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Adult Reading Material

About This Book:

My regular customer Mr. Jacobs comes in to check on me at the bakery, but he gets a little too flirtatious when he asks to listen to my belly.

He confesses that he finds pregnant women attractive, and I confess that I’m finding pretty much everything arousing right now, especially mature men.  The pregnancy is affecting me in ways I never thought possible, and now it’s about to affect the both of us in a very serious way indeed.  Read as I close the bakery and satisfy Mr. Jacobs until he ices my buns!
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Read An Excerpt
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I moved a hand to my crotch and pushed against my jeans, opening my legs and looking at him through my knees.

“This is for you,” he said, putting a hand over his crotch.

“Where are you going to put it?”

He placed his shirt on top of his jacket and then turned as he opened his belt.

“Wherever you want it,” he said.

I bounced my big, veined tits together again.  “Between here?”

He said nothing and the dancing stopped.  He popped the button of his pants open slowly then he slid the zipper down, keeping his eyes on me as I stared at his crotch.

“That’s what I want,” I hushed, and I couldn’t even blink as I stared at him and waited.

He pulled his pants open roughly and then started to drop them along with his underwear as he walked back to me.

I watched as the line of hair that stretched down from his navel became thicker and coarser.  Soon I saw the thick hilt of his manhood and then I marveled as his length was revealed.  He moved his pants further down and more and more of the barrel of his flesh became visible until it turned a deeper shade of pink at the crown.

It bobbed out of his pants in front of me and he stood in wait beside the pallet of flour, rightly proud of what he was offering me.

“Fuck, Mr. Jacobs!” I swooned, sitting upright quickly and going right for him.

“That’s it, Carrie,” he said, staring down as I tackled him.

I took him in two hands, pulling him towards my hungry mouth before kissing over the tip of his thickness.

“Good girl,” he said, holding my head on him.

I jerked him through both my hands, twisting up before pushing my lips down over him and letting my saliva run down his shaft.  I massaged it back against him with my pepper-grinder grip, working around his cock until the whole thing was messy with my spit.

“I want this inside me,” I moaned, putting him back in my mouth and aching a groan as I sent him to the top of my throat.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





