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Some people thought because I was a male sex worker that I had sex or fucked a woman every single day, all day. That just wasn't true or something I wanted; sure, fucking women for fun was part of it; I wouldn't deny that part of the so-called job, but it wasn't an everyday thing.

Take today, for example. I had no plans for any of what I was beginning to call regulars to show up, nor did I have any of them I was going to visit.

Sure, yesterday was different. Rebecca called me and said she had a promotional product that she wanted me to try out.

I drove over to her house, and it was a cock mold product. Rebecca stated that her boyfriend's cock was not what the company wanted, as they wanted something thicker and longer to promote their pictures and videos.

So, it was up to me to test the product.

Rebecca's boyfriend filmed us as Rebecca tit fucked me until I was hard as a rock, and then she applied the mold. It was a new feeling for me, as it felt cold at first, but then she warmed up as she applied more to it.

I don't know who got the most pleasure out of it, me getting it applied or Rebecca jerking my cock up and down to apply all of it.

Then, I just had to stay hard without her touching it for a few minutes. That was easy for me as Rebecca had nice tits to look at, and watching some of her videos was enough. The mold came off easily, and Rebecca put it in a box, and her boyfriend went out to ship it while I fucked Rebecca for more videos.

The day before that, I had an appointment with one of my male friends to help him move. It was just a normal day with the guys: moving furniture around and then hanging out.

I remembered Lillian lived in the area, so I texted her to say I was nearby and wanted to say hi. She invited me over to her house to check out her setup.

Like Candy, she had turned one of her spare rooms into a studio; Lillian gave me the full tour of her lavish house. After a few drinks, we did end up fucking on the studio bed, and I still had to do some editing of the video, but that wasn't a planned day.

Oh, then there was the impromptu meeting with Penny, another one of Sylvia's friends. She didn't believe me that Fiona wasn't tricked into making those videos. She also didn't believe that I had a large cock.

A challenge she lost right away after I took my cock out. 

Penny's eyes couldn't believe it as I took it out and stroked it in front of her in the women's locker at the gym. Penny worked there full time, so she had brought me into the employee's female bathroom and locked the door.

Poor Penny screamed like a banshee as I fucked her. Many of the women I fucked screamed or moaned, but Penny took the cake. The harder I fucked her, the louder she got. Luckily, the gym was closed, or I was sure someone would have called the cops because they would have thought I was killing the poor woman.

As always, I taped it all on my phone and later uploaded it. This time Sylvia was so pissed that she physically showed up to my door.

I laughed at her as she tried to tell me that her friends were off-limits. I laughed harder as Sylvia turned on her heels and left after she saw Fiona's car pulling up my driveway.

Okay, so I do have more sex now that I was a sex worker than I did when I was just a regular Joe, but it came with the territory. 

What was I supposed to do? Say no? That wasn't going to happen, especially when I had the best of both worlds.

I wasn't loyal or tied down to any of them, and I made money; plus, they all knew and accepted that I was going to put it online. 

For Penny, I did make sure her face was nowhere in the picture and also blurred out any images that had the gym name or anything that implied or showed where we were fucking.

Sylvia only knew because she knew Penny's voice. I went back into the video and edited her voice a little so no one else could tell. I did it so that Penny could keep her job; even though she lost her boyfriend after the video was released, he could tell it was her.

Today, I planned to do nothing, just a lazy day at home. I had some videos to edit, and I promised one of my female followers that I would do a one-on-one show with them, but other than that, it was a day to relax on the couch and do jack-shit.

I couldn't get into any trouble if I were at home and alone.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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The day seemed to drag on, and even after cleaning and doing some other things, it was still mid-afternoon.

While watching television, I heard the neighbor's son outside playing with the football. He was a good kid in his early teens and was trying out for the football team.

I decided to go outside and throw the ball around with him.

"Hey," I smiled as I got outside.

"Hey," he said, looking inside.

I knew his mom didn't like me. She had said she didn't like the number of women who came to my place and then left my house a few hours later.

I was sure the main reason for her disdain for me was more of her husband's doing; the poor guy was jealous that she kept eyeing me as I came and went.

"Dad's home, huh?" I asked.

"Yeah," he said as he looked at me.

"No worries," I grinned.

"I got tryouts this afternoon," he quickly said as I headed back inside. "Down at the park, in an hour."

"I will be there," I smiled.

"Thanks," he had a huge smile on his face, but then it went away as his father came outside.

"Liam, get inside," Gregg ordered.

"Hey Gregg," I waved at the man.

"Thomas," Gregg replied in a judgmental tone. "I don't see any of your play toys; it must be an off day."

"Yeah, you can say that," I stared at him.

Before my change of career Gregg would talk to me for hours about anything, but since I changed careers, he had become a judgmental dick.

"See you later, Liam!" I yelled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~~
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Liam was as nervous as a cat among a bunch of dogs at the high school tryouts. He kept staring at the other kids and the coaches. He wasn't throwing like I had seen him do plenty of times in the backyard.

"Come on," I said, sitting on the bleachers.

"He is nervous," Charlene, his mom, said from her seat in front of me.

"Shouldn't be, he's got the best arm out here," I responded. "Where's Gregg?"

"You know Gregg," Charlene sighed. "Sitting at home watching some sport on the television."

Liam threw another shitty throw, and I had enough.

"I swear Liam! If you throw another ball like that, I will come down there!" I yelled.

Liam's eyes lit up as everyone stared at me. "You heard me!" I yelled. "Throw properly, right now!"

Some of the other parents turned to look at me. "My neighbor," Charlene told them as they stared at her.

The next throw was better, and Liam looked at me.

"Why are you looking at me?" I stood up and pointed at the receiver. "Hit him in the chest and make his hands hurt!"

Liam threw an absolute laser. "About damn time!" I sat back down. "Now keep doing that and show them what you got!"

"Thank you," Charlene smiled.

"No problem," I responded.

We watched the rest of the tryouts, with Charlene sitting beside me. "By the way, I found out what you do," Charlene whispered.

"I wasn't keeping it a secret," I replied.

"I know, Gregg found it first," Charlene grinned. "Should have seen the look on his face."

"Hope he wasn't staring at my dick," I smiled.

"Oh, no, well, yes," Charlene stuttered. "He was mad that you kept getting all those women," Charlene laughed. "He said that all those women were faking it."

"Faking what?" I asked.

"The moaning and the screaming," Charlene grinned.

"They weren't faking," I responded.

"I tried to tell him that, but he wouldn't listen," Charlene waved as the boys went into the locker room.

"Just because he can't get a woman to scream and yell, doesn't mean other men can't," I shrugged.

Charlene stared at me. "So, I am right," I laughed. "Well, you know where you can go if you want to scream and yell."

"Thomas, I am married!" Charlene said.

"And with a body like that, you deserve to yell and scream," I winked.

Charlene looked good for a mother of three kids, she had kept her body in shape and had a nice rack.

"Thomas," Charlene slapped my arm as we walked towards the parking lot.

"What, I am just saying," I stopped and looked at the MILF in the tight top and tighter jeans. "If all these people weren't around," I shook my head.

"You would what?" Charlene put her hands on her hips.

"Don't tempt me," I grinned.

"I doubt you would do anything," Charlene shook her head. "Gregg said the same thing before we got married: He said he would rock my world and leave me panting and walking bow-legged. It's been seventeen years, and I am still waiting!"

"Challenge accepted," I smiled as I grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the football field.

Charlene didn't put up a fight. Instead, she was running behind me.

We found a secluded part of the park behind the old maintenance shed.

"You got a few minutes before they let the boys out," Charlene said as she unbuttoned her jeans and dropped her pants.

I already had my cock out and pushed Charlene against the wall of the shed. "All I need," I smiled as I pushed my cock into her.

"Fuck!" Charlene gasped as I slid into her.

"Already? That's just the head," I said, gripping her waist as I started to fuck her from behind.

"My god!" Charlene yelped as I pushed deeper into her.

"Prepare to yell," I grinned as I pulled my cock out and then speared her tight hole with the full length.

Charlene screamed loud as I filled her with my cock. "That's it," I said with a tight grip on her waist. "You never felt a cock like this have you?"

Charlene was speechless. I fucked her hard and fast, gripping her waist and pushing her against the wall. She had nowhere to run as I fucked her.

"Oh fuck yes!" I shouted. "I knew you wanted it," I said as I fucked her married cunt. "Gregg never fucked you like this," I squeezed her tits.

"No one has!" Charlene moaned. "Keep fucking me!"

The loud slapping noise of our bodies colliding got louder, and Charlene's moans increased as I fucked her harder and deeper.

"Damn it!" Charlene shook her head. "Cum dammit!"

"I am not Gregg. You aren't getting a one-minute quitter with me," I said as I spun her around so she faced me. "You asked for it, and you are going to get all of it!"

I hoisted Charlene off her feet and impaled her on my cock. "My god!" Charlene's arms wrapped around my neck, and her legs wrapped around me.

I squeezed her ass as I bounced her up and down. "Does he fuck you like this?" I said as I bounced the hot MILF on my cock. "Can he lift you up and fuck you!"

"No, no he can't!" Charlene screamed.

"This isn't going to be the last time I am going to fuck you," I said, gripping her tight to my body as I fucked her. "This pussy is mine, now!"

"Yes, all yours, just don't tape me," Charlene begged. "I don't want my face on the internet, I have kids!"

"Nah, I don't do that to my good ones," I said. "Only the sluts and bimbos!"

I knew I already had one married woman in Leanne, and even though Leanne was my favorite. Charlene was going to my new stable fuck. I knew Charlene wouldn't tell anyone that I was fucking her.

"Please!" Charlene begged. "Cum already, I have to pick up Liam!"

Charlene was looking into my face. "I want it," she nodded.

"Want what?" I asked as I continued to bounce her.

"Your cum, I want it, now," Charlene stared at me. "Please!"

I held her down on my cock and came inside her. I grunted with every thrust as I filled her.

"Thank you!" Charlene said as she quickly got dressed and ran away.

I watched from my car as Charlene picked up her son, who was waiting for her. Charlene and Liam waved at me as I drove away.

When I pulled into the driveway, I saw Gregg outside washing his car.

"He did good," I waved.

"I know, he is my son, it's
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