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Chapter One


I’m only looking for a
hookup.

The picture of Dorinne on the app showed her
as very pretty, but who the hell doesn’t edit, touch up, crop and
do whatever else is necessary to make themselves look good in a
dating app. 

Hell, I was using a picture of my doggo Herman
licking my face. 

Women like dogs, right?

I had swiped on I don’t know how many women’s
pictures hoping for a match. I’d say I looked for a connection in
almost ninety percent of those I viewed. 

Yeah, sleazy, I know. And I still only got a
tiny handful of responses.

That’s why I was surprised that the very
attractive Dorinne replied to me. I was even more surprised at her
message to me.

I’m only looking for a
hookup.

Are any words more welcome to a guy just
looking to get laid?


Like any smart couple looking for a hookup, we
met at the local Starbucks because it’s the early 21st century. She
arrived before me and was seated at a booth. In person she was as
pretty as her picture; better even.

I slipped into the booth across from her and
after our initial greeting and awkward introductions, she asked the
question that I’d been waiting for. I admired her
bravery.

“Do you know why I sent you a
message?” she asked.

“No idea.” I had an
idea.

“I liked your picture. Including a
dog was a nice touch.”

“His name was Herman.”

“Was?”

“He died last year.”

“Ah. Sorry to hear
that.”

“Thanks.”

“I should be honest. My picture
isn’t very recent either.”

I shrugged. “You look even better in person.”
I wasn’t lying. 

“Really?” she asked and scooted to
the end of the booth’s bench. Before I could say anything, she
stood up and turned her body.

Dorinne wasn’t a very tall woman and had her
brunette hair cut to a practical length. Her face was round and
pretty. The black and white striped sundress she was wearing was a
little snug, but I thought that was intentional in anticipation of
our date. Maybe it was. Maybe it wasn’t. But it hugged her body,
hiding absolutely nothing and showing off her curved
stomach.

I was no expert, but she was definitely
pregnant.

“What do you think of me
now?” 

“Uh…” was my witty
response. 

Without waiting for me to say anything else,
she slipped back into the booth. “I’ve gotten really horny in my
second trimester,” she said with an apologetic grin. “Which
explains why I’m here.”

“Right,” I agreed. “But...what
about your husband?”

“I’m not married.” She displayed
her left hand. All the fingers were ringless.

“Boyfriend?”

“Let me cut to the end of this
little line of questioning, the father isn’t in the picture and I
need a little physical relief.”

“Oh. I see.”

“Ever fuck a pregnant girl
before?”

I stared at her blankly for a minute. “No. At
least not to my knowledge.”

“Well, here’s your
chance.”

“Oh.”

She looked up at me apologetically. “I don’t
put this on my profile.”

“Yeah, you’d never get any
replies.”

Dorinne shook her head. “No. Almost the
opposite. I’d attract guys who have a kink for pregnant women.
That’s worse than a pity fuck.”

“Oh. I don’t think I have that
kink.”

“Good. Wanna fuck me. My place
isn’t far and you don’t have to use a condom. I’m already pregnant
and it’s not yours.”

I have to admit, I was more than a little
curious. I mean, she was cute. She was willing. She was sexy. She
propositioned me. She wasn’t looking for anything long
term. 

I was horny. I was a guy. I had a cock. I was
clean. 

What could go wrong?

“Do you like doggy
style?”

Her smile was voracious. “I love
it.”


Her apartment was nice. I didn’t get a tour of
it. We went right to her bedroom, which was also nice, but I wasn’t
there for the decor. 

“Help me with my dress?” she
asked. Without me realizing what she had been doing, she had her
dress hiked up to mid-thigh and was struggling to get it over her
slightly bulging stomach. Not knowing what else to do, I grabbed
the hem and pulled it upward, over her hips, stomach, breasts, and
finally over her head. I tossed it aside.

We were standing close together and I wasn’t
sure if I should stare down at her body or look her in the eyes. I
watched to look at her body, but that seemed rude, even though she
was eager to get naked. And presumably she was eager to
fuck.

What I discovered right away was that it was
impossible to get close for an easy kiss because of her stomach. I
glanced down and couldn’t help but admire the way her bra made her
tits look huge. I wasn’t sure how big she was exactly, but she
wasn’t small. It made me wonder how much she had grown since she
got pregnant.

Bulging out further than her tits was her
stomach. It was a nice curve that somehow made her sexier than she
normally would have been. Of course, she was only wearing bra and
panties at the moment, so it was easy for her to be sexy just
standing there. The bra was on the practical side, spandex rather
than lace and silk, but it was a nice peachy color that matched her
panties.

When I moved forward for a kiss, her bulge
kept up apart. We both laughed nervously as we bumped together.
“Were you trying to kiss me?” she asked.

“Uh...yeah. I thought that would
be a good idea, rather than just ripping off your clothes and
fucking you.”

She turned her head slightly and lifted her
chin. “Maybe I want you to rip my clothes off me and fuck me like
an animal.”

“Do you?”

“Maybe.”

I didn’t think all but assaulting Dorinne was
a good idea, so instead I moved slightly to her side, put my
fingers under her jaw and turned her head just enough for me to
bend down and kiss her.

Her lips were soft and willing. She parted
them just enough for me to slip my tongue between them and explore
the wet warmth of her mouth. 

As much fun as kissing can be, it isn’t nearly
as much fun as sex; it’s only prelude.

“Take off my bra,” she told
me.

“Can do,” I replied, reaching
around her back and deftly releasing the hooks. It had taken me
years of practice on many women and many bras to get that
good.

She was surprised at how easily I got it off
her. I was surprised at how it managed to sit on her breasts and
not fall free.

“Can I?” I asked and took hold of
the straps. She merely nodded and allowed me to finish the
job.

Her tits weren’t as big as I had imagined.
Maybe it was her small frame or maybe it was because they settled
down when free of the bra, but they were still impressive. They
were pert and topped with light brown nipples and small areolas. At
first I thought that maybe she had had a
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