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“What if someone comes back?” Jane asked.

“Nobody’s coming in here until one of us walks out.  They ain’t stupid.”

“Maybe it’s just me that is then.”

“You ain’t stupid,” Bill said.  He touched his thumb to her chin and lifted her head.  “Smartest thing you did was getting away.”

“Dumb enough to come back.”

“I’d call it curiosity.”

He kissed her again as he unfastened more of her buttons, working his big hands inside her shirt and squeezing at the ripe breasts that he found within.

“You’ll get me in trouble,” Jane said.

“You’ve been in trouble since the day you I met you.  I been trying to get you out of it ever since.”

He pushed off her hat and drove his fingers up through her hair behind her head, piercing her blond locks and tickling at her scalp.

“Mmmm,” Jane mewled.  “I’ve missed that.”

Bill put his other hand on her stomach and then moved it up to her tits, squeezing her as though he was trying to milk her nipple.

Jane gasped against his open mouth, plunging her tongue deep inside and committing to the crazy nature of it all.  She figured she was gonna burn in hell for the things she’d done anyway, might as well have a little bit of fun beforehand.

Her hands found his muscled chest and she ran them over him, mapping out the contours of his six-foot-five frame.  If everything else was in proportion then Jane would be in for quite the treat.

“Take off your shirt,” Bill said.  “Then get on your knees.”

Jane did as commanded immediately.  At times it felt as though he had direct control over her movements and that she was merely a puppet on his strings.

She pulled back the shirt from her shoulders and Bill’s eyes sparkled as he saw her charms, sitting round and inviting above her swollen belly.

“I’ve missed those,” he said.

Jane smiled demurely and folder her shirt over the back of the chair.  She got to her knees slowly, leaving her boots and pants on.

“I think you’re finally ready,” Bill said.

“Open up and show me.”

“Readier than I thought.”

Jane stared ahead at the swollen bulge in his pants.  “Less talk.”

Bill tugged open his belt with quick, rough movements.  Jane could feel her pussy swelling with arousal, preparing itself for what she reckoned was to come.

“Pull out that big, mature cock for me,” Jane groaned.

She rubbed her hands over her thighs excitedly, rocking ever-so-slightly.  She’d wanted this for so long that she could scarcely believe it was happening.

Bill popped the buttons of his pants slowly, looking at Jane’s pupils fatten wider each time.  Soon she could see the whites of his underwear and suddenly he thrust his pants down with them, presenting his thickness to her for approval.

Jane swooned in delight, watching his cock bounce before her.  It surged out from the thick hair at its base, adorned with veins that coursed towards the bulbous, inviting tip.

“I want it,” Jane said, shuffling forward on her knees.

“I didn’t get it out for you to stare at,” he said, putting his hand around the hilt and shaking it.
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The door of the mining-town’s saloon swung open and in stepped Wild Jane, her boot-spurs clinking as she eyed the patrons.  Each of them had stopped their business to cast their eyes in her direction.

She looked slowly over all of them and one-by-one they averted their gaze.  They knew better than to anger her.  You don’t get a name like Wild Jane by being approachable.

She shuffled with an uncharacteristic gait, holding her stomach and moving towards the bar that Jim Hicks had tended these past twenty-years.

“Jane,” he nodded, twisting a cloth in one of his short tumbler-glasses.

“Jim,” she replied.

Jane swung a leg over the stool and perched up, letting out a heavy sigh.

“How far gone are you now?” Jim asked.

Jane stared as though it was none of Bill’s damned business, but she’d known him well enough to divulge.

“Seven months,” Jane said, putting a hand on her swollen stomach.

“Would I know him?  The father?”

“You watch your mouth there, Jim.  You do too much talking and not enough drink-getting.  Now fetch me somethin’ would ya?”

“Didn’t mean to pry, Jane.  What’ll it be?”

“She needs a whiskey!” a stranger shouted from the end of the bar, too drunk to realize what he was doing.

In a flash Jane had drew her pistol and the smirk on the stranger’s face dropped faster than the seat of his pants.

“And you need to shut the hell up, if you know what’s good for ya.”

The stranger gulped hard and stared into the black hole at the end of her pistol.  It was trained right between his eyes without so much a tremble.

“Sorry, Jane,” another man said, and he guided his friend away from the bar, whispering curses to him all the way out of the door.

Jane’s pistol followed him until he’d left, then she span it back into the holster and looked back to Jim.

“Milk,” she said.

As Jim fixed her drink she took off her long, cow-hide coat, revealing the dual pistols on her hips that had become her trademark.  Jane shot fast, and if there first one didn’t get you, the second one would.  Gun-slinging was in her blood.

The barkeep placed the tall glass of milk in front of her and Jane took a swig, wiping her white moustache from her full top-lip.  The only thing more dangerous than her hands was her devilishly good looks.  Many a man had fallen victim to them—and many more men will too.

Just then the door of the saloon opened once more. From the shifting tone alone Jane knew that a storm had walked in.

Today was not Jim’s day.  It’s bad enough when one notorious gunslinger enters your establishment, but when a second walks through the doors you can figure that not every patron will be leaving upright.

“Bill,” Jim said, and he had a quiver in his voice.  “Thought you’d left town?”

“Something brought me back,” he said.

He eyed over the townsfolk who knew better than to return his gaze.  Suddenly the money in the middle of the poker table didn’t look all that important to the four men playing around it.

They tossed down their hands and grabbed their coats, silently leaving the saloon along with the other patrons.  They knew as well as Jim did that there’d be more than a quite drink afoot.

“What’ll it be?” Jim said.

Bill walked slowly towards the bar, meeting the stern gaze of Jane as he did so.  Out of sight her hand was tickling down the side of her swollen stomach until it found the handle of her six-shooter.

“I thought you might be here,” Bill said, ignoring Jim completely.

“And why’s that?” Jane said.

“Figure a girl as lost as you can really find herself in a place like this.”

“We don’t want any trouble now,” Jim said, trying to calm the pair of them.

“Who says we don’t?” Jane said.

Bill’s lip curled.  Jane’s thumb pulled back the hammer of her pistol.  She took a drink and slammed it down to hide the click of her cocking it.

“Whiskey, Bill?” Jim tried.

“Pour it,” Bill said.  “Then get out of here.”

Jim’s grabbed a tumbler and set it down on the bar.  His hand trembled as he poured the whiskey from the decanter, then he pushed it down the bar in Bill’s direction.

He stuck out a hand to grab it just as Jane drew her pistol, but before you could blink Bill’s gun was in his hand.  He fired a shot that passed clean through Wild Jane’s glass, leaving a perfect hole that the milk flowed through.

After the shot the silence loomed large.  The only noise that could be heard was the fast-beating heart of the barkeep as it pumped the adrenaline around his body.

“Leave,” Bill said calmly.

Without a word Jim scurried off, leaving the two legends of the west to their own devices.  He figured he might as well make a visit to the local funeral parlor anyways.  They’d be collecting a body from his saloon after they helped him write his will.

“Bill The Dastard,” Jane said.  “In the flesh.”

“The very same,” said Bill, presenting himself with a bow and a tip of his wide-brimmed hat.

“You’ll excuse me if I don’t get up and curtsy.”

Jane put her gun back in its holster and laid a hand on the fat bump that peered out from beneath her plaid shirt.

“I had to come and see it to believe it,” Bill said.

“Believe what?”

“That the second-fastest draw in the west was shootin’ for two.”

Bill took a sip of his whiskey and smiled his pearly whites in Jane’s direction, settling his elbow on the bar but keeping his pistol trained on her.

Jane picked up the glass and studied it.  The power of Bill’s gun was the stuff of legend.  The fact the glass hadn’t even cracked was testament to that.

Jane took a drink, uncaring for the milk that trickled out of the glass and splashed over her bare, exposed stomach.

Bill watched it dapple her rounded belly, biting his bottom-lip slowly as he enjoyed the show.  Jane sure knew how to get to him.

Jane wiped her mouth and turned to Bill, showing herself front on.  “What?” she asked.

“Just admiring ya.”

“You’re too old for me,” Jane said.

“Amongst other things.”

“So am I going to meet him then?” Bill asked.

“Hadn’t planned on it.”

“I should very much like to.”

“He’s not part of this.”

“Sure he is,” Bill said.  He drained the last of his whiskey.  “You knock up Wild Jane and there’s no getting away from it.”

“We’re happy.  Can’t you see that?”

“I’d just like to meet the man who took my place.”

“It was never gonna work between us and you know it.”

“Not if you never gave it a chance.”

Bill advanced slowly towards her, shuffling down the bar with his elbow still resting on it and his gun trained on its target.

“It wouldn’t be right.”

“Not being right is just what outlaws do,” Bill said.

“Not me.  Not now.”

“Tell me you don’t want it,” Bill said, creeping ever closer.

Jane looked up into his face as he approached.  His handsome smile was blemished by the scar through his eyebrow.  The gruff of his stubble could light a match, but Bill’s eyes already had a flame in them; a flame he held for Jane.

“If I wanted it, why do you think I ran away?”

“Hard to get,” Bill said.  “You made the first move, remember?”

“I was only eighteen!”

“Shit, you’re only twenty now!  Fancy yourself a grown-up?”

“I’m a damn-sight more grown-up than you.”

“Kiss me, Jane,” Bill said.  “Kiss me like before.”

Jane turned away and tried not to smirk.  She longed for his affection, but it so often came with caveats.

“And what if I don’t?” she asked.  “You’re gonna shoot me?”

“No,” Bill said, holstering his pistol.  “Not today.”

“Much more romantic to kiss a guy who isn’t fixin’ to shoot me.”

“Is that so?” Bill asked, and he leaned his face in towards hers.

Jane’s eyes closed and their lips met.  She let out a hum of excitement as his tongue found hers, but gradually it turned into a giggle.

There was a click and then Bill felt the cool sensation of metal pressed up under his chin.  His eyes opened to see Jane’s sparkling back, as blue as the desert sky.

“You’re getting old, Bill,” Jane said.  “Can’t afford to make these mistakes at your age.”

Bill had barely flinched.  Instead he stared coolly back at her.  His expression was less one of fear and more one of pride.

“I taught you well,” he said.  “But I didn’t teach you everything.”

Jane’s brow furrowed and Bill shot his eyes down to her hips.  She followed his glance and noticed that her second pistol had not only been unsheathed, but it was pointing straight into her stomach.

Jane gulped.  “Truce?”

“Smartest thing you’ve said today.”

Jane took the gun away from Bill’s chin and he holstered her weapon for her.  She took off the belt and walked it to a table a few meters away, setting it in the middle and then turning to offer that Bill do the same.  He straightened his shirt and walked over, setting his shooter down on top of hers.

“Now we can talk,” Jane said.

“I told you, I ain’t here for that.”

“Then what are you here for?”

“I’m here to do what I should have done a long time ago.”

“And what’s that?”

“To take down those britches of yours and give you the seeing-to you deserve.  I know there ain’t no man can ravage a woman like I can.”

“I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t heard the rumors,” Jane said.  “You’ve made quite the name for yourself with that other thing you shoot-off regularly.”

Bill tucked his thumbs into the belt-loops of his pants, looking proud of himself.  “I’m quick to draw that too.  And I always make sure I please the lady.”

“Rare these days.”

Bill approached again, placing his rough hand Jane’s soft cheek.  “I could please you,” he said.

She closed her eyes to his touch, surrendering herself to him like she had in the past.  Their love was a tempestuous one, but it was nevertheless there.  As much as Jane had fled and attempted to deny it, her own feelings resurfaced again-and-again.  Fleeing with her new man was supposed to fix things, but if anything it had made her more aware of her true love.

“I been thinking about your more lately,” she confessed.

“Is that so,” Bill said.  “Care to elaborate?”

“Well this lump on my stomach’s got me awful flustered at times.”

“I heard tell of that.  They say there’s no better sex to be had.”

“And there’s no better person to have it with, if those legends are true.”

“Must be something to ‘em,” Bill said.

His hands smoothed over the taut skin that wrapped over her swollen stomach and gradually he unfastened the buttons of her plaid shirt.

“What if someone comes back?” Jane asked.

“Nobody’s coming in here until one of us walks out.  They ain’t stupid.”

“Maybe it’s just me that is then.”

“You ain’t stupid,” Bill said.  He touched his thumb to her chin and lifted her head.  “Smartest thing you did was getting away.”

“Dumb enough to come back.”

“I’d call it curiosity.”

He kissed her again as he unfastened more of her buttons, working his big hands inside her shirt and squeezing at the ripe breasts that he found within.

“You’ll get me in trouble,” Jane said.

“You’ve been in trouble since the day you I met you.  I been trying to get you out of it ever since.”

He pushed off her hat and drove his fingers up through her hair behind her head, piercing her blond locks and tickling at her scalp.

“Mmmm,” Jane mewled.  “I’ve missed that.”

Bill put his other hand on her stomach and then moved it up to her tits, squeezing her as though he was trying to milk her nipple.

Jane gasped against his open mouth, plunging her tongue deep inside and committing to the crazy nature of it all.  She figured she was gonna burn in hell for the things she’d done anyway, might as well have a little bit of fun beforehand.

Her hands found his muscled chest and she ran them over him, mapping out the contours of his six-foot-five frame.  If everything else was in proportion then Jane would be in for quite the treat.

“Take off your shirt,” Bill said.  “Then get on your knees.”

Jane did as commanded immediately.  At times it felt as though he had direct control over her movements and that she was merely a puppet on his strings.

She pulled back the shirt from her shoulders and Bill’s eyes sparkled as he saw her charms, sitting round and inviting above her swollen belly.

“I’ve missed those,” he said.

Jane smiled demurely and folder her shirt over the back of the chair.  She got to her knees slowly, leaving her boots and pants on.

“I think you’re finally ready,” Bill said.

“Open up and show me.”

“Readier than I thought.”

Jane stared ahead at the swollen bulge in his pants.  “Less talk.”

Bill tugged open his belt with quick, rough movements.  Jane could feel her pussy swelling with arousal, preparing itself for what she reckoned was to come.

“Pull out that big, mature cock for me,” Jane groaned.

She rubbed her hands over her thighs excitedly, rocking ever-so-slightly.  She’d wanted this for so long that she could scarcely believe it was happening.

Bill popped the buttons of his pants slowly, looking at Jane’s pupils fatten wider each time.  Soon she could see the whites of his underwear and suddenly he thrust his pants down with them, presenting his thickness to her for approval.

Jane swooned in delight, watching his cock bounce before her.  It surged out from the thick hair at its base, adorned with veins that coursed towards the bulbous, inviting tip.

“I want it,” Jane said, shuffling forward on her knees.

“I didn’t get it out for you to stare at,” he said, putting his hand around the hilt and shaking it.

Jane hurried forward, her eyes locked on the tip like she was entranced by it.  Her mouth opened and she moved over it, enveloping the head and keeping a tight grip as she moved as many of his inches into her as she could.

Bill released his grip, surrendering his cock to her and entrusting her with his pleasure.  Jane didn’t disappoint.  She glided her lips down his pole and flicked her tongue against its underside.

“You’re good at that,” he said, putting a hand on her head and another on his hips.

He started to rock his hips gradually, passing his big cock through her mouth as though he was using it to jerk him.

Jane wrapped her hand around the part of his cock that she couldn’t claim, working back and forth and blinking up at him.

“You devil,” he smirked.

Jane’s eyes smiled but then she redoubled her efforts on his cock, groaning and moving her mouth faster along his rigid shaft.

Bill unfastened his shirt and took it off quickly.  He tossed it on the table and Jane pulled back off his cock with a gasp, wiping the spit from her mouth and staring up at the hairy, manly trunk of The Dastard.  Many a woman had come this close to him, but none shared the bond that they did.

“Leave your boots on,” Bill said.  “But take those pants down.”

Jane bit her lip.  She’d have done anything to get that thing inside her.  Her third-trimester-fantasies had been riddled with images of her gruff adversary taking charge.  Her new lover was everything that Bill wasn’t, but sometimes a girl yearns to have it rough.

“Good girl,” he said, watching as Jane got to her feet and unfastened her pants.

She turned around and pulled them down over her big, round ass.  Bill watched as she was revealed to him, jerking his cock steadily.

He walked forward and the metal of his belt clanked along with the spurs on his boots.  Jane stared to the saloon door, looking out into the street beyond.  It was deserted.  The townsfolk were right to be cautious.

“Stick me with it, Bill,” Jane urged, pulling her ass apart with her hand and looking back over her shoulder.

“I’ve seen some sights in my time,” Bill said, spitting on his fingers and washing it over his cock, “but I ain’t never seen anything as inviting as that.”

He walked forwards and washed his wet cock up along the petals of his prize, parting her open and knocking on the door of debauchery with ease.

“Fuck me, Bill,” Jane cried.

“I’ll be fucking you with soap in your mouth you keep talking like that.”

“I’m your slut, Bill,” Jane said, submitting to him.

“Right you are.”

He took one step forward and Jane sucked a breath.  His cock slid through her wet pussy-lips, surging inside her and meeting her desires.  She let out a groan as she sheathed his manhood, feeling the pang of pain from his burgeoning size.  She didn’t know any men as big as him.

“I fit you perfect,” Bill said, letting a slap down on her ass.

“Fuck me,” Jane said again, goading him.

His teeth gritted.  “What I told you about that mouth?”

He let another smack rain down on her ass, only this time it was tinged with anger.  Jane felt a sparkle of fear ignite her insides, turning an already risqué encounter even naughtier.

“You gonna fill me up too?”

“If I think you deserve it.”

“I do, Bill.  I really do.  I came all this way for it, I think I better get it proper.”

“I’m gonna have to wait and see.”

Bill looked down onto the V of her ass, watching as his cock disappeared inside her over and over.  His hands split her cheeks and he tickled a thumb over her asshole, eliciting a squeak of delight from Jane.

Bill thrust forwards and Jane rocked, steadying herself on the table as her big tits swung beneath her like udders

Bill bent over her and cupped her charms in his palms, squeezing them and pinching the nipples as though there were more delights to be had.

“Yes, Bill!” she whimpered, and she felt a sensation in her breasts unlike anything she ever had before.

He pinched harder, working his finger and thumb towards her nipple until finally she felt a euphoric release.

It was just a sensation to begin with, but soon Jane could feel the patter of liquid beneath her.  She looked down in shock as she watched the white cream spurt from her nipples.

“You’re milking me!” she gasped.

“Ain’t I just,” he said.

“That’s normal?”

“Normal for a girl like you.”

“How many pregnant woman you fucked, Bill?”

“None as pretty as you,” he said.  “Now shut up.”

He hit her with another spank, turning her ass-cheek crimson red and delivering a heat that tingled all the way along her spine.

Jane moaned and pushed back on him, meeting his advances.  She could feel his ball-sack swinging forward and tapping against her clit every time he drove into her.

“Give me it,” she demanded.

“You’re getting it whether you want it or not.”

“Don’t give it me,” she cried, tongue-in-cheek.

He spanked her again.  “Don’t play games, girl.”

Jane beamed forwards, smiling to herself.  Her eyes rolled back in their sockets as he fucked her rough, squeezing the cream from her tits and making a mess all over Jim’s freshly-polished tables.

“Taste it,” he said.

Jane wondered what he meant, but then his hand arrived beneath her mouth.  A pool of milk rested in the palm.

“Taste it,” he repeated.

She dropped her mouth to it and lapped it up like a cat, finding it surprisingly sweet.

“Good,” he said, then he pushed the milk up against her lips.

Jane slurped it down, then Bill pulled out of her and grabbed her by the hair.  She yelped and turned around under his command.

“Taste this too,” he said, and he nodded down to his cock.

It was covered in her juices and looked just as inviting as ever.

“Go on,” he prompted.

Jane stooped and slurped it into her mouth, massaging her tongue over his swollen length and fondling his big balls as she did so.

“Put me between your tits,” he said now.

“You like that?”

“Just do it.”

Jane pulled out a chair and sat down on it, feeling the cool of the wood against her bare ass.  Bill advanced on her and brought his cock to her chest.  She pressed her tits around his slick length and hugged him in her cleavage.

“Perfect,” Bill said, feeling the soft embrace of her veined breasts.

Jane pushed them around him and more milk fired free, scattering over his leg-hair and hanging there like pearl-drops.

“That kid ain’t going hungry,” Bill joked.

He swooped his cock along her cleavage and fucked her tits slowly.  Jane noticed that his dick would sprout up out the top and almost hit her chin.  She angled her mouth downwards and this time each of his thrusts were rewarded by the brief kiss of her lips.

She sucked on the tip as though she was trying to relieve him of something, but Bill didn’t want to do it there.

“Get me close,” he said, moving through the channel of flesh.

“Stuff it in me,” Jane cried.

She kicked a boot off and jumped up onto the table, opening her legs like a slut and showing him the wet petals of her pussy.

“Fuck me like you mean it,” she said.

Bill walked forward and took a grip of her thighs, steering his cock into her like he was dousing for water.  When the tip of him struck her aching O he pressed forward.  Jane looked down over her fat stomach, imagining the view that Bill had.

She looked to his face and saw the delight in him as he stared down, watching the V of her sex accept every inch of him.

“Just like that, you dastard!”

Bill arched an eyebrow and smirked, then he hit her with a flurry of thrusts that she hadn’t seen coming.

Jane’s mouth opened in a silent moan and before long she could feel the contractions of her sex hugging his cock tight.  He filled everything she had to give him and whenever her muscle pinched him it found itself with no room to maneuver.

“Oh, Bill,” she whimpered, trembling to his touch.

“You’re right on cue.”

Jane would have been confused if it wasn’t for the more pressing emotion of euphoric bliss.  Her orgasm tickled Bill’s cock, undulating along his length as though its sole intention was to coax cum from his balls.

He cast his head back and groaned at the high ceiling.  Jane moaned with him, feeling the milk creep freely from her nipple now.  It was as though the orgasm was exorcising her body of its fluids.  She could feel her pussy becoming wetter too and now Bill’s thrusts were accompanied by the sloshing sound of her soaked quim.

“I’m gonna fucking come,” he wailed, then he looked down to the source of his pleasure, seeing the image of her tight pussy wrapped around his cock.

“Yes you are!” Jane said, wriggling beneath him.

His cock stiffened and swelled inside her, turning like granite suddenly.  He moaned and looked through her as his eyelids dropped, then Jane felt him throb in her core.

“Yes!” she groaned, not yet feeling his release.

He exhaled, right from the pit of his stomach.  As he did so she felt another surge from him, then suddenly she experienced the warm cascade of his ropes as they fired into her.  It felt a thousand-times better than the conception.

“Good girl,” he groaned, looking down at her stomach as he filled her.  “Take it.  Take it all.”

“I want every drop,” Wild Jane growled.  “Every damned drop.”

Bill obliged, groaning out his release and firing each jet into her until the stream lessened to a trickle.  Nevertheless he made sure she got everything he had to offer.  As he pulled back one last time he pinched his fingers along the underside, producing one last bead of cum that he presented.

“Taste,” he said simply.

Jane moved forward off the table, disregarding the cum that was now flowing out of her pussy.  She fell to her knees in front of him and raced her mouth over the salty-sweet length, driving him deep and licking the caramel-like seed off him.

He stroked her hair lovingly.  It felt to her like she had finally done him proud.

“They’re expecting a blood-bath,” Bill said softly.

Jane pulled back of his cock and wiped her lips.

“They’re not gonna find one,” she said, looking back to the milk-and-cum-strewn table.

“Maybe we could bring the bartender back out her and fire one in his belly?”

Jane laughed.

“Ahh, I guess he don’t deserve it.”

“You’re getting soft,” Jane said.

“No I ain’t.”

“I didn’t mean your demeanor.”

Jane nodded to his flagging cock and he hopped into action, stowing himself back away in his pants and fastening them up tight.

“Get dressed,” he told her.  “We’ve got a town to terrify.  Can’t give ‘em the upper-hand.”

“I think we’ve got it covered between us.”

The pair of them dressed and donned their pistols, giving each other a respectful tip of the hat afterwards.

“I guess I’ll be seeing you,” Jane said.

“Always seem to,” he nodded.

“I guess we’re just drawn to each other.”

“I guess we are.”

Jane backed out of the saloon slowly, keeping her eyes on Bill the entire time.  He kept his hand at his side, never more than a few inches from his pistol, just in case Jane’s head got hot.

He gave her one last nod as she passed through the saloon doors.  Shortly after the Sheriff came bursting through into the bar.  He looked as though he’d seen a ghost when he spotted Bill pouring himself another whiskey from behind the bar.

“Late for the action as always,” Bill said.

“I didn’t think I’d see you alive.”

“I ain’t done yet, Sherriff,” he said.  “I ain’t done yet.”

THE END
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A gentle stroll was just what the doctor ordered and family friend, Brad, had offered to accompany me.  It was mid-morning and the day still held a freshness to it.  Brad had the day off and I was way too pregnant to be doing anything too demanding work-wise.  Him and I often hung out for reasons I’m not too sure of.  We just click, I guess, despite the age difference.

He’d driven me out to a nearby river that he said he used to explore growing up.  When we arrived the place looked so empty and secluded that there was barely any trace of man, save for the odd, unsightly bit of litter.

“Why would you ruin something so beautiful,” I asked to no-one in particular.

Brad got out the car and put an arm around me as I held my bump.  “It’s what people do,” he said.  “But there’s plenty of nicer things to look at.  Come on.”

He held out his hand and I took it, walking down to the riverside and being careful on each step.  I wasn’t sure my sandals and long, flowing dress were the right attire, but I’d taken to wearing both during the pregnancy.  Something about a summer-dress was just so freeing.

“You came down here as a kid?” I asked.

“Used to take our bikes down here, yeah.”  He let go of my hand and walked closer to the riverbank, shielding his eyes to the sun and gazing out across the adjacent field.  “Had my first kiss over there by that tree.”

“Ooh-la-la!” I joked.  “Was it Caroline?”  That was his wife’s name.

He laughed.  “Afraid not, Megan.  I can’t even get that out of her now.”

“A kiss?”

“Anything.”

We started walking and I lingered on his confession.  My hand smoothed over the tight bump beneath my dress and I took a look at Brad.  His face was glowing from the sun.  He was one of these guys who kept an all-over tan and seemed to soak up the sun’s rays effortlessly.  Given how handsome he still looked at forty-two, I couldn’t imagine why Caroline was so unaffectionate.

“Do you and her still ...”

I left it open-ended, hoping he would get the hint.

“Still ...?” he asked.

He looked at me and saw the shy expression on my face, finally getting the hint.

“Oh!” he exclaimed.  “Oh!  Uhm—not really.  Hardly ever now, in fact.”

“Damn that must suck.”

“Well you’ve got all the evidence of how lucky you are right there in your belly.”

“You think its luck?”

“Sure it is.  I know you two aren’t together anymore but trust me: you’re gonna love that baby like nothing else when the time comes.”

I took his hand again and teased my finger down his palm.  He made me feel so safe and protected.  I just wish I could have got the same comfort from my ex.

Dragon-flies slid above the sparkling, fresh water that meandered away behind us and the riverbank rustled mysteriously, its inhabitants preoccupied by the rare sound of people.

Brad’s boat-shoes let out a little squeak as he walked that started to make me giggle.

“I know,” he said.  “I need some new ones.”

“I think you look nice.”

I leaned into him and put my head on his shoulder.  He smelled amazing.  He wore a casual, un-tucked white shirt and long, thin pair of blue shorts.

“Can I make a confession?” I said.

I could feel him peering down at me.  “What’s that?”

I took a breath.  “This part of the pregnancy is really getting me flustered.”

“Hot flushes?”

“More than that,” I said, pulling away to look at him.  “It’s like ... it’s like I’m horny all the time.”

Brad swallowed nervously and shot me a glance.  “I know what that feels like.”

I giggled.  “Of course you do.  You’re a guy.  You’re horny twenty-four-seven.”

“Hey, it’s not like that!” he protested.

“You just said it was!”  I gave him a bump with my shoulder.

“That’s different.  That’s because I’m not getting any.”

“You and me both.”

A sinful idea let off a spark in my mind, as though it was begging me to pay more attention to it.

“How long as it been now?” I asked him.

“Jeez.”  he had to stop walking to think and I walked a couple of steps ahead.  “Must be over a year now.”

“Wow.”

“I know,” he laughed.

“You must be so horny that you’d fuck anything.”

“Or anyone,” he added, before realizing what he’d said.

I gasped in disbelief, forgetting to close my mouth.

“Tell me more about these riverside romances,” I said.  “I want to hear about them.”

“You don’t want to hear about me kissing girls.”

“You said you came down here in your early twenties too.”

“I did.”

“So surely you have some steamier stories to tell from then?”

He looked ahead down the track as we continued to walk.  “You see that tree down there?  The willow?”

“Uh-huh.”

“My first blowjob,” he said proudly.

“Details, Brad!  Details!  What was her name?”

He started to laugh.

“What?!”

“Megan,” he said.  “Her name was Megan.”

“I’m named after the girl who gave you your first blowjob?!”

“No,” he said quickly.  “Actually, it was your mother’s idea.”

“I’m named after your first blowjob,” I said again.

“You’re not, Megan.  Really you’re not.”

There was a minute-or-so of silence.

“What was she like?”

“She was the hottest girl in town.  I was lucky.”

“I imagine you were quite the good-looking stud yourself.  I can picture you now.”

“Getting my cock sucked?” he joked.

“No, Brad!” I bawled.  “Although now that you’ve said that it’s all I can think about.”

“Maybe we should get off this topic?”

We started to approach the tree that he’d pointed out earlier.

“The scene of the crime,” I joked.

Brad smirked and shook his head shyly.  I stopped and looked at the trunk of the tree.

“Come on,” he said.

“So you were lay here, under the tree?  And she was on her knees or ...?”

He sighed.  “I was stood up, actually.”

I walked towards the trunk of the willow and put my back to it, curving my body to the wood and looking at Brad with a faux-sultry gaze.

“Suck me!” I cried.

He shook his head and looked back down the track.

“Was it like that?” I asked.

“She was the one who wanted it.  She pushed me against the tree and went straight for my pants.”

My eyes widened and I rolled my bottom lip through my teeth.  “Then what?”

Brad looked at me and saw the lust in my face.  At first he seemed concerned, but then he shifted his weight and suddenly looked more confident.  He had every reason to be.  He looked like he could have been a clothes-model, framed against the picturesque riverbank like that with the sun behind him.

He walked forward and I sucked a breath as he approached.  He was close enough to kiss.  He looked down his nose at my lips and I felt vulnerable.  I wanted to be vulnerable in front of him.

“Then she crouched to her knees,” he continued, and he knelt to the floor, looking up over the bulge of my stomach.

“Then what?”

“Then she took my cock out of my pants and slid her lips over it.”

My jaw shuddered as I sighed, holding his heads to my swollen stomach and feeling the pang of lust hit my pussy.  I was so turned on, and to have him at my feet like that made me feel like a Goddess.

“I want to do that for you, Brad.  I want to please you.”

I closed my eyes and felt the heat of the sun on my face.

“I want to please you too,” he said, and then I felt his hand come beneath the bottom of my dress and touch my smooth, bare calf.

His hand slid up my leg and the higher it got the faster my heart pounded in my chest.  He ruffled back the fabric until I could feel the breeze on my skin, then he started to push it up and collect it above my bump.

I took the dress from him and held it above my stomach, breathing hard and closing my eyes to concentrate on the movements of his that I couldn’t see.

His hand came up my leg and moved inside my thigh.  My back straightened and I groaned as he stroked softly over the crotch of my panties.

I wanted more.  I wanted more so badly that I don’t know what I’d have done if I hadn’t got it.

“Show me, Brad,” I whispered.

He hooked his fingers over the waist of my tiny panties and I gripped my dress in my hands so tightly that my knuckles turned white.

I felt the soft fabric slide down over my legs and then he kissed at the rounded bulge of my stomach, leaning his head underneath my belly and approaching my kempt pussy.

I reached back with my arm to grip the trunk of the tree above my head, glancing down the path to see it thankfully empty.

Brad’s kisses continued and soon his mouth was amongst the strip of hair that sat above my slit.

“Taste me,” I urged.

His tongue slid from his mouth and struck my swollen clit, sending a yelp out of me in an instant.  Out there in the wild, we didn’t need to be quiet.

He slipped his tongue down and into the creamy folds, lapping along them and shuffling his knees into position in the plush grass.

I must have tasted good, because soon he was pressing his face into me harder and slurping like a champion along my petals.

I looked down over my stomach to see his head moving.  I tried to imagine his face, all serious-looking as he tongued on my pussy.  What the hell were we doing?

The more he fed on me the closer my climax came.  With each lick he drove me further towards the precipice.  I longed to be satisfied and Brad was doing just that.  I hoped I could return the favor soon.

“Yes!  Yes!  Yes!” I cried, gushing out my breaths as his lick became more feverish.

“I want you to come for me,” he groaned, breaking briefly from my pussy before delivering a cacophony of licks.

His mouth sucked on me and teased out my clit, then he slid his tongue onto it and tickled the pearl until it gave up its release.

The orgasm crashed through me and I shuddered against the tree-trunk, clawing at the wood and thrashing my head left and right.

Brad moved his face away and teased his fingers on my pussy, looking up to me with a smile as I continued to groan out my climax.

Everything felt different suddenly.  I knew the bond between him and I had changed forever, but I don’t think it was for the worst.  I felt a strange sense of euphoria, as though everything would be okay.

He wiped at his mouth and beamed from ear-to-ear as he got to his feet.

“Haven’t given somebody one of those in a while,” he said.

I turned my chin into my shoulder and looked at him with more affection than I’d ever given anyone.  I threw my lips onto his and started kissing him, tasting my own sweet juices that lingered on his tongue.

Strangely the kiss felt even more forbidden than the previous act.  To feel his lips on mine like that was something so sensual that it seemed reserved only for lovers and not for a pair so far apart in age.  I was barely even twenty.

“I want to return the favor,” I hushed.

I kissed him again but this time my hands found their way to the target, smoothing down over his body and fondling the thick slab of flesh in his pants.  He felt hard already.

“Is all that for me, big-boy?” I teased.

“It’s yours if you want it.”

“I do,” I purred.

I dropped to my knees, staring straight ahead at the bulge in his shorts.  In no time at all my fingers had scrambled open the buttons and I was staring at his underwear.

“Take it out for me,” I told him.

Brad wasn’t about to not have his cock sucked, so his hand thrust immediately into his boxer-shorts and produced the thing that I wanted most.

I gasped audibly, staring at the swollen, delicious-looking cock that seemed all-too-perfect.  If I had to design the perfect cock, it would look something like his.

“Is that what you wanted?”

“Yes,” I cried.  “Oh, God, yes!”

I threw myself on it, gobbling up the tip and listening to him croak above me.  He stuttered a groan and moved my hair aside to watch as I feasted on his cock.

I sucked on the tip and rolled my tongue around it, giggling and relishing the effect I had on him.  He was like a different man.  It was as though I’d charmed him into a hypnotic submission with his cock in my mouth like that.

“It feels so good, Brad.”

“It’s going to feel even better inside you,” he warned.

I looked up at him with a pleading gaze.  “Please fill me with it.  I want it so bad.”

I could feel my pussy calling out for him.  It didn’t want to be forgotten, stowed away like that under my long dress.

“Take it off,” he said.  “No-one’s around.  Take your dress off.”

At that point I could scarcely refuse.  I got to my feet and unfastened the tassels at the back.  The dress fell down off me and Brad’s eyes spread wide.  He stared at my big tits and then down at my wet pussy.

I watched his cock peer out from the split in his shorts.  Every time his heart beat it pumped the blood into it and made it bounce steadily.

“Fuck me,” I said plainly.  “I want you to fuck me.  Right here.”

He unfastened his shirt hastily as I stood there exposed, feeling the heat of the sun all over me now.

He tossed it to the floor and I stared at his hair-strewn chest and toned body.  He was in good shape.  I was in for a good fuck.

He slipped off his shoes quickly and raced his shorts down his legs until the two of us looked like Adam & Eve, stood naked amongst nature.

“Fuck me, Brad.  Fuck me like you used to fuck the other girls down here.”

“Get on your knees, baby.”

I sank to the floor by the bank, feeling the plush, cool grass tickle my skin.  I pointed my ass back towards him and sat on all-fours, waiting patiently.

He knelt behind me, looking down at the sinful spot that he was about to make his own.  My big belly hung beneath me and the lust of the third trimester loomed large.  I was so ravenous for cock that I didn’t even care how old it was.

“That looks so good,” he said.

I turned back to see him staring down at my ass.

“Fuck me.  Fuck me hard,” I begged.

“You want this big cock?  You want my cock?”

“I want it!”

He took a grip of the hilt and started to wash it up and down along my folds, teasing me just that little bit more.  When I could scarcely stand it any longer I started to rock back towards him, then he rested himself at the tight O of my pussy and pushed forwards finally.

I gasped as he burst through me, delivering almost all he had to offer in one quick rush that made my head feel light and fuzzy.

He felt so fucking good inside me that I almost passed out.  I swear to God.  I started to breathe quick and deep, taking in all the air I could to sustain the burning intensity of being filled by him.

“Is that what you wanted?” he asked.  He leaned over me and held my stomach, kissing at my back and neck as he did so.

“That’s what I wanted,” I told him.  “That’s what I wanted more than anything.”

“You like this cock inside you?” he asked, and then he rained down a spank on my ass.

I tightened up and hissed a breath, looking back with a wry smile to let him know I’d enjoyed it.

Brad rubbed at my ass and then spanked me again, doubling-up on the initial pain.  My cheek stung and turned hot, but I wanted more.

He leaned away and squeezed both cheeks of my ass together.  He started to fuck me and I felt the delicious sensation of his huge length running through me over and over.  He struck a spot deeper than anyone ever had before in my life, as though he was probing my cervix—but it felt good.

It felt like his cock belonged in me.  Every time I looked back at the guy fucking me to see the face of Brad I felt an extra pang of guilt-filled lust.  The act was wrong—way wrong—but that just made it all the more exciting.  I wanted to go further.

“I want you to come inside me, Brad.  Please.  Can you do that?”

“There’s a lot of things we shouldn’t have done already.”

“What’s one more?” I shrugged breathlessly.

I pulled forward and felt his cock slip from me, then I turned over onto my back and presented myself for him, opening my legs around him and pulling him into me with my heels.

“I like the look of that,” he said.

He drank me in, meandering his gaze down my body before looking at my splayed petals.  He sent an upturned hand to them and fingered me gently, looking to my face for the signs of excitement that he delivered.

I giggled and groaned, turning my head to the grass and grinding my hips slowly as his tongue did the work.  My clit stiffened all over again but I didn’t want to come.  Not without him inside me.

“Fuck me, Brad,” I begged again.  “I want to feel you explode inside me.”

“You want my cum?”

“I want it.”

“Tell me where you want it, baby.”

“I want you to come inside me.  I want to feel you.  I want you.”

He lay down between my legs, being extra careful not to squeeze over my stomach.  He held his cock at the hilt and steered it towards me, keeping himself off me with one arm while the other guided his cock to its target.

I felt him open me up again, pushing the girthy head into me and making me feel like a virgin all over again.  I winced at the brief pain, letting out a long breath afterwards and opening my eyes to see him staring down.

He moved one of my legs across his body and put it against the other, feeling the extra tightness around his cock now.  His hands lay on my thigh and he bucked against me, squeezing through the tight gap.  He felt so fucking hard.

“You look so good, baby,” he said.

I smiled back at him, my eyelids loose with palpable arousal.  The sensation of his thickness hitting me deep over and over was almost too much.

He fell into the grass behind me, keeping his cock buried deep and then holding my stomach.  He upped his pace suddenly, hammering his hips against me and causing me to yelp.  It was almost as though we had become one with nature, but even the birds and the bees didn’t fuck like this.

His hand squeezed at my big tits and the nipples quickly stiffened.  He eased himself over them, tickling the node gently and managing to add yet another stimulus.

His mouth kissed and gnawed at my shoulder as his hips clapped against my ass and I felt my pussy spasm as though another climax might just be on the horizon.

“I’m ready for it!  I earned it!”

“You did, honey,” he hushed, then his hand moved to my neck.  “You earned it all.”

He squeezed at my throat and I damn-near lost it.  The sudden pinch at both sides sent my head light and airy, and all the other sensations seemed to become accentuated.  It was like he’d multiplied the pleasure simply by starving me briefly of oxygen.  I think the danger gave it that added tinge of excitement.

He loosed his grip and the blood rushed back, bringing with it a torrent of sudden sensations that were too much to bear.  I moaned like crazy, then my pussy gripped tight around his cock.

“I’m gonna come,” he said, and I knew I had to hold out a little longer.

“Do it!” I urged, scrunching a fistful of grass.

His cock sprang through my folds, diving deep and ignoring the squeezing pinch of my muscles as they contracted on him.

“Fill me with your cum, Brad!”

He gave one final flurry of thrusts and then let out a groan that I matched.  He spasmed inside me and I lost it, writhing wildly as both our orgasms flourished together.

“Fuck!” I wailed, then I felt the heat from him blast into me.  “Oh, God, yes!”

He groaned, still pumping his hips and sending his love all the way deep inside me.  Every time I felt him throb I’d feel another fierce lashing of cum blast inside me.

“Oh, Megan,” he cried, and to hear him say my name as he filled me was something that I’ll cherish forever.

He squeezed at my tits and breathed hard against me, sending every single drop of himself into me.

Gradually his climax tapered off and my pussy exorcised him, squeezing him free.  I took several quick breaths afterwards and covered my mouth as I started to giggle.  I couldn’t believe what we’d done.

Brad looked over the top of my arm and down at my face.  “What’s gotten into you?”

“You!” I laughed.

“It’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?”

“It.  Was.  Amazing.”

I smiled at him and looked to his lips, then he put them on me and let me taste him one last time.

He rubbed slowly at my ass and then gave it a playful slap before standing up.  I stared at him from the floor as he looked in every direction, as though he was checking for predators.

“Anything?” I asked.

“Looks clear,” he said.

His cock still hung powerfully from his waist and the glisten of his cum in the sun looked too good to pass up.

I got on my knees and crawled towards him.  He seemed almost started as he noticed me advancing on him, but he relaxed when I took a hold of his cock and steadily jerked him.

“This thing doesn’t know how good it is,” I said, kissing the tip affectionately.

“You’ll give me a big head.”

I giggled and then put him back in my mouth, washing my tongue around our salty-sweet love.  His cock just felt so good inside me that I didn’t care where it went.

“You’re spoiling me now,” he said, smoothing my hair aside and watching.

I stared up at him with my mouth full, blinking innocently.  I opened wide and let him fall from me, drooling playfully afterwards.

“Come on,” he said.  “We’ve ridden our luck.”

He helped me to my feet and we dressed by the bank.  Nothing was ever said, but the two of us knew that we could never tell a soul about what had happened.  It would be ours to keep and maybe, just maybe, we could revisit this spot sometime together.

THE END
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Being pregnant comes with its fair-share of discomfort, but more than a little pleasure to go with it.  Since entering the third trimester my skin was positively glowing.  My hair felt fuller and shinier and the compliments came at me from all sides.  It really gave me an identity.

One of the downsides though—if you can call it that—was that I was horny almost all of the time.  I’d find myself becoming turned on in the most innocuous situations.  I’d get the urge in the grocery queue, or waiting at the bus-stop, or sat in the lounge with Ted and Jane watching television—they were the couple I rent a room off of.

It was almost too much.  So strong was the sense of arousal that I’d have to excuse myself to exorcise it, or take a toilet-break at work and indulge in something sinful.

But all of that was manageable.  It was more of an inconvenience than anything, and the trade-off was definitely worth it.  I’d never felt sexier or more womanly.  Even Ted had started to notice, and he was over twice my age.

What had started with a few off-the-cuff compliments had transformed into a daily ritual.  He’d make some kind of observation about me each and every day and I absolutely lapped it up.  In the past his affection had been hard to come by, but now he gave it more freely than ever.  Jane started to get jealous!
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