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"Come on!" I encouraged my client as he pushed the bar higher.

I could be home right now getting my balls drained by one of my play toys, but no, I was here at the gym on my day off because this guy hadn't followed his meal plan, so we were here trying to burn off his rodeo burger with large fries and a milkshake.

"You could go easier on me." The man struggled to push the bar up.

"I would," I stood over him as I made sure the bar didn't fall on his fat face and squash it. "But I saw your post last night of you stuffing your fat face with a burger bigger than the Eiffel Tower! Now one more!"

My clients loved me; they loved that I gave it to them straight, no bullshit. They were the ones who contacted me on my website. When we met, I told them exactly what they were getting and the consequences of not following through. If they agreed to it, then we went through with the payments and my devoted time.

Mike knew the consequences of eating that big rodeo burger at his friend's birthday party last night; he knew he would be back in the gym with me today, burning it off. An hour on the treadmill and now an hour of weights.

"It was really good," Mike said as he toweled the sweat off his face.

"Worth the extra time with me," I smiled at him.

"Yes, actually it was," Mike smiled. "Now what?"

I put Mike through the sets that I had planned for him.

During that time, Morgan had sent me a picture of her mouth wide open. I could see down her mouth and knew her throat was just begging me to fuck it.

'Could have been yours this morning!' the caption read.

I would have loved to face fuck Morgan this morning, plowing her mouth with my cock. Feeling her throat constrict around my cock as I fucked it.

"I take it back," Mike grimaced as he was doing a fourth push-up. "It wasn’t worth it!"

"I thought so, but when you step on that scale, you will not even know you ate it," I told him.

It was fine that he ate it, but he had to burn it off, use the carbs and every other thing it contained, so it didn't exist in his body, and that's what I was doing: making sure that after he left this gym, that big meal would be burned off.

Sweat dripped from Mike's face.

"I hate you!" Mike's face trembled as his arms pushed his body upward.

"I know," I smiled.

All my clients, including Mike, said that at one point or another, it was what made me realize I was doing a good job. I had to tear their bodies apart and then rebuild them from scratch.

The first time Mike came to me, he could barely do one push-up; now he can do ten easily.

Mike fell to the ground. "My arms feel like Jello!" he said, his face down on the mat.

"Good," I patted him on the back. "Now we can get really started!"

By the time we were finished, Mike could barely walk.

"I am never eating another burger again!" Mike exclaimed as he walked towards the men's locker room.

"Yeah, you will," I responded. "And you will be right back here, burning it off."

Mike chuckled as he gave me the finger.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Fuck yes!" I grunted as I shoved my cock deep down Morgan's throat.

I had got to her house in time and was now enjoying what she had promised me.

She was lying upside down on the edge of the bed, her head in the perfect position for me to face fuck her.

I watched as the skin around her throat bulged upwards as my cock entered it. "Right fucking there!" I held my cock deep in her throat.

I could see her throat stretching around my cock. It pulsed inside her throat as I held it there. A few more thrusts and I would be cumming, I would cum in her throat and force her to swallow all of it.

I made the next few strokes worth it by pounding my cock deep.

"Yum!" Morgan sat up after I finished cumming, she swallowed every drop.

"Thank you for waiting," I grinned.

"I love when you think that me swallowing your cum and having your cock in my throat was just for you," Morgan shook her blonde head. "I was waiting for that, since you left this morning."

I pulled up my pants as Morgan put on her pantsuit.

Since the decision to drop our online sex work, Morgan had applied to a business that specializes in business loans for regular people. At first, they were wary of Morgan's previous job, but once Morgan showed them she had more brains than beauty, they offered her a better position with a much higher salary right away.

Morgan said she loved being Morgan now; she had put away her Candy persona for good, just as most of us had dropped our online names. The only place we still carried them was on our toy chest website, which was expressly for us and a very few followers, numbering fewer than a hundred.

I didn't miss it; I didn't miss the constant barrage of requests for sex videos or pictures of my cock. Sure, I missed the open availability and the freedom to do what I wanted, but my work with clients like Mike at the gym was much more rewarding. Seeing Mike's transformation from not being able to put on regular clothes to being able to shop anywhere he wanted was reward enough for me.

I had helped transform Mike's life in just a few months, and to me, that made everything I had lost worthwhile.

"Well," I said, smiling as I watched Morgan put on her makeup, unlike before, when her face would be covered with the stuff, and she looked like a bimbo. Her makeup was light now, just a little bit here and there. "If you weren't going to work, I would love to...."

"Ah!" Morgan held up a hand. "If you finish that sentence, you would have me bent over, and my dress hiked up with your cock inside me, so no, don't finish it."

I laughed.

"Not funny," Morgan brushed her long blonde hair. "I have a huge meeting and a conference call when I get in," she said, putting down her brush. "I don't want to feel your cum dripping down my legs while I am standing in front of my clients."

"It would make things interesting," I grinned.

Morgan stared at me. "Why do I let you talk me into these things?"

Moments later, I had Morgan bent over the bed with my cock inside her as I fucked her from behind.

"Fuck yes!" I growled as I fucked her hard and fast.

"Not the hair!" Morgan commanded.

I loved every one of my play toys; not one of them was loved more than the other.

"You’re too good to me!" I held her hips as I fucked her.

"Can say the same for you, now cum already or I am going to be late for my meeting!"

I smiled when Morgan got in her car. My cum deep inside her as she drove off to work.

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It had been a while since my last date with Fiona. I had gone on group dates, but my one-on-one date with Cynthia was coming up.

I had no idea what she had planned; all she told me was that it was a surprise.

While I liked many of the surprises, both good and bad, Cynthia was the youngest of us, still in her twenties. Some of the things she liked I had no patience for, including many of the video games she enjoyed.

I was more into sports games and one-player games. Cynthia loved the multiplayer games and first-person shooters.

Cynthia was very good at those games, and she had a huge streaming platform with many followers.

'Still not going to tell me?' I asked Cynthia via text message when I got home.

'Nope,' the reply came quickly.

I knew she wanted me to beg or plead to find out where we were going and what would happen there.

Cynthia and I had a fun relationship; she took my calling her a play toy to the next level. The others loved the label because it seemed dirty, erotic, and fun. Cynthia, on the other hand, took it literally; she was a toy that I played with sexually.

So sometimes she acted like she was a living sex doll, not talking or moving during sex; other times she seemed robotic and took my commands. No matter what she did, it made my cock rock hard.

I had asked the others to see if they could find out for me, but Cynthia was keeping a tight lid on her secret; all she would tell me was that I would have fun and take a lot of mental pictures.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Finally, I got a text message from Cynthia with the address where I should meet her. It was just after two in the afternoon.

I asked what I should wear; she just replied, "Wear something casual; it's not a big deal about what I would wear."

It made me a bit wary of what she had in mind, so I looked up the address and found out what the big surprise was: there was a gaming convention in town, and it was at that address.

I hadn't been to a game con before- plenty of comic cons and cosplay conventions, but never one strictly for games.

So, I dressed casually in jeans and a shirt with a game logo. I wanted to fit in with the crowd and not stick out.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"You cheated!" Cynthia pouted as she saw me approach her.

"I used Google," I smiled.

Cynthia was wearing a long black jacket that covered her whole body from her shoulders to her ankles.

"Isn’t it hot?" I asked, looking at her.

"It will come off once I get inside," Cynthia smirked.

Which told me that she was wearing something very revealing underneath that long jacket.

I couldn't wait to see what she was wearing; the long line inched forward, and I saw many people dressed like their famous gaming characters.

When we finally got inside, that's where my eyes opened. "Told you," Cynthia laughed.

People had gone all out on a new first-person shooter game; it was multiplayer, and most of the main characters had sexy skins you could purchase.

Some of the male characters could run around shirtless while carrying crazy sized weapons; the favorite skin for one of the characters was a bunny bodysuit, and that's what was under Cynthia's jacket.

"My god!" I gawked at her as she dropped the jacket and put on the ears.

Her huge breasts and perfect body in a black bodysuit made my cock hard instantly.

"You like?" Cynthia asked as she put her jacket away in a large duffle bag and gave it to security to hold for later.

Cynthia and many other women walked around in tight bodysuits with bunny ears. Some wore leggings or pale skin leggings under their suits, but Cynthia wore nothing.

"There is a contest later," Cynthia remarked as we walked the floor. "I am hoping to win!"

Dressed the way she was, I didn't see any of the other bunny costumes that even came close to what Cynthia was wearing; she even held the large gun from the video game in one hand.

We kept stopping as people wanted to take pictures of her.

"You're the best one yet!" one of the guys shouted after he took a picture.

I was sure most of these guys were going to go home and jerk off to the pictures. I knew I was going to fuck her like a mad man once I got her home. All these guys could do was fantasize about fucking Cynthia's large tits or bending her over in this suit and pulling on her bunny ears, but I was the only one who could do it.

"I bet you are thinking about fucking me, aren’t you?" Cynthia whispered in my ear as another group of men approached us wanting pictures.

"You bet I am!" I replied as I got out of the way so the horny men could take a picture.

"Thanks," the guys waved.

"Well, if I win, you can fuck me in my tight ass!" Cynthia kissed me on the lips right in front of the horny guys.

"What if you lose?" I asked.

"Then you can fuck my tits the way you love to and cum on my face!" Cynthia whispered in my ear, "Then fuck my ass!"

Either way, win or lose, I was getting to fuck her. Internally, I laughed at the guys that kept wanting to take pictures of her; some tried touching her or holding her, to which she said no, no one could touch her but me.

I saw a lot of angry women walking around when they saw Cynthia's complete outfit; they knew they didn't stand a chance. Even when she stood next to the lifelike cutout of the character, put on
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