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Note: This is a
short work of around 5000 words. If you would like to read more
then check out out Sophie Sin’s short story collections (containing
several stories each). Find more at Sophie Sin's Book
List. She
also writes male-male gay erotica under Dick Powers.

 


Short
disclaimer: All
individuals represented within this text are over the age of 21 and
full and completely are shown to consent in all ways to the sexual
activities that take place within this collection of short
works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this
story with the others listed below in the ‘Impregnation And Interracial Erotica’.

 


That collection contains the following stories:

Cult of Impregnation, Fill Her Up, Heaven On Earth,
Joanna And Her Sweet Cakes, The Beast of Impregnation, Two Devious
Men.

 


The
‘Impregnation And Interracial
Erotica’ collection can
be found at any of your favorite e-stores.


Joanna And Her Sweet Cakes

 


How one wonderful night got started...

 


Ms. Henry likes San Francisco a lot. She'd
moved there when her mumma had decided Texas and the side job of
stripping that she kept under her husband's nose were not things a
woman in her 30s should be about.

Mumma had a lot of ideas like that.

First thing the older Henry did when she got
to San Francisco with her little black darling in hand was to open
a bakery. This wasn't any ordinary bakery but one that sold only
sweet black chocolate in the form of cakes. This was 22 years ago
and now mumma had retired from the kitchen and left it to the only
person she trusted to manage the shop – her daughter.

Whether that trust was well founded or not
was up for debate because right now Ms. Henry is searching the want
ads and thinking maybe being a office worker would be better than
this.

What's this? Well...

At 6am she wakes.

At 8am Jessica 'Marty' Henry arrives at the
bakery.

Give or take 30 minutes after 8am sharp
Blacky Sob, a Latino baker that has worked at the shop every minute
it has been open, and Laura Main, an American from Texas that mumma
didn't bring but found her way to this home away from home either
way, turn up.

They open the front doors, let the stink of
the ovens heating out, and let the world – hungry business men and
tourists who heard that the place was good – in to sample the wares
that Jessica offers from behind the counter with a white toothed
smile on her chocolate brown face.

10 hours later she goes home.

There are exactly two cats and seven copies
of the latest romance novels, a bed and a bunch of uneaten
chocolate cakes, a string line full of clothes and no more than two
cans of coffee in the entire place. Beyond soap, shampoo and make
up, the young woman owns less than your average poor person.

Back to the want ads.

Why is she searching?

Let's ask her.

“Blacky, I gotta move out of this,” she's
saying.

Blacky looks over, blinks dumbly and
continues to stir some rich, freshly made chocolate for a new 6inch
sweet cake that he's been thinking about all day.

“Listen,” Jonna continues – perhaps
oblivious to the point that her worker is not listening,
perhaps not caring either. “It's important that I have a life. I
can't be here 10 hours a day, 7 days a week. I'm 25 years old. Do
you know what other 25 year old girls are doing?”

No answer.

“They are down at the beach tanning
themselves or drinking with men.”

Men are the big issue here.

“I gotta get out of this job.”

If Blacky really cared to listen and if he
really had much on his mind beyond cakes and chocolate and
sometimes the secret affair he's having with the white girl that
thinks big and black is gorgeous down the road from his apartment
then he'd probably say...

“You are dreamin', darling.”

Laura saunters into the room. She's blond,
big and friendly, but has the ear of mumma and doesn't hesitate to
gossip, which is some thing that makes Joanna very
uncomfortable.

The want ads are slid under the table. The
stool is pushed back. Work is pretended to be done, but Laura has
been listening and that's never a good thing.

“Do you really think all 25 year old girls
are sluts, baby-bear?”

“Not really,” Joanna admits.

“Then why you think they all out there
drinking and playing and frolicking with men?”

“I don't know. I saw it on music TV.”

Laura raises an eyebrow. “When do you have
the time to watch that?”

In that is the problem.

“Ahhh, I sometimes record it.”

There's a snort. “Ah-ha.”

The big woman settles down on the other side
of the table and sighs dramatically. Even thought the woman is well
aware this is trouble in the making, it is for the best.

“Do you know Ed's Cafe down the road?”

“Yeah.”

“Go visit. One of our regulars works
there.”

Joanna raises an eyebrow herself.

“Why should that be important?” This doesn't
fit the conversation or Laura's expected responses to it at
all.

“Because you'll see, baby-boo.”

Then the big Texan waddles off and leaves
the suspense where it belongs: Right front and center in Joanna's
mind.


(The Song In Ed's Cafe) “It's a beautiful
day... La, la, la...”

 


And he's a beautiful guy,
Joanna says in her mind for the seventh time as
she blushes and waits for her regular white mocha.

Behind the coffee machine is Adonis and
that's not just a nickname either. That man's name actually is
Adonis and he's white, semi-muscular, brown haired and looks like
he knows what women want very intimately.

“Mocha, two marshies, a dab of sugar with
cream.”

Joanna 'Marty' Henry jerks herself from her
admiration, skips forward like a school girl and takes the cup.

She's about to leave when he says...

“Hey, aren't you Marty?”

Everyone who's a customer knows her as
Marty. It's the nickname that her mother used to call back into the
kitchen back when the young woman was learning the ropes of
chocolate cake creation.

“Ye—ahh, that's, um, me.”

Talking to this hot man is very different
from looking at him.

He smirks at her in a way that tells the
young woman, as inexperienced as she might be, that this 'hot man'
knows exactly what she's thinking.

“I'm Adonis. What are you up to later?”

What Joanna is thinking is This guy moves
fast! It's not unwelcome considering how her
heart is fluttering about in her chest.

“Um, well, let's see. I have a few things
around the shop to do.”

“Great,” he butts in, looking to the list of
coffees to make, clearly pretty busy, but taking this time because,
hopefully, what he sees is what he wants, “I'll come by. I want to
ask about recipes.”

Joanna takes a second to consider the tone,
posture and expression on the handsome man's face. Either he's a
cool customer or he's serious.

“Sure,” she manages. “Come by around
8pm.”

That'll give her time to send everyone home
early. No witnesses would be for the best.

Taking her coffee, she leaves, nearly skips
down the street and pulls into her shop and this time doesn't check
the want ads all day.
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