand this institution give you a loan just because....well...because you smell so good!”  

He shot Octaiva his most serious business bank manager stare in defiance of her demand.

“Oh, I most certainly do require you issue Me a business loan immediately because My breaking wind should be one of the eighth wonders of the world AND there is so much more that I can do!” Octavia stamped her high-heeled foot with a bang! 

“I strongly advise you not to try My patience!” Octavia said.

“Young lady, you will have to leave My office right this very instant or I will call security,”  Martin boasted confidently, his face red with his temper flaring.

“You leave Me no choice,” Octavia snarled. She walked over to his desk and slowly turned around revealing her beautifully shaped backside.

With a leisurely hand, Octavia unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor, revealed her pantyless behind.  She then looked over her shoulder and said, “You'll be sorry!”  

Octavia bent over as far as she could go and spread her cheeks wide apart revealing not only the world's prettiest tushie, but also the world's prettiest little pink puckered starfish hole!  

The bank manager stared with his mouth open wide. He got up. He closed his office blinds as quickly as he could.  He adjusted his collar and said, “My dear, that is the most beautiful anus I have ever seen!  Please, please may I smell it?  Please, please may I lick it?”  He wet his lips in anticipation.

“Oh I like it licked,” Octavia giggled softly. She turned her head over her shoulder, “but absolutely not until I have my business loan!”   

Martin immediately got out the Bank's checkbook. “Will one hundred thousand do?” 

Octavia shook her head and calmly said, “Are you still testing Me?  I need three-hundred thousand to do my business right!” 

With shaking hands Martin wrote out the check for three-hundred thousand so quickly that his usually impeccable signature was almost illegible.

When he finished the last flourish Octavia snatched it out of his hand and said, “Perhaps if you are a good boy and continue behaving I will let you taste some of My luscious baked goods!”  

Martin’s mouth hung open as she put her skirt back on and walked out the door on her way to fulfill her dreams of feeding the world.
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The Realtor


Octavia woke up the following day and threw her curtains aside with happiness at being a bonafide entrepreneur. She brewed some coffee and then to perused the internet for business locations for rent. She knew she was going to need a place with lots of traffic so many people would see her delicious wares in the windows and head on in. Boom, she found something just perfect on the first floor of a high rise downtown in Chelsea. 

Octavia got dressed in her lucky black lacy thong and matching black bra. She put on her beautiful body hugging black dress and a pair of stiletto heels and did her hair and makeup to go and scout the place out for herself.  

She took the subway to the high rise and the comments she heard as she walked along the route barely registered to her.

“Nice Ass and WOW what a tiny waist,” shouted a man as he ran past her.

“God, Girl do you have a BOOTY!” exclaimed a man on a bench.

“Hey, you want a piece of ME? With that butt you can have anything you want!” a construction worker yelled as she walked by.

And of course, “Hey, your ass looks just like the one on the billboard on I-95!”

Octavia didn’t care! She was a girl with a dream and she just kept jiggling her beautiful burgeoning buttocks down the street. When she arrived at the rental her eyes lit up and she said to herself, “This is the perfect place!”

Waiting for her outside the door of the space for rent was a commercial real estate agent, a man about thirty. He stood tall with a chiseled chin and blue cautious eyes. He looked uncertain as to whether this is the person with whom he had the showing. 

Questioningly he eyed her and said, “Are you Miss Octavia Taylor?”  

As he regarded her he was struck by how beautifully feminine she was and gobsmacked how well endowed her buttocks were when she turned around to admire the space.

She smiled and said, “Yes, I am!” She reached out to shake his hand. He's kind of sweet and innocent looking to be in real estate, Octavia thought.

“I'm Michael,” he shook her hand with relief as he had expected to see an old red faced baker. He was very pleased his client was this petite and attractive blonde dressed sophisticatedly but yet giving an unmistakable hint of her glorious physique. 

Her hands were incredibly soft and he thought that strange as well for a baker. “My assistant told me you would be interested in perhaps starting a bakery in this location?  Is that right?”  

He watched as she looked around the space and was taken aback by her incredibly sexy behind bouncing along in front of him above her teeny tiny little waist.  Such a hot little spinner, he lustfully thought to himself. 

“This is PERFECT!  I'll take it!” she exclaimed as she clasped her hands together in pure joy. Her blue eyes shone brightly and her sweet smile spread wide in giddy glee.  

“Well, I'm glad to hear you say that,”  Michael exhaled thinking to himself, what a bouncy ass.  

What would it be like to smack that ass and watch it jiggle as I penetrate her with my manhood, he thought.  This contract is going to be good. 

“The rent will be eight thousand a month with a forty-eight month lease.” 

Octavia’s heart sank with the realization her dream might not come true.  

“What? I can't afford that. That rent is too high,” she sniffed….her stomach began to quake.  

Suddenly, her tummy rumbled and she passed gas right in front of the real estate salesman. “Excuse me,” she mumbled.

Did she just actually make a stinker? At first, Michael waved at the air with his hand, but then he inhaled and his eyes grew wide in surprise. What's this amazing aroma? A fart certainly never seemed to be enjoyable before, but now that this hot little blonde is right in front of him, what gives! 

Michael looked down to his crotch in disbelief as he felt himself getting one of the stiffest erections he’d ever experienced.  

He thought to himself, What the hell?' 

“Wait, Mister Michael sir, do you know who owns the building?” Octavia batted her blue eyes so they sparkled. “Maybe there is some way I can talk to them and convince the owner that I just need some time to build a clientele.” Octavia ran her hands over her body. “Once I have some steady clients then I can pay the higher rent,”  she begged. Octavia licked her ruby-red lips, trying to keep her dream alive.  

“My father owns the building,” Michael immediately volunteered, “but my father was hoping to get top dollar for the space and he always gets what he wants.” 

“But, you want me to make my luscious tasty treats,” Octavia ran her finger down his manly chest. “Don't you?”  

The cute realtor sniffed the air in desperation to recapture another whiff of her glorious musky perfume.

Sensing her opportunity, Octavia turned her perfectly curvy round ass around and bent over to place her briefcase on the floor. In doing this, she knew the odds were good her best asset would be on perfect display.  

Octavia reached into her briefcase and pulled out her business plan. She knew this might be her only chance to convince Realtor Boy to help her secure this location. Her sweet little bodacious bottom let another hot little toot right out underneath his nose. She could feel him moving in closer to inhale her essence.

It worked! He breathed her flatulent perfection in as deeply as he could. Michael felt bewildered. He was at a crossroad between not wanting to disappoint this sweet girl and being hypnotized by the gassy aroma. He said, “We need a new bakery in the building to attract better tenants and with better tenants come better revenue.” Michael unconsciously leaned in to her and she saw his nostrils flare as he tried to get another whiff of her cloud of gas.

With a pirouette, she whirled around and revealed to him her most prized possession, her glorious ass!

She pooted again, this time right in his face.  A cloud of gas enveloped her. Octavia shook her finger and said like the demanding angel she was, “You will help me get the space by speaking to your father for my benefit, right?” 

Inhaling deeply and reveling in the scent of pure decadent wind Michael’s mouth dropped open and his erection sprang to her aid. “I'm sure I can speak to my father about offering you a better deal.” 

Mischievously sensing she had another adoring ass sniffer to manipulate, Octavia purred, “I knew you would do that for me!  I am so happy I have to give you a hug!”  

She walked over to him and wrapped her arms around his big shoulders and squeezed him tight.

Octavia whispered, “Thank you, Darling,” right into his ear.

Her embrace was warm and soft and he inhaled her explosive feminine aroma deeply like a drug up his nose. Michael thought to himself, I think I actually can smell her bottom. Could it be that her bottom is a little dirty? 

As fast as these filthy thoughts entered his mind he pushed them away to deal with the business at hand. “Let me text my father now and see what I can arrange.”  

Michael just knew he had to keep this fascinating woman around. If it took begging a favor from his father, it was a small price to pay to keep her here where maybe he could smell her delicious aroma again.  

“Bing,” his phone dinged and he smiled as he said, “Yes, my father says you can rent the space for a year at two-thousand a month!” Michael waved the phone so she couldn’t read the text. “The space is yours if you want it.” 

In fact, his Father had typed, “Don't settle anything below seventy-six hundred!”

Octavia gleefully bounced up and down and wrapped her arms around him. She breathlessly said into his quivering ear, “Just wait until you taste my fudgy brownies and my chocolate soufflé!  Then you'll really be glad you helped me!” Octavia gave his ear a playful kiss worth all the money in the world. “I will open shop and get started tomorrow at precisely seven AM!”  

As her dirty farty little bottom jumped around the room in glee Michael inhaled her sweetness like an elixir he never thought he'd have the privilege to sample. Michael’s heart soared as she blew him a kiss and hurried out the door.

Later when he arrived home Michael’s father was lurking with a dark cloud over his head. The old man was furious with his son's foolishness at giving the space away for virtually nothing.  

“You better have a very good reason for asking me to do you such a favor young man,” his father snapped impatiently. 

Michael recounted how he met the most interesting entrepreneur and he just had a feeling she would breathe new life into the empty space.  

Finally the old man relented and with a shaking head stomped off.

Martin then rushed up to his room to masturbate to that incredibly sweet young stinky bouncy ass that had to be a little bit dirty to smell so strongly.

Could it have really been dirty?  What on earth does she taste like?  Would I ever be able to convince her to let me lick her ass crack?  

These thoughts filled his brain as he wrapped his hands around his member and imagined putting his nose right between her luscious perfectly shaped butt cheeks and sniffing her heavenly essence. It took him almost no time at all before he blasted a piping hot load that just about hit the ceiling. 

“Wow!  What a load! What a girl! AND, What an Ass!” 
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Mommy Smells Good


RING RING!

When the alarm clock blared Octavia started up with enthusiasm to begin her first day at her very own bakery.  She slipped the covers off of her deliciously perfectly shaped bottom which always smelled so delicious in the morning. She anticipated how incredibly busy she would be arranging for the shipments of all the ingredients and supplies she would need to get the bakery operational. Octavia scurried out her door and off to her new place of business as quickly as her high heeled black boots would take her.

Octavia grabbed a cup of coffee from her shiny new industrial coffee maker and savored it’s nutty flavor. When the caffeine hit her brain she realized she needed to place an advertisement for workers.  

Wait a minute, Octavia thought to herself, I haven't even got a name for my business, what will I call it? I need signage immediately! 

She quickly scribbled down potential names. It only seemed reasonable to pay homage to her greatest asset:

HONEY BUNS

MORNING BUNS

BUTTABLE

HOT CROSS BUNS

BUNBELIEVABLE

BUTT HEAVEN AWAITS

SATURDAY NIGHT BUNS

Then she started pushing the envelope.

KWEFER BUNS

TOOT TOOT BUNS

SQUISHY BUTTS

COCO BUTTS

TURDINE CUPCAKES

TOOTALICIOUS

Octavia stared at the page. Any of these would be great, but there was just something lacking. Suddenly the perfect name popped into her head with a splash:

POOTIEPIES

When she arrived at the new bakery she put a sign on the door, saying, “OPEN,” and another one reading, “Help Wanted.”

Of course Octavia had long practiced her handwriting for a day like this, so she took a great big white marquee sign and drew big perfect black letters:

GRAND OPENING

POOTIEPIES

your neighborhood bakery

It didn't take her long to order the stock or for potential employees to show up and by mid morning Michael stopped in to see how she was progressing. Her eyes widened with surprise when he opened the door and waltzed into the empty bakery.

“How's it going,”  he asked as he looked at the progress..  

Octavia’s beautiful bottom bounced as she walked, and when she bent over to pick something up he was certain it was the best female form he’d ever seen. Round, soft looking, yet toned and firm from years of Yoga, sensually shaped, the most delightful specimen of round femininity he’d ever laid eyes on.  

When she bent over, he swore he smelled the most delicate, deliciously pungent whiff of female aroma he’d ever encountered. He longed be the one to place his nose deep into her hot little crack and just live there. To inhale the possibility of a life lived with his nose penetrating her pink puckered anus and his lips tasting her rectum. 

What would it be like to actually see her rectum being stretched becoming dark and dirty even ejecting a sweet delectable turd? 

“Oh hi, Michael,”  she woke him from his revelry with her indifferent shrug, “I've already got three employees and our ingredients should be here this afternoon! We will get started baking first thing in the morning.” Octavia licked her lips making them shine, “Hopefully, we'll have all the kinks worked out in a few days.” 

“Pootiepies???” he sarcastically asked as he took in the new sign. “Isn't that kind of a funny name for a bakery?”  he scoffed.  

Still, he could not stop thinking about her sweet little ass and the sexy aromas it emitted. The name filled him with intriguing possibilities about the potential contents of her goods. Michael wondered if anyone else knew how delectable she smelled and whether or not the name might strike other people as odd and make them think of this girl's amazingly gifted derriere?  

Or maybe it was just a cute little nickname someone called her when she was young.  

However, her response was so utterly serious it stopped him in his tracks, “No, it's not funny at all.  It's accurate for the kind of bakery I plan to create. I have a glorious ass that is delicious and toots quite a lot and with it I intend to feed the world.”  

“What? You intend to feed the world with your ass?”  Michael gasped in disbelief. “I can't let you really name your business that! My father will be furious! He'd never approve!” Now Michael was really regretting getting involved with her and sticking his neck out for her benefit.   

“Yes, it's delicious and everybody should try the amazing delights I am able to whip up in a jiffy with my baking!”  Octavia declared.

“But....but....you are inferring you will feed the world with your behind,” Michael stuttered in horror.

“Yes, that's absolutely right.” 

“I have to put a stop to this now!  My father will disown me!” Michael shuttered at the very thought of his father finding out. 

Why did he let himself get railroaded by her pretty little butt?  His mind raced as he tried to get his story straight for what he'd have to tell his father. It really wasn't his fault. He had had no idea what the name would be or what she she intended to sell. He was a victim of this hypnotic woman and he had to get that across to his father as soon as possible!

“Michael, calm down,” Octavia soothingly said. “Here,”  she pulled over a chair, “Please have a seat.”

Her sweet beautiful body beckoned him to sit and her blue eyes shone so pure and bright he knew he simply had to do as he was told.

Michael sat down in a bewildered fog. How on earth did he get himself into this situation?  She was just so sweet, but this had to stop here and now before his father discovered the nature of Octavia’s business.

With him seated, she walked straight over to him with her thin and beautiful body and sat right in his lap. She wrapped her arms around his neck and looked into his eyes. “Sshhhh...it's ok, Mommy's here.” 

Octavia put her fingers to his lips....“Ssssshhhh, darling don't worry about Daddy! Mommy can handle Daddy just fine. Leave Daddy to me!” 

His body melted into her as he moaned, “Oh, Mommy!”   All his stress and tension dissipated as he clung to her and gently moaned, “Mommy!”   

Octavia wiggled her shapely bottom back and forth over his raging hard on. She slowly pooted out a sexy puff of gas.  

“Mommy, OH you Smell SO SO good, Mommy!” Michael whimpered. 

Octavia slowly rocked back and forth and as he held her tightly, moaning in ecstasy. It didn’t take him long with her soft bottom rubbing his member through his pants and he started to shake.

“Ooh Ooh Ooh,” he wailed, his cum spurting into his pants.

She giggled and allowed him to breathe her intoxicating gas nirvana. “How do you feel now, dear?” Octavia breathed into his quivering ear.

“I'm in heaven, Mommy!” Michael sighed in the afterglow of his orgasm, inhaling her scent deeply.

“If you think you are in heaven now, come back to the bakery tomorrow morning when we start serving our first batches of delectable goodies!” Octavia blew him a kiss with her ruby red lips.

Michael wondered if the blonde hair enshrining her head might really be a halo after all.  
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The Girls and the Throne


Later that day more interviewees showed up looking for work. There were three very strong looking men who interviewed for the positions of baker and mixer. 

And five beautiful young college girls who were interested in the positions of sales clerks also showed up. Of course, Octavia felt it important to have her baked goods sold with the most beautiful smiling faces attending to the customer's needs.  

Octavia introduced herself to the potential employees and then said, “Ladies, please follow me into the interview room.”

She surveyed the group of girls. There was a beautiful brunette named Trish, a very sultry Asian girl named Min, a fiery little petite redhead named Chloe, a sweet looking blonde named Angelique, and a Latina named Maria who bounced around like sitting still was a chore.   

“Ladies, Pootiepies is a new luxury bakery which offers the very finest goods made with a special trademark ingredient which I believe is not available anywhere else.”

Octavia raised her arms and shook her hips.

“It will give our customers our energy,” she squealed. She looked into the eyes of the girls as she wiggled. Octavia liked that she saw glee and enthusiasm in their eyes.

Her sales girls had to know how to have fun!

“In fact, our bakery will offer something so incredibly unique and illustrious once people find out we are here offering our delicious tasty treats, people will come from all over the world to see us.”  

The girls listened to Octavia as she told them how important customer service was to her and how she wanted them to pay close attention to the customers’ needs as they may come in unsure of what they wished to purchase. 

She told them the customers will sometimes need to be enticed into trying some of the more unusual selections and offerings.  

Chloe raised her hand, “What is the trademark ingredient?” 

“Doo Doo,” Octavia responded as she grinned at the group of beautiful women.

“Doo Doo what?” Trish asked with big innocent eyes.

“Poop....Poo….yes,” patiently answered Octavia in all seriousness.

“Wait, wait, wait.........are you seriously telling us you put that in your products?” Maria interrupted.

“Yes, I absolutely do!  In fact, with it I intend to feed the hungry of the world!”  Octavia exhorted. 

“There are so many hungry people out there, and I have the solution.” Octavia swirled her hand over her sweet pear-shaped behind. “You girls will see how delicious and nutritious my baked goods are. People will be lining up for these tasty treats....trust me.”

Octavia looked at the very skeptical girls and added, “Besides, I am prepared to pay you top wages because of the delicacy of what we will offer.” 

Whispers between the girls ensued and after a quick powwow, Min asked in a questioning tone, “Is there any chance we can use our poop in the baked goods as well???” 

Octavia smiled and said, “Of course, Girls, you have no idea how this bakery is going to take this city by storm!  Trust me, we are going to need all the CRAP we can get as long as you submit to the very same healthy, nutritious, salmonella free diet I subscribe to!” 

“Well, that sound’s easy enough,” Min giggled.

“Oh Min, it's will be easy and fun!” Octavia crooked her rose-pink freshly-manicured finger. “Let me show you the special throne room!”

Octavia led the gaggle of giggling girls into a special room that was floored with white tile like a medical office. In the center was a chair with a hole cut into the middle. Below the chair sat a porcelain bowl with a plastic container right in the middle. “This is where the magic happens, girls. When you need to go, come in here, and save everything.”

Chloe pursed out her plump lips and brushed a scarlet strand from her cheek, “Everything?”

“Of course,” Octavia flounced her blonde hair. “We need the special flavors for both the lemon meringue and the chocolate fudge!” In turn each girl tried out the throne and they all found it comfortable and even warm.

“Of course, it’s heated,” Octavia laughed. “Who wants to sit on a cold throne!”

Octavia had the girls form a circle and hold each other’s hands. She said, “It's quite a responsibility to make certain your brownies are safe for consumption!  You've got to adhere to a special diet.  What we produce is a very unstable product and must be kept refrigerated and stored appropriately so as not to make anyone sick.”

Octavia wiggled her ass again. “It's really best if it is fresh out of the oven!”  

The girls looked at each other and then Min shouted, “I'm in!  There's allot of people I'd like to feed!” 
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Michael Visits Again


Like a conductor in a symphony, Octavia made Pootiepies come together. Soon the storefront looked incredibly inviting with beautiful french bistro chairs and pretty display cases ready to be filled with delicious baked goods. 

People begin coming in for interviews, incredibly excited to embark on their fresh new careers at the fresh new bakery. After all her years of honing her business acumen, Octavia chose the three big strong men to do the baking and mixing of the dough. To save her money, she negotiated a very low wage for them all, but she promised to keep them well fed for doing such exerting work. 

And oh there was one other thing. Octavia wiggled her fine ass when she presented the new boys with their required chastity devices. “There will be many times when you see my bare behind, and maybe those of the girls.”

Octavia took up a silvery cock cage and rattled the lock. “That means you need to be locked up when you work for me, so we don’t have any problems.” Octavia pulled at the hem of her black office skirt so that the bottoms of her peachy cheeks peeked out. “Do we have any problems?”

No one said anything at all. The muscular men found themselves compelled to silently do Octavia's bidding as they couldn’t help being hypnotized by that glorious derriere of hers! 

After they let her put on their devices, one of the men turned to the others and said, “How much money are we even making per hour?”   

The other two shrugged their shoulders and the tallest one said, “Beats me, but did you see how hot that ass of hers is?” He shook his caged cock. “It sucks having to be locked up like this, but I would do anything to look at her fine ass!”

The middle guy was a bit more shy and pulled up his pants, before he said, “And those girls she hired!  Something tells me this place is prepared to ROCK!” 

For weeks now Octavia had been preparing her sweet hot fudge as the the crowning glory in her store of sensual baked goods. Every time she sat on the throne she saved her output in a freezer and made sure it was vacuum sealed for freshness.   

On one day prior to opening Michael came in for a visit.  Of course, it had been hard for him to disguise his curiosity and interest in sweet hot Octavia.

He asked how things were going and if she was ready for opening day.

“Octavia, I'm so curious what your special ingredient is going to be in your baked goods?” Michael blurted. “I keep wondering and I know you are guarding it almost like it's intellectual property, but I hope by now you trust me enough to know I only wish you the best in your new business venture.”

He put his hand on his chest, “It would really make me happy for you to succeed because I believe in you,” he said sweetly as he watched her dangerous curves make their last minute adjustments to the bakery.

She turned and said, “Oh, Michael, I really don't want to tell you. Instead I'd like to show you.  I want you to trust me like I trust you.”

Octavia gently brushed her soft palm over his brow, “Will you close your eyes for Me?” 

Hesitatingly he said, “Yes,” as his mind wondered why she is so incredibly secretive, but yet so arousing at the same time.  

Should he trust her?  His heart said yes, and he shut his eyes tight. 

He heard her moving about and then she took him by the hand, “Lie down over here,” Octavia breathed into his ear. She lead him to her office couch, “Get comfortable, Michael,” she sighed.

Into his eager ear, Octavia whispered, “Keep your eyes closed like a good boy and open wide for Me” .  

He heard what sounded like her undressing and then he felt her body heat right over him.  

She said again, “Eyes closed now but open wide,” and he inhaled and smelled her delicious ass aroma so near.  He found her stink delightful and he breathed it in deeply. Suddenly Michael felt a hot smushy hershey kissed size dollop of warm fresh fudge drop onto his tongue. In his surprise his eyes opened wide and then he saw an amazingly beautiful perfectly pink round hot little starfish of a cake decorator pinching out some sweet hot candy just for him!  He moaned and yanked his cock out of his pants and stroked it as he chewed up her delightful fudge.  

“Oh, Oh, Octavia! It tastes SO good!” He didn’t need to stroke long before he shot the biggest hottest load he had ever blown! “Heaven.....My FUCKING GOD your fudge cookies are HEAVEN!”   

“Clean up now, Michael!” Octavia ordered.

Michael smelled the heavenly aroma wafting from Octavia’s fudgy source. Blood rushed to his head and back to his dick as the strong and earthy scent filled his senses. Though he had never done anything like this before, he felt like a hand inside him grabbed him by the neck and thrust his lips to Octavia’s deep hot little puckery hole.

There were flecks of earthy brown fudge all around her starfish and he licked and licked until her source shown pink and clean. 

Michael sucked down all of her earthy goodness and wished there were more.

“Oopsie,” Octavia said as a little toot escaped her and with it she squirted more of her secret special ingredients right into Michael’s open mouth. Back into her source he dove and he licked and sucked until he'd consumed every last bit of her musky luscious fudge.

Octavia teased his hard cock with her boot heel, scratching it up and down his sensitive skin, and that was all it took for the highly aroused man to shoot his load all over the floor with a second big load of his sticky cum.

After he finished she looked down on him and says, “See, I told you my bakery is going to be a success!”     

Octavia smiled at her conquered slave as he collapsed in perfect abandon, enjoying the warn glow of his orgasm and the view of her perfect apple bottom with it’s lovely puckered hole.
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Opening Day


Finally, it was OPENING DAY at Pootiepies and Octavia and her crew were busy turning on the ovens, the mixers and getting everything ready to bake. There were Cakes, Cookies, and Brownies and as soon as each mixer was ready for the remaining ingredient, Octavia clacked her heels over to the giant mixer and squatted down. Octavia and the girls were all dressed sexy in heels and short skirts because of course everything was streamed to the bakery’s SpecialPooFans sites. Out in cyberspace, thousands of interested fans had purchased golden tickets to the show.

“Ok, everyone! Here is the secret sauce in our products and the reason you signed those Confidentiality Agreements!”  Octavia announced. She turned and slowly lifted her flowery frilled skirt over her perfectly toned behind and pulled her silky satiny pink panties to the side. Her starfish gaped, and then Octavia squished out a sweet warm log of her hot fudge right into the mixing vat.  

“This is what is going to give our baked goods the incredibly addictive taste which will keep all of our customers coming back for more!”   

The staff raised their eyebrows in shock and awe, and then the aroma of her sweet luscious brownies filled the air. The big strong chastised bakers smiled and in unison said, “Yes, Ma'am!  It smells delicious!”   

Octavia's sweet hot fudge was mixed in with all of the baking ingredients and pumped into the cakes, brownies and cookies! Before long the goods were baked until piping hot and the smells of the bakery wafted into the street. People on their way to work inhaled the delicate aroma of Octavia and begin lining up in anticipation of the grand opening!

Of course, Michael was already eagerly waiting in line. Right next to him was Bank Manager Martin who initially made the loan for all of this magic to happen.  

Octavia opened the door and said, “Welcome Everyone!  Please come in! We've got Cakes, Brownies and Cookies hot and fresh just for you!”  

As she turned, her perfect derriere bounced back into the door and the lines of customers flowed in. Octavia suddenly stopped and let out a little toot! Customers inhaled her essence, erections ensued, and the people knew they had come to the right place, the good, that special place: Pootiepies!

[image: ]


If you like this book, you will love the sweet and scary Mistress Octavia Taylor, who can be found at the goddess mistress dot com or on Twitter.

P.S. Comments, feedback, and love/hate mail always welcome! You can contact me at goddessmistresstaylor@gmail.com
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