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Chapter 1 


The gym was called Last Rep Fitness, and one of its members was a striking young blonde named Kiara who made her money online as a fitness influencer. The male members couldn’t help checking her out, at first because of her undeniable beauty, but also because of her bratty attitude. 

Kiara herself was tiny and petite, while her energy was that of a Lioness, with a penchant for taking over whatever space she happened to be occupying. The gym was no different. In her eyes, she was there to do more than workout, she was there to conquer the social media world and earn her way out of her less than desirable situation in life. 

A typical workout consisted of setting up tripods and cellphones, and filming every rep and set from multiple angles. This made some of the other gym goers uncomfortable, but wouldn’t have been much of a problem if it weren’t for the fact that she would shout at anyone who got in one of her shots. 

“Come on! Really? At least be cute if you’re gonna ruin my shot.” she said, narrowing her gaze at a muscular man who had no idea what he’d done wrong. 

“My bad, baby. Do you need a spot?” he asked, unable to resist trying to flirt with her. 

“You mean a bald spot? Like the one on your head?” she asked, screeching. The man chuckled at the joke, taking the hint and getting on with his workout. The fact that she only weighed ninety pounds got her out of a lot of trouble, as people looked at her like a yappy Chihuahua, instead of an actual threat. 

This went on for a solid month, starting on her very first day at the gym. As the weeks wore on, more and more members of the gym grew to despise her snobby presence. 

“Hey! Yeah you, can you wipe that machine down? That’s disgusting.” she said, always willing to stop her workout and complain about whatever bothered her. While her career as an influencer was becoming lucrative, her personal life was in shambles. 

People were getting fed up, but they decided to let it go because they knew it was something that would be dealt with swiftly. Little did Kiara know, her first day at the gym was also the first day of vacation for Brock, the gym’s owner. 

He was a tall, broad, muscular man with a thick mustache. He looked like the type of man who would own a workout facility, and he’d dedicated his entire life to strength training and fitness. The entire fitness community knew and loved him, and he was in charge of keeping the gym’s morale up at all times. After decades without a break, he finally stepped away from the gym for a month-long European vacation. 

By the time he returned, his suggestion box was stuffed to the brim, full of complaints about the pesky little blonde with no respect for the space, the other members, or any sense of personal boundaries. Brock sat down in his office, reading complaint after complaint from the members, all of whom he considered family. 

“Who is Kiara?” he asked himself, realizing he wasn’t familiar with her. He went to the window, and looked out over the gym floor, but she wasn’t there. He would know it when she arrived, judging by the volumes of grievances left in her wake. If there was one thing he didn’t like, it was bullies. And if there was one thing he wouldn’t tolerate, it was disrespect of any kind at his gym.  

Brock was in a tranquil mood from his vacation, fully relaxed and in a zen like state. It went away by the time he’d finished reading about Little Miss too good for the gym. His eyes narrowed as he posted up at the front desk, patiently awaiting his chance to set her straight. 

It didn’t take long for her to arrive, and he saw her coming from the parking lot. Kiara’s meanness was in no way correlated to her work ethic, as she was actually a gym rat who was as dedicated to her routine as anyone in the gym, Brock included. All he saw was a spoiled princess, walking to the front of the building while who he assumed was her boyfriend pulled two rolling backpacks full of God knows what behind her. 

“You must be Kiara.” Brock said, greeting her as she entered the door. She glanced up at him quickly, not in the mood for small talk with a random muscle head. 

“Nope. You’ve got the wrong girl.” she said, removing her sunglasses and walking past him. 

“Hey!” Brock said, raising his voice and freezing her in her tracks. “What is all this?” 

“It’s my equipment.” 

“Well this is my gym, and I’ve got all the equipment you need. Hey buddy, go put it back in the car.” he said, towering over the younger man and pointing at the door. 

“No, baby. It’s fine. Bring it in, we’re filming content.” 

“Not today. Not at my gym.” Brock said, folding his arms over his chest and looking down at her with a smug, contented grin. 

“So what? I can’t fucking work out here?” she asked, her boyfriend silent and uncomfortable. 

“You can work out after a quick counseling session, because I’ve received about a hundred complaints about you in the past month,” he said, causing her to sigh and roll her eyes. 

“You have not. Everyone loves me here.” she said. Brock looked over at her boyfriend, who couldn’t help smiling at the ridiculousness of the statement. 

“Look, come to my office, let’s talk about gym etiquette. And then we can start you off with a fresh slate, How about it?” he asked. 

“I don’t have time for this.” 

“Or you can go home.” 

“Fine. Jesus Christ. I wanna know what these complaints are about. I’m guessing it’s a bunch of jealous hypocrites who are mad because I have to keep reminding them to wipe down the equipment after they use it because their sweat smells like inside-out butthole.” she said, ranting and casting her judgemental glare over everyone she passed on the way back to Brock office. 

“Alright Miss Kiara. First off, I’m Brock, the owner of Last Rep Fitness.” he said, taking a seat at his desk and extending his hand for a handshake. 

“I don’t shake hands, thank you.” she said, cold and dismissive. Brock wanted to be mad at her, but found her adorable. 

“Well, look, I just want to welcome you to the gym, and go over the culture of the gym, and the atmosphere I’ve worked so hard to create over the past fifteen years.” he said, trying to give her a chance. 

“Please, dude, I don’t need to hear from some old, failed bodybuilder who tells the story of his glory days as a way to keep himself relevant.” she said, staring straight into his eyes. Brock chuckled, surprised by how much of a brat she really was. 

“I’ll spare you the details of my glory days. I can tell you’re not in the mood, so I’ll make it quick and simple. If you’re going to film in the gym, understand that it’s a shared space. There are going to be other members in the background, and you can’t tell them to get out of the way.” he said. 

“Anything else?” 

“Yes. Stop telling the other members to wipe down the machines. I appreciate it, but I’m back from vacation, and I’ll police them myself. Also, be nice. If I get one more complaint about you berating or insulting another member, you’re gonna be out of here.” he said. 

“I didn’t insult anyone.” she snapped. 

“Fair enough, whatever you say Kiara. I’ve got a stack of cards here saying otherwise. I want you to leave the cameras out of the gym for today, and if you can get through a workout while treating everyone with respect, then I’ll consider letting you bring them back in.” he said, being as calm and reasonable as he could muster. 

“Excuse me? What the fuck? You’re seriously telling me I can’t film my own workout?” she asked. 

“Listen, Kiara. You’re a pretty girl, and judging by the way you’re acting, I’m sure you’ve gotten away with your fair share of bullshit in your life. But I’m not the one.” 

“Oh, please. You aren’t gonna do a damn thing.” she said, standing up from her chair and throwing her hands up in the air. Brock smiled politely back at her, scooting back his chair before standing up. 

“Well, this was fruitful. Good talk.” he said, grabbing her by the arm as he walked past her and leading her out of his office. “But you’re not that cute. Get the fuck out of my gym, and don’t come back or I’ll trespass you.” 

“Get off of me.” 

“Get out of my gym. Now.” he said, pointing to the door and giving the guy a stern look. 

“I’m sorry, man. She’s going through a lot right now.” he said, grabbing the rolling backpacks and chasing Kiara as she turned around and threw up both of her middle fingers. 

“This is bullshit, and you better believe you’ll be hearing from me.” 

“Goodbye Kiara, don’t let the door hit your ass.” Brock said, smiling and waving as she continued to spit fire and vinegar all the way to her car. “Fine little piece of ass, it’s too bad no one ever bent her over and spanked some discipline into her.” 

He thought that would be the end of it, as he’d seen plenty of princesses  like her in the past. Well, not exactly like her, but he knew her type. Instead, he received an influx of messages and tags on his social media accounts, all pointing back to Kiara’s social media, where she’d posted a video berating the gym, and accusing Brock of assaulting her. 

He wanted to go ballistic, but decided to let his cooler head prevail. He responded to the videos, commenting on her post directly, as well as issuing a long video response to her claims, where he read many of the complaints aloud, as well as explaining exactly what actually happened. 

Luckily, he was unanimously loved in the community, and his video blew up after being posted. Kiara had fallen asleep by that time, and didn’t see the aftermath until the morning, sending her into an absolute panic. 

Her inbox was filled with messages, telling her to take down her video and calling her all sorts of names. There was even a random death threat, but she was most concerned with two messages from her biggest sponsors, telling her that they were revoking their sponsorship effective immediately. The companies were both associated with Last Rep Fitness, and wanted to distance themselves from her toxic behavior, especially as tons of other stories poured in about what a rude, selfish person she was. 

The backlash was swift, and her followers started dropping off like crazy. She relied on her sponsorships for her income, and was absolutely distraught by what she’d allowed to happen. 

She broke down and cried, her humiliation finally breaking her down enough so she could see the error in her ways. She’d been stressed to the max, and coping with the fact that her alcoholic boyfriend had cheated on her. When she confronted him, he’d beaten her. The only reason she hadn’t left is because she lived at his house, and was just waiting on her next check to come through before she planned on leaving. Her anger had ruined that opportunity, as she wouldn’t have enough money to move out having lost her sponsorship money. 

Chapter 2 - Brock 


It was six in the morning, and I’d just finished my morning workout at the gym. We didn’t open until seven, and I always showed up at five to get things started for myself. As I walked to unlock the front door, I saw the last thing I expected to see. It was Kiara, posted up in front of her car and waiting for the gym to open. 

This should be interesting. I turned the lock, and pushed the front door open, keeping my eyes locked on Kiara. I told her that I’d trespass her if she came back, and she put out a whole video trying to discredit myself and my gym, but I’ve always been an overly forgiving person. It didn’t hurt that I was single, and painfully attracted to her. 

I could tell by her body language that she wasn’t there to yell or argue. Her shoulders were slumped, and she had the hood up on her gray zip up sweatshirt. She entered the front door, removing the hood as she walked up to my desk. 

“Hi Kiara.” I said, smiling warmly to let her know I was willing to talk. 

“I’m really sorry. I’m so embarrassed.” she said. 

“It’s fine. You’re forgiven.” 

“Really? Just like that?” she asked, raising her blue eyes to mine. 

“Well, pretty much. I appreciate the face to face apology, really. Not many people would have come back and did that.” I said, giving her credit. 

“You’re cuter than I remember.” 

“You were seeing red.” I said. 

“I was hoping you could take down the video you posted. I took mine down already.” she said. 

“I’m afraid I can’t do that, Kiara.” 

“Why not? It’s costing me so much money.” she said, a whine appearing in her tone. 

“Because the integrity of my business is at stake. That video you shared got clipped and shared all over, and I have to keep my response up at least until this blows over.” I said. 

“I understand that, but it’s an emergency. If you don’t take it down, I’m going to be pretty destitute.” she said, her eyes turning sad. I chuckled because it made no sense, and I thought she was trying to manipulate me. 

“I don’t see how me leaving my video up is going to make you destitute.” I said. 

“Hey Brock. What’s up man?” Johnny asked, one of our members who always showed up right as the gym opened. 

“You know what it is. Hard work everyday.” 

“Put it in the bank.” he said, giving me a fist bump. My gym was pretty popular in the mornings, and the first groups of my minions had started showing up in the parking lot. 

“I’m sorry, what were you saying?” I asked. 

“I know I don’t deserve it, but it would mean the world to me if you took the video down.” she said. 

“Kiara, I already told you why I can’t do that. It’s not negotiable, but I’ll take it down once this all blows over. That’s the best I can do.” I said. 

“Please? Please, I need your help.” she said, appealing to my weakness. 

“Sup Brock? How was Europe?” Greg asked, barging in the front door. 

“It was amazing, I’ll have to tell you about it later. I’m consulting with a new client.” I said, referencing Kiara. “Come on, let’s go back to my office so we can chat.” 

“Thank you.” she said, following behind me. We were never going to get through our conversation if we didn’t go back to my office. 

We sat down and started talking, and I could tell that she was very anxious. She opened up right away, telling me how she was counting on her sponsorship money to get out of a bad situation, and how her blow up had completely derailed her algorithms. She begged me to delete the video. I was sympathetic to her situation, but it was too easy of a way out. I suspected she’d batted her eyelashes plenty of times and gotten off scot-free. 

“I’m really sorry to hear about your situation, Kiara. I really am, but I don’t feel like you’re actually remorseful about all the people you were mean and hurtful to.” I said. 

“What did I say that was hurtful?” she asked, getting defensive and raising her voice. It was precisely the reason I couldn’t let her off the hook. 

“You told Sandy, a fifty year old mother of two that her legs looked like trash bags full of potato soup.” I said, recalling the complaint that made me the angriest. Sandy had worked so hard in the gym, and had lost almost forty pounds in the past year. She didn’t deserve to have a brat like Kiara cut her down like that. 

“I said that? Fuck. I did say that.” she said. 

“You did.” I said. Kiara let out a sigh. 

“So what do I have to do to get you to take it down? I’ll be respectful from now on, I promise.” she said, blasting me with a resting bitch face. 

“Ah, respect. That brings me back to a story from my glory days as a failed bodybuilder. It’s very relevant to the situation.” I said. Her face turned red, and she smiled back at me. 

“Nice callback.” 

“Thank you. When I was a young, up and coming failed bodybuilder, I saw a couple of my training partners making fun of a struggling young lifter, a skinny guy. They weren’t doing it to his face, but it was obvious enough that they were taking pleasure in watching him fail.” I said. 

“Oh, gosh. Am I that bad?” she asked, covering her face and showing the first signs of genuine remorse. 

“You know what I did? I told those guys that it was fucked up, and that they of all people should go help the guy. They didn’t, so I did. And over the next couple months, he got more and more comfortable with his lifting form, and eventually, he earned all of those guys’ respect. 

He developed a solid physique as well, and he always thanked me for helping him out. It didn’t take much, just some patience and effort here and there when he needed it, but it made a big impact. I try to think about that in every interaction I have at the gym, because in twenty years, no one is going to care how badly I failed at bodybuilding, they’ll only remember how I treated them.” I said, picturing the guy in the story, Greg. 

“You’re not really a failed bodybuilder, are you? I don’t even know why I said that, I was just lashing out.” she said. I laughed, shaking my head. 

“I did alright for myself.” 

“You’re still very muscular, I’m not surprised.” she said, doing that thing where she bats her eyes once again. She had a built in persuasiveness about her, but I wasn’t about to give in. 

“Don’t try to flatter me, Kiara.” 

“Yes sir. Is there anything I can do? It would mean the world to me if you could do me this favor, and I’ll do anything. Anything.” she said, turning on her charm and standing up from her chair. 

“I’d like you to start treating people with more respect in your daily life. Try to be nicer.” I said. 

“Yes sir. I know you’re right, I guess I’ve just been so focused on trying to build my online presence and escape Braydon that I lost sight of being kind.” she said. 

“All you can do is try and do better.” I said, feeling ready to wrap things up. The day was just starting, and I liked to be out on the floor, talking to the members and trying to keep the motivation high. 

“Sir, please. If you take it down, I can leave this month. If you don’t, I’m screwed.” she said, lacing her fingers together and pleading. 

“Kiara. I already told you no. Honestly, my main issue is that I don’t know if you mean it. I think you have a pattern of treating people poorly, I think you’re entitled, and frankly, I don’t think that’s going to magically change.” I said. 

“Please, I swear. I’ll change.” she said, crouching down in front of me and looking up at me with doe eyes. She was so hot that it was physically painful, and she tugged at every natural fiber in my being that said to take advantage. 

“This whole thing is about you, you, you. You wanted to come in here and act like you were better than everyone, you got mad when I called you on your bullshit, and now you want to apologize and make it all go away so that you can get your reputation back. That’s not how things work in my world, sweetheart.” I said. 

“So what can I do? There has to be a way. There’s always a way.” she said, grabbing at my waistband with both hands. I glanced over at the door, which was already shut, my arousal short circuiting my mind. I looked down at her, biting her lip and begging me with her eyes to take control. 

“I like women who are in service, and I don’t think there’s a submissive bone in your body.” I said, feeling my own dominant nature taking hold. I’d always had a thing for trying to fix broken girls, and she made me want to pound the naughty right out of her. 

“I can be very submissive, sir. I just need to be put in my place. I need to be punished.” she said, the corners of her lips turning upward as she realized she was going to get her way on some level. 

“I believe in penance. But I don’t want you to think this is going to be as simple as giving a blowjob to get out of a speeding ticket. I’m going to require more. I need you to convince me fully that you’re committed to change.” I said, reaching down and cupping her face. 

“Yes, daddy. I’ll do anything. No matter how long it takes. No matter how hard it gets.” she said, grinning at her own innuendo and placing her hand on my cock from the outside of my athletic shorts, her eyes lighting up at the realization she had already gotten me hard. 

“I should have known you had daddy issues.” I said, placing my thumbs inside my waistband. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but the attractive force between us was like a powerful magnet that I couldn’t escape the pull of. 

Chapter 3 - Kiara 


When I first met Brock, I was in such a stressed out, awful mood that I didn’t even realize how handsome he was. Most guys were so nice to me that it was gross, almost like they were submissive to me for no reason. He gave me no such treatment, and I found it intoxicating. 

He was twenty years older than me, tall and massively muscular. I needed to get my sponsorship back, but that honestly had nothing to do with why I was down on my knees in front of him in the back room. I was there because I wanted to be, and I watched with wide eyes as his enormous endowment flopped out from behind his waistband, settling directly in front of my face. 

“Oh my God.” I said, taking hold of his thick base and eyeing his juicy length. 

“Slap it across your face.” he said, his voice flat and cold. “Now.” 

“Yes sir.” I said, melting into a submissive puddle without hesitation. He was the biggest I’d seen, and it made my mouth water just looking at his big veiny cock. 

“It’s daddy.” he said. 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, repeating the word over again as I slapped his heavy shaft across both cheeks, turning my face and going back and forth while maintaining strict eye contact. 

“Stick out your tongue.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, ringing with sensations as I heeded his command. He cupped my jaw with one hand, using the other to slap his dick against my tongue. 

“Say ahh.” he said, tightening his grip and plugging my throat the moment I opened wide. The pressure was intensely rushing between my legs, and I didn’t have time to process the sudden escalation before he was thrusting against my face, holding me by the hair and talking down to me as he fucked my face. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” 

“That’s right. Suck it, you little whore. Show daddy that you’re sorry.” he said, talking more to himself than to me. I gasped for air at every opportunity, eagerly worshiping his knob. “I knew you were a little slut, you better make it sloppy. If there isn’t a pool of saliva on the floor in front of you when you’re finished, then you’re not doing it right.” 

“Guuuhhck! Nnnhhh!” 

“Yes, that’s my little cock sleeve. You better get used to being down there, because it’s where you belong.” he said, taking hold of my ponytail and using it as a handle. I wasn’t used to a man taking such rough control of me, having my hair pulled as I slurped and slobbered uncontrollably. 

“Yes! Daddy!” I said, between him inserting his stiffness into my waiting mouth. 

“Take this off. I want to inspect that tight little body of yours.” he said, leaning forward to unzip my sweater. He helped me take it off, and then pulled my sports bra off over my head, exposing my torso before grabbing me by the hair and pulling me to my feet. “Your pants too.” 

“Mmm!” I squealed as he forcibly kissed me, grabbing my hips and lifting me up onto his desk. His tongue slipped into my mouth, spurring fireworks in my head as my black yoga pants were torn off, and tossed to the side as he pushed my legs apart and laid me down on my back. 

“This is only the beginning of your penance.” he said, holding my throat as he entered me. I squealed with pleasure as he forced my walls apart, groping my tits and eyeing me like I was a piece of meat. 

“Oh fuck. It’s so big.” I said, struggling against him to no avail. His strength easily overpowered me, and the manhandling began. I felt so tiny and helpless beneath him, and when he took off his shirt, I could see why. His muscles were thick and dense, built by years of pumping heavy iron. 

“You just have a tiny little pussy.” he grunted, his desperate kisses moving down my chest until his mouth latched onto my nipple, applying firm suction as he thrust down against me. 

“Ugh! Ugh!” I called out, too immersed in our rendezvous to remember that we were still in a public gym. His gym. Daddy’s. 

“So wet. I’m going to break the bitch right out of you and make you my little slut.” he said, already well on his way. I can’t even describe what I was feeling, monumental shifts of pleasure as he hit spots I didn’t know existed. 

“Daddy, your balls.” I whimpered, feeling them slap rhythmically against my asshole with every mean thrust. His grip tightened around my neck, and he jackhammered into a state of pure submission. My nerves tingled as he thrashed about on top of me, restricting my airflow as he kissed my cheek and licked my lips. 

“My pussy. Say it.” he said, his voice gutterall and deep. 

“It’s yours. It’s your pussy, daddy.” I wheezed, my voice weak. My arousal was such that he easily drove me to climax, his big dick forcing me to squirt as I released all of the pent up tension his masculine presence instilled. 

“Cum for that big dick. Good girl.” he said, releasing the pressure right as the tunnel was closing, leaving my body limp and teeming with tingling pleasure as he continued to fuck me senseless. 

I don’t remember him flipping me over, but he bent over his desk, crying in ecstasy as he violently laid claim to my body. 

“That’s mine now. That’s my little pussy.” he said, pulling my hips toward him as he thrust forward, filling me with hard flesh until he was moaning in agony. “Ugh! Ugh! Ungh!” 

“Oh, God.” feeling him cum inside me sent me over the edge, delivering me straight to the precipice of another life altering orgasm. His hardness pulsed, twitching as he released his creamy seed. 

“Good girl.” he said, his pace relenting as he let out a sigh. I was covered in sweat and unable to stop grinning. 

“Thank you, daddy.” I said, turning to look back at him right as he placed a kiss on top of my head. 

“I’m gonna have so much fun with you.” 

“Whoever said you can’t mix penance with pleasure?” I asked, eliciting a chuckle and a soft kiss, followed by a harsh palm across the rear. I winced on contact, smiling as the stinging sensation rippled outward. 

“Whoever said you can’t mix pleasure with pain?” he asked, whispering into my ear and cupping my breast. 

“Wasn’t me, daddy.” 

“Good girl. I want you here everyday at five in the morning.” he said. 

“I can do that. How come?” 

“Because you’re gonna be my new workout routine.” he said, slowly backing himself out of me. 

“Oh, gosh. That’s a lot. I’m leaking.” I said, giggling with embarrassment as heavy globs of hot cum trickled out of me. 

“That is a lot, isn’t it?” he asked, holding me in place by the small of my back and scooping two fingers between my legs. “Squeeze your pelvic muscles, push it all out.” 

“Um, okay. Like this?” I asked. 

“Exactly like that. So hot, baby. Keep going.” he said, crouching behind me and pulling apart my cheeks. It was a bit objectifying, and I wouldn’t have done it if I weren’t so taken by him. I felt like a naughty little slut, in the best way possible. 

“It feels funny.” 

“There you go.” he said, standing up behind me and turning me around in his arms,  holding his fingers in front of my lips with a big glob of his viscid cum. I didn’t even think, locking eyes with him and slurping it up. 

“Mmm…” I purred, pleasantly surprised by its sweetness as I licked his fingers clean and swallowed it down while maintaining eye contact. I was still tingly all over, feeling more attracted to him with each passing second. 

“Such a good girl. I love seeing this side of you, Kiara.” he said, stepping away to get dressed. 

“So, tomorrow at five?” I asked, confirming our appointment for the following morning. 

“That’s right. And don’t you dare be late, or it’s spankings.” he said, watching me get dressed with a hungry glimmer in his eye. 

“So maybe five fifteen.” I said, winking. 

“You know, you might be the brattiest submissive I’ve ever taken on. You might take a little while to break.” he said. 

“To break?” 

“Yeah. That’s what it’s gonna take with you, I can tell.” 

“What are you going to break?” I asked, playfully intrigued. 

“Oh, not much. Just your body and mind.” 

“What about my spirit?” I asked, wrapping my hooded sweatshirt around my waist and swaying my hips from side to side. 

“I’d like to keep that in tact. It’s the only thing I like about you so far.” he quipped. 

“I don’t think that’s the only thing.” I said, drawing a wide smile from Brock, who stepped closer and grabbed me by the hips, pulling me against him. 

“I’m going to spend the rest of the day thinking about all the horrible things I’m gonna do to you. We’ll have the whole gym all to ourselves.” he said. 

“Sounds sexy. I’m sure we’ll make great workout partners.” 

“That we will. Give me a kiss, and then I need you to get out of here. I have a gym to run.” he said, making me stand up on my tippy toes before pressing his lips to mine. As I turned to walk away, he gave me another palm across the buttcheek, and I stumbled out onto the gym floor blushing like crazy. 

I went straight for the door, wishing I was wearing my sweatshirt properly so that I could hide my face in the hood. All of the people there probably knew me, if not from the gym but from the aftermath of my social media freakout. Not the best look, and I couldn’t wait for more time to pass so that I could live it down. 

In the meantime, I had an incredible new lover who I found captivating on so many levels. I barely knew him, really, other than our fight online, but the banter and chemistry was so exhilarating. Plus, it was the only way to get him to take down the video, which I was using as my personal excuse to justify hooking up with him even though I knew damn well it was pure animal lust and outright attraction. 

I’d always had a thing for older guys, even though I’d never actually gone after one before, or vice versa outside of guys online flirting with me through picture comments, which I didn’t find very becoming of a man. I guess it all stemmed from my daddy issues, which I was trying to work through because it kept getting me involved with piece of shit men who couldn’t control their dicks or their tempers. I didn’t know for sure, but he didn’t strike me as the type. That said, I dropped my pants and spread my legs for him like I was under a spell, and it wouldn’t surprise me if he had that same effect on lots of other women. 

I spent the day lost in my own daydreams and fantasies, playing out timelines where he’d already impregnated me. It kept popping into my head because I wasn’t on birth control, which I assumed that he assumed I was on. Why else would he have pumped me full of baby batter the first time we slept together? I wanted to talk to him so badly, but I didn’t want to seem desperate or clingy either, so I’d have to wait for our early morning playdate to further explore our dynamics. 

Chapter 4 - Brock 


There was one hundred percent no going back. Once I had a taste, it was all over. I went back out to the gym floor and did what I always do, but my mind was completely preoccupied with a certain little bratty blonde named Kiara.

It was completely out of my character to get into any sort of romantic relationship with one of the members of my gym, but I told myself that since I kicked her out, it didn’t really count.

I wanted to talk to her more about what led to her acting out like she did, and I needed to know about the specifics of her situation. She might have been rough around the edges, but a girl with a sharp mind like her had too much potential to be a positive force for me to just let her slip away.

The whole thing kind of just took me over in the heat of the moment. I had zero intentions of things going in that direction, but when they did, I had zero control of myself. There was something about her, something more than her obvious physical beauty, which I also adored. It might have been everything about her, in fact.

At forty years old and single, I wasn’t sure if there was a “right woman” out there for me. I poured so much of my blood, sweat, and tears into running the gym, training clients, and working out that I wasn’t sure if I could find a good fit. During lunch, which I ate in my office as always, I started snooping through her social media.

That same sharp tongued spark of wit was evident in all of her posts, and I could see why she’d developed a following. She had the advantage of having the hot all american blonde cheerleader look, paired with a say it like it is personality that could either make her very likable, or very unlikable, depending on how she wielded those weapons.

Because of my flustered state at the time, I hadn’t even gotten her phone number, so I slid into her direct messages and asked for it directly. Typically, I worked until the gym closed at seven, but decided to have my assistant manager Titus finish out the day for me so that I could go home and relax. I felt like a teenager again, running home so I could talk to her without any distractions. It had been a while since someone made me feel that way, and it was truly invigorating.

She responded right away, and even through text I could see her facial expressions, and feel her sarcasm oozing through the messages.

BROCK: So, Kiara, tell me about your situation. You said you were saving up for a move.

KIARA: Ugh, yeah. I’m kind of in this situationship right now with this douchebag named Tom, and I’ve needed to get out for a while now.

BROCK: Is money the only thing stopping you?

KIARA: Absolutely. He’s just a complete psycho and he can’t control himself, so I have to be careful.

BROCK: Has he ever put his hands on you?

KIARA: Lol, like all the time. The bruises on my legs are why I usually wear sweatpants to the gym.

BROCK: That’s not Lol. Where do you live?

KIARA: He has an apartment at The Villas in Newtown.

BROCK: Are you there now?

KIARA: I am, but he’s at work, so no worries.

BROCK: Good. I want you to come to my place.

KIARA: Anytime, daddy.

BROCK: I’m serious Kiara. Right now. I don’t want you to see him again.

KIARA: It’s a little early on for you to become controlling, lol.

BROCK: Kiara, this is another time that I’m not in the mood for you to be a brat. I need you to pack an overnight bag, I can come get you.

KIARA: You’re so sweet, but I don’t think that’s necessary.

BROCK: If you want me to take down that video, then you’re gonna pack an overnight bag, and get your little ass in your car and drive over to my house.

KIARA: That’s only going to make him madder when I come home. I think it’s better if I just play it cool.

BROCK: I don’t think you understand. This isn’t a negotiation.

KIARA: It’s too dangerous. He gets so jealous, you have no idea. I’m gonna have to delete these messages after we’re done talking.

BROCK: I don’t care how jealous he gets. It doesn’t matter because he isn’t going to see you again.

KIARA: Unless you’re offering me a permanent place to stay, then I don’t think that’s for the best.

BROCK: That’s exactly what I’m doing. I have tons of extra space, and I also have the gym. You’ll always have a place to lay your head.

KIARA: Oh my gosh, I’m shaking right now. If you’re serious…

BROCK: I won’t tell you again. Pack an overnight bag, stuff your clothes into a trash bag, load your TV. Do what you have to do, and then get your ass over here. I can come help you.

KIARA: Okay. I’ll start packing.

BROCK: What’s your address? I’ll head that way.

KIARA: It’s alright. He works security at a strip club, so he won’t be back until the wee hours. I can do it as long as you promise that I’ll have a place to stay.

BROCK: I promise.

It was a repeat of what had happened earlier, with Kiara bringing out an impulsiveness that I didn’t know was still alive inside me. It was an absolutely crazy thing to do, but I always had a penchant for helping anyone in need. It was part of my code, if someone asked for help, I helped. In her case, I asked for her.




Chapter 5 - Kiara

If he didn’t make me feel so safe, I never would have gone through with it. It had been months and months since I’d mentally checked out of my relationship, but I had to pretend that I still took him seriously in order to get by until I’d saved up enough cash to slip away. Brock made his offer, and I knew that he was trustworthy, or else the entire fitness community wouldn’t have had his back so hard.

It made me feel embarrassed for mistreating him when we first met, and for being such an asshole at his gym. I don’t want to make excuses for myself, because my behavior was unacceptable, but my nerves were shot from walking on eggshells and living with such an unstable person.

Right after I finished loading everything that I could fit into my car, Tom sent me a text message, asking me to have his laundry done and a meal waiting for him in the oven when he got home. Keep in mind, he never came home at the same time, as he liked to stay after work and drink with the strippers before driving home drunk, or not coming home at all, which was always a blessing.

KIARA: Alright. I’ll make something special for you.

TOM: Thanks, baby.

KIARA: Oh, you’re welcome. You’re gonna to love it. You really deserve it.

TOM: Mmm…Sounds good. There’s something else I deserve that I’m gonna want a piece of when I get home.

KIARA: Don’t worry, dessert will be waiting for you under the covers.

Brock sent over his address, and I had to snoop it on Zillow to see what it looked like. He’d purchased the house four years prior for almost a million dollars, and it had four bedrooms and three bathrooms, and sat on an acre and a half. It was gorgeous, and I shouldn’t have been surprised.

Before heading out, I flushed two whole boxes of Tampons down his toilet, emptied the bacon fat down the drain, cut holes in the crotch of all of his pants and shorts, and nipple holes on his favorite shirts, and then poured Ex-Lax into his whiskey bottle. After that, I made what can only be described as “piss macaroni and cheese”. I’ll leave it at that, as it was no more complex than the name of the dish. For my last act, I filled his stupid Fleshlight with super glue and put it under the covers.

It was such a vindicating moment for me, and if it weren’t for the fact that he lived in an apartment building, I might have burnt it to the ground. All of the cheating, the verbal abuse, the gaslighting, the drug use, and physical fighting. It was all over, and I blocked his phone number before heading out with a new sense of freedom that I couldn’t fully process. I flipped the bird towards his apartment and peeled off into the night, aiming straight for Brock’s house, which was a short fifteen minute drive from the apartment.

There was no turning back, for obvious reasons. That’s why I left so much carnage behind at his apartment, it was a way to ensure that I didn’t give into the fear, because going back after what I did would have surely led to a hospital or cemetery visit. It was also nice to leave him some well deserved souvenirs after the way he’d treated me.

The butterflies in my stomach were doing a number on me, because I was driving from one awful situation into an unknown one, which carries its own set of fears. That’s why I was so dead set on making my career as an influencer really happen in a big way, and why I was willing to outwork anyone and everyone who happened to stand in the way.

I couldn’t believe I let myself get into an abusive relationship, but there was no way out other than homelessness. I didn’t have a relationship with my parents, and my brother was in a similar situation that I was in terms of being broke and working dead end jobs to make ends meet. True independence was my goal, and I had no problem keeping my head down and running through walls in order to make it happen. Staying with Brock could really assist in that department, as I couldn’t imagine he was going to make me pay rent, and if I could truly win him over, he would be an incredibly useful person to network and collaborate with. And being railed into oblivion by the best lover I’d ever had certainly wasn’t a bad perk either.

“Oh, Kiara. What have you gotten yourself into?” I asked, pulling down his long, winding driveway and up to his mountain of a house. I grew up in a small two bedroom in the inner city, and had never stepped foot inside of a place like his.

Brock appeared at the doorway with a glass in hand. It looked like whiskey, and he had a twinkle in his eye when he walked up to the car wearing a ribbed tank with gray sweatpants. He had such a calm demeanor, instantly putting me at ease.

“Hi, angel.” he said, offering me his hand and helping me out of my car.

“Hi, daddy.” I whispered, wrapping my arms around his torso and burying my face in his chest. I didn’t expect what happened next, but so much emotion welled up in my chest and I buried my face in his chest.

“I know, sweetheart. I’m sorry I didn’t recognize it sooner. I was so quick to cast judgment about your behavior at the gym, and I never thought to stop and think about why you were acting that way.” he said, petting my hair and holding me.

“It’s not your fault, at all. I just, I was in a bad place. Thank you so much.” I said, sobbing.

“Shh…It’s okay. You’re perfect. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make sure you’re safe.” he said. Once I got my wits about me, we started unloading my car. My trunk was packed full of duffel bags, and my television was in the backseat.

“This is so wild to me. How did this happen?” I asked, pinching myself before grabbing two bags.

“I think it started when Phil asked you if you needed a spot, and you replied by asking if he meant a bald spot, like the one on his head.” Brock said, letting out a cackle and giving me a flashback to having said it.

“Oof. I’m so embarrassed. Let me guess, he’s a super nice guy?” I asked, following him inside with bags in tow.

“I don’t particularly care for him. He’s always flirting with younger girls at the gym.”

“Oh, like you have room to talk.” I said, nudging him with my elbow and looking up at the impossibly high ceiling of his foyer.

“What do you mean? You’re not even a member.” he said.

“True.”

“Got 'em on the technicality. Here, follow me upstairs. I tried cleaning up your room a little.” he said, taking off up the wooden stairs. The phrase “my room” echoed in my mind, and I tried to keep up.

“My room?” I asked, following him to a bedroom with a closed black door.

“You’re gonna be sleeping with me, obviously, but yes. I thought you should have your own space.” he said, dropping my bags and turning the silver handle and pushing open the door. The room was dark until he flipped on the switch, and my heart skipped a beat.

“No way. No freakin’ way.” I said, following him inside and feeling my heart melt as emotion again overtook me. It was beautiful, with a four post bed, a gorgeous dresser, and a desk where I could work on editing my content.

“Will this work?”

“It will.” I said, collapsing onto the bed and making snow angels. It was every happy emotion all at once, just knowing that I’d be safe and have a place to relax and call my own. It had been a while, and it was such a load off of my shoulders.

“Go ahead and settle in, I’ll go get the rest of your things.” he said.

“I guess I won’t be needing my TV.” I said, noticing the massive screen mounted to the wall.

“I mean, maybe we could put it on the back porch.” he said, shrugging his shoulders. It felt so surreal, pulling my bags into my new bedroom and knowing that I would never have to see Tom again.




Chapter 6 - Brock

After transporting her stuff from the car to her bedroom, I decided to give her some time alone to unpack and get comfortable with her surroundings. She spurred such a powerful hunger in me that I found myself pacing around the house while she was upstairs, literally unable to pry my mind away from the carnal acts I longed to perform with her.

When I finally broke down, and headed upstairs to check on her, she was fast asleep, passed out on top of the mattress and snoring softly. I grabbed a blanket from the closet, and tucked her in, giving her a soft kiss on the forehead.

She must have been exhausted, and I knew from past experiences that people can carry so much tension inside their bodies without even knowing it. It made me smile, knowing that she trusted me enough to relax in my home. I wanted to slide in beside her and cuddle her up, but I knew full well what it would lead to and she needed her rest. Besides, the morning would come early, and I’d get my chance to put my grubby paws all over her.

Shockingly, we emerged in the kitchen at exactly the same time. No one got up as early as me, especially not twenty year olds.

“What are you doing up?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“It’s four fifteen.” she said, opening my refrigerator and taking a peek inside. I walked up behind her, bumping her with my crotch inhaling the scent of her shampoo.

“You always wake up this early?”

“Yep. I like to get my first workout in, and then get started on content.” she said.

“Wow. I didn’t realize you were so ambitious.” I said, taken back. I couldn’t help feeling I’d uncovered a diamond in the rough, and that all she might need is a little bit of structure, and some stability in order to really take off.

“I’m the hardest worker. I’ll put that up against anyone, even you.” she said, grabbing some almond milk and helping herself to my blender. I sat down and let her do her thing, splitting a large shake before we went to my Range Rover to head out.

“I have something very naughty planned for you when we get to the gym.” I said, starting the car.

“Oh yeah? What is it?” she asked, buckling herself up.

“Can you do the splits?” I asked, causing her to smile proudly.

“I’m hyperflexible, daddy. There isn’t a position that you can’t put me in.” she said, placing her hand on my inner thigh.

“We’re gonna put that to the test.” I said. We chatted about her experience at the gym on the drive over, and she admitted that she was a very type-A personality, and that she’d kind of let it get out of control when it came to being an influencer.

“I just felt like I was there for something bigger, and really wanted my content to be top notch.” she said. I could tell that she felt remorse, and I was fully ready to forgive her, but I still wanted to test her submission one final time. Sleeping alone had left me feeling very pent up, and gave me plenty of time to fantasize about what I wanted to take from her.

We opened up the gym, and I took her straight to the back office, completely unable to prevent myself from getting right to it. Her lips were like candy, soft and melting against mine as I pushed my tongue into her mouth, grabbing her tight little ass with both hands and pulling her against me. There were no words, just aggressive kissing and ripping off each other’s workout clothes.

“Let’s go out on the floor. I want your feet in the stirrups.” I said, taking her to the workout bands hanging from the squat rack.

“You want me to do what?” she asked.

“Here, put one foot in here, and the other one here.” I said, causing her eyes to light up when she realized what I wanted her to do. “Put your arms in these.” We had bands that would easily double as a sex swing, two pairs of stirrups, one for the arms, and one for the legs, and I wanted to see how far apart she could spread her legs for me.

“How’s this?” she asked, easily transitioning into the full splits and supporting her torso with the stirrups latched onto her triceps. 

“Oh my God. You weren’t kidding.” I said, watching her hips go past horizontal. Her ass looked incredible, and she had no problems keeping herself suspended in the air.

“Now what, daddy?” she asked, grinning as I approached her from behind, spitting onto my cock and spreading it around.

“Now I’m going to fuck your little asshole.” I said, spitting again onto my hand.

“You mean, my butt?”

“It’s your final test. If you give me that pretty little cherry, then I’ll take the video down.” I said.

“Okay, daddy. I’ve never done it before.” she said.

“That’s my good girl. Don’t you want to give daddy something special?” I asked, supporting her hips with my hands and poking my cockhead between her cheeks. She bit down on her lip, giving me a doe eyed lookback that will forever be etched into my mind.

“Only for you, daddy.” she said, holding herself steady as I rubbed my cock up and down, searching for her forbidden hole and finding it. “Ugh!”

“It’s okay, angel. I’ll go nice and slow.” I said. She swung ever so slightly, and I held onto her hip as I eased my swollen head inside of her.

“Ooh. Are you sure?”

“Just relax, Kiara. Don’t you trust me?”

“I do. I really do.”

“Then take a deep breath, give yourself over to me completely.” I said, feeling her tension and trying to calm her. It wasn’t an easy ask, having your first anal experience while hanging in the splits.

“Yes, master.”

“Good girl. Breathe for me, in and out.” I said, spitting onto my hand and applying more saliva. Bringing lube had escaped me, but in my primal state, there was no second option. I wanted to own her, to possess her in ways no other man had or could ever dream of. Things were moving so quickly between us, I felt the dark need to test her obedience, loyalty, and submission.

“It’s so big.” she whimpered. I started kissing her neck once I was partially inside her, rocking her in the stirrups and making her take a little more each time she swung back into me.

‘Open it up for me. Let me have it.” I grunted, losing sight of everything. She brought out the worst in me, as I’d always promised myself that I wouldn’t have sex in my own gym. It was a sacred space, and I never wanted to be the type of gym owner who would desecrate it.

“Ouch! Fuck.” she called out, struggling to take my endowment. I pulled her cheeks apart, watching my cock tunnel its way inside of her inch by inch.

“Good slut. Take daddy’s dick.”

“Yes, daddy. I want to. I want to.”

“Shh, open up. Let it stretch for daddy.” I said, so locked in that there was nothing else. We became one, our breath synchronizing as I groped her tits and bottomed out.

“Ahhh!”

“That’s it. That’s my perfect little angel.” I said, impaling her harder and harder. She winced and squealed, riding the line between pain and pleasure until it flipped completely. I reached around her waist, furiously rubbing her clit and short circuiting her bodies’ pleasure centers.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes, daddy. Fuck, oh!” she writhed in place, held in place by the swing and unable to stop herself from cumming almost violently while I plundered her ass. Her wetness was immense, and leaking down her pelvis and onto the floor as I was brought to the edge of climax.

“Kiara, fuck. I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, daddy! Do it!”

There was an absolute explosion that went off in my brain, like the ultimate finale of fireworks that titillated every nerve ending in my entire body. I erupted like a geyser, all of the anticipation and tension arriving in a moment of peak ecstasy. I held her tightly by the waist, watching her little pink ring clenching my pulsing cock.

“Oh, gosh. Please help me.”

“I got you, baby.” I said, panting and not in my right mind. I helped her get to ankles free from the stirrups, admiring her french tipped toes and struggling to stay standing. I steadied myself against the rack, only realizing how vigorous I’d been pumping into her once we were finished.

“You’re a beast. I’ve been looking for a man like you.” she said, her eyelids heavy as she nestled up against me.

“If I’m a beast, then you’re in my clutches, and I’ll never let you go.” 




Chapter 7 - Kiara

Being with Tom had been dark and traumatic, and it felt like I’d never see the end of it. If you’d have asked me at the time, I could never have envisioned the utopia I’d be inhabiting.

Brock was well connected, and people would jump out of their shoes if he asked them for a favor. It started with getting me enrolled in school, which I’d always had dreams to do, I just thought it would be something I’d tackle later in life. His gym and some of the companies he partnered with had a fitness scholarship fund, and it was applicable towards any degree related to health and fitness.

It was a full ride, a literal scholarship just for working out. He made everything easy, spoiling me in the process. It felt like crossing the train tracks from the bad side of town into the good side, as everything that had been holding me back in life seemed to magically open up.

Brock went a step further than removing the video, he also posted an update that detailed how we made up and became personal friends, with some gratuitous details obviously omitted.

My social media continued growing, and he started tagging me in the Last Rep Fitness posts because I became one of their regular members. Once our relationship became public and official, things really took off for me. Having a great man like him vouching for you opened doors, and I just kept stepping through them.

He wanted me to be financially independent, and to never have to feel that trapped feeling ever again. Not that it really mattered at that point, as I was head over heels in love and forever indebted to him. I wanted to spend the rest of my life down on my knees with my lips wrapped around his perfect cock, thanking him with my body and mind.

I was in the middle of my first semester when I noticed that I was dragging through my workouts. Waking up early always gave me extra energy, but I was sorely lacking and feeling almost sick. It was one of those eureka moments, where it hit me at once and I just knew.

We never once used a condom, and he never once pulled out. He knew I wasn’t on birth control, and I wanted to pop out as many of his babies as possible even though it wasn’t something we’d spoken about directly.

Fast forward to now, and we’re eagerly awaiting the birth of our first baby boy. Brock and I decided on the name Jack, and I’m due two weeks after finals. I’ve really found my niche in the pregnancy space, and plan on continuing with baby content as well as my usual fitness stuff.

Brock had never been married or had kids, two facts that I found insane considering the total package he presented. In all of our time together, I’ve only seen him get angry over the most trivial of matters, and never in a way that makes me feel nervous or fearful. He’s gentle and caring in a way that I’m still getting used to, because at times I feel unworthy of such adoration. And when it comes to the bedroom, let’s just say that he doesn’t play around, not even a little.
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Submissive Influencer 

Sofia is struggling to pay the bills when a popular influencer named Chase reaches out to her. He thinks she's gorgeous, and wants to collaborate. 

She's flattered, finding herself attracted to the well muscled, tattooed, bad boy. When she sees his content, her jaw nearly hits the floor. 

He wants to help her start her own page, and all he wants in return is her submission. 
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Massive - So Much Older - DDlg Forbidden Pregnancy 

Megan takes a job as a personal nurse for the elderly, visiting them in their private homes and helping out. Her first Client is a man named Jack, and he isn't at all what she expected. 

He's tall, handsome, and very forward. Despite their 40 year age gap, the chemistry is undeniable, and the more time they spend together, the closer she feels to him. 

She shows up early one day, and goes to his bedroom, accidentally walking in on him in his underwear. Her eyes go wide, and she can't believe it. The 62 year old man is so well endowed that it doesn't seem possible, and she can't get the image out of her head. When it comes time to give him a sponge bath, she comes face to face with his juicy length, and it proves to be a temptation well beyond her ability to resist. 



Massive - So Much Older involves a much older man and a younger woman, DDlg, massive size, romance, and pregnancy. 
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Bigger and Better - Forbidden Age Gap Pregnancy

Lara is intensely attracted to her boyfriend's Jeffrey's father, and just happens to be staying with him for the weekend when she finds out he cheated.

Jason asks his son to leave, and convinces Lara to spend the weekend with him anyway.

Their mutual attraction is impossible to deny, and the tension is unbearable the moment they're alone.

Bigger and Better is an insta-love forbidden romance with an age gap, massive size, and pregnancy.
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Personal Assistant - Free Use Pregnancy 

Adam hires his neighbor Mildred's granddaughter as his personal assistant for the summer without even meeting her. He feels bad for the elderly woman, and she'll just keep badgering him about it anyway, so he gives in. As a secluded writer, he really doesn't require her services, and finds himself dreading it. 



And then he meets Lily, and is magnetized by her youthful energy and effortless beauty. There's a certain twinkle in her eye when she looks at him, and the tension is immediate. He does a complete 180. Maybe he could get some use out of her after all… 
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Free Use In Heat - First Time & Pregnant

John rents a unit at Hamden, a complex of underground storage containers converted into fallout shelters. He's happy having a place to live, but his ambitions are stirred by his neighbor's daughter Leia, the most beautiful girl in Hamden.

Bob forbids her from spending time with men, as he wants her to remain chaste until after they return to the surface. He's particularly strict about John, seeing him as a threat to her purity.

John's longing turns to agony as he lays in bed alone at night, knowing the woman he desires is right next door. When Leia comes down with the heat, Bob ties her up, leaving her bound and gagged in her shelter alone while he goes to work. She calls out for John, begging him to come save her, and give her relief from the pounding pressure, and desire for touch.

Free Use in Heat involves an older man and a younger woman, hyper-arousal, adult nursing, free use, a first time, and a forbidden pregnancy.
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Forbidden Desires

Megan's life is in shambles, and she has nowhere to go.

She runs into an old acquaintance at the grocery store, a friend of her ex-boyfriend's dad. His name is Jackson, and she's always been attracted to him despite their age gap.

He invites her over to catch up, and once she's in his clutches, he isn't letting go.

Forbidden Desires involves an instalove age gap romance, and a possessive older alpha who has no problem taking what he wants.
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