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A smile danced along the corners of my lips as I whispered into my phone, “I can do a house call, yeah. Just make sure your husband isn’t home when I get there and we’re going to be fine.”

“Are you sure?” the hesitant voice asked.

“Baby, you didn’t get my number by accident, only people that know me get to recommend me to other people that my Mistress approves of. It’s just how this little business works. So, whatever you were told I would do for you, I can make that happen. Just don’t forget my hospitality when it’s time to tip,” I said in a sultry tone.

“Y-You’re not scared he would do something if he caught you in bed with me?” she asked.

I chuckled and held the phone against my cheek with my shoulder as I rolled my stockings up my legs, “All you’ve got to do is tell me how long he’ll be gone and when I should be there, baby.”

The woman let out a nervous sigh and whispered, “Hold on.”

A few seconds later, I heard her call out, “Baby! Could you please go check on my brother? He hasn’t texted me today. I’m just a little worried about him, please?”

A deep voice said something that I couldn’t make out and she followed it up with, “I know and I’ll make it up to you when you get back. Just try not to wreck or anything, okay?”

Once again, that deep voice said something and then about a minute later, the woman picked up the phone and whispered, “He’ll be out of the house for about an hour and a half at the least. It’s a long drive.”

“Oh, you want me right now?” I asked, acting surprised.

“I-Is that a problem?”

“Text me your address and if you want to make me really happy, make sure you’re wearing something sexy for me,” I said. A giggle escaped me and I whispered, “Besides, when was the last time you really got to feel sexy, baby?”

She returned my giggle with one of her own and mumbled, “I’ll try not to soak my panties while I think about your cock, Stacey.”

“I wouldn’t mind if you did. Shoot me that text when you’re ready,” I said and then hung up the phone.

Sex work wasn’t glamorous, but I’d long ago skipped over the uncomfortable time working street corners. One weekend was enough to make a name for myself, at least, it was enough time for me to get lucky with a very special client. A client that had more zeros in her bank account than I could probably count.

My life got a lot better after that. Since then, she managed to convince me to start branching out to women who weren’t being satisfied. The only thing that I never understood about my generous benefactor was why she paid me to fuck these women. Sure, they often gave me tips, but it was my charitable billionaire that really made it worth my time.

Granted, if twenty-nine orgasms in the span of two days wasn’t enough to make her remember her time with me fondly, I didn’t know what would be.

A smile played along the corners of my lips as I pulled a skirt up my thighs and buttoned up my blouse. I’d have to talk to her again soon, but tonight I had a client that needed my affection. At the ripe old age of twenty-five, I could say without question that I loved being a professional at my job.

My cock throbbed in my panties as I thought about the woman that I’d see tonight. Maybe she’d be some rich guy’s trophy wife that never truly felt what a real cock could do. Maybe she was just starved for a night of meaningless sex. Hell, maybe she just wanted to cheat on him. Whatever the case was, I couldn’t bring myself to really care about the why. I only cared about how I’d make this woman remember my name tonight.

A chime from my phone came with the message that I needed to get started. She was only fifteen minutes away. Lucky for her, that would leave us the better part of an hour to play.

I slid on a pair of heels and hurried out of my house and drove to hers.

As I pulled into the relatively modest, for this part of town, two-story house, a petite blonde in a black, velvet robe sat on the brick steps leading into her abode. I parked my car out front, not caring who might be watching, and got out.

“Stacey?” the voice asked softly.

“The one and only, baby. What are you doing outside? It’s a little chilly, isn’t it?” I asked as I walked closer.

The woman didn’t look to be older than maybe her late twenties, something that I was rather excited about. Just old enough to have expectations, but not old enough to make me feel like I was going to have to be gentle with her when I fucked her like the cheating slut she wanted to be tonight.

She stood up and made sure her robe remained snug around her as she did so, “It’s not that bad in the robe. I just couldn’t wait inside anymore, you didn’t say how long you would be and I got a little worried that you might not even show up.”

I headed straight for the door and spoke softly so that any neighbors that might be listening couldn’t hear, “Baby, you’ve got to get that cute ass of yours inside before someone thinks it’s a little weird that a stranger shows up a few minutes after your husband leaves.”

She giggled and led the way into her lavish home. The woman closed the door behind her and mumbled, “You can call me Hannah if you want. People come over pretty often, mostly people from my book club, but occasionally I try to have a hookup. I’m just not, uh, I don’t know how to say it. Normal women weren’t what I wanted. I, uh, well, penis is nice.”

“Baby, you don’t have to be rude to tell me that you’re into chicks with a little extra. Anyway, you said that you were into some things that you’d rather not talk about with your husband in the house. Why don’t you fill me in?” I asked.

She smiled nervously and gestured to the stairs, “Sure, can we go to the guest room to talk, though? The robe really is pretty warm.”

“Take it off and lead the way, Hannah,” I purred.

Hannah’s smile transitioned into a grin as she pulled the velvet belt out of the robe and let it open. All I caught was a glimpse of her light blue matching lace underwear before she turned around and started walking up the steps to the second floor. If I wasn’t such a damn lady, I’d have snatched her robe off those slender arms so that it couldn’t hide the sway of her hips from me.

Well, maybe I wasn’t that much of a lady. Getting paid to have sex did a slight bit to diminish my personal sense of self-respect, but at least I loved what I did for work. Or rather, who I did for work.

Hannah led me into a bedroom and let the robe slide down her arms until it was nothing more than a puddle of fine material on the floor. Her perky breasts might have been a B-cup, but that didn’t even register to me. They were beautiful and that was all I needed to say about their size.

She sat down on the bed and mumbled softly, “Can I see it?”

“Baby, you’ve seen pictures already, isn’t that enough?” I asked with a chuckle as I quickly pushed my skirt down my thighs and tossed it aside. When I was going to a client’s house, I never wore panties. My soft cock brought a gasp from her lips and her jaw went slack as she stared at my thick shaft.

“F-Fuck,” she whispered.

“I plan on it,” I said.

She giggled nervously. “Uh, so you wanted to talk about the special favor I wanted to ask you for?”

“Yeah, if that’s fine with you,” I said and sat on the bed beside her and leaned back.

Hannah hesitated for just a second before she reached over and put her hand on my cock. A quiet moan slipped from her lips as she started slowly stroking me, “Well, uh, my husband hasn’t been able to get me pregnant. He’s too proud to go to a doctor, even though he’s a psychologist, and get seen to find out if he’s just infertile.”

“And you want me to try and knock you up?” I asked.

She nodded slowly.

“If we do this and you get pregnant, you know that I couldn’t really be a part of their life, don’t you?”

“If that means you won’t do it, I’ll understand,” she said quietly.

I shook my head and put my hand on top of hers to stop her from jerking me off for a moment. “It’s fine. Just try not to be too upset if I want to come visit the tyke every now and then. I know I couldn’t claim them, but they’d be my child, you know?”

She smiled at me, “I didn’t take you for the kind of woman that would want to be a parent.”

“No one does, but one of these days, I’ll have enough money to retire early and finally settle down. Hell, who knows, maybe I’ll see how you and your husband are doing and sweep you off your feet some day,” I said jokingly.

Hannah bit her lip and mumbled, “Yeah, maybe.”

“I wasn’t serious,” I clarified.

She gave my cock a gentle squeeze and whispered, “Well, I was. But those are thoughts for later down the road. For all we know, I won’t get pregnant tonight and we’ll have to try again.”

I took my hand off hers, “Then we can try again when your husband isn’t around. Or even if he is. You did mention a book club, it wouldn’t be the first time I took care of a woman’s needs while her husband was still home.”

“Is there something we should talk about before we start?” she asked. “Like, is there some kind of method to this?”

I sat up and ran my hand through her hair before shaking my head, “Not at all, but I love starting the night out with a little tongue action. Why don’t you lie back and let me make sure you’re wet enough to take my cock, baby?”

Hannah’s eyes lit up like Christmas lights. She flopped back onto the bed and giggled for a second as she hooked her thumbs into her panties. I smiled at her as I got off the bed and onto my knees.

“Take them off nice and slow, baby. Didn’t you hear? Presentation is half the pleasure of eating your meal,” I purred.

She gave a half-hearted chuckle as she pushed her panties down much faster than I would have enjoyed. “Stacey, you’re smooth, but you’re not smooth enough to make that joke work. I’m horny and I’m desperate, you don’t have to try and make me feel like I’m not hiring you.”

I shrugged my shoulders as I leaned forward. There was no reason to say anything else at the moment, not if she didn’t want me to make this a little more sensual for her. Admittedly, I wouldn’t have minded seeing her again, especially if she got pregnant, but until that happened, she was just another client. That didn’t make a damn bit of difference about how wonderful this night would be for both of us.

Her smooth pussy looked freshly shaved and I didn’t hesitate to let my tongue run up her slit from her entrance all the way up to her hooded clit. The delicious taste of her sweet nectar washed over my taste buds and I let my mouth fall over her clit. Suckling gently on her sensitive bead, I moaned softly to send vibrations tingling through her pussy.

Hannah let out quiet moan of her own followed by a loud gasp as my teeth ever-so-slightly bit into her clit. Her hands fell to either side of my head and she whimpered, “P-Please don’t bite.”

I would never, but I wasn’t about to pull away from her perfect pussy to tell her that. Instead, I released her clit from my teeth and let my tongue swirl around it in firm circles that soon had her hips lifting from the bed. Hannah’s moans got louder and just as her breathing got heavy enough to make it sound like she was close to her release, I pulled away from her clit and dove hungrily back into her folds.

My tongue danced between her labia, teasing her lower lips and occasionally slipping into her entrance just enough to make her fingers dig into the back of my head.

“S-Stacey!” she screamed.

I calmly put my hands on her thighs and held them open. Her soft blue eyes stared down at me as if she was trying to anticipate my next move so that she could brace for the inevitable waves of paralyzing pleasure. She was my latest instrument and it never took me long to figure out how to play a new one.

Her thighs quivered under my hands as I continued to eat her out and when I felt them try to snap shut, I knew she was getting too close to the edge. Luckily for her, she didn’t ask to be teased. She wanted pleasured and impregnated. I’d never actively tried to do the second of those things, but the first was my job and I was good at what I did…

I turned my attention back to her clit, my teeth gently grazing against it as I lashed my tongue across it. The warm rush of her honey spraying onto my chin and neck was followed by a high-pitched scream that lasted for all of a second before silence fell over us. Her hips bucked wantonly against my mouth and she held me firmly against her pussy, those petite arms showing strength beyond expectation as she rode my mouth along with her orgasm.

Her hips spasmed a few final times before she finally let her hands fall limply onto her lap, “S-Stacey.”

I stood and smiled down at her as I ran my hands up and down her thighs, “Yes?”

“Y-You could leave if you wanted. I…” she paused and looked away from me, staring blankly at a wall, “I’ve never done that before. I-If that’s what sex should feel like, I think I’d be ruining my marriage if I asked you to do anything else.”

I continued to stroke her legs. “Do you want me to leave? If that’s what you truly want, I can, but I thought you wanted to get pregnant, baby.”

Her eyes flicked back to meet mine and she mumbled, “I do.”

“So then,” I took my right hand and grasped my cock. Guiding my thick crown to her soaked entrance, I gently ran it up and down her slit as I continued, “Tell me if you want me to have sex with you. Yes or no. No judgment either way, baby.”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation.

A grin spread across my lips, “That’s my girl.”

She smiled, but as soon as my cock pushed into her, her mouth fell open and she let out a surprised, “S-Son of a bitch.”

“Need me to go slower?” I asked even though I’d barely even started.

“N-No, please don’t,” she whimpered.

I ran my hands up her thighs and then took a firm hold on her hips. As many times as I’d done this before, I couldn’t help but watch my cock as it slowly disappeared further and further into this woman’s pussy. As petite as she was, I didn’t even know how she managed to fit my entire cock inside her, but when the warmth of my hips met with hers, I wasn’t about to complain.

Her quivering moan was all the incentive I needed to start slowly pumping into her. Those tight walls were teasing me, taunting me to fuck her harder so that I could truly enjoy all the pleasure she could offer me, but tonight wasn’t about my pleasure. It was about hers. Once her tight little pussy got used to my size, I’d be able to truly fuck her. I’d be able to breed her.

The thought coupled with the physical sensation of her pussy massaging my cock and pulled a deep moan from my lips. For the first time a long time, I didn’t have to exaggerate a moan. If I knew how fucking hot it was to actively try to get a man’s wife pregnant, I would have probably taken a few ‘jobs’ for free just to enjoy the same exhilaration I was feeling now.

Hannah’s eyes rolled back as my cock pumped into her. Short, slow strokes were all I could manage at the moment, anything else probably would have left her a delirious mess. While some of my clients might prefer to be left like that, Hannah didn’t seem like the type. She seemed sweet and desperate to finally be a mom. That was respectable, and by extension, so was she. I barely knew her, and yet, she’d become my second favorite client of all time.

When her legs wrapped around my waist, she threatened to knock the woman that started this entire line of work for me off that pedestal. Even with her mind rattled with bliss beyond anything she seemed to have felt before, the little minx had the wherewithal to try and keep me inside her.

“How hard can I fuck you, baby?” I asked. The question was blunt and I couldn’t imagine a less sexy thing to say to a woman like her, but I had needs too. Her needs just so happened to line up with mine. At least, if she wanted me to cum any time before her husband showed back up…

“H-Hurt me if you h-have to,” she panted between moans.

Noted.

My fingers gripped her hips harder and I didn’t hesitate to slam my cock into her. My balls slapped loudly against her soaked hips and she screamed in ecstasy even louder. I let out a low groan as I let my hips do the work they’d been trained to do.

Deep, vicious strokes into Hannah’s tight pussy came fast and hard. Almost as fast and hard as her second climax of the night. If not for the way her body tightened around my cock, I might not have even known that she was cumming. Then again, it wouldn’t have changed anything if she screamed at the top of her lungs to let me know she loved my cock.

All that mattered right now was making sure she was satisfied. As far as I was concerned, only a pussy full of my cum would make that happen for her.

I pulled her hips closer to the edge of the bed until the curve of her ass hung over it. I let her hips fall and the slight change of angle made all of the difference. As I continued hammering into her once-tight pussy, I could see the sight of my cock causing a slight bulge in her stomach. Skinny lovers made for the best play mates!

Hannah’s moaning quieted down, though it wasn’t for lack of pleasure. She whimpered and panted desperately in an attempt to find some way of clawing back her hold on her sanity, but I knew from experience that she wouldn’t be able to do a damn thing until I finished with her. It wouldn’t be the first time I ruined a couple’s sex life. No one fucked like I did. If their husbands could, then these women wouldn’t call me in the first place.

But it was seeing her like that, so vulnerable and strung out from the overwhelming euphoria, that pushed me over the edge. My balls tightened up and I let out out a quiet grunt as the first thick rope of my cum shot deep into her fertile depths. I pulled out one final time before slamming myself into her hard enough to force her back onto the bed a few inches. That final cry of bliss from Hannah was all I could have dreamed of having from one of my low-key lovers. Rope after rope of my potent cum pumped into her until my cock finally stopped throbbing.

I smiled down at her as I ground my hips gently into her, “Was that good enough for you, baby?”

She didn’t respond immediately. Instead, her eyes meandered around the room for a few seconds before they finally looked at me. A goofy smile crested her lips and she mumbled, “I-I think I’m in love.”

“Love is a strong word, but I know that you were quite a fun woman to spend some time with, Hannah,” I said and leaned down to kiss her gently.

Hannah’s legs tightened around my waist for a second before she relaxed and kissed me back. She must have enjoyed the taste of her juices on my tongue because hers pushed against my lips and into my mouth when I opened it for her. After a few seconds of a rapidly intensifying kiss, I had to pull away from her, “But I think I should be going soon, not that I’d mind if you saved my number in your phone.”

“I-I can’t afford you without her help,” she said, referencing our mutual contact.

I smiled down at her as I stood up straight, “Did I say anything about getting paid?”

Hannah beamed up at me and let her legs fall back down over the edge of the bed. Finally free, I slowly pulled my thick cock out of her red, puffy pussy and grimaced. “Damn, I might have been a little rough with you. Make sure your husband doesn’t see that.”

She nodded her head and put her feet on the bed so that she could lift her hips. As I eyed her curiously, she mumbled, “I don’t want any of your cum to get out.”

I smiled warmly and bent down to pick up her panties. Without so much as a word, I stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. They were tighter than any panties I had by far, but I didn’t care about that. I was taking a trophy. In the year and a half that I’d been selling my body, I never once found a customer that I’d fuck for free. Hannah was the first.

After putting my skirt on, I leaned over the bed and kissed her smooth stomach, “Tell me as soon as you find out if you’re pregnant. If not, we can try again when your husband can be gone for a few hours.”

“A few hours?”

“Next time, I want to cuddle when I’m done ruining your pussy, baby. Can’t say I’m not a little romantic then, huh?” I asked teasingly.

Hannah smiled and let her ass rest on the bed again. She shook her head slowly and whispered, “No, I couldn’t. I hope I can see you again, baby.”
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