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Free Use Influencer

Chapter 1 - Mike

She moved into the house next door, which had been on the rental market for almost six months. I couldn’t help smiling when I spotted her short little summer dress and open toed heels. It was a scorching day in the middle of July, and the first thing she’d done was back the Uhaul into her mailbox.

I decided to step outside to help, half because of her terrible driving, and half because of her good looks. She had parked the truck in the middle of the street, and gotten out to inspect the damage, while I inspected her petite frame and caught a peek up her dress while she bent over looking at the mailbox.

“Hey there. You must be the new neighbor.” I said, striking up a conversation and startling her.

“Oh. Yeah. Hey. I’m Lizzy.” she said, twirling her blonde locks in her finger and smiling wide. I offered my hand, and felt a tingle in my balls as I looked into her blue eyes.

“I’m Mike. Do you need some help?” I asked, eliciting a giggle.

“I could really use it.” she said, strikingly beautiful and full of grace. “It’s too big, I can’t drive it.”

“Your mailbox agrees. Rest in peace.” I said, crossing my heart jokingly and glancing down at the busted tin box.

“Oh no. Is that gonna be expensive?” she asked, looking back at me with expectant doe eyes and melting my exterior.

“I’ll fix it for you. No worries. Want me to back this thing in?” I asked, taking over and going to the driver’s side door.

“Yes, please. You’re so nice, thank you.” she said, backing away from the truck while I started it up and pulled it into her driveway.

“Are you living here alone?” I asked, handing her the keys after stepping back out. I could feel myself starting to sweat, and wondered if she had some muscle on the way to help her with the task of moving.

“Yeah. It’s my first place.” she said, clearly proud of herself and absolutely exuding positive energy. I found her invigorating right away, and the attraction was undeniable. She couldn’t have been more than five feet tall, maybe one hundred pounds, with the cutest face and an even sweeter aura.

“That’s awesome, congratulations. Do you have movers, or?”

“Movers? What do you mean?”

“Like, guys to help you move in. Or ladies, whatever.”

“Oh. No, I’m just gonna do it by myself.” she said.

“Okay. Do you need any help?”

“Oh my gosh, would you? That would be amazing.” she said, clapping her hands together and bouncing up and down in her heels.

“Of course. We’re neighbors now, what better way to bond?” I asked, having the whole day free and so smitten with her that I couldn’t help offering my free labor.

“Awh, I owe you. This is so nice.” she said. We opened the back of the truck, and I was shocked by how much stuff she had perfectly packed into it. There was zero chance she could have done it by herself, especially with all of the heavy furniture. She certainly wasn’t gonna do it in heels.

“Wow. This is a lot.” I said.

“Yeah, my dad packed it up for me when he kicked me out.” she said, breezing over the details and trying to pull out the ramp.

“Here, I got it. You’re not gonna try to do this in heels, are you?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m gonna film some content, so I wanna look cute.” she said.

“Content?”

“Yeah, I’m an influencer. Well, I’m trying to be at least.” she said, fiddling with her hair.

“I’m too old for that stuff. Do you get paid?” I asked, kind of unsure about the landscape of social media influencers.

“Uh, yeah. A little. Mostly free products, but I’m trying to figure out how to monetize my content.” she said. Once the ramp was pulled out, I realized that I’d signed myself up for a lot. I had no idea what I was in store for.

We started working, and I quickly picked up on the fact that she was completely lost in la-la land, setting up her phone and moving only the lightest of boxes and objects, and making a big show out of it for the camera. I can’t deny that she was gorgeous, and somehow it was fun watching her do mundane things because of her cuteness and mannerisms, but it left me doing the brunt of the work.

Lizzy was so focused on “creating content”, that she was checked out mentally. I kept using the dolly and moving heavy shit by myself, sweating like a pig and getting hotter by the minute, while she strutted around in the driveway, twirling her dress and making eyes to an imaginary audience while I broke my back.

I’m the type of guy who does what I say I’m gonna do, and I take great pride in my ability to complete a task. Once I’ve started, I won’t stop until the job is done. So that’s what I did, I locked on and continuously moved this woman’s furniture, appliances, and boxes while she showed the internet how cute she was.

This left me slightly annoyed, but at the same time, she was such a delightful little doll. She got me drinks, fed me compliments, and gave me encouragement like she was rooting for me to win. She had major cheerleader vibes, and her presence made it all worthwhile. Fuck it, I didn’t have plans anyway.

The sun went down, and she kicked off her shoes and sat down on the couch while I moved the last of her stuff. I would have said something, if only she weren’t so delectable. Everytime I walked past the couch, I glanced at her tanned thighs and perfect toes, and I think just looking at her boosted my testosterone because I kept finding my motivation. At a certain point, I just wanted the personal satisfaction of completing the task.

By the time I finally finished, it was almost nine o’clock and I could smell my own body odor. I’d taken off my shirt hours earlier, and felt sticky. I looked around the house, admiring my handiwork, as I’d put all of the furniture and boxes where I figured they would end up to further ease her move.

“That’s everything.” I said, relieved to be finished and filled with satisfaction.

“Oh my gosh. You’re seriously the best, how did I get so lucky to have a neighbor like you?” she asked, popping up from the couch and approaching me. Before I could react, she’d thrown herself against me, wrapping her arms around my bare torso.

“I’m a little smelly.” I said, trying to warn her, but she only clung tighter. My hands moved down to the small of her back, and I couldn’t believe how tiny her waist was. It instantly sent a jolt of arousal through my body, imagining how tight her little pussy would feel. 

“I don’t mind.” she said, looking up at me with doe eyes.

“Well, I think I’m gonna head home to take a shower.” I said, wanting to make a move on her but thinking better of it.

“Awh. You worked so hard, I wanted to thank you somehow.” she said.

“What’d you have in mind?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Do you wanna come back after you shower?” she asked.

“Uhm, sure.” I said, still unsure if the attraction was mutual or if she was just being friendly.

“I’m not used to sleeping alone, maybe you could spend the night.” she said.

“You want me to sleep with you?”

“I mean, in my house, yeah.” she said, letting out a chuckle and covering her mouth.

“I can’t say no to that. I’ll be right back.” I said. Leaving her house, my heart was pounding and I felt a sense of exhilaration at what laid ahead. Maybe all my hard work was going to pay off, but even if not, at least I’d have the presence of a beautiful younger woman to enjoy.

I reminded myself that I was twice her age, and that it was seriously a long shot. Besides that, she was my neighbor so we’d have to live right next door to each other. I kept that all in mind, but still ended up with a full erection in the shower, picturing what was under that little dress of hers.

Chapter 2 - Mike

By the time I made my way back over to her house, Lizzy had changed into a pair of booty shorts and a form fitting crop top that showed off her belly button ring. She didn’t have an ounce of fat on her, and had pretty much won the genetic lottery.

“Hi, daddy. Thanks for coming back.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, thrown off by her comment. She cocked her head to the side, and cast her seductive glare.

“Sorry, I don’t have to call you that if you don’t like it. You just give major daddy vibes.” she said.

“Actually, I don’t have any children.” I said, causing her to giggle and shake her head.

“I don’t mean like that.” she said, inviting me inside and leading me to the living room. I felt my face flush red, and couldn’t believe a girl her age had gotten me to blush. “Thanks again. Seriously, there’s no way I could have done that by myself. The truck would still be full.”

“No problem. Consider it your welcoming gift.” I said, watching her sit down on the couch, setting her bare feet up on the coffee table.

“Well, I owe you. I’ll have to find a way to pack you back.” she said. I would have told her not to worry about it, but she was so desirable, and there were plenty of things I would have accepted as payment.

“You’re lucky you’re cute.”

“Awh, thank you daddy. I mean, Mike. I’m sorry.” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. No part of me believed it was an accident, and I didn’t want to turn her off of the little pet name.

“It’s fine. I kinda like it, at least when you say it.” I said, looking her petite frame up and down. There was a clear and sudden tension, accentuated by our lingering eye contact. “If you don’t mind me asking, why’d you get kicked out of your parent’s house? You never said.”

“Oh.” she said, turning bashful all of a sudden. “It’s kind of naughty…”

“I don’t mind.” I said, grinning back at her.

“Okay, so, well, you aren’t going to judge me, are you?” she asked, giggling anxiously and squirming around in her seat while flipping her hair.

“I don’t think so.” I said.

“You know how I told you that I’m an influencer?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Well, I have one of THOSE pages.”

“Okay? I don’t really know what that means.” I said.

“It’s called Fans Only. I do adult content.”

“Oh, wow. Really?” I asked, kind of surprised. She certainly had the looks, and I could  see that she was something of a sex kitten, but I didn’t expect to hear that she was some sort of porn star.

“Yeah. I get a lot of free products, and sometimes a little money from ads, but I make most of my living from Fans Only. My parents found out, and they told me that I either had to stop making content, or move out. And I decided not to quit, because I’m finally making decent money.” she said, throwing up her hands in frustration. “I just wish they would be happy for me.”

“Oh, baby. You have to try and understand, they see you as their little girl, and they probably think it’s scary for you to be putting yourself out there. It’s hard.”

“I know that, I really do, but at the same time, I get to make my own choices and I don’t think that I should be disowned for that.” she said, her eyes welling up with tears as she explained her situation. I felt for her, especially seeing how much it affected her. Lizzy was a sweet girl, and we embraced once again with a hug.

“Shh. It’s okay, baby. You’ll get through this. You’ll figure it out.” I said, rubbing circles on her back and inhaling her feminine scent. I was trying my best to keep my mind out of the gutter, but the contact was short circuiting my ability to think straight.

“Thank you, daddy.” she said, laying her head on my shoulder.

“You’re so sweet.” I whispered. We looked into each other’s eyes, and I brushed her hair behind her ear before giving into my impulses. I leaned in, and our lips pressed together. Her taste was so sweet that I couldn’t stop myself, and we started making out right there on the couch. I climbed on top of her, grinding against her and feeling her up as our tongues swirled together.

“Mmm…” she moaned, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me in tighter.

“You’re such a cutie. You know that I’m forty years old, right?” I asked, raising her chin and nestling my nose against her neck.

“I didn’t know, but now I do.” she giggled, reactive to every peck on her soft flesh. I sucked on her neck, my cock throbbing with arousal and filled with need.

“I want you.” I said, slipping my fingers under her shirt and lifting it towards her head.

“Yes, daddy. My body is yours to use. Take me.” she said, melting under my touch. I could see the desire in her eyes, that she was as ready as I was to consummate. Her gorgeous little tits called out to me, and there were no more inhibitions. Our clothes couldn’t come off fast enough, and her naked body became my instant obsession.

“Whenever I want it?” I asked, removing my briefs and eyeing her clean shaven pink cunt. Her eyes went wide, and she didn’t even respond to my question, just stared for several seconds at my cock. I smiled down at her, taking hold of it by the base and slapping it against the palm of my hand several times while she ogled it.

“Oh my God, daddy. Your cock…your balls.” she said, sitting up and crawling over to me without hesitation.

“You like it?” I asked, sitting down and throwing my arm around her as she lowered her head towards my lap.

“I love it.” she said, pressing her soft lips against the tip, and placing several sensual kisses. “I love it.”

“Good girl.” I said, letting my fingers take hold of her hair, holding her head in place and setting the pace as she took hold of my dick and began diving down onto it like she was bobbing for apples.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck. Ahh!” she gasped, looking up at me with a naughty little grin. “It’s so big.”

“Don’t stop, baby. You’re doing such a good job.” I said, pushing her head back down and throwing mine back. She was an absolute eater, with no sign of possessing a gag reflex. She reached up and took hold of my hand, pushing it down on her head and communicating without words that she wanted me to fuck her face.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck!”

“Oh, wow. You’re really good at that.” I said, trying to relax into the experience and really savor it. It had been a while since I’d gotten a blowjob, and Lizzy was completely unlike what I was used to.

“Thank you, daddy. I live to serve.” she said, lifting my cock and burying her face in my nuts. The pleasure rang out, and I had to continuously remind myself to control my breathing and stay in control, or else I was going to make a huge mess down her throat.

“Is that right?”

“Yes, daddy. I’m very submissive.” she said, slurping at my balls and stroking in unison while I grunted and pushed her head down.

“I can see that.”

“We should do this on camera. I’d make a ton more money if I did boy-girl scenes. You have such a beautiful penis, it would be perfect.” she said, giggling and looking up at me.

“You think so?”

“One hundred percent. I get requests all the time.” she said. “I could give you a percentage of what I make.”

“That’s okay, angel. That’s not what I want from you.” I said, watching her as she spit onto the head of my cock, spreading it around with the tip of her tongue.

“What do you mean?”

“You said that you’re very submissive, right?” I asked, watching her tiny little hands struggle to fit around my girth.

“I am.”

“Then be my submissive. Give me free use of that petite little body of yours whenever I want, and I’ll do porn with you.” I said.

“Really?” she asked, lighting up and slapping my erection against her tongue.

“Absolutely, but I need your submission.” I said, completely transfixed on her beauty, and claiming it for myself.

“Yes, daddy.” she said, batting her eyes eagerly and plunging her throat back down onto my length.

“Fuck, baby. Such a good little slut.” I said. Hearing her agree to be my submissive gave me a rush of power, and I quickly took control of the situation, bending her over the armrest of her couch and giving her pale white ass a firm smack.

“Ugh!”

“Such a tight little ass.” I said, pulling apart her cheeks and examining her holes.

“Thank you, sir.” she said, squirming beneath me in anticipation. I was still coming to terms with the juicy flesh laid before me, and fought my urge to plunder her right away, electing instead to push my finger into her wetness, causing her to squeal.

“I want to lay down a couple of ground rules.” I said, shocked by her incredible tightness. It was going to be quite a squeeze, and I knew from the second my finger slipped inside that I was going to cum so hard into her little cunt.

“Yes, daddy. Tell me what to do to please you.”

“First, you belong to me. I own you. I am your master, and you will be under me. Do you understand?”

“Yes master. Please…”

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes. It feels so good. I want you.” she said, her legs trembling as I simply pushed my finger in and out of her. I could tell she wasn’t all that experienced, and was hyper aroused by what was taking place.

“It’s perfectly natural, baby, but I want your purity as well. You’re mine, which means you’re only mine. No other guys.”

“Yes, daddy. I promise. Just please fuck me.”

“Good girl, I know you wouldn’t break a promise to daddy.” I said, pulling my finger out and licking it clean. Her taste made me go primal, and I got into position behind her.

“Never. I always obey my daddy.” she said, whimpering as I placed my bulbous mushroom head at her opening, holding it there and applying the slightest pressure. “Oh, God.”

“Hold on, baby.” I said, spitting onto my length and preparing to take her. I knew that she was half my age, and that I should have probably walked away much earlier, but it was too late. There’s no amount of willpower that could have made me stop, knowing full well that I was about to have a complete awakening in my life having found a perfect little submissive living right next door.

Chapter 3 - Lizzy

He had me so turned on that I didn’t care what he did to me. My inner nature took over, and I was reduced into a helpless puddle before him. I’d always had a thing for older men, a daddy kink, and submissive side that hadn’t been thoroughly explored, so he kind of melted through any potential defenses I might have.

“Hold your ass apart.” he said, telling me what to do as he began trying to fit his massive monster between my legs. I bit down on my lip as he forced it inside, wincing in pleasure as I’d never taken such a huge dick before.

“Oh my God…it’s…so big.” I squealed as he spread my walls, holding the small of my back and making me take it.

“Yeah, that’s my girl. Look at that tiny little pussy, such a tight grip.” he said, holding me by the small of my back and burying himself inside. I was seeing stars immediately, and he started pounding away, hitting spots that hadn’t been accessed by another man, laying claim to me in such a total and complete way.

“Don’t stop, daddy. Please…please don’t stop.” I said, hanging on for dear life as he fucked me so hard that I was taken to a state of total pleasure. I couldn’t even process all of the feelings, as I felt so dirty in the best way being bent over the couch like that, christening the new home in a way I never thought possible.

“You like that big cock?”

“Oh! Yes, daddy. I love it. I love your big daddy dick.”

“Such a dirty mouth, you little whore. I love it.” he said, holding my hips and filling me completely. It took very little for him to make me cum, as I’d never been in such a heightened state of arousal before. There was so much to it, the age gap, the intensity, the novelty. The submission. The way he so easily shifted into the dominant role.

“Yes, daddy. I’m your little whore.” I said. No man had ever called me names during sex before, and I wasn’t sure why but it made me feel special and dirty and wrong all wrapped up into one orgasm shaped box.

“I’m gonna paint your pretty little face of yours, but not this time. This time I’m gonna cum right into your womb.” he said. Suddenly, he pushed it somehow even deeper. He hadn’t even been feeding me full length strokes, and my eyes bulged as I started bottoming out.

“Oh! Oh! Daddy, fuck! Daddy!” I screamed, flooded with emotions and sensations as he let loose, fucking me completely senseless until he was grunting and calling out my name.

“I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m so close…fuck. Lizzy!” He said my name and pushed his hips forward, making good on his promise to cum inside of me. Every nerve down there was tingling, and I could feel his hard cock pulsing as he emptied himself into me. It was such a sexy moment, and while it may have been a risky indiscretion, I couldn’t help feeling like it was the perfect bonding experience between myself and my new dominant daddy.

Chapter 4 - Mike

My emotions got the better of me and I ended up inviting her over to my place to spend the night in my bed. She was so cute and cuddly, I couldn’t seem to resist. It was more than just that, she was so submissive and clingy. It was obvious she’d enjoyed the sex, as I truly felt like she was my possession with the way she did as she was told.

She woke me up with a blowjob later that night, and by the time I came to, she’d crawled into my lap, and was trying to sit on it.

“Hi, baby.” I said, cupping her breasts in my hand and cooing as she sank down onto it.

“Hi, daddy. I figured you could use a nut.” she said, flashing a grin.

“Daddy’s little slut. I love you.” I said, the words just flying out of my mouth before I could stop myself. It had a major effect on her, and she looked into my eyes.

“I love you too, daddy.” she whispered, dropping her hips onto my thighs and bouncing up and down in my lap. I went from fast asleep to wide awake real quick, the animal inside of me awakening effortlessly for her. I wrapped my fingers around her throat, kissing her passionately and thrusting from the bottom.

“You want that cum in your pussy?” I asked, feeling the freight train of pressure building as I held her tiny waist in my hands. She had to be the smallest woman I’d ever been with, and I was fully immersed in her beauty, learning the way she moved and what she liked.

“Please.” she gasped, gripping my wrist to no avail. I controlled her air supply, and a great surge of power moved over me. There was no question in my mind, that she now belonged to me.

“Good slut. Take that cock. Ride it, ride it hard until you milk it with your tight little pussy.” I said. I put my thumb into her mouth, hooking her cheek and pressing it onto her tongue as she swirled it around. We should have been using protection, but I didn’t care. I should have pulled out, but I didn’t even consider it.

“I’m cumming!” she squealed, her face turning red as she released, squirting all over my dick and sending me into a thrusting frenzy that didn’t stop until she was dripping cum. Again, the vibrating pleasure moved through my entire body, and we became so close that it didn’t seem possible we’d only just met.

“Fuck.” I said, letting out a sigh and feeling my tiredness swooping back in. I backed myself out of her, letting the excess spill onto the sheets without a care in the world.

“That was so hot. I’m so glad you said I love you. I really needed to hear that.” she said, leaning in for a quick kiss before backing her ass into my crotch and pulling my arm over her.

“You’re so sweet, baby. Of course daddy loves you.” I said, placing soft kisses on her neck before drifting back off to sleep. I figured it was a part of the play, of our newly formed bond and sexual dynamic. I didn’t think too much of it, other than agreeing with her that it was hot.

The whole situation was hot. I wasn’t sure what I’d gotten myself into, but I was happy that things had worked out like they had, and beyond excited for what the future held. Our little hookup gave a whole new meaning to the phrase love thy neighbor.

Chapter 5 - Lizzy

We cuddled all through the night, waking each other multiple times and engaging in the most mind blowing sex of my life. By the morning, I couldn’t imagine being with another man. I didn’t think of myself as a size queen, but I could see myself getting used to submitting to such a formidable endowment.

I went home in the morning to unpack my things, and it wasn’t long before he joined me. It all happened so fast, us hooking up, and it kind of made me feel weird because that’s now typically how things worked for me. He was the first guy I’d ever slept with that wasn’t my boyfriend.

Mike assembled my bed and helped me unpack for a while, and the conversation flowed very easily which was very reassuring. It would have been the worst to fuck him all night, and then find out the next day that there was no chemistry between us outside of the bedroom. I was pleasantly surprised, but still unsure of how to proceed.

Eventually, my entire room was unpacked and the place was starting to feel like home.

“Are you hungry?” I asked, ready for a break.

“Yeah, but I wanna start with dessert.” he said, a smile spreading across his lips as he approached me. We’d been so friendly for the past couple hours, but we hadn’t really discussed the elephant in the room.

“Oh?”

“Remove your clothes, Lizzy. Lay on your back.” he said.

“Daddy!” I said, feeling the warmth invade my center as he shifted the entire energy of the room.

“You better do as you’re told. I don’t want any back talk.” he said.

“Yes sir.” I said, looking into his eyes and getting into my bed.

“Good girl. Take them off, we won’t be needing any clothes for what we’re about to do.” he said, joining in while I stripped down for him. It struck me how easy it was to submit to him. It just felt right, and I didn’t dare disobey him.

“Oh, daddy. I love this.” I said, spreading my legs apart and watching his eyes dart straight to my center.

“You’re so fun to look at.” he said, his semi-erect cock flopping out dramatically and reminding me again why he was the perfect daddy for me. “You did such a good job last time. I want you to suck it again, and show me what a depraved little cockslut you can be.”

“Of course, daddy.” I said, loving the free use aspect of our relationship. He established the ground rules quickly, and our kinks lined up very well. I wanted to serve, to worship, and to be used like an object. I wanted praise and approval, but I also wanted to be put in my proper place. Mike got into bed and stood beside me on his knees, grabbing a handful of hair and bringing me front and center.

“Not yet. Wait until you’re told.” he said, holding his shaft and wagging it in my face. I went cross eyed staring at his big, veiny manhood, my mouth watering for another chance to have his cock sliding down my throat.

“I want it.” I said, whining playfully and sticking out my tongue.

“So pretty, I like that. Give daddy a little show.” he said, gathering my hair into a ponytail, or more accurately, a handle. I pressed my tits together, laying on my back and dutifully waiting for him to decide when was the proper time to feed me. I opened wide, sticking out my tongue and showing him the target I wanted him to shoot his creamy cumload onto. “Perfect. I’m going to corrupt you in ways you can’t even understand.”

“Yes please. I’ll be whatever you want me to be.” I said, the pressure between my legs making it harder and harder to remain patient. His cock was a marvel, intimidatingly thick and aesthetically pleasing. I’d never felt such cock lust, a deep desire to let him take my throat and demean me while forcing me to perform like his own personal pornstar. In fact, that’s exactly what I wanted to be for him.

“I want you to be my cock sleeve. Once you put your mouth on it, I don’t want you taking it off until I’ve finished cumming down your throat. Do you understand?” he asked, dangling his heavy hanging balls directly over my face, teasing me while I eagerly awaited my opportunity.

“I understand daddy. Please let me have it.”

“That’s a good girl. I like it when you beg.”

“Please, daddy. Pretty please with a throatpie on top?” I asked, grinning in an attempt to seduce him into letting me suck it. He’d become completely hard, slowly stroking his juicy length. Mike chuckled at my dirty talk, and laid it directly across my face, using it for scale to show off his endowment. “Please?”

“Do you think you deserve to worship this dick?”

“I hope so, daddy. Please give me a chance. I promise I won’t let you down.”

“I know you won’t, angel. I know you won’t.” he said, the tendons in his neck flexing as he struggled to hold out any longer. As much as I wanted to suck him, I was starting to wonder who he was teasing more, himself or me.

“Please?” I asked, batting my eyes and knowing full well that the tease was about to end.

“Do it.” he grunted, thrusting forward directly into my waiting mouth. He filled my mouth right away, and I’d never given oral from my back before. Mike was aggressive, holding me by the hair and straddling my face as he thrusted it down into my gullet. I gagged right away, still getting used to the position.

“Mmmm…” I gasped, careful to keep it in my mouth as per his instructions. He had a very loving, nurturing side to him, but I knew that he was serious about my submission, and that it wouldn’t be a good idea to disobey a direct order.

“Deeper.” he said, cutting off my airflow and impaling my throat. I gasped for air with it still wedged deep, being taken to new heights while slobbering all over his meaty rod.

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” my throat squished, making sounds that were well beyond my own control. It was a powerless feeling, deeply vulnerable being held in place on a mattress, having my head used as a fleshlight of sorts.

“Yesss….that’s my suck slut. Don’t stop, Lizzy. Make it spurt into that soft little throat of yours.” he said, his voice deep and gutterall. His balls began bumping against my chin, flapping as he increased the pace of his grinding thrusts. I opened wide, trying desperately to fully relax my throat despite the fact that I was holding my breath, being smothered by the biggest daddy dick.

“Guck!”

“I’m going to put you on a liquid diet.” he said, staring into my eyes as tears streamed down my cheeks. “Touch yourself. Play with that pussy for daddy.”

I wanted to thank him, but I couldn’t speak. My hand moved instinctively between my legs, tending to the pounding arousal he stirred within me. The pulsing vibrations swept over me, and I became completely unhinged the more that I pleasured myself.

“My turn.” he said, slapping my hand away from my clit and replacing it with his own. Mike’s fingers were fat like his cock, skilled hotdogs capable of doling out obscene amounts of pleasure.

“Yes, daddy!” I squealed, writhing beneath him and struggling for every little bit of oxygen I could consume. My own saliva was dripping down the sides of my face, but it felt so good knowing that I was giving him what he wanted.

“Don’t stop, Lizzy. You’ve got it. I’m so close.” he said, raising his torso and tossing his head back. I could feel him swelling in my mouth, getting puffy and soft and fast approaching release. Something about that moment, bringing a man who’s practically unhinged to the edge of orgasm sent me over the edge. No sooner had he told me that he was close, and I was cumming too. “Ugh!”

“Mmmm!” I moaned, feeling the ropes of his hot sticky cum spraying into the back of my throat, filling my mouth as he flexed and called out in agony, his grip tightening around handfuls of my hair as I swallowed around his girth, sucking down every last drop of his yummy reward. I was in heaven, bucking wildly and melting into the subspace that only he was capable of putting me into. There aren’t words for how this made me feel, and I wanted nothing more than to serve his carnal needs for the rest of my life. I know how ridiculous that sounds, but it’s the way he made me feel, and everytime we touched it became more apparent.


Chapter 6 - Mike

I’m glad it isn’t possible to physically suck the soul out of a man, because our power dynamics would have been completely reversed were that the case. It was a heavy release, but I fought the urge to cuddle her up and make her take a nap with me. I had other plans. We were both hungry, and I wanted to take her out.

“Take a shower. You smell.” I said, holding a straight face and looking over at her.

“Yes, daddy.” she said, perky and without hesitation.

“Baby, I’m kidding.” I said, grabbing her by the ankle before she could slip out of bed and pulling her back into my arms. “Do take a shower though, because I want to go get some food.”

“That sounds great.” she said. Despite finishing moments earlier, I still felt the urge to fuck her. The attraction was a lot, and she was too much. What in the hell was a man supposed to do?

I went home and had a shower of my own, and put on some nice lunch date clothes considering the sweltering heat. She took a while to get ready, but it was well worth it when she emerged from her bedroom wearing a form-fitted yet flowing white summer dress that showcased her youthful beauty and exuberance to a tee.

“Yowzers. Absolutely stunning.” I said, almost taken aback by her outright desirability. I’d held her down and cum down her throat an hour before, but it still hadn’t really set in for me that she was mine. I walked her to my car, and drove her to one of my favorite sports bars across town.

It was a place I’d frequented years back, and still went back to from time to time. We arrived a little after one, and I started seeing people that I knew right away. It was just one of those things, everything happened to be there at once.

“Who’s the lovely lady?” Bob asked. He was a regular there and I always got along with him well.

“Oh, this is my girlfriend, Lizzy.” I said, giving her a look to see if she’d play along.

“Seriously?” he asked, snapping his head in her direction.

“Seriously.” she said, offering her hand. “I’m Lizzy.”

“Bob! Nice to meet you!” he said, grinning and staring back at her. “Good job, dude. I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Lizzy was a champ, and played right along with everything as I introduced her to my various friends and acquaintances. Seeing how much grace she possessed was almost awe inspiring, as she was so polite and friendly to everyone. I started being able to see myself with her right away, and with my little white lie that we were already an item, I’d planted a seed that was already being watered.

By the time we got our food, we’d managed to sneak away from the bar to our own private booth. Her invigorating energy left me staring at her all night, asking her questions and figuring out who the girl who’d stolen my interest actually was.

She was focused on fitness and fashion, and had built herself a solid little following of over ten thousand people. It was working out in terms of brand deals, but the pay wasn’t quite enough for her to fully afford her bills, so she’d gone to Fans Only in order to make up the difference.

“I mostly do foot pics, and a little bit of solo masturbation, but I never show my face.” she said.

“I see. Are you going to?”

“Well, I was thinking about it. I mean, if we start shooting videos together, I’ll definitely have to show it. Or maybe wear a mask to obscure my face a little.” she said.

“That’d be very sexy, I’m into it. But can I ask you a question?”

“Shoot.”

“This has already led to a falling out with your family. If you’re really passionate about making this type of content, then I say go for it, but if it’s just for money, honestly, I think you might regret it as you get older. Especially if you want to start a family.” I said, taking a moment to try and bring her back to reality. I was a forty year old man, and I was perfectly okay with bending her over on camera, but I couldn’t help feeling like it might be a mistake on her part, and the last thing I wanted was to be a part of the reason she decided to take her life in a direction that she might seriously regret later.

“Yeah, I’m not. Passionate about making porn, I mean. It’s just what brings in the money.” she said.

“So if your bills were paid, you would just as quickly walk away from it and focus on building your fitness and fashion brand?” I asked. The whole thing with online strangers paying for porn was something I wasn’t too familiar with, and while I could see the appeal, she didn’t strike me as the type.

“Absolutely, but I’d only be halfway there without my Fans Only account.” she said.

“Hmm. Well, you are my free use submissive now. I’d say that justifies an allowance. How much are we talking here?”

“Wait, seriously? You’re not being serious.”

“As long as you’re faithful, submissive, and obedient, I don’t see why not.”

“Oh my goodness, Mike. Oh, wow.” she said, fanning herself with her hands and turning red. She looked around at the other patrons, and then back at me. “I would need about $2,500 a month to replace my income if I deleted my account.”

“Done.” I said without hesitation. I was hoping she didn’t have ridiculously high standards when it came to money, asking for ten stacks or something like that, but I thought twenty five hundred was perfectly reasonable.

“No. You’re lying.”

“I swear. I’ll pay you at the end of every month. How does that sound?”

“That sounds amazing, daddy.” she said, saying the last word quietly and giving me a look. “So I can delete my account? And never have to talk to any of these weirdo guys ever again?”

“You better delete it right now. Daddy doesn’t share his girl, in no way, shape, or form.” I said.

“Oh my goodness. Okay. I’m doing it.” she said, grabbing her phone and going to town. I smiled with pride, looking over at the woman who was captivating me more with each passing moment. The whole making a porno thing did seem like a good opportunity at the time, but if we were going to start dating, I knew that my only shot at getting into the good graces of her family would be to get her the hell away from that website.

I guess it was the whole atmosphere, but I started getting a possessive feeling, and wanted to take her back to my place all alone. We had some leftovers, so we got a couple boxes, I paid our bill, and we hightailed it back home. The bar was only fifteen minutes from the house, but I felt like enacting my free use privileges right there in the car.

“Daddy, thank you so much. I really don’t think you understand how much this means to me.” she said, all over me as we pulled out of the driveway. The sun had faded completely while we were there, leaving us alone in the car, driving back home in the dark.

“It’s a decent little chunk of money. You know how you could show your appreciation?” I asked, reaching down and undoing my belt with one hand as I made a right hand turn. Lizzy giggled softly, and unfastened her seatbelt.

“I think I have an idea.” she said, leaning across to give me a soft peck on the cheek. “Let me suck that big daddy dick.”

“Baby, fuck. I love when you talk like that.” I said, having her take the wheel momentarily so that I could get my pants down. The anticipation had me rock hard, and she wasted no time in showing her appreciation. “Ungh…”

“Mmm…I love your cock so much, daddy. It’s so manly.” she whispered, her warm saliva dripping down my shaft as she worshiped the head.

“Good girl. Perfect.” I said, driving with one hand and holding the back of her head with the other. She bobbed up and down, swallowing my length and gagging herself on it until her spit turned viscous. Lizzy was a first ballot hall of famer when it came to sucking dick, but she performed like she was still trying to make the team.

“Guck!”

“Baby, you’re gonna suck it out before we even make it home.” I said, running my fingers through her soft blonde hair as I pulled up to a stoplight, glancing over and giving a little nod to the cop in the lane next to me who was none the wiser.

“It’s my liquid diet, daddy. I need the protein.” she said, smiling up at me with a sticky strand of saliva connecting her lips to my swollen mushroom. When she noticed, she slurped it right back up and recycled it, hitting me with the old hawk tuah.

“Dear God, thank you for gifting me with the world’s most perfect little fuckslut. Amen.” I said, struggling to keep my eye on the road as I glanced back and forth between her and the windshield. She laughed around a mouthful of dick without breaking her steady rhythm. It was right as I pulled into our neighborhood, and I physically lost it, erupting into her tightly formed lip seal as she swallowed around it, slurping down every creamy strand.

“I’ve never swallowed like that before. I’m glad you eat healthy, it’s kind of delicious.” she said, wiping her mouth with her arm as she sat up in her chair. I pulled into my driveway, buzzing on endorphins with a perma smile molded into my face.

“That’s great motivation to stick to my diet.” I said, shifting into park and pulling my pants up in the driveway to avoid being seen by the other neighbors.

Lizzy was a delectable delight, blowing me away in multiple senses of the word. It had been a while since I’d had such a good time, and that would have been true even if she hadn’t hijacked my simple male biology, using her mouth to make another kidnapping attempt directed at my soul. I wondered to myself as we walked to my front door at the start of another sleepover, who really owned who in this situation?

Chapter 7 - Lizzy

I’d never consumed a sip of alcohol in my life, but Mike taught me what it felt like to be drunk. I followed him around, soaking in his love and adoration. He was everything I needed at the time. I replaced my father with a father figure, someone I could call daddy.

Instead of taking advantage of me, he gave me good advice and proved his commitment by offering to subsidize my rent to help me focus on my real goals. It was the most flattering investment anyone has ever offered me, and it made me feel emotional because it was so generous and sweet. It also made me feel submissive, and thrilled to be used as his personal playtoy.

That night, he held me so close, and we just kissed and kissed. He’d been so rough and dominant up until that point, not that his passion hadn’t shown through, but it was very comforting. Our interactions were all under his control, and the one when we got home from the restaurant was slow and full of savor.

“I really like this, with us.” he said. “I can’t see myself being okay with letting go of you.”

“Then don’t.” I whispered, raising my arms and letting him pull my dress off over my head.

“I won’t.” he said, descending between my legs and tugging at the slutty little thong I wore specifically for him.

“You’re always so wet for me.” he said, kissing my sex and adding his tongue. I was still getting used to his experience, and cooed playfully as I let myself relax under his touch.

“Daddy…”

“Baby.” he said, spreading my lips with his fingers and dipping his tongue inside, dragging it towards my clit and circling around it. My back arched almost reflexively, and I found myself grinding against his face and gripping his hair with both hands, pushing him down into me.

“I think I wanna marry you.” I said, overtaken with bliss and without inhibition. Something about those words caught his attention, as he pulled his face away and climbed on top of me, cupping my head and staring into my eyes.

“After I get you pregnant,” he said. It was the hottest thing a man had ever said to me at the time, but I had zero idea how prophetic his words would be. I looked down between us, watching his massive hardness enter me as I was overtaken by pleasure. We continued kissing, grinding against each other and making love in the most beautiful way.

It was impossible not to fantasize, to consider the possibilities of him being truly the one.

“Oh my God. Please make me pregnant.” I said, his fingers wrapped gently around my throat and applying zero pressure. It was so sweet, and different, and nice. I couldn’t get enough of him, and the longer we went, the more I called out for him.

“Let me do it.”

“Please, daddy. I want it. I want your cum.”

“Yeah? You’re gonna get it. You’re gonna be mine forever.” he said, increasing the pace and slamming his hips into mine. My entire body flushed, and I kept begging for his seed until he was giving it to me, almost violently. I couldn’t stop shaking, sent to another Earth shattering orgasm beneath his relentless thrusting.

I hate sleeping alone, and skipped another night in my own house by being his little spoon. It wasn’t at all the romance I expected, but it’s the one that found me, and I couldn’t imagine being more fulfilled than in that moment.

“I love you.” he whispered, his hot breath tickling my ear and sending a chill down my spine. We’d said it before in the heat of the moment, but this was post coital, and I was feeling it too.

“I love you too.” I said, the words rolling off the tongue without any reserve. His big arms served as the perfect blanket, and I had no trouble drifting off to sleep with endless possibilities lying ahead. As unlikely as it seemed, I’d found my partner and nothing could be more obvious to me at that moment because it felt so right.

Chapter 8 - Mike

I went for a ride on my motorcycle the next day and thought about my fortunate predicament. A couple of my friends had already reached out congratulating me on the new relationship, but nothing was official.

She was so much younger than me, and at a completely different stage in her life. The connection was unreal, and I knew it was right, but I had to navigate it correctly. I knew that I could be good for her, love her unconditionally and provide and protect. I was just a lot older, so I already knew what I wanted and that she was it.

The next couple months were blissful to say the least. It was like the culmination of my sexuality, and all of my desires converging into one perfect lifetime achievement award. I got what I wanted.

Lizzy said yes when I asked her to be my girlfriend, which was already assumed because we’d occupied those roles so effortlessly for each other. It wasn’t lust at first sight being masturbated to oblivion, it was true partnership. We exchanged roles, chores, and financial responsibility.

Left to her own devices, and I mean devices quite literally, she started making more and more money. At the end of the day, she was endlessly marketable because of her all american good looks, and I couldn’t be happier that she elected to forego Fans Only because the brands that she worked with wouldn’t have worked with her if she did.

I cut off her allowance pretty quickly, because as things picked up for her, she started closing the gap between our incomes. We decided to move in together, and I paid for her to break her lease after she puked in my bathroom early one morning.

She doesn’t drink and eats perfectly, and she wasn’t under the weather. We both knew what was up when she started getting sick in the mornings. By that time, we’d settled into such a comfortable life that it wasn’t even worth mentioning.

“Let’s go get a test.”

“Yes, daddy. I think you did it.” she said, giving me a hug. An hour later and we had confirmation, she was pregnant. At this point, she hadn’t talked to her family since the whole debacle. I told her that it was time, and she reached out.

They were a pretty healthy family overall. Her father was a mechanic, who had busted his ass his entire life and just wanted the best for his daughter. When he found out she was pregnant, he wanted to know by whom. She told him, and then I stepped in.

I met him at his shop after hours, and we sat down in the garage and had a couple beers, talking it out like men. I explained how everything happened, omitting obvious details out of respect but giving him the nuts and bolts of the actual story.

He thanked me for leading her away from the temptation for easy money, and looked me in the eye when he shook my hand before we both headed home.

No spoilers, but it’s a boy. We’ve decided to name him Walker, we both like the name and it kind of clicked for both of us. That’s what we’re going to do.

I’m glad to be back in the game of life, and reconnect to the human apparatus. It’s much easier to commit knowing you have a good girl in your hands, because I know that despite my flaws and shortcomings, I don’t have it in me to ever do wrong by her.

No matter what it is that needs done, I will do it. I can’t wait to be a father, if it’s half as fulfilling as being Lizzy’s daddy, then I know it’s something I can proudly take to the grave.

She’s seven months now, and it’s all preparation. I love her so much, with all of my heart, and I’ve never been more excited for what lies ahead.

Submissive Influencer

Chapter 1 - Sofia

My life was reaching a point of critical mass, and action needed to be taken. I was two months behind on rent, and the only reason my landlord hadn’t kicked me out was because he was a creepy old pervert who thought that he could somehow leverage my debt into sexual favors. He didn’t say it directly, but he implied it multiple times under the guise of “just kidding”. 

He creeped me out, and I didn’t find him the least bit attractive. For starters, he was sixty five years old, and didn’t take care of himself. If he was a country, his main export would have been the grease that poured constantly from his oversized pores. So that wasn’t happening, but I needed to figure out my money situation and fast, because he’d eventually figure out he had no chance with me, and would be totally within his rights as a landlord to get rid of me. 

The reason I moved in is because he was the only person who would take me as a tenant because I had no credit or rental history, and only two thousand dollars to my name. I had a rough home situation, and when my mother’s ex boyfriend got out of prison, he came to stay with us. That was my last straw, as he was a violent alcoholic with zero ambitions other than wasting away and trying to touch my thigh or graze against my ass every chance he got. 

I worked 35 hours a week at a local restaurant, waiting tables. It was my first job, and while it was nice to socialize, meet new people, and make some cash, it wasn’t really cutting it. I tried picking up additional hours, but they weren’t available and I was kind of burning out anyway. Something needed to change, and I spent all of my free time researching ways to make money online. 

Being young and only having a high school diploma didn’t leave me with many options, at least when it came to making the amount of money I wanted. I kept coming back to the idea of being an influencer, as I’d already amassed a couple thousand followers just by posting bikini and workout pics. That said, I knew that I wasn’t going to get by with just that. I knew that I was going to have to make sexual content, and honestly, that didn’t bother me in the least. 

The problem was that I didn’t have any equipment other than my phone, and my apartment was so shitty that it was embarrassing. It certainly wasn’t suited as a backdrop for erotic content, although I’d have plenty of roaches available to be cast as extras in the background. 

That’s when he reached out to me, a local male influencer with almost forty thousand followers on his main page. It’s like he could read my mind, because he asked if I’d like to do a collaboration with him and make some content. His name was Chase, and we hadn’t talked before. His page was pretty typical for an influencer, lots of workout videos and shirtless pics. 

He was very attractive, and looked to be in his late twenties. I inspected his page before responding, and it wasn’t until I clicked on his links page that I found out what type of content he made. 

Pretty much, he was a Fans Only pornstar, focused entirely on male domination. I was very curious, but didn’t have the extra money to pay for a subscription so that I could check it out. I did a Google image search of his tag, followed by the word nude, and oh boy. 

Chase had the biggest dick I’d ever seen, and coupled with his muscular, tattooed physique, he gave me an almost painful ladyboner. There were a couple of his videos on regular porn sites that didn’t require payment. I was all alone in my apartment, bored, and curious. 

Five minutes later, and I was feeling levels of arousal that I didn’t know my body could feel. The video I watched was him in his living room with a very attractive girl around my age, and there was no beating around the bush or lead up. He took control, putting her down on her knees with her arms and hands tied behind her back with ropes, grabbing her by the head and force feeding her with his monster cock. 

“Oh my God.” I said, my hand moving uncontrollably between my legs. I couldn’t believe that he’d reached out to me, and any inhibitions I had about performing on camera faded away as I masturbated myself to multiple orgasms. 

I didn’t even know that I wanted to be dominated like that until I saw the video. He was so masculine and rough, almost mean at times, and it made me want to switch places with her even though I doubted I could take what he was dishing out. I wasn’t particularly experienced at the time, I’d hooked up with a handful of guys, but never had a partner that was consistent enough for me to really get the hang of things. 

My body’s reaction to him was beyond my control, and I wanted him in a hungry way. It was intimidating, without a doubt, thinking about actually meeting up with him and doing a “collaboration”. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity though, and decided to respond to his message. 

Thank you so much! I just watched one of your videos, and it was, uhm, really hot to say the least. I’d love to work with you, as I’ve been seriously considering starting my own Fans Only page but don’t really know how to go about it. I’m kinda scared though, because you’re really big down there lol. I don’t know if I could handle it, but I’d love to try! 

I read over and rewrote the message probably five times, before finally saying fuck it and pressing send. The moment it went through, my heart rate skyrocketed because it was seen immediately, followed by “is typing…” 

“Oh, fuck. What have I gotten myself into?” I asked out loud, alone in my apartment with wide eyes. 

I was really hoping you’d say that. And don’t worry, I actually teach people how to be adult content influencers. I’ll help you with everything, start to finish, and the content we make will be great marketing to get things moving in the right direction for you. And as far as your other comment, don’t worry baby girl. I’m a dom, I’ll train you to take it. That’s what I do. 

My hands were literally shaking, and I felt myself going dumb for him, my mind blanking because I couldn’t think of the words. He kept typing, so I decided to wait to see what else he had to say. 

Shoot me your number, I’d love to meet up. I don’t think you understand, I don’t usually reach out to girls on here. They find me, but I stumbled onto your page somehow and I just got this really good feeling about you. You’re so beautiful. I want it. 

I sent him my phone number immediately, and that was the start of it all. He texted, I texted back, and we started talking about adult content, and what he had in mind for me. This went on for hours, and he had me so turned on that I couldn’t tell him no when he asked me to come over, telling me he possessed zero patience in my regard, because he needed to have me. 

The next hour was a blur, starting with the fastest shower I’d ever taken. He sent over his address, I hopped in my car, praying it would start. When it did, I noticed that I was almost empty, but his apartment was only ten miles away and I had to try. 

Chapter 2 - Sofia 

On the way over, I kept replaying in my mind the things he’d said to me, about how I would refer to him as sir, master, or daddy, and how he’d have free use of my body from the moment I stepped into his apartment. 

There was a certain element of danger, of going to meet a strange man at his apartment for sex. Especially knowing that he didn’t play around in that arena, and that I was certainly going to have the most intense sexual experience of my life. Chase was into all sorts of kinks that I’d never explored, and I found that aspect of him very intriguing. 

He mentioned his class, and how he would go over every little detail with me about how to sign up, gain followers and maintain a presence on social media, do my taxes, and that sort of thing.  That was great and I could really use the help, but that’s not at all how he sold me on coming over. I felt hungry for Chase in a way I’d never felt before, as he was very direct and confident in himself. He made me feel submissive, even though BDSM wasn’t something I had any experience with at all. 

I arrived at his building, smack dab in the center of the city, pulling up to the gate and entering the code he’d given me. It was a tall building with an industrial look, and there was something cold about it. The front door was automatic, leading to a single elevator. His place was on the top floor, unit 88, and I took a deep breath once I got to his door. 

Not only could I physically feel my heart beating in my chest as I knocked, but my adrenaline was flowing like crazy. It reminded me of the time I stole a candy bar from the gas station when I was 14, like I was doing something I knew was dangerous, and maybe even wrong, but I was willing to go to any lengths to satisfy my desires. 

“Sofia.” he said, smiling as he opened the door wearing a dark navy suit with a white undershirt, unbuttoned so I could see the tattoo that covered his chest. 

“Hi.” I said, feeling myself shrink in his presence as I glanced down at my feet before forcing myself to look into his eyes. 

“You’re even more angelic than I imagined.” he said, grabbing me by the hand and lacing his fingers in mine, staring into my eyes and leading me inside. As soon as the door closed, his hands moved to my ass, pulling me in for a kiss. 

It happened so fast, and I gave in to him right away, melting in his strong arms as he groped and passionately introduced himself. My eyes felt heavy, almost drunk as his tongue slipped into my mouth. 

“I couldn’t wait. I had to taste you right away.” he said, flashing a cocky grin and lifting me up into the air, carrying me over to the couch before placing me back down. 

“I don’t mind.” I said, terribly smitten with him. 

“Here, sit on daddy’s lap.” he said, reminding me of his titles. 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, feeling myself blush. 

“Good girl.” he whispered, kissing my cheek and letting his hands move up my sides. “So pretty, how did I find you?” 

“I don’t know. You tell me.” I said, giggling as his stubble tickled my neck. 

“A better question would be, how didn’t I find you sooner? It’s really a tragedy if you think about it. How many days did we spend apart? Too many.” he said. I wiggled around in his lap, and could distinctly feel his endowment in his pants. The nerves along my spine danced, and I couldn’t think of anywhere else I’d rather be. 

“Too many, master.” I said, making sure to follow his rules. His intoxicating presence made me want to stay on his good side in every way. 

“Let’s talk about the scene. I have a very sexy little Maid outfit for you, I want you to change into it. It’s pretty simple, I’ll roll the cameras, and you start by dusting my coffee table, bending over in front of me. I’ll take my cock out and approach you from behind. I know you aren’t as comfortable with facefucking, so we’ll start a little slower, but be ready to suck on it. We’ll adlib from there.” he said, placing his hand between my legs and quickly finding my spot over my shorts. 

“Yes sir. Anything you say.” 

“Such a good girl. I got so lucky with you, I’m never going to let you out of my clutches.” he said, continuing to rub in circles and sending pleasure rippling out in waves. 

“Ugh!” I bit down on my lap as he wrapped his fingers around my throat from behind, not restricting my airflow but putting enough pressure that I knew I was under his command. 

“You like it when daddy plays with your pretty little pussy?” 

“Yes, daddy.” 

“I know you’re a good girl, but I want you to be a slut for me, okay?” 

“Yes. Yes, daddy.” I said, whimpering as he slipped his hand inside the waistband of my shorts, rubbing the pads of his fingers between my lips. 

“So wet. Such a little slut.” 

“Yes sir. I’m a slut for you.” I said, breathing sharply. He raised my chin, holding me between his legs as he rubbed his fingertips faster over my clit, back and forth in a way that stole control of my body, further dragging me under his spell of dominance. My mind started going blank, until I was seeing stars, making strange animal noises and climaxing uncontrollably in his lap. 

“Yes, just like that. Cum for your master. I control your orgasms now, not you. Understand princess?” he asked, finally relenting so I could catch my breath. 

“Yes master.” I said, panting as he kissed my inner ear. 

“Now, be a good little slut and go change into your maid outfit. It’s in the bathroom, hanging on the shower rod. Be quick, love. My arousal for you isn’t patient.” he said, lifting me to my feet, and giving a little slap on my ass. 

He made me feel supercharged on lust, and I stumbled into the bathroom with my head spinning. I kept smiling, I couldn’t help it. He knew exactly how to trigger my body, and I knew even before we went any further that I was about to have my mind blown. 

The outfit was skimpy, and fit like a glove. I stood in front of the mirror, making  adjustments on the puffy sleeves, and turning around to see my own asscheeks poking out from under the way too short skirt. I can’t explain what came over me, the emergence of my submissive side that was in stark contrast to what I was used to. I wanted to be used, taken, and manhandled. I wanted to be in service. 

By the time I turned to walk out of the bathroom, he was already there waiting in the doorframe, checking me out. 

“The cameras are rolling. Pay them no mind. You’re not here to perform for them, you’re here to perform for me. I want you to be my submissive, Sofia. This is your audition.” he said, pulling me against him for another deep kiss, spiking my arousal once again before abruptly breaking our embrace, and returning to the living room, sitting down on the couch because the cameras were already rolling. 

There was no time to prepare myself, so I just went for it, walking into the room with my most confident strut, carrying the little black feather duster that came with the outfit, and glancing over at him while he watched intently. 

“Hello, master.” I said, feeling nervous but willing. I pranced over to the coffee table, and began dusting away, bending over at the waist and putting my ass on full display for him. This continued for perhaps thirty seconds, and I was patiently waiting while I turned my head for a quick peek, and was reminded of why I’d been intimidated in the first place. 

It was absolutely massive, like a veiny anaconda. I tore my eyes away from it, looking straight ahead and feeling myself melt further into horny hysteria. He literally dwarfed every man I’d been with, and I could feel him standing over me as he approached. 

“Sofia, I require your assistance.” he said, grabbing my hips and pulling me against him. I purred instinctively, giggling as I felt him press it against me. 

“Yes, master. What do you require?” I asked, straightening my torso and turning around to face him. His eyes sparkled, and he nodded toward his heavy cock, placing his hand on the back of my head and encouraging me to crouch, and bringing me face to face with his enormous endowment. 

“Just look at it.” he said, holding a handful of my hair as I gasped at the monster dangling before me. 

“Oh my God.” 

“That’s right. You’ve never had a cock like this before, have you Sofia?” 

“No sir. I’ve never even seen one this big.” I said, trembling with anticipation. He pressed my head against it, holding me in place. 

“Raise your eyes. Look at your new master.” 

“Yes, master. I just want to serve you.” I said, begging him. 

“Open your mouth, and stick out your tongue. I want to make you acquainted with it before you start sucking. Don’t begin until I say.” he said. 

“Yes, master.” I said, opening my mouth and doing as I was told. 

“Such an obedient little maid. Stick it out.” he said, grabbing himself by the base and slapping it down over my face, smothering me just by laying it down. He pushed his hips forward, forcing his heavy balls into my mouth. “Not yet.” 

“Yes, master.” I said, fighting the urge to touch myself while he slapped it against my tongue. He was growing even harder, making his veins more pronounced. He’d only undone his belt, opening the front of his pants to pull it out. I was reminded of the cameras as he put on a show, shoving my face into his nuts and grinding. 

“Use your tongue. Balls only.” he said. 

“Yes, master.” I said, eager to finally serve him. They were so big that I wondered if they were swollen, or if he used some sort of supplement to make them bulge. 

“Wash them with your tongue. This is what I hired you for.” he said. 

“Mmm! Yes, master.” I said, repeating the mantra and slipping into what felt like a hypnotized state. I made popping sounds as I released his oversized testicles, slobbering and trying to impress him. 

“Put your hands behind your back.” he said, pulling his belt out of its loop. “Open your mouth.” 

“Yes master.” I said, opening wide and looking up at him, unsure of what he had in store for me. He wrapped the black leather belt around the back of my head, using it as a handle to fuck my face. “Mmm!” 

“Good girl. I knew you could do it. Nice and slow, go as deep as you can.” he said, pulling both sides of the belt to force me deeper. His girth was such that I could barely fit it in my mouth, and I felt like I was unhinging my jaw like a snake. 

“Gluck!” 

“That’s okay, breathe. Try again.” he said, giving me no time to catch my breath. “This is your slut training, Sofia. Impress me.” 

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I gulped, swallowing around him and trying to breathe. His hot flesh pulsed in my mouth, and I settled into something of a rhythm. 

“Eyes. Look at daddy.” he said, using his belt to maintain my pace, taking it easy as I could only handle a shallow depth. I could feel his bulbous mushroom bumping into the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex and the release of viscous saliva that I coughed up all over him. 

“I’m sorry.” I said, sticky strands still connecting my lips to his member. 

“Don’t apologize. Words are meaningless, actions speak. Make yourself gag on it, it’s the only way you’ll learn to properly please me.” he said, pushing it past my swollen lips. I’d never partaken in such depraved sex, and I couldn’t get enough. 

It was a serious challenge, and my jaw muscles burned as I forced my mouth open to accommodate him. In and out, slowly increasing his depth while my own spit dripped from my chin and his balls. 

“Guck! Guck!” 

“Good slut. My balls. Never neglect them.” he said, taking hold of his scrotum and squeezing his balls to the end. “Rub your pretty lips on them, kiss them. Show me your devotion.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, leaning in as he gave my belt collar a tug, taking them into my mouth and massaging them with my wet lips. My arousal was crossing over the threshold of what I knew possible, turning to an aching pulse that needed relief. Even my brain was reacting, as I felt an almost manic level of euphoria wash over me as I slurped away at his balls. 

“Such a good girl. I can’t wait to really fuck your face, to watch your throat bulge as I empty my balls straight into your stomach.” he said, pulling me over to the couch and sitting back down. I kept my hands behind my back, trusting him not to impale me until I was ready and trying not to throw up on it as he increased the intensity. 

“Mmm!” I squealed, tears rolling down my cheeks, activated further each time I choked and coughed. I’d watched the way he liked to facefuck his submissives, and I knew that I wasn’t capable of handling him the way he might be used to. I appreciated him easing me in because it was a tall order. 

“Do you like sucking daddy’s dick?” he asked, releasing one end of his belt and freeing me. I smiled back at him, wiping my mouth with my forearm. 

“I love it. I wanna play with it all day long.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. I felt almost like I was on autopilot, like a character in a video game that only reacted when he pushed my buttons. 

“You will. Stand up.” he said, stepping out of his pants and underwear and unbuttoning his shirt. “Put your hands on the armrest, and bend over at the waist.” 

“Yes master.” I said, only noticing that the tingling in my ankles from crouching once I was again standing. There wasn’t time for me to process what was happening, as he wrapped the belt around my neck and mounted me from behind. “Unhh.” 

“This is my little pussy. It belongs to me now.” he said, pushing the tip inside and sending an electric jolt through to my core. I gripped the couch and held on for dear life as he worked it slowly in and out at first, spreading my wetness and taking me deeper with each forward thrust. 

“Yes, master.” I said, instinctively grabbing the belt with one of my hands to relieve the pressure. 

“No. Take your hand away. You’re my slave, Sofia. You don’t have a choice in whether or not you trust me.” he said, grabbing my arm and twisting it behind my back, not enough to make it painful, but enough to take it out of the equation as he squeezed the ends of the belt, tightening it around my neck as he bottomed out inside me, filling me like never before and transporting me to oblivion. 

“Ughhhh!” I gasped, fighting against him and giving myself over to him simultaneously. The belt restricted my airflow, but didn’t cut it off. All of my focus moved to the sensation of his juicy length penetrating my body, hitting deep, unexplored spots and making me whimper uncontrollably. My leg was shaking, and he laid his palm hard across my ass. “Ugh!” 

“Good slut. Open up for me.” he grunted, thrusting faster and driving his hips against my ass. 

“Ugh!” I squealed each time he spanked me, further transported into a submissive state of bliss. There were too many variables to account for, and their combination dragged me to the darkest, most pleasurable recesses of my mind. 

“Sofia! You’re squirting.” he said, the words nor the physical act registering in my mind, as I was far too lost in my own Earth shattering orgasm. He squeezed the belt tighter, pounding mercilessly as my peripherals began turning black. 

“Nnnnnn….” I droned, every nerve tingling. 

“Take my cum. Take it!” he said, calling out and extending his hips, forcing himself deep inside my womb as he erupted with hot sticky cum. I struggled maintaining consciousness, slobbering and giggling like a fool as my mind turned completely blank. 

Suddenly, the pressure of the leather strap was released, and I sucked in a full breath of oxygen. I didn’t lose consciousness, but I came close enough that it intensified every sensation he fucked into me. 

“God damn.” he said, dropping the belt and holding my hips as his hard cock continued to pulse. “You made a mess.” 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered, far too flustered to actually care. I collapsed onto the leather couch, where he promptly joined me, pulling me onto him so that my head was on his chest. 

“Don’t be. That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.” he said. There was a wet puddle on the floor where I guess I’d “squirted”. I thought that was only in pornos, and had no idea my body was capable of such a reaction. 

“Thank you.” I whispered, a deep relaxation overtaking me. He kissed my forehead, and laced his fingers in mine. 

“You’re welcome, my love. You were divine.” he whispered. He was so sweet to me, holding me close and kissing me, whispering sweet nothings and reminding me that we now belonged to each other. 

I had never bonded so deeply, so intimately with a man so quickly. I didn’t know what to think of it, other than knowing I wanted to belong to him in the most kinky, primal ways. He was my dominant, and I would follow him to the depths of any abyss he dragged me without hesitation. 

Chapter 3 - Chase 

I didn’t reach out to women on social media, because it was kind of creepy, for one, and because there was such a vibrant community of creators around me that finding new people to collaborate with was never an issue.

Her profile popped up on my people you may know, I guess because we lived so close together. As I scrolled through her profile, mindlessly wasting time, I felt compelled to reach out to her. I thought about just asking her out on a date, but I couldn’t help feeling like she had a lot of potential to make money as an influencer. She was too damn cute to be letting all that money pass her by, but I didn’t even know her.

Things had been going well for me in life, and I was feeling confident so I shot my shot. It was apparent right away that we had a nice little chemistry, and that she was easy to talk to and get along with.

After shooting the maid scene, I scooped her up into my arms and carried her into my bedroom for some well earned cuddles. She was so sweet, and I loved seeing the submissive kitten she melted into, purring and clinging to me like we were long lost lovers. That’s how I felt as well, and it wasn’t like other first scenes, as I usually knew the other performer for much longer, and had more of a friendship with them. 

With Sofia, it was our very first meeting, and I knew it took a lot of trust on her part to just show up at my place, even if I was a public figure. It required even more commitment to let me have my way with her. 

“You’re such a doll, like God himself sculpted you as a special gift just for me.” I said, cradling her naked body and inhaling her scent. 

“And you were sculpted to bend me over and break me in half.” she said, her eyes gleaming. 

“Perhaps.” 

“How did I do? I mean, for the scene.” 

“You were immaculate. Perfection personified. Honestly.” I said. 

“It’s gonna take some getting used to, your, uhm, endowment.” she said, turning a bit shy on me. I smiled and nestled my face against hers, taking her by the hand and placing it on my penis. 

“Practice makes perfect.” I said. 

“Really? You think you can go again?” she asked. 

“Let’s get in the shower. We can kiss on each other a little, and then I’ll put you through some deepthroat training, and maybe see what else you’re willing to do to prove your obedience to your new master.” I said, eager to answer her question in the form of action. She obviously didn’t understand the visceral effect she had on me, but how could she be expected to? I wasn’t even used to it myself. 

We walked hand in hand into the bathroom, and I let her enter first for the view. After getting the water adjusted, I turned to face her, my cock growing stiff from knowing what was about to happen. 

Many of the actresses I performed with were submissive by nature, but they weren’t my submissive. It was only for the scene, and even if our play often extended beyond the camera, they never belonged to me. I hadn’t at all been interested in a relationship, partially because of my line of work, but also because I hadn’t found the right girl. She made me question that mentality right away. 

“I love your booty. You’re truly a specimen of a woman.” I said, cupping her cheek as she stepped over the wall of the tub and past the glass sliding door. 

“Thank you, daddy. I like your bathroom, it’s a specimen of a shower.” she said, laughing obnoxiously and covering her mouth. I rolled my eyes, following behind her and closing the door. 

“You’re a dork.” 

“Yeah. Better you know that now than have to find out later, right?” she asked, giving me a wink before stepping under the water, twirling around as the steam rose from her tanned skin. 

“Definitely. I’m going to learn all of you, every crevice, nook and cranny.” I said, grabbing the bottle of strawberry lube that I kept in the shower for such occasions and holding it up for her. 

“Is this shampoo? Oh, nevermind. Oh! You’re so kinky.” she said, swatting my shoulder and lighting up after reading the label. “I’ve never used this before.” 

“What? Lube?” I asked, switching places with her and making a slight final adjustment to the temperature of the water. I like it really hot, but I didn’t want her to pass out when I plugged her throat up and made her swallow deeper. 

“Well, yeah, actually, But flavored lube, specifically.” she said. I loved her lack of experience in the kink department, as even things I found somewhat vanilla were still adventurous firsts for her. 

“Let me wash up first, and then we’ll play.” I said. 

“I don’t mind. I’ll lick the sweat off your body.” she said, lacing her arms over my shoulders and peering into my eyes. 

“I know you would. Just trust me, you’ll thank me later.” I said, lathering myself up and transferring the soap to her breasts. 

“Mmm…wash me, daddy.” she purred, giggling and pushing her chest forward as I groped her gorgeous little perky tits, running my hands down her sides and over her lean stomach. 

“God damn. You make me hungry.” 

“I’m glad. I live to serve my master.” she said, batting her eyelashes in the most seductive way. After lathering up and rinsing off, I moved her under the showerhead to do the same while grabbing hold of the strawberry lube. 

“Sit on the edge of the tub. My audience wants rough oral, that’s a large part of what I do, and I think you could get a lot of traction by performing scenes with me. I won’t get rough with you on camera until you’re ready, but I need you to practice.” I said, squeezing the lube onto my length and stroking it up and down. 

“Yes, master. I want to be perfect for you.” she said, cupping my balls and leaning right in. 

“I knew I liked you. Slurp it up, good girl. Go slowly, control your breathing, and just try to go a little deeper each time.” I said, coaching her along as she tickled my nerves. She wasn’t struggling as much as I thought, but she couldn’t take it all. I knew it would take some practice, but that she’d be gagging herself and slobbing all over it in no time. 

“Mmm…” 

“Good girl. Eyes.” I said, reminding her to look up at me. The feelings of lust she inspired in me were mutual, evidenced by the greedy, almost possessive way she sucked my cock, like she was laying claim to it with the back of her throat. Everytime she coughed, or gagged, she went right back in, even though I could tell it was difficult for her. I found her passion endearing, and I couldn’t get enough of having her worship my lube soaked pole. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Ahhh!” she gasped, wiping her mouth and grinning up at me as she grabbed the bottle to apply more lube. 

“No. Let me.” I said, grabbing the bottle and turning around. I squeezed a liberal portion onto my hand, rubbing it all along my taint and asshole. I turned my head to look at her, and without saying a word, she knew. 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, sticking her nose between my cheeks, her warm, lapping tongue quickly following. I placed my forearm on the wall, leaning forward and letting her spread my cheeks with both hands. 

“Oh my God.” I said. It felt so good, and there was no hesitation whatsoever. Chills gripped my body as she lapped away, slurping and sucking up all of the lube, up and down my taint, and then back to worshiping my asshole. 

“Mmm…Yes, daddy. I love it.” she whimpered. I grabbed one of her hands, guiding it around me and placing it on my shaft. She ate like a starving woman at a buffet, making out with my asshole and reaching around with both hands to finish me off. 

“Good girl, milk it. Make that big dick cum.” I said, letting the wave build until the last possible moment, and then pulling away, and turning around to finish on her pretty face. It hadn’t been long since our foray on the couch, but I still coated her with heavy ropes of sticky cream, painting her tits and face as I shuddered with pure pleasure. 

“It’s yummy.” she said, scooping it off her face and then licking it from her fingers, maintaining eye contact and clearly taking pride in her little show. I took a deep breath, feeling light headed and sliding down the wall of the shower to sit down across from her. 

“You’re something else.” 

“As long as I’m yours, I don’t care what I am.” she said. People always ask about that one moment, the moment that you just knew it was right. That was it. 

Chapter 4 - Sofia 

Laying with Chase in bed that night felt surreal. I thought I was coming over for a quick collaboration, not an all night love fest. A part of me tried not overanalyzing it, as I figured there was a good chance he did this all the time, and while his attraction and emotion might be real at the time, I didn’t expect to compete with a million other beautiful girls.

I definitely wasn’t harboring any unrealistic expectations of settling down with a donkey dicked pornstar who had every option available as far as romantic partners, but I also wasn’t going to let that bother me. We had chemistry, and I liked how easily it was for us to slip away into our own little dream world, even if it was make believe.

Sleeping in his bed was so refreshing, and spurred my ambition. Maybe I could start making decent money with this whole adult content thing, and maybe I could have a comfortable ass bed in a nice apartment. Maybe, maybe, maybe.

In the morning, I woke up alone in his bed. I slept so deeply that it took me a moment to remember where I was, and then I smelled bacon and eggs in the air, and followed the smell into the kitchen.

“Hi, baby girl.” he said, completely naked except for his apron, with his muscular butt on full display as he used his spatula over the stove.

“Goodness. I could get used to this.” I said, blurting. His head snapped in my direction, and he smiled.

“Oh, could you?” he asked.

“I think so.” I said, feeling embarrassed. Breakfast was amazing, and nourished me after a long, rambunctious night. When we finished, we cleaned up together, and then Chase got dressed and brought me to his spare room, which he’d made into an office, and we sat down on opposite sides of his big wooden desk.

“So, first things first, we need to set up an account for you. We can’t tag and properly promote you until we do.” he said, typing on his laptop. His demeanor turned very professional, which matched his white button up shirt and navy slacks.

“Yes sir.” I said. We went over all of the basic login information, chose the name “SubbySofi”, and got to work building my profile.

“Do you have pictures you’d like to use?” he asked.

“Uhm, not really. I mean, we could take some from my social media.” I said.

“Okay, we can probably use a couple of those, but we’ll need some more erotic shots. I can take some stills from the video we shot last night, and I’ll start working you into my photoshoots as well.” he said.

“I’d really appreciate that. I mean, if it’s not too much trouble.” I said. He shook his head, placing his fingertips together in front of him and straightening his posture.

“Sofia, I want you to be my number one submissive. I feel like we’re perfectly lined up in the kink department, and we can make some truly sexy content. If you can take the same devotion you’ve shown me over the past twenty four hours, and commit to being my full time submissive, then we’ll make a lot of money together.” he said. It felt so serious and big time, and I had no reason to doubt him.

“I’d love that. I don’t know if I’d be comfortable working with anyone else.” I said, unsure if that would be a problem.

“How about girls?”

“I dunno. Maybe just you.” I said. “And solo stuff! I’ll do that, as long as you’re the one filming.”

“Oh, Sofia. Don’t go and make me fall in love with you, it’s too soon.” he said, the intensity of his gaze making me believe every word that left his overly handsome mouth.

“Oh, hush. You’re a playboy.” I said, trying to brush him off.

“You might be surprised. I’ve always liked the idea of doing this with my partner, I just haven’t found her yet.” he said.

“Oh. Well, okay. If you think that could be me, I’m not gonna tell you no.” I said, seeing no reason to pretend that I wasn’t completely falling for him as well. No one had ever made me feel so desired or important before, and it was hard not to buy into it.

The rest of the day was spent with me pretty much acting as his personal assistant. First, he made me wear a high waisted black pencil skirt with a form fitted white button up.

“Here, try these on. They’re not real, just for show.” he said, handing me a pair of what could only be described as “sexy librarian” glasses.

“Is this what you like?” I asked, slipping them on and into my submissive persona. Being catered to and dressed up in sexy clothes was empowering, and I could see myself becoming spoiled quickly if it were to continue. I didn’t come from much, and wasn’t able to afford the type of wardrobe I’d have liked, but he seemed to already have it covered.

“I do like it. You’re too gorgeous, it isn’t fair. You short circuit my feeble male mind.” he said, looking me up and down, slapping my ass when I did a little spin for him.

He spent the day editing our video from the day before, which was a tedious process that kept him in a deep state of focus. I brought him what he wanted, a bunch of cups of coffee, and eventually, a simple ham sandwich with cheese and potato chips for lunch, which he ate while he worked and kept on trucking. By the time he finished, it was late at night, and he looked exhausted. On the positive side of things, the video was ready, and so was my Fans Only page.

The first post I made was under his tutelage, just a simple announcement that I was starting an adult page, and that I’d love to share what I was doing with anyone who was interested, linking my new page.

“I don’t know how successful this post is going to be. Most of my followers are just random people.”

“All followers are random people. You might be surprised.” he said. After I posted, Chase posted a quick teaser of our little maid scene, tagging my account and posting it to his. That’s when things blew up, at least compared to what I was used to.

Followers came pouring in, and he got thousands of views on the post. It was very exciting, especially when I got my first ten subscribers that quickly.

“This is amazing.” I said, watching and refreshing my stats every ten minutes.

“It’s only the beginning, Sofia. I don’t think you understand how beautiful you are, or how many people would love to watch you explore your sexuality with me. You’re gonna to be a fan favorite, that’s for sure.”

“You think? I don’t know, this is kind of overwhelming.” I said.

“Here, let’s put this down for the night. I’m kind of burnt out on work, I need some love.” he said, closing the laptop in front of me and taking hold of himself through his pants, isolating his bulge and sitting on the desk in front of my chair.

“Okay, daddy. I could use some love in my life too.” I said, lowering my glasses and peering over them playfully.

“Unbutton your shirt. All the way.” he said, crossing his arms and looking down at me while he lit a cigar.

“Yes sir.” I said, making it so.

“I have a question. Be honest with me, are you seeing anyone else? In any capacity?” he asked, furrowing his brow and letting the smoke trickle from his mouth.

“No.” I said, frankly. “I’m just trying to get by, I haven’t had time for anything remotely romantic. The closest thing I have to a suitor is my nasty old landlord who keeps implying that he would erase my rent debt in exchange for favors.”

“You’re not considering that, are you?”

“No! Not at all. He’s as nasty as my apartment, and I wish I could get away from both of them.” I said, snickering at my unfortunate situation.

“Do you have a lease?”

“No. I’m month to month, but I’m almost three months behind at this point.”

“And what’s your rent?”

“It’s eleven hundred.” I said.

“You’re out. I’ll pay him in cash tomorrow if he will give me a receipt, and you can move in with me.” he said.

“What? No. Chase. Are you serious?”

“It’s a done deal. Don’t tell me no, I don’t like that. You’re my submissive, don’t forget that.” he said. The butterflies in my stomach went crazy, and I couldn’t believe it. I threw my arms around him, squeezing him tight as my eyes flooded with tears.

“You don’t understand. Thank you so much.” I said.

“Don’t worry, baby. You’re mine now. I take care of my girl.” he said. “But I’m no better than your pervert landlord, at the end of the day.”

“Oh? I beg to differ, sir.” I said, dropping to my knees as he pressed down on the top of my head. I undid his belt, and then the button, kissing his cock through the fabric of his pants before unzipping him slowly.

“I have an idea.” he said, raising my chin to look up at him. “Let’s roll the cameras. I want to put your training to the test.”

“Okay.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. He brought out my spontaneous side, and the next thing I knew, we were back in his living room, surrounded by multiple cameras. I removed my clothes, stripping down completely naked as he asked, and then he handed me a shiny black latex mask with two holes for my eyes, and one for my mouth.

“Put this on.”

“Yes, daddy. I guess I’m not so pretty after all.” I said, giggling as I went to throw it over my head. He stopped me, and grabbed me by the chin.

“Don’t ever say that to me. You’re gorgeous, but you’ll do as you’re told. Don’t question my desires.”

“Yes, master. I was only joking.”

“I know. There will be times where I’m in the mood for a brat, but this isn’t one of them.” he said, releasing my face and putting a leather collar with a chain leash around my neck. He turned on all three cameras while I maneuvered the mask into place, before returning to throw me over his shoulder, carrying me to the center of the room and draping me so that my head was right at his crotch.

“You’re so naughty, master.” I said, taking his cue and tugging at his waistband. It was a bit awkward at first, getting used to being upside down. His cock flopped out dramatically, and he buried his face between my legs, kissing and sucking my clit while I tried to handle his length while inverted.

“Good. Just like that. Open wider.” he said, turning himself so that we were positioned directly in front of one of the cameras, and then reaching down to take hold of the leash.

“Guck!” my throat gushed as I swallowed around him. He started pulling the leash between his legs, and tugging on it to make me go deeper, forcing my face into his balls.

“Good girl. Slobber all over daddy’s dick.” he said, grunting with passion as he held the leash tight. I coughed, spitting up viscous spit and struggling to breathe through my nose. He was so sweet to me off camera, but he was a true dominant, with dominant desires and I was there for it.

His skilled mouth effortlessly brought me to orgasm, forcing the blood to rush to my face as I desperately tried to please him. I was happy to be wearing the mask, and I understood its purpose, as there was no way I would have looked pretty with all of that viscous, sticky saliva dripping all over my face, tears of mascara bleeding down as he pummeled my throat like the girl in the video I’d watched before meeting him.

“Daddy’s gonna cum. Daddy’s gonna cum so fucking hard down your throat.” he said, thrusting forward and bouncing me up and down his shaft while I held my breath. His thrusting intensified until I could feel his hard cock swelling up, turning puffy and soft as he exhaled sharply, erupting and blasting hot cum into my mouth and down my throat, much of it spilling out and going up my nose. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

I swallowed around him, gulping down every drop that I could in a dazed state of pure submission. His pleasure was all I cared about, especially considering that I’d already gotten mine. He walked me over to the couch, depositing me onto it and walking away to turn off the cameras while I laid on his couch, my heart pounding and my entire body buzzing. It was an exhilarating experience, and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t developing feelings for him.

Chapter 5 - Sofia

Chase made true on every promise, including the promise to pay out my rent so that I could move in with him and erase any debt with Ernie. The best part was that he gave me the money, and let me set it up, arriving with me without Ernie knowing that he was even there.

The exchange started amicably, and he sat down at my foldout table to write me a bill of sale.

“You know, this is an awful lot of money. I’d be willing to sign this receipt, and let you keep it, if you were willing to do something for me.” he said, showcasing his yellow toothed smile and reaching across the table to touch my shoulder. I pulled away, but kept my cool.

“What would that something be?” I asked, giving him a look. He’d never come outright and said it, and I guess he thought since I was moving out he might as well just cross every imaginable line.

“Oh, you know. You could take off your clothes for me, and let me kiss your pussy. Come on, I won’t tell anyone. You know you want to.” he said, standing up and pulling out his tiny, flaccid penis and walking towards me. I was speechless, honestly shocked that he had the audacity. I froze, but Chase didn’t, appearing out of nowhere and grabbing Ernie by the neck, shoving him to the nearest wall and lifting him into the air by his throat.

“Here’s how this is gonna play out. You’re gonna agree to give her back her money, and sign the receipt, and I’m gonna agree not to gut you like a fucking pig, and then turn you over to the police.” he said, deadly serious. I’d never seen fear like the fear in Ernie’s eyes, and he quickly agreed to the deal.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m so sorry, I didn’t know. I’m sorry.” he said, stammering as he signed the receipt and handed it over to Chase with the stack of cash.

“Here, babe. I think this is yours.” he said, handing the money over to me as Ernie scurried out of there. It’s not like he needed to get any hotter, but I loved the way it played out.

I only brought some clothes, food, sentimental items and toiletries. The rest of it was better left behind, and since I knew that Ernie wouldn’t be bothering me anymore, we decided to just leave it in the apartment for him to deal with.

Ever since then, my life has been an absolute ride. I have over 2,000 subscribers, work exclusively with one male performer, and have the best boyfriend in the world. Without prompting from my end, he decided to only perform with me, as he feels that our intimacy is far too valuable to be anything other than monogamous.

Looking back, it’s a story I replay and relive over and over again. I always thought I was going to struggle for a long time, that it’s just the way the world is and girls like me never get our fairytale endings. Chase, like with all other things, dominated that viewpoint so far out of my mind that I hardly even identify with it anymore. We have some ups and downs like any couple, but at the end of the day, I know that we’re both in it for the long haul, and madly in love.

Gym Brat - Age Gap Enemies to Lovers, Pregnancy

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.

Bikini Season - Forbidden Pregnancy

Chapter 1 

I’d been going out with Amy for about a week, and she invited me over to her pool for a little cookout. I reluctantly said yes, although there were plenty of things I’d rather be doing on a Saturday. My friend Ben set me up with her, and she was a nice lady, but I wasn’t all that physically attracted to her. Still, it was the early stages and I wanted to at least give her a chance since she was friends with Ben’s wife Shirley. 

Before I left the house, she texted me to apologize in advance for her daughter Lily, who had just moved back in after getting into some trouble with the law. Apparently, she got a DUI and then got picked up for driving under a suspended license a few days later. She hadn’t even mentioned her before, so it was honestly a bit of a surprise, but not that big of a deal. 

I brought a bag of potato chips and a six pack of soda like she asked, and pulled into the driveway of her house for the first time. It was a ranch style house made of brick in a nice neighborhood, and I popped out of my car to go knock on the door and say hello. 

The door swung open before I got that far, and a beautiful girl in a barely there bikini and pigtails appeared instead of Amy. I wasn’t prepared, and my eyes naturally scanned over her slim-thick little body. 

“Hi, daddy.” she said, her eyes fluttering as she basked in my gaze, popping her hip and smiling. 

“Excuse me?” 

“I’m kidding, you can come in. It’s John, right?” she asked, holding the door open for me to step inside. 

“Yeah. And you must be Lily.” I said, somehow pulling her name out of my ass. It was such a welcome surprise, and she politely took the chips and sodas, leading me toward the kitchen, walking ahead and giving me a full view of her swaying bubble butt. 

“John! You made it!” Amy said, wearing gloves and seasoning the meat in the kitchen. 

“Hey.” I said, going over to give her a peck on the check and inspect what she was doing. 

“I’m making burgers, chicken, and a couple steaks.” she said. 

“Nice. Going all out I see.” I said, stealing another quick glance over at Lily, who’s pierced nipples were clearly visible through the tiny piece of fabric covering them. 

“I see that you already met my daughter.” 

“Yeah, uh, she greeted me at the door.” I said, feeling Lily’s stare bore into me. She stood at the corner of the marble topped island, pushing herself up onto her tippy toes in a bouncing motion, causing her breasts to jiggle as she bit her lip and twisted one of her pigtails in her finger. 

“He’s very handsome, mom. Good job.” she said, giving me a wink with her mother’s back still turned away. 

“Oh, Lily. Do you think you could take this trash out for me? It’s overflowing.” Amy said. 

“I got it.” I said, stepping in to grab the bag out of the bin. I needed a second to compose myself, because having a nineteen year old bouncy girl in a bikini looking at me like she wanted to consume me was having a major effect on my bloodflow. 

“You don’t have to, John. She can do it.” 

“Nonsense. Where do I take it?” I asked, pulling the drawstring and tying it up. 

“Come with me, I’ll show you.” Lily said, again stepping in front of me and leading the way. 

“Oh, okay.” I said, looking briefly at Amy to see that she wasn’t even paying attention. My palms were sweaty, as I couldn’t seem to control my body’s natural reaction to the young bikini clad beauty who was popping her hips with each and every tantalizing step. 

“So, you’ve got to tell me, you’re not really that interested in my mom are you?” she asked, taking me into the garage and pointing to the dumpster. 

“Uh, I mean, we kind of just met. It’s definitely in the early stages.” I said, tossing the bag into the can. I wasn’t sure what her angle was, so I remained cautious about what I said to her. 

“That’s good. I know that a man like you is probably looking for something a little hotter, maybe a little younger.” she said, stepping in front of me when I reached for the door to go back inside. 

“I’m open to a lot of things.” I said, feeling my face and neck flush hot. There was no question in my mind that she was flirting, and she wasn’t shy about it in the least. 

“Oh, kinky.” she said, placing the tip of her finger on my chest and dragging it down my stomach. 

“That’s not what I meant. I mean I don’t really have a type.” I said, laughing to release the tension. 

“What about young and horny with a serious case of daddy issues?” she asked, caressing her breasts and giving me a stare that made my defenses melt away. 

“Lily.” I said, frozen as she stepped up onto my shoes with her bare feet, raising herself onto her tippy toes and looking into my eyes. 

“Yes, daddy?” she asked, giggling and grabbing my crotch. 

“Oh my God. We can’t.” I said, blood rushing like mad between my legs as she isolated my erection, stroking me from outside of my shorts. 

“Just kiss me. I won’t tell.” she whispered, her glossy lips beckoning mine. In a moment of weakness, I gave into her succubus like energy. She tasted like cherries, sending a jolt of electricity through my body as I groped her ass with both hands, pulling her against me as her tongue slipped past my lips. 

Knowing it was wrong wasn’t enough to make me stop. It had been a while since I’d gotten lucky, and it wasn’t exactly an everyday occurrence that a gorgeous woman half my age wanted to randomly make out. Her hand slipped inside my waistband, taking hold of me and draining me of any remaining semblance of willpower. 

“Oh, wow. Mommy didn’t tell me you had such a big dick.” she said, pausing to lock the garage door before sitting down on the step in front of me and pulling my shorts down. 

“We haven’t done anything.” I said, feeling a tinge of panic set in. What if Amy came out to check on us? There was no reason for it to take so long to drop off one bag of trash, but I couldn’t convince myself to make her stop. 

“I have sort of a thing for daddy dick. It’s been forever since I’ve been with an older man.” she said, holding me by the base and draping it across her face as she looked up at me with a smile. 

“Are you sure she’s not gonna come out here?” I asked, trying to address the elephant in the room. My heart was racing, but I was too turned on to think straight or process what was happening with any rationality. 

“Don’t worry, daddy. I’m really good at deepthroating, I don’t think this will take long.” she said through a giggle, making her eyes go cross and sticking out her tongue. 

“Baby…fuck. How could any sane man say no to that?” I asked, trembling with arousal as she slapped my dick against her tongue several times, giddy for the chance to wrap her soft lips around my bulbous tip. 

“They never do.” she said, spitting directly onto the top of my shaft and slurping it up. 

“We have to hurry.” I said, reaching down and taking hold of her pigtails. 

“You can fuck my face, daddy. I don’t have a gag reflex.” she said, her doe eyes sparkling as she raised them to mine. I pulled on her handles, gripped with pleasure as she delivered on all of her dirty talk by swallowing it whole. 

“Holy shit.” I whispered, tossing back my head and thrusting down her throat. It was obvious that she took pleasure in giving pleasure, and liked to be manhandled. All of my worries faded as I became completely immersed in feeding her my length. It was worth the risk, I figured, and committed fully to what was happening. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” 

“You’re a good little girl, Lily. God damn.” I said, inhaling sharply as she slobbered all over it, sucking and slurping eagerly like she owed me money. The intensity of my pleasure was amplified by the risk, by the forbidden nature of throating my date’s daughter in the garage of her home. 

“Yes, daddy. Let me be your good girl. Let me be your obedient little slut.” she said, completely without inhibition as she put on the most delightful show. Her laugh was deranged as she kissed her way down the underside of my shaft, making popping sounds with her mouth as she sucked on my balls. 

“That feels so fucking good.” I said, watching her inhale a mouthful of balls as she stroked my spit soaked pole with both hands simultaneously. 

“Please, daddy. Please give it to me.” she said, shoving her face between my legs and licking my taint. My body jerked reflexively, and I spread my stance out slightly to accommodate her. 

“Woah.” I said, feeling the novel sensation of a warm tongue slipping between my cheeks. It was completely out of the blue, but it felt so good that I didn’t even consider stopping her. 

“Mmm…my mom doesn’t do this.” she said, chuckling as her tongue fought its way to my asshole. I was thankful to have showered right before coming over, and gripped with sensations I didn’t know existed. I lost track of time completely, moaning and grunting as she hid her face beneath my balls, her warm tongue circling my hole and trying to bury its way inside. 

“Oh my God, sweetheart. I’m getting close…oh God.” 

“I want it. I want it.” she said, pulling her head out and returning her attention to my throbbing erection. The tingling went up my spine, and I could feel the powerful energy inside me barreling towards release. 

“Ughn!” I called out, having completely forgotten about being sneaky or quiet. I was practically yelling, grunting louder and louder as I approached. 

“Please, daddy.” she said, begging and pointing the head of my cock directly into her mouth as I erupted. It was like an explosion, with so much pent up tension and desire blasting out of me that it was like an out of body experience. She whimpered as the cum streaks landed on her tongue, pooling up until she had to tilt back her head to keep it from spilling out of the corners of her mouth. 

“Ugh…” I groaned, finally sighing as the last contractions surged through me. My energy went from being at its peak, to instantly wanting to drag Lily to a bed and cuddle her through a nap. She started gurgling my finish, making little bubbles before gulping it straight down the hatch like a shot of whiskey. I should have known better, but I couldn’t help feeling love struck. 

Chapter 2 

After spending ten minutes in the bathroom, washing my cock and balls, and then washing my face and trying to regain my composure, I returned to the kitchen, where Amy was still preparing the food and none the wiser. 

I was still nervous, and felt guilty as hell. Lily seemed less bothered, scrolling on her phone and occasionally glancing up at me to smile. We all went outside once the food was ready to be cooked, and Amy insisted that she run the grill, leaving me and Lily with another opportunity to bond. 

Amy fired up her gas grill and got right to work, enthralled and distracted enough by what she was doing that we were once again invisible. I took off my shirt and sat down on the sun lounger next to Lily, admiring her lean legs and delectable toes. 

“Are you going to swim?” she asked. 

“I dunno. Should I?” I asked. 

“Well, no one can see what’s going on under the water.” she said. 

“You’re a naughty little thing. Are you trying to get me into trouble?” I asked. 

“I’m very sneaky. You won’t get into trouble.” she said, her pearly white teeth gleaming through her smile. 

“I think that you’re trouble. And trouble like you always leads to trouble.” I said, having a laugh. 

“You’re probably right, but I’m the type of trouble that’s worth getting into.” she said, placing her feet down on the concrete and standing up from the lounder. 

“Where are you going?” I asked, my mouth watering at the sight of her firm, tanned asscheeks. 

“I wanna get wet. You should come play with me.” she said, turning her head in my direction. She was an impossible temptation, and made me feel like an animal in heat. 

“I’m having serious trouble saying no to you, Lily.” I said, standing and following behind her. Lily plugged her nose and bounced from the edge into the water, drawing Amy’s attention. 

“Are you getting in?” she asked, calling out to me from the back porch. 

“It’s too hot. I have to.” I said, feeling a bead of sweat roll down my side. She was so pretty, and ticked all my boxes for attraction. I went with a cannon ball, and Lily was all over me by the time I breached the top of the water. 

“I like you. You’re spontaneous, which is a must for me. Most older guys have already lost that quality. It’s so sad.” she said, wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. I looked over at Amy, feeling a sort of helpless knowing that she wasn’t going to like it. 

“Yeah, I like to think of myself as spontaneous.” I said, positioning myself so that I could keep an eye on Amy. 

“I know this is terrible, but I want you to fuck me in the pool.” she said. 

“Jesus. We can’t do that, Lily. It would be way too obvious.” I said, feeling myself harden at her brazen sexuality. 

“I know, I’m just fantasizing out loud.” she said, completely unworried about our awkward predicament. I let my hands settle onto her ass, and felt myself losing the battle to my own biology. 

“You need to come over to my place for a sleepover.” I said, bouncing on the bottom of the pool and pressing my hardness against her. 

“I’d really like that, daddy. We could have naked cuddles, and I could give you a massage.” she said. 

“Naked cuddles sound so nice.” I said. 

“But I’m grounded. I don’t even have a license.” 

“I’ll pick you up.” I said. Her eyes fluttered, and she gave me a soft kiss. 

“Tonight?” 

“Yeah, but we need to cut it out for now.” I said, giving her another quick kiss before breaking our embrace and swimming to the edge of the pool. I was going to hop out, but decided to give it a minute to let my concentrated blood flow dissipate its way to other parts of my body. 

When I got out of the pool, I laid out next to Lily while Amy finished cooking the food, and then we all three sat down at the picnic table and shared a meal. It was a little awkward on my end, as I didn’t really know what to do with myself. I wasn’t sure how to act, as I’d never found myself in that type of situation before. 

Lily excused herself to go inside and use the restroom, giving Amy and I our first chance to be alone and talk. 

“The food was incredible. Thank you.” I said, patting my stomach with contentment. It really was delicious, and I’d worked up quite an appetite in the garage. 

“You’re welcome. I’m so glad you could come over and join us.” she said. 

“Yeah, for sure. Me too. It’s such a nice day.” 

“Isn’t it? I thought it would be perfect for a cookout and a swim.” she said. 

“You aren’t even in a bathing suit.” I said, being playful. 

“Oh. Yeah, that’s more of a Lily thing. I don’t swim often.” she said. 

“I get it. Neither do I. She seems nice, though. Your daughter.” 

“She’s rotten to the core.” Amy said, letting out a hearty chuckle. “No, she’s a good egg, she’s just young, wild, and reckless. If it weren’t for her influencer money, she’d be completely lost.” 

“Influencer money? What is that?” I asked. 

“She posts pictures of herself in bikinis online, and I guess guys pay her to do that? I don’t really understand it, but you know how these new generations are now, very open to strangers seeing them on the internet.” she said. 

“Interesting. Does she make decent money?” I asked, intrigued. 

“Yeah, four or five grand a month. I can’t believe it, that wasn’t even a job when I was younger.” 

“That’s really something. I mean, she does look great in a bikini. I can’t deny that.” I said. 

“That she does. I don’t mind it, I really want her to enjoy her youth, and if guys are willing to pay that much just for some bathing suit photos, then I can’t say I blame her for doing it. I just worry about her, because there are so many creeps out there on the internet. I want her to find someone stable, so that hopefully she can find some sort of structure in her life.” she said, right as Lily came back outside to join us. 

Amy was a very nice woman, and I was thankful that Ben and Shirley set me up with her, but my mind had already been hijacked and I could barely stay focused on the conversation once Lily was back outside, prancing around in all of her glory. 

When Amy took the food inside, I approached Lily and got her phone number, and requested that she let me follow her on social media, to which she obliged without hesitation. I promised her that I would call her later to come pick her up, thanked Amy again for the food, and then made a somewhat early departure from the party. 

It didn’t feel right staying there and leading Amy on when I already knew where my sights were set. I wanted to get back to my place, clean it up a bit and take care of some overdue manscaping before Lily’s arrival. The love connection my friends were trying to help me find hadn’t panned out, but there was a beautiful silver lining, and she was coming over to my house for a sleepover. I couldn’t believe my luck, and felt excitement that I hadn’t felt in years. 

Chapter 3 

After tidying up my house and taking a shower, I started snooping through her public social media profiles. She didn’t leave a lot to the imagination, and she was absolutely gorgeous from head to toe.

Her mother wasn’t kidding when she said that she was a bikini influencer, as she never had any clothes on in any of her pictures, which was fine by me. The girl must have owned 50 swimsuits, mostly of the micro and string variety. Some of the photos made her tiny little bikini from earlier look almost conservative, with tiny little pieces of fabric covering only the bare minimum of her most intimate parts.

The snooping left me hungry, with my mouth watering for a very particular dish. I decided to text her, letting her know that I’d very much enjoyed my time perusing her collection of photos.

LILY: Thanks, daddy. I’m glad you liked them. Looking isn’t as fun as touching though, wouldn’t you agree?

JOHN: Wholeheartedly. Get your little ass over here.

LILY: Ahem. Get your big dick over here. You’re picking me up, remember?

JOHN: I got you. What time should I swing by?

LILY: Whenever works for you.

JOHN: Little girl, I’m a grown up, with a license and everything. I can come over whenever I please.

LILY: Oh, hush. I was a grown up, once. Stay away from drugs and alcohol, kids.

JOHN: Or at least wait until you’re legally old enough to consume them.

LILY: Don’t patronize me, or I’ll stop calling you daddy, and start calling you dad.

JOHN: Gross. Don’t.

LILY: Hehe. So…Mom is gonna be awake for a while. We’re gonna have to wait until like nine thirty, or ten. Just park at the end of the street and let me know when you get here, and I’ll sneak out.

JOHN: Good Lord. I’ll let you know.

LILY: So what are we gonna do? Watch movies and eat popcorn?

JOHN: More like watch porno and eat each other’s butts.

LILY: That probably sounds more appetizing to me than you’d suspect.

JOHN: That doesn’t surprise me. You’re rotten to the core.

LILY: You don’t know me. And guessing correctly on that one thing doesn’t mean you do!

JOHN: Lol. It’s okay, baby. I don’t mind. You can be my bad girl.

LILY: I’m only as bad as you let me be.

JOHN: What do you mean?

LILY: No one has tamed me, so I keep doing whatever I want, and so people say I’m a bad girl. But I think it’s men doing a very poor job of putting me in my place and disciplining me.

JOHN: Is that so? Taking no responsibility is a core tenant of being a bad girl, just so you know.

LILY: I take full responsibility, but not the blame. I’ll get away with whatever you let me get away with. If I can’t get away with it, then I won’t get away with it, will I?

JOHN: Shouldn’t be a problem. My punishment style is very much in the corporal realm.

LILY: Please tell me you aren’t joking.

JOHN: Only if you do something wrong, and need to be punished.

LILY: Of course.

JOHN: Although, I will be the one in charge of deciding what constitutes a punishment.

LILY: Yes, daddy.

JOHNNY: I want you to have a red handprint on one of your bikini pics.

LILY: OMG. That’s so hot. You’re making me blush just thinking about it.

JOHNNY: I can’t stop ogling these pictures, You’re a literal doll.

LILY: This is too much. If you don’t stop, I’m gonna have to masturbate before I come over.

JOHNNY: Don’t you dare.

LILY: So, just for the sake of making tonight as amazing as possible, I like being subservient and obedient, I don’t want to be in control or in charge, in fact, I like being manhandled, tied up, spanked, and used as a human fuck toy. That said, I also really like praise. I love being told when I’m being good, and I like being called out for my bullshit. That’s kind of what I haven’t been able to find, in a lover or a partner.

JOHNNY: I find it hard to believe that you like being obedient. You strike me as more of a brat.

LILY: I’m a huge brat, obviously. But I’ll submit to the right person, as long as they know how to handle me.

JOHNNY: Noted. I didn’t realize I was going to be your dom tonight.

LILY: Only if you wanna…

JOHNNY: It’s all I’ll be able to think about until tonight.

LILY: I have to go for a walk. This is getting me all bothered.

JOHNNY: Okay, baby. I need to step away from my phone too, if I don’t stop ogling these pictures of you I’m going to end up masturbating too.

LILY: Don’t! Let’s save it for each other.

JOHNNY: Deal.

LILY: A couple of nut savers. We’re like squirrels.

JOHNNY: More like rabbits. Go for a walk you weirdo.

LILY: Lol. You love it.

Chapter 4 

My horniness was driving the car, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about parking down the street from the woman my friends set me up with so that I could pick up her daughter for an illicit sleepover. It made me feel young again, like I might get caught and get into trouble.

“Hey, daddy.” she said, sliding into my passenger seat and leaning over for a kiss. She looked and smelled amazing, and the moment her lips touched mine, I remembered why I was there.

“I like your outfit. Very sexy.” I said, putting the car into drive and getting out of dodge.

“Thanks. I wore it just for you.” she said. It was a black leather body harness with a lacey black bra underneath, paired with cut off jean shorts that made no attempt at covering her ass cheeks. I lived less than ten minutes from her place, so it wasn’t long before we were pulling into my driveway.

When I opened the door, I let her lead the way inside to get another glimpse of her backside, the one I planned on laying my palm across very shortly.

“You’re too much, Lily.” I said, locking the door behind me and flicking on the living room light.

“You like?” she asked, giving me a look before spinning around in a circle.

“It’s very alluring.” I said, putting my hands on her hips from behind.

“I’ve been waiting all day for this.”

“Me too.” I said, taking her hand and leading her to the bedroom. There was no awkward small talk, no refreshments or conversation at all for that matter. As soon as we entered my room, something took over me and I pinned her face down on the mattress, climbing on top of her without even turning on the lights.

“Oh, okay. You’re just gonna take it, huh?” she asked, giggling as I tore her jean shorts off, possessed by a demon of pure lust.

“Get on your hands and knees, face the headboard.” I said, undoing my belt.

“I’m not getting punished already, am I?” she asked, looking back at me. I snapped the belt and smiled, dropping it on the floor.

“Not yet, but you better do exactly as you’re told.” I said, feeling myself harden at the realization that she was all mine for the night.

“Yes, daddy. Do you want me to take off my panties for you?” she asked.

“You don’t have to ask me that, sweetheart. Just remove them.” I said, taking off my shirt and watching as she turned onto her back and slid her black panties down her thighs, leaving them laced around one ankle and extending her leg in my direction.

“For you.” she said, flashing her adorable smile and waving her foot in front of my face. I leaned in, taking them in my teeth and removing them. Lily turned back over, assuming the position, with the light from the hallway spilling over her and illuminating her naked body.

“Good girl.” I said, stepping out of my jeans and getting into bed behind her. She made all of my systems go into overdrive, leaving me with a tunnel vision that I couldn’t pull myself away from. I reached between her legs, causing her to sharply inhale as I let my fingers explore her. “Gorgeous.”

“I love it when you touch me, daddy.”

“Baby, fuck. It’s so tiny.” I whispered, taking my hard cock in my hand and bringing it to her opening, rubbing it between her lips and feeling my possessive need to consume her.

“Please.” she said.

“I didn’t even think about condoms.” I said, realizing way too late that I should probably be using protection.

“No, daddy. I don’t want that. I want to really feel you in me.” she said, gripping the sheets with anticipation as I continued teasing her. She shouldn’t have said that, because there was no way I could tell her no.

“I know, angel. That’s what I want too.” I said, letting my swollen head enter her. She winced as I pushed it inside, forcing her to accommodate me.

“Unhh…”

“Hold on, baby. Good girl.” I said, exhaling as I was overtaken with mind numbing pleasure. She felt so tiny beneath me, and I held her waist and pulled her against me, bottoming out so she had to take it all.

“Unhh! Daddy…”

“It’s okay, baby. You’re doing so good, look at that. Look at those little pussy lips gripping daddy’s big dick.”

“Oh! Yes, daddy. Please!”

“Are you my good little girl?” I asked, taking her by the hair and leaning over her while thrusting. She looked up at me, her eyes calling out for me to take her harder.

“Yes, daddy. I’m yours.”

“It’s so fucking tight.” I said, increasing my pace and bouncing her off of my pelvis. She was aesthetic perfection, and the ultimate arousal amplifier. She made me so hard that it felt like I’d popped two blue pills before we got started, further aided by how reactive she was to every touch.

“Oh my God, daddy. It’s so fucking big.”

“That’s what you need, Lily. You need a big cock to put you in your place.” I said, becoming more aggressive and forcing her face into the pillow. I stood up behind her, crouching and pummeling her from behind.

“Yes! Oh, fuck. Don’t stop, daddy. I love it. I love it, I love it.” she said, rambling as I laid siege to her body. I knew that she was particularly fertile at her age, but there wasn’t a single rational thinking component of my brain that was still online.

“You better cum all over that dick, you little slut. You better show me that you’re as obedient and submissive as you say you are.” I said, finding myself emboldened by her instructions from earlier. I looked down between us, watching my length disappear inside of her, making squishing sounds because she was so damn wet.

“I am, daddy. Use me. Make me prove it.” she said. I wrapped my hand around her neck, cupping her jaw and squeezing while I continued to hate fuck her. She brought out the beast in me, and I felt almost challenged to impress her. The last thing I wanted was for her to walk away thinking that I wasn’t up to the job of being her daddy, because I knew the moment I felt inside of her perfect little cunt that I wanted to keep her and make her mine, no matter what outside judgment it might lead to.

“Yes, suck on my fingers. Good slut.” I grunted, feeding her my first three digits and pushing them toward the back of her throat.

“Mmm…” she moaned, throwing her weight back against me. I pulled out of her because it felt like I was going to cum, and flipped her over onto her back, pulling at her bra and exposing her erect nipples before shoving her ankles behind her head and slapping her pussy with my cock.

“I’m gonna cum in you, baby. I’m gonna fill you over and over.” I said, holding her ankles and resting my forehead on hers as I entered her. Her tightness was incredible, a constant, pulsing grip that made me feel like she was steadily milking my precum the entire time. I bottomed out inside her, amazed that her petite little self could handle all of it. I loved watching my cock break a woman in half, her eyes rolling back in her head as I force fed her every inch.

“Do it. You won’t do it. You won’t make me pregnant, daddy.” she said. I pulled her ankles closer, licking and sucking her pedicured toes as I bareback fucked her into oblivion.

“Open your mouth, Lily.” I said, squeezing her face and spitting into her waiting mouth. She sucked it down and opened up for more.

“Yes, daddy. Treat me like your whore.”

“You are my whore, Lily. You’re my little cumslut, and I’m going to put a bump in your belly.” I said, pulling all the way and shoving it back in.

“Oh!”

“Come here. Come here and clean daddy’s cock.” I said, releasing her legs and pulling her by the hair, pushing her head between my legs and thrusting against her mouth. I plugged her nose with one hand, using the other to make her go deeper, bobbing her head like I was helping her look for apples.

“Ahhh!” she gasped, her eyes full of tears before I plugged her throat right back up. I climbed on top of her face, mounting her head and humping furiously, holding her by the hair while I took every liberty imaginable. I’d never met such a submissive woman, and it felt like a primal side of myself emerged that couldn’t get enough of her.

She finally gagged, coughing up viscous saliva all over my shaft. Her makeup was a mess, with black tears rolling down her cheeks as I violated her throat, using it like a fleshlight until I was nearing completion. The pregnancy talk was a dirty fantasy, but I was also blinded by it.

I made her wrap her legs around me, kissing her deeply as I power fucked her all the way to the finish line, my entire body buzzing like never before as what felt like a tidal wave of pure pressure built up inside of me.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm.” she moaned, letting my tongue rummage around inside of her mouth as I exploded toward the finale. The rhythmic slapping sound of our bodies echoed off the walls, my bed shaking like there was a massive earthquake going on outside.

“Lily, I’m cumming! Fuck!” I remember seeing stars, erupting like a geyser as I lost all control of my motor functions, thrashing uncontrollably under the influence of absolute peak physical pleasure. I left it inside of her, pumping her full of hot sticky cum without the slightest inkling of pulling out.

Our intensity peaked and fell, bringing things down a notch as I released my grip on her. Her eyes were closed, and there was a big grin plastered across her contented face, my cock still pulsing slightly as it emptied the last drops of semen deep into her womb. We stayed in that position after, kissing in silence for several minutes, deeply staring into each other’s eyes.

It was the most fulfilling sex I’d ever had, and the biggest afterglow. She was so hot that it wasn’t fair, but it was more than that. There was a sexual chemistry there, a compatibility that I didn’t even know I should have been looking for. Never have I felt so bonded to someone, so intimately theirs after only our first time.

We slid under the sheets, cuddling up and settling into our post coital bliss and enjoying it together.

Chapter 5

The next day, we were like a couple, and very much in the honeymoon stage. After years of being single, the idea of having a girlfriend had kind of lost its luster. She reminded me right away of all the benefits, and of how nice it could be just having the presence of a loving, caring woman around.

She made me breakfast in her underwear, using one of my t-shirts to cover herself and make sure she didn’t burn herself with hot bacon grease. I sat at the dining room table, completely entertained simply by watching her do her thing. It didn’t hurt that her legs were still on full display, or that I could see her butt peeking out when she bent over to get into the oven.

Her phone started ringing, and I got up from the table to grab it for her since she was busy. It said “Mom”, and I felt my stomach drop when I realized that it was Amy.

“Your mom is calling.” I said, holding up the phone. She shook her head.

“Not right now. I’ll call her back later.” she said.

“Are you sure? She’s probably freaking out.” I said.

“Daddy, I’m cooking. If you want to answer it and let her know I’m safe in your kitchen, then go right ahead.” she said, raising her eyebrow because she already knew the answer.

“Fair enough, but I wouldn’t leave her worrying. She’s a nice lady, you probably have her pulling her hair out.” I said, laughing and placing the phone back down on the table.

“I love my mom, but she’s way too overprotective. Nothing wrong with letting her sweat a little.” she said.

“I don’t like it. After we eat, I want you to call her and let her know that you’re okay.” I said. She rolled her eyes, and went to the sink to wash her hands.

“Maybe.” she said, her eyes sparkling with frisky energy. The food was superb, and I was kind of surprised that she knew how to whip up such a fluffy, delicious omelet, complete with peppers, red onions, tomatoes, cheese, and crispy bacon.

Her phone rang as soon as we finished eating, and I gave her the stink eye. She smiled, and looked down at her phone, turning to walk away like she was going to answer it, choosing instead to slide the phone into her pocket and start washing dishes.

“I don’t think so.” I said, following her into the kitchen.

“I’ll call her.” she said, her voice full of attitude. I wasn’t anywhere near innocent in the situation, obviously, but I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful either.

“Lily, this is one of those times where I’m gonna need you to prove your obedience to me. I need you to do the right thing, and let her know you’re okay.” I said.

“Can I text her?” she asked.

“That’s fine, but you know she’s gonna call you right when she gets it.” I said. She sighed deeply, stopped washing and dried her hands.

“That’s why I don’t wanna tell her, she’s gonna go ballistic. Can’t I just wait until I’m on the way home?”

“No, baby. You have to take responsibility, remember? Don’t you wanna be my good girl?” I asked, taking her hands in mine and trying to crank up the charm. She looked down, biting her lip and pondering her response.

“I do, but I really wanna wait to tell her. I don’t even have a lie ready to tell her.” she said.

“You’re not going to lie. You’re going to tell her that you’re safe, and that you’ll be home soon.” I said.

“She’s gonna ask who I’m with.”

“That’s fine. I don’t mind if you tell her.”

“Then she’s gonna call you.” she said.

“You’re probably right. Let’s get it over with, I don’t want her worrying about you all day.” I said, causing her to let out another exaggerated exhalation.

“I don’t wanna.” she said, pulling her hands from mine and turning away. I grabbed her by the waist, pulling her ass into my crotch and nestling up against her cheek.

“Lily, do as you’re told. I’m not going to tell you again.” I said, making my voice stern. Her attitude could be cute, but it was time to cut it out and get serious.

“No. I don’t wanna call her.” she said.

“Fine.” I said, grabbing her wrists and placing them on the counter in front of her, and then lifting her shirt to expose her ass.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“If you want to be disobedient, there are consequences. Bend over.” I said, pushing her forward at the waist so that her butt was poking out for me. Before she could respond, I laid my palm hard across her right cheek.

“Ugh!” she squealed loudly, with a strange tinge of pleasure at the very end of her exclamation. I knew she wanted it, and that she was testing me to see what she could get away with. I spanked her again, and then again, watching as the spot grew red. She squealed after each slap, wiggling her butt back and forth to taunt me.

“Look at that pretty little ass. I’m gonna make it raw.” I said. “Nope. Keep your hands on the counter. Don’t move.”

“Daddy, it hurts.” she said, whimpering but staying put. I spanked her again, and then again to let her know that I was serious. The bratty shit pissed me off and turned me on at the same time, and I loved hearing the smacking sound and watching her ass jiggle.

“Then don’t make me have to do this.” I said, raising my voice and slapping her ass again. She winced, pulling away and straightening her posture.

“I’m sorry.” she said.

“Are you?” I asked, bending her back over and making her put her hands back onto the counter.

“Yes, daddy. Please don’t.”

“Are you going to call your mother?” I asked. She hesitated, so I spanked her again.

“Yes! I’m sorry, daddy. I’m so sorry.” she said, turning and dropping to her knees in front of me, hugging my legs and rubbing her face in my crotch. “Please let me make it up to you.”

“I don’t think so. You’re not gonna manipulate me with sex, Lily. Call your mother, and then I’ll use your throat however I please.” I said.

“Okay. Yes, daddy. You’re right.” she said, giving up on her attempt to blow me in lieu of calling her mom. I was fully erect, and I wasn’t sure if that made me a fucked up person, and I didn’t really care. Seeing the distinct red outline of my hand on her ass as she walked away made me feel proud, because it was obvious that it was exactly what she needed in her life, and she was exactly what I needed.

I stood in the living room, listening in to her conversation to make sure that she didn’t try and call one of her friends or something like that. I could tell it was Amy because I could hear her voice through the speaker, shrill and shrieking.

“Oh, boy.” I said, feeling her anger through the phone.

“Where are you?” she screamed.

“I’m fine, mom. I went to a friend’s house, I’m about to head back now.” she said. I decided to let her handle it, and went back to the kitchen trying to walk off my erection. It was a mind blowing night, but I needed to get her back home.

Chapter 6

Her mother expected that she was on the way, but I couldn’t let her go without one more little roll in the hay. After the rough spanking in the kitchen, I wanted to lay her down and tell her how proud I was that she came around and did the right thing.

“Before you go.” I said, bending her over the armrest of my couch and rubbing the red spot on her backside.

“Was I bad again?” she asked.

“No, angel. Not at all.” I said, crouching behind her and pulling down her underwear. “I just can’t take you home without telling you what a good girl you were for me.”

“Really?”

“Yes, baby. That’s why you’re my little doll.” I said, kissing her tender cheek and inhaling her scent. I wanted to stand up behind her and give her another rough pounding, as something about her made me hyper aggressive and territorial. Instead, I kept kissing, licking her inner thigh and slowly teasing around her center.

“Thank you, daddy. I’m trying so hard to be good for you.”

“Such a good girl.” I whispered, pushing my nose between her cheeks and dragging my tongue between her lips. “Mmm…”

“Oh, gosh, daddy. Oooh!” she giggled and squealed, shaking her ass in my face while I feasted like the perverted old man that I was. I couldn’t get enough of her, and wanted to explore the depths of my own depravity with her, and her alone.

“You taste so sweet.” I said, dipping my tongue inside and eating her from behind. I got lost in the cake that was her ass, exploring her other hole and smiling with pride as she arched her back, bucking against me and calling out in agony.

I couldn’t hold out forever, and I sat down on the couch, taking hold of my cock and wagging it back and forth, daring her to take it for a ride. She faced away from me, lowering her ass and letting my guide myself inside of her.

“I love it, daddy. I don’t wanna go home. I wanna live with you.” she said. I held her waist, lowering her onto my hard cock as her body shuddered. I supported her torso while she squatted on top of me, dropping her weight down and shaking her gorgeous ass all over my dick.

“You know exactly how to get what you want, angel. You know I can’t resist this sweet piece of ass.” I said, enjoying the view and her vice-like squeeze.

“You’re my daddy. It’s your job to spoil me.” she said, throwing back her head so I could nibble on her soft neck. Her submissive nature was invigorating, and I began thrusting from the bottom and fondling her tits.

We alternated through positions, reigniting the flames of passion from the night before. She was so wet that it turned into a slip and slide, and an obvious layer of her wetness decorated the cushion as I continued pumping her full of hard cock, squeezing her neck and whispering sweet nothings into her ear.

“Daddy loves your little pussy, Lily. I love it so much.” I said, nestling my face against her neck and watching myself impale her.

“Ugh! Yes, daddy. Please. I need it.”

“I know, baby. I need it too.” I grunted, feeling the steam begin to overtake me. She easily dragged me past my threshold for arousal, whimpering in the most delightful feminine tone as I emptied another hot creamy load deep inside of her.

There seemed to be no stopping us, as the pull of attraction far outweighed either of our ability to resist it. I felt no resilience at all when it came to her, and was helpless to my own biological impulses.

She had me drop her off down the street, and I decided to drive around for a while afterward, replaying our encounters and thinking about the future possibilities. It was difficult to say what it was, if it was serious or just a lust fueled fling, but it was exhilarating nonetheless, and left me in an almost dreamlike state of euphoria.

Chapter 7

It turns out that we weren’t all that sneaky. Apparently, there was a ringer camera in the garage, and Amy was able to piece together the rest. Lily let me know first, and I was getting phone calls from Ben and Shirley not long after.

Things moved quickly from there. Lily got kicked out, moved in with me, and we kind of just picked up where we left off. There was a big hoopla about our age gap, and how we went about things, and the advice from everyone involved was that I needed to get away from Lily because she was a troubled girl who would cause me nothing but headaches.

I wasn’t going to kick her out. She had nowhere to go, I shared some blame in what led to her being booted from her mother’s house, and I didn’t want her to leave. I liked having her around, and we became fast friends.

They always say you don’t really know someone until you’ve lived with them, and honestly, I was surprised by how cleanly, considerate, and hard working she was. When I first met her, she seemed like a sex crazed girl with her head in the clouds, but she was actually very structured and liked to stick to a routine. She was also younger, and had the sort of carefree, endless energy that comes along with that, but she mostly stayed on track.

She was pretty bummed about not having the pool anymore, as it made for the perfect backdrop for her bikini shots, but I had an extra room so we went halfsies on some professional camera equipment, and I became her impromptu photographer.

After all the cries that she was going to drag me down, steal my money, and end up pregnant, only one of them ended up being true. The influencer money was quite lucrative, and really spiked once we started getting better at setting up the photo shoots. They were erotic in nature, so it didn’t require anything insane, as she was the muse and I was just along for the ride.

We talked about it, and decided to pretty much just say fuck everyone else and go for it. Our dynamic worked for us, even if it came about by somewhat unscrupulous means, but it happened so fast that I don’t see much I could have done differently.

My mental health improved dramatically, and I didn’t even realize that I was struggling at all until I came out of it. Lily had a way of lifting me up, and as long as I was strict with her in the bedroom, she was happy. Our time together flew by, because we were always doing something together, always enjoying ourselves.

It was our three month anniversary, and we set to go sky diving because it was something we’d both always wanted to do. I also had a beautiful white gold necklace as a gift, but it ended up being Lily with the big surprise that threw forks in all of our plans.

I was getting dressed to drive to the site for skydiving, when Lily came out of the bathroom holding a pregnancy test. She didn’t even have to say a word, her expression said it all. Fatherhood was just sort of something I was never interested in when I was younger, but I felt like I’d kind of missed out. I don’t think I’d have been a good father as a younger man, but at forty, I felt like I was established and secure enough to give it the old college try, and I couldn’t think of a single person I’d rather take that journey on with.

Thankfully, the baby news was the perfect cushion to bring Lily and Amy back together. She’d also started seeing someone new, which kind of lessened the blow and helped her to tolerate me better too.

I think once everyone saw that we were not only serious, but actually made a great team, they slowly came around. The announcement that we’re having a little baby boy didn’t hurt either, as everyone loves to support a new baby.

I’m in the process of putting together the nursery now, as we’ve decided to retire on the photoshoot side of things to focus on family life, and take her social media content in a different direction. In the meantime, we’re trying to enjoy the process and enjoy our last couple months of uninterrupted sleep.

Forbidden Submission - Free Use Age Gap Romance

Chapter 1 - Sierra 

I was still settling into my new place and getting used to the surroundings. The neighborhood was the main reason I moved, as it was peaceful and serene, a stark contrast to the city of Norwood where I was living before. 

It felt good, like I’d really accomplished something by moving from my rickety old apartment into a proper home on the good side of town. Still, I didn’t feel fulfilled in the way I was hoping I might, and I knew precisely why. 

Ever since I started making real money as an influencer, I’d had nothing but time on my hands and nothing resembling a romantic interest to enjoy it with. It seemed like I had it all, large sums of money for relatively little work, unlimited free time, and zero responsibilities, but instead of making me happy, it only seemed to amplify my problems and deficiencies. 

I told myself that it was my living situation, that I was overstimulated from being surrounded by people I didn’t know. It made sense that their constant playing of loud music and late night drinking would take their toll on me, but after a full consecutive week of perfectly peaceful nights at my new house, I knew there was more to it. 

If only I could meet a guy, someone I really liked who I could see myself spending my time with. That was the biggest problem with becoming successful out of nowhere. Suddenly, guys seemed almost intimidated by me, or even worse, they put me on some weird pedestal of who they projected me to be, and sort of worshiped me in a bizarre way. Both things were major sources of ick, and none of the guys my age seemed to be anywhere near my tax bracket. 

It’s not like I needed a guy who was psychotically ambitious, or made as much money as me, I knew that wasn’t necessarily fair because I was paid a lot for doing very little. Don’t get me wrong, my agency, and social media manager were both very much in a boss type of role when it came to our relationship, but it was all through email and it broke down to less than twenty hours a week of actual work, most of which took place right in my apartment or house. I just needed someone on my level, someone who didn’t beg me for dates and over compliment me. 

Anyway, I wasn’t finding what I was looking for. At all. The opposite in fact. I reminded myself that I was only twenty years old, and that I had my whole life in front of me and that I would definitely find someone compatible soon, but that didn’t make the yearning go away. What good was a boatload of money and extra time when you had no one to spend it with? 

I wanted someone who was manly and in charge, someone who didn’t view me as being above them. I wasn’t even entirely sure what I wanted, I just knew that I didn’t want to have to explain to a man how I wanted them to treat me and make me feel. 

My social media mainly consisted of wholesome posts about yoga, what I was eating, workout tips, and fashion advice. Pretty much, my agency thought I had a marketable look, and would arrange for me to go to certain restaurants, eat certain food, and go to certain stores to try on preselected clothing. It was all advertising, in one way or another, and occasional organic posting to try and build engagement. That’s what they called it when they asked me to post bikini photos, which I really didn’t mind. 

As far as I was concerned, it was a dream job in that it allowed me to have full control of my schedule, and the pay was better than anything I was capable of making at a regular job. I grew up on the poor side, and my weekly checks were more than I’d ever made in a month in my pre-influencer life. 

The house was breathtaking, a three bedroom with a finished basement that I planned on turning into my workout room.  It was nice being out of the hood. I felt safe going to the grocery store at any time of the day, and didn’t feel the need to cover myself up with a full body sweatsuit in order to do it. I’m glad I didn’t, because it was on one such trip that I ran into a familiar old friend of my dad’s. 

“Sierra?” he asked. I’d already kind of felt his eyes on me, and I didn’t recognize the heavily tattooed and muscular man when I glanced over at him. 

“Do I know you?” I asked, feeling a tingle move up my spine. He had to be six foot four, and was the last guy you’d wanna see in a dark alley. 

“You might not even remember me, it’s been so long. My name is Jack, I used to be good friends with your father.” he said. That’s when it hit me, like a big flashback. He’d always been hanging around the house when I was younger, at cookouts, pool parties, things like that. He worked for my dad, and was one of his favorite employees so he always invited him over. 

“Oh my gosh. Jack!” I said, trying to think back to what had happened with him. As far as I remembered, he just kind of stopped coming around. 

“How’s Charles? Does he still run the company?” he asked, referring to dad’s landscape business. 

“He’s great, and yeah, he’s still the foreman of his own crew and everything.” I said. 

“Damn. I haven’t talked to him in ages. I’m looking for work, actually, do you think you could get me in touch with him?” he asked. 

“Uh, yeah. Sure. Let me give you his phone number.” 

“I actually don’t have a phone yet. I just got out yesterday.” he said. We were standing in the chip aisle, and an old woman approached, slowly pushing her shopping cart and looking at Jack with wide eyes. To be fair, he was wearing a white tank top and was out of place in the rich neighborhood. 

“Got out of where?” I asked, smiling at the woman as she passed. 

“I guess your dad didn’t tell you, I did some time. Seven lucky years, actually.” he said. It took a moment for his words to register, and I felt my eyes widen. 

“Oh.” 

“Yeah, it was a mistake and I take responsibility for what happened. I did my time. I’m ready for my second chance, you know?” he asked. 

“Yeah. Definitely.” I said. My heart was racing, and despite what he’d just told me, I felt an absolutely magnetic pull of attraction. He always seemed bigger than life to me, and was always so fun to be around. I couldn’t believe I’d let him slip my mind for so long. 

“Speaking of which, and I know I’m gonna sound like such a bum, but you don’t happen to have a couch or something I could crash on, do you? Just for the night.” 

“Yeah. Of course. I just moved in, actually. You could stay in my guest room.” I said, blurting the words without thinking it out all the way. My dad was a great judge of character, making me trust him more than I probably should have. 

“Oh my gosh. Sierra, seriously, I owe you. I was gonna sleep outside.” he said, placing his hands together in gratitude. 

“It’s no big deal.” I said. We finished our shopping, chatting it up the entire time, and I felt such a radiant energy emanating from him. It was obvious that he was happy to be out, and ready to tackle the world. He informed me that he’d hitchhiked his way into town, and so I offered him a ride, which he accepted on one condition. 

“Please let me drive. I haven’t been behind the wheel in such a long time.” he said. I shrugged my shoulders, and tossed him the keys. Suddenly, that feeling of exhilaration that my life was sorely lacking had arrived in spades, and when he mashed down the gas pedal of my new Lexus, it was sent into overdrive. 

Jack told me not to reach out to my dad until the following day, and asked that I simply tell him that we ran into each other at the grocery store. 

“How come?” I asked. 

“Because I really want a job, and if he finds out I spent the night at your place, he’s going to think all sorts of wild shit.” he said. I saw his point, and agreed to wait until the following day to let my dad know that I’d reconnected with his old friend. It was strange being the passenger in my own car, and it gave me a chance to reflect on how reckless of a decision I was making, with the way he drove my car serving as a perfect example. It also gave me a chance to admire his massive forearms, flexing as he gripped the wheel and accelerated out of turns. 

The whole bad boy vibe had never appealed to me, but I guess I’d only applied it to troubled teens at my high school so it made sense that I never understood the allure. It wasn’t until we ripped through a red light with Jack howling like a wolf that I found myself tickled with a novel attraction. I liked the danger, knowing that he was the dominant one and that I was kind of at the mercy of his whims. 

I pointed him in the right direction, and after somehow making it back to my subdivision without getting pulled over, we pulled into my driveway. 

“Holy shit, that was fun.” he said, placing his enormous hand on my bare thigh and shaking it back and forth. 

“It’s a fast car.” 

“It’s fucking badass. I bet you drive the shit out of that thing.” he said, popping open the driver side door. 

“Not really.” I said, laughing. My driving style was more akin to a grandma's, as I wanted to keep the car in good shape so that I could get decent resale value out of it when it came time to purchase another vehicle. 

“How old are you now?” 

“I’m twenty.” I said. 

“Damn. Well, you turned out gorgeous.” he said, snagging the bags from the backseat. I realized that I was in a vulnerable position, having him inside of my home when no one knew we were together, but I’d already told him that he could stay. 

“Thanks.” I said, his hungry eyes scanning all the way up my body until they met mine. He made my heart flutter, and I opened the door for him, having no idea what I should be expecting. It had been such a long time, and I could only remember bits and pieces of being around him. 

Chapter 2 - Jack 

Seven years in prison. It was finally over, but as I sat there watching her cook me up some food, I felt all of the pent up tension boiling over. Sierra was fucking gorgeous, and with as hungry as I was, I wanted to eat her more than what she was preparing. 

“I hope you don’t mind burgers. They’re quick and easy.” she said, standing over the stove while I sat on a barstool overlooking the kitchen. 

“Not at all. I want to sink my teeth into something juicy.” I said, only recognizing the innuendo after it left my mouth. A freudian slip perhaps, as tearing off her shorts and burying my face in her tight little ass was the only thing on my mind. 

“I’ll make yours a double.” she said. 

“Good girl.” I said, trying to move my mind elsewhere and losing the battle. Having her standing right there was making it difficult, and my balls were screaming at me to do something about it. 

“So you just got out today?” she asked. 

“That’s right. But enough about me, I want to hear about what you’ve been up to. How’s life?” I asked, trying to make conversation and pull my mind out of the gutter. 

“Uhm, you know. Ups and downs. I can’t complain.” she said. 

“Looks to be going pretty good for you, if you can afford this place on your own.” I said. It was much nicer than I expected for a girl her age, and I wondered what she did to make a living. 

“Yeah, everything is going well on the career side, but…” she paused, flipping the burgers before stepping away from the frying pan. 

“But what?” 

“I dunno, you probably don’t want to hear this. It’s gonna sound like first world problems.” 

“No, tell me. I’m all ears. You’ve gotta remember, I haven’t been around girls in seven years. You’re like an angel to me.” I said, looking into her eyes and feeling gripped by her beauty. Sierra smiled, cocking her head to the side. 

“I’m an influencer.” 

“A what?” 

“Like, I don’t know, it’s kind of like a model. I get paid to post advertisements and take pictures of myself.” 

“I can see that. You don’t like it?” I asked. 

“No, I do. It’s fine, I mean, it’s alright. It’s just that, I dunno, I’ve just felt very unfulfilled recently and it’s stressing me out.” she said. 

“I’m sorry to hear that, what do you think it is? Any idea?” I asked. 

“One second, let me get these burgers.” 

“Here, I’ll help.” I said, hopping down from my stool and entering the kitchen. It felt so foreign, wearing civilian clothes and standing that close to a woman. 

“Thank you.” 

“So you were saying, about being unfulfilled?” I asked, grabbing a plate and throwing down a bun. 

“Yeah, it’s hard to explain. I can’t believe you don’t know what an influencer is.” she said, chuckling as she moved the double cheese patties over my bottom bun, sliding them off onto my plate. 

“Never heard of it.” 

“That’s crazy. You’re like a prison caveman.” she said, which made me chuckle. I was glad she felt at ease around me, the way the other customers were eyeing me at the grocery store made me feel like I looked a lot scarier than I meant to. 

“Something like that.” 

“It pays really well, like, more money than I’ve ever seen, but it also makes all these guys follow me, and they’re always saying lame, creepy stuff and sliding into my DMs.” she said. 

“Hmm…and a DM is a…?” 

“Direct message. On social media.” 

“Oh, okay. Yeah. I got you.” I said, shaking my head and getting to work on hooking up my burger. The smell of the juicy burger had my full attention, and I started with mayo, ketchup, and mustard before moving to the pickles. 

“Dating was a lot easier before, when guys treated me normal.” 

“How do they treat you now?” I asked, kind of half following what she was saying. It made sense to me that she was some sort of a model, as I could have stared at her all day long. 

“Just like, it’s too much. They treat me like a celebrity, instead of just being normal.” she said. 

“And you said they follow you?” 

“Yeah, like, on social media.” she said. 

“Right. It doesn’t sound that bad. You just don’t like the attention?” I asked. She was a cute and likable girl, but she was right, it sounded like first world problems. 

“I don’t care one way or the other, it’s part of the job. It’s just ruined dating for me. I can’t find anyone who suits me.” she said. 

“Eh, give it time. You’re gorgeous, guys will be lining up for you.” I said, grabbing the burger with both hands and taking an enormous first bite. It was cooked perfectly, and my taste buds went crazy as I sank my teeth into my first real food since I got out. “Oh my God.” 

“I’m glad you like it.” 

“It’s so good.” I said, my lust for her blossoming into full blown love knowing she was the goddess who prepared such a delectable bite. My hunger took over, and I mauled that sandwich in thirty seconds flat, with Sierra watching with a look of concern. 

“I didn’t realize you were so hungry.” she said, slowly extending a napkin in my direction. 

“You have no idea. My appetite is pretty limitless right about now.” I said, wiping my face and turning my attention back in her direction. Once my stomach was satiated, my focus became hyper. 

“Oh, Jack.” she giggled, looking away. There was a sort of playful energy about her, and it made me think that maybe I had a chance with her. 

“You’re so pretty.” I said, my mind hijacked by feelings of lust. So many years without the presence of women, and then all of a sudden, there she was. I knew she was too young for me, and that I shouldn’t pursue her if I was going to try and work with Charles again, but my God. 

“Oh, Jack.” she repeated, staring right back into my eyes as I closed the distance between us. Her little jean shorts showed off her shapely legs, and the bare flesh of her tanned thighs redirected all of my blood flow straight between my legs. 

“I’m sorry, I just can’t help admiring you. It’s been a while.” I said. “Maybe I could be the man you’re looking for.” 

“You’re naughty. Now I see why you didn’t want my dad to know.” she said, batting her eyelashes and pursing her lips as I pressed her back against the fridge, taking her by the hands and grinning back at her. 

“I can’t help it. I want you.” I said, my hard cock pressing itself against the fabric of my sweatpants, making an obvious bulge that I rubbed against her pelvis. I leaned in, completely swept up by the intense physical tension between us. Her lips were soft, melting like warm butter as I used every ounce of self control I possessed to start off slow. Embracing her felt almost primal, like my DNA and biology had completely taken control of my actions. 

Chapter 3 - Sierra 

It all happened so fast, and it was so not like me to just randomly hook up with someone, but the moment got the better of me. Jack was so tall and sexy, and his deep, growling voice drove me crazy. I knew right when he stepped up and looked down at me that I couldn’t resist him, and that what was about to happen was far outside of my control. 

He kissed me aggressively, lifting me up into the air and carrying me out of the kitchen and down the hallway. 

“Where’s your room?” he asked, practically a grunt. 

“It’s on the right.” I said, slung over his shoulder and being carried like I was a bag of feathers. As soon as he dropped me down on the mattress, he began tearing my clothes away, starting with my shirt, and then my shorts. 

“I’ve waited so long for this. So fucking long.” he said, pulling down my underwear and harshly spreading my legs apart. 

“Me too.” I whispered, giving myself over to him as he placed his head between my legs and started sending electric jolts of pleasure through my body with his tongue. I squealed and squirmed, but he held me down as he lapped away, going down on me with the same relentless vigor that he’d consumed the burger minutes earlier. 

“Mmm…” 

“Oh my God, Jack. That feels so good.” I cried out, my body shaking as he took control of my pleasure zone, knowing exactly where and how, and oh my God. 

“Such a sweet little pussy.” he said, pulling his head away and looking over me like a piece of meat as he took his shirt off. Jack took hold of himself over his sweatpants, isolating the biggest erection I’d ever seen and filling me with the realization that I might have bitten off much more than I chew. At least more than I could possibly swallow. 

“Oh, wow.” I said, watching as he used his thumbs to lower his waistband. It suddenly flopped out, and I felt butterflies in my stomach as I stared in awe at the monster between his legs. 

“It chooses you.” he said, smiling as he gave it a couple of tugs. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen, and despite being terrified, I sat up and crawled toward him. 

“I didn’t realize you were so, uhm, endowed.” I said, giggling to relieve the nervous tension his thick length was causing in me. It felt absolutely wrong, forbidden in every sense of the word. I didn’t even know how old he was, or what he went to prison for in the first place, but my mind was far too gone to entertain such rational thoughts. 

“You like daddy’s dick?” he asked, holding it by the base and slapping it across his palm. I hadn’t ever been with a man like him, and wasn’t even sure of how to start. 

“I love it.” I said, raising my eyes to his and pressing my wet lips against the tip. 

“Good girl. I want you to worship it.” he said, his six pack on full display as he extended his hips against my face. I held the middle of his cock, its girth such that my fingers couldn’t wrap all the way around. I parted my lips, opening wide and taking him into my mouth. 

I slurped and stroked, my salivary glands activated almost immediately as I struggled to take him. His hand took hold of my hair, wrapping it up and squeezing, using it as a handle to guide me while he looked down at me, talking dirty and turning me on in a powerful way. I’d never felt so submissive before, so eager to be used in any way he pleased. 

“That’s my good girl. You better call me daddy, too. Don’t disappoint me.” he said, making my hair into a ponytail and holding it in his fist while I gagged for his dick. 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, looking up at him as my eyes welled with tears. I had never said the word out loud to a man in that fashion, never felt it necessary until he told me what to do. 

“Daddy’s good little slut. I love the way you kiss it.” he said, admiring me while I kissed up and down his length, careful not to waste the opportunity by leaving a single inch unexplored. 

“I love it, daddy. You have such a nice cock.” I said, shocking myself with my own openness. Sex had always been such a vanilla affair for me, and to be calling this man I barely knew daddy while slobbering all over him was quite a step outside of anything I’d ever done. 

“Say that you love your daddy’s cock. Look up at me and say it.” he said, his voice low and almost angry, like he was testing my obedience. 

“I love my daddy’s cock.” I said, drool running down my chin as I giggled up at him. I felt so unhinged, and so self conscious at the same time. I couldn’t get enough of it, and began trying to win more of his dirty praise by slurping on his swollen balls. 

“That’s my good little slut. I knew I was going to bend you over and split you in half the moment I saw you in that grocery store.” he said. 

“This was your plan all along?” I asked, inhaling his scent spitting onto his cock. I felt like I had to do more to impress a man of his age, like he wouldn’t be impressed if I was boring and half assed it like I admittedly had with other guys. 

“I couldn’t help it. You’re so naive and corruptible.” he said, stepping all the way out of his sweatpants and then pushing me down onto my back. 

“You’re not wrong. I just needed a big strong man to come and take control.” I said, watching as he climbed one leg over my face, dangling his cock over my mouth. 

“You were looking for a daddy. I’m exactly what you need.” he said. I opened my lips, letting his mushroom head slip past them as he thrust down into my throat, pushing it slightly deeper with each forward thrust until I was thrashing beneath him and struggling to breathe. 

“Ehhhh!” I gasped for air, strands of spit connecting my lips to his cock when he pulled it away, only to plunge it back down for more. He was so hard that I could feel it pulsing against my cheeks, and I awakened the part inside me that adores sucking dick, a part of me I didn’t know existed before Jack made it abundantly clear. It wasn’t a chore, it was my pleasure to serve him, knowing how long it had been and how much he wanted it. 

“You’re gonna make daddy nut, baby girl. You’re gonna make me feel that little belly with so much sticky cum.” he said, pulling it out of my mouth once more. 

“Please, daddy? I really want it.” 

“I know you do, baby. Get on your hands and knees, I’m going to give it to you the old fashioned way.” he said, climbing off of me and helping me turn over onto my stomach. Going down on him made me so wet and horny, and I simply did as I was told without question. My head was spinning as he slapped his hardness between my legs, moving it around until he found my opening. 

It must have been my heightened arousal, because it honestly felt like I came as he pushed his cock inside of me. It was like a wave that shut down certain parts of my brain, turning me into a servile little pleasure fiend who lived only to be pounded and have orgasms. 

“Ugh! Daddy! Ooh, fuck.” 

“Good girl, take that big dick. That’s what you’ve been missing, baby. My little angel, daddy’s gonna take such good care of you if you take care of him.” he said, holding my hips and slapping my ass as he let loose with his piston like hips. Our bodies slapped together rhythmically, filling my room and shaking what felt like the entire house. 

“Oh! Oh! Yes, daddy. Oh!” 

“You want that cum?” 

“Yes…Please give it to me…” 

“That’s my little pussy now, Sierra. Say it.” he said, his voice laced with intensity. I couldn’t believe his power or stamina, as he just kept going and going, making my pleasure grow with each orgasm his hard cock delivered by force. He hit spots that made me shiver, quiver, and squirt all over him as he impaled me with his hot hard flesh. 

“It’s your pussy, sir. It’s my daddy’s.” I said, fading out as I was taken over by a quake of pure ecstasy. He stepped on my head, mashing it into the pillow as he called out that he was arriving. I was so lost in my own personal candyland that I felt almost disassociated, but I could still discern the sudden sensation of warmth erupting inside of me. 

When the intensity finally broke, I was disoriented and riding on what I can only assume was cloud number nine. A dumb smile spread across my face, and I could feel his cock still pulsing every couple of seconds. I felt so tiny and helpless beneath him, and satisfied enough to die right there, without regrets. 

Chapter 4 - Jack 

It’s hard to explain the feelings that swept over me. She was the most beautiful little thing, and I wanted to possess her in a deep, perhaps unhealthy way. I told myself that it was just post coital bliss, and that it would have applied to anyone after going that long without sex, but I knew that it wasn’t true. It was her. 

I slid into the sheets next to her, wrapping her up in my arms and kissing her forehead, neck, and lips into oblivion. She was so sweet, nestling up against me and letting me suckle on her perky little nipples. 

“You’re so tiny down there.” I whispered, my cock somehow still standing strong despite the mind blowing orgasm. 

“I think you’re just huge.” she said. 

“It’s a good combination. You and me.” I said. There was an undeniable intoxication between us, one that we explored long into the night, going at it over and over while I got to her know her body, and the way she liked to be fucked. 

Being in prison for a long time leads to horniness. I’d spent so much time fantasizing about the first girl I was going to sleep with once I got out, but even my wildest dreams paled in comparison to the woman laying beneath me. 

We ended up falling asleep in the same bed, so I never even got to see the rest of the house, let alone the guest room I was supposed to be sleeping in. A part of me felt bad, like kind of a sleaze for what had happened, but at the same time, I wanted so much more of her. She was like an addiction, and when I woke up to her having already prepared my breakfast in the morning, my desire was only intensified. 

Sierra was very helpful, and took me out to get a phone after we ate. She even bought me the nice one, insisting that I needed something more than a flip phone. We went out to eat, and I found out more about her career as an influencer. It didn’t even seem real, but when she showed me how much some of the companies were willing to pay, I had to tip my hat to her. 

My request for a couch to sleep on for one day quickly turned into a week, as I elected to hold off on reaching out to Charles, because I really didn’t know how to explain it to him that I was seeing his daughter. Or whatever we were doing. I couldn’t help being impressed by her kindness and generosity, as she drove me around during the day and helped me get a job. It was a kitchen gig at a bar and grill, but it was something. 

In the meantime, she assured me that it was no problem having me stay there, and that she actually preferred it to living alone. I think I solved her loneliness problem, and she did the same for me. It was nice having a supportive, non judgemental friend to help me along while I got back on my feet, and it was even better because I got to fuck her brains out non stop. 

After one particularly rigorous session, while she was still under the spell of post coital bliss, I whispered in her ear that I wanted to be able to have her whenever I wanted, no matter what. 

“Of course, daddy. I belong to you.” she said, pure music to my ears. 

“Free use. All the time.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, having no idea what she’d signed up for. I’d always had a strong sexual appetite, but I also had seven years to make up for. When she gave me her body in such an intimate, obedient way, I had every intention of taking full advantage of it. 

Chapter 5 - Sierra 

I couldn’t convince myself that I wasn’t in love with him. There were times when I told myself it was crazy, that it was a bad decision that I’d end up regretting eventually. Then he would oil up my feet and give me an hour long massage, followed by toe sucking and a mind blowing fuck and I would completely forget about any doubts. 

Living with Jack changed my life, and all my feelings of being unfulfilled were long gone. Jack filled me like no other, over and over again. Once we arrived at our free use agreement, I was always prepared to be used and taken at a moment’s notice. 

He was so sexual, and it felt like everything about me turned him on. If I was barefoot, I triggered his foot fetish. If I wore shorts, he wanted my booty. If I smiled, I was teasing him because he couldn’t possibly bear that I smiled at him without pulling his dick out and making me suck on it. I felt desired like a queen, but without being put on a pedestal. 

When it came to the bedroom, he was in charge, and in full control. I never dared question it, as he was far too competent in that department for me to ever be non compliant. What daddy said, is what took place, and I was always left satisfied. 

I talked to my friends about him, while at the same time keeping him a secret. It was nice having our own little world, a place to disappear that no one else had to know about. Just me and daddy. 

He brought out my submissive side, and made me realize how much I enjoyed being a little of sorts. As the months wore on, and he saved up more money and bought himself a truck, it started feeling very real, like it wasn’t going to be just a hookup that went on for months because of the amazing sex. It was turning into something serious, and I couldn’t even imagine living my life without him. It was also getting rough keeping him to myself, as I was so happy that I wanted to share our love with the world. 

There was only one thing holding me back, and it was the manslaughter charge that put him behind bars in the first place. I just couldn’t shake the image of him running someone over at eight in the morning. According to what he told me, he’d been out drinking all night and then went home and slept for a couple hours, and then on his way to work, he hit someone coming around a blind curb. It was a common spot for accidents, and he blew a .08 when the officers arrived. 

I had no questions about whether he was a good guy or not, and he’d done his time, but it was just a lot for me to process. He told me that he was very wild and rambunctious when he was younger, but that time and prison had tempered him. He kept asking me to be his girlfriend, but I kept pushing it down the road, telling him I’d think about it. I hated making him feel in any way like he wasn’t enough, or that I didn’t view him as my partner, because there was no doubt about it. We did everything together, we were roommates for God’s sake. 

“Sierra, we need to talk.” he said, fresh out of the shower and wearing only a towel. Even after months together, I never got sick of seeing his body. 

“Can we do it after you take me daddy?” I asked, naked under the covers and waiting for our nightly expression. His expression remained flat, and he folded his arms across his chest. 

“No. I’m deflated, baby.” 

“How come?” 

“I need to know. I need to know what’s holding you back. I can’t take this anymore, you not being mine.” he said. 

“I am yours.” 

“Then act like it.” he snapped, his stare zeroed in on me. 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered. 

“Not that bullshit. You aren’t sorry, you just aren’t telling me something. What is it?” he asked. It wasn’t the first time he pressed me on the issue, and I couldn’t blame him. 

“You know how I feel about you, Jack. You’re my everything.” 

“Baby. I can’t help loving you, but I need to know. What is it?” he asked. 

“It’s just…I don’t know.” 

“It’s my past, isn’t it? I’ve thought about it a lot, and that’s the only thing it could be.” he said, sitting down at the end of the mattress. I could tell he wasn’t happy, that it had been bothering him. 

“Yes.” I said softly, so quiet that I wasn’t sure if he heard me. He sighed, nodding his head. 

“I figured. Look, I understand, and I had a lot of fun with you. I won’t hold it against you.” he said, staring at the wall in front of him without looking over at me. I felt a tightness in my chest, a bad feeling. “I’m gonna stay in the guest room tonight. I’ll be out tomorrow.” 

“Jack. No.” I said, getting out of the covers and following him to the door. 

“I have to. Please understand that I can’t keep doing this. It isn’t going anywhere.” he said. 

“Daddy.” 

“Don’t call me that.” he said, his head snapping in my direction, his angry facial expression melting into softness. “Look, Sierra. I love you. Thank you so much, but if you can’t be with me, then I have to go.” 

“I don’t want this.” 

“You could prevent it with a few simple words, but you can’t. It was a horrible thing I did, I understand.” he said, bowing his head and heading out of the bedroom. I’ve never had a worse feeling, and that’s when I knew that I was being stupid, that I couldn’t let him walk out of my life. 

“Yes!” I said, shouting down the hall and making him freeze in his tracks. “I want to be yours.” 

“Don’t say that just to appease me. Don’t lie.” he said, turning around. 

“I wouldn’t. Not to you.” I said, sprinting down the hallway to be in his arms. Even those few seconds spent with the possibility of us being apart was too much, and put everything into perspective. 

“I’ve done bad things, Sierra, but I need a second chance at life. I want it to be you.” 

“I’m so sorry, I never should have made you wait for me. You’ve been so good.” I said, my eyes welling up with tears as my body flooded with emotion. 

“Sierra. You swear?” he asked, as I wrapped my legs around his waist like I’d done so many times before. 

“Yes, daddy. You’re my man.” I said, fighting back my smile. He carried me back into the bedroom, his towel falling as he approached the bed and laid me down. 

“Show me who you belong to. Spread your legs for me.” he said, sliding my shorts and panties down to my ankles and tossing them aside. 

“Yes, daddy. I want you to claim me. I want you to own me.” I whispered, looking down at his throbbing hard cock as he laid it at my opening. 

“This is mine. It belongs to me.” he said. 

“Ugh!” I whimpered as he entered my body without protection, a ritual we’d both grown too accustomed to. His size spread my walls apart like always, forcing me to accommodate him. There was an almost desperate quality to the way we kissed, as there was no longer anything keeping us apart. 

“I love that little pussy, it brings out the worst in me.” he said, holding my ankles and filling me with hard flesh. It was different that time, lying beneath him and knowing we were officially an item, and that there was no turning back. 

“It’s the best.” I moaned, pulling my shirt up over my head. He was like a predator, feasting on his kill and using me however he pleased, so full of passion that it made me feel more alive than I could ever remember. 

“I love you, Sierra. I love you so much.” he said, his eyes warm and kind as he held my foot in front of his lips, kissing the soles of my foot and maintaining strict eye contact as he pushed his erection in and out. My body was no longer mine, as he effortlessly seized control of my pleasure centers, his long strokes making me shiver with pleasure as pinned my hips to the mattress and had his way with me. 

“I love you, daddy. Please don’t stop, please don’t ever stop fucking me.” 

“That’s my good girl. You made daddy wait too long, and now I have to make up for it.” he said. I wrapped my legs around his waist and stared into his eyes while sucking on his thumb. “You’re gonna cum all over that daddy dick. Do you understand?” 

“Oh my God, yes. Anything you say. Anything.” 

“I love how wet you get for me.” 

“Oh! Don’t stop, daddy. Please!” I cried out, begging for him to deliver me, to relieve the aching need that he alone instilled in me. His hips hammered me into oblivion, and we made out like long lost lovers as he came inside of me, shooting me full of hot sticky cum with no precaution. 

Chapter 6 - Jack 

Looking back on it now, it’s still hard to believe how perfectly everything worked out. With Sierra already making great money, it allowed me to save up every dollar after I bought my truck, and I was able to get her an engagement ring just in time, as I wouldn’t have wanted her to think in any way that I was asking just because she was pregnant.

It’s funny because neither of us really expected it, even though there was no way around her ending up pregnant. She wasn’t on birth control, and I never even looked at condoms when I went to the store. It felt too good for me to pull out, so I didn’t consider it as an option.

I was glad that I had enough time to get back on my feet before the announcement, because it would have been shameful meeting Charles again after all those years with nothing to show for myself other than his pregnant daughter. Understandably, I think he was a little thrown off by our union, but he was always nice to the core, and he accepted it once he saw how serious I was about her.

We caught up, and it was just like old times. He’d always been something of a mentor to me, and kept me on his crew because he liked the way I worked, and we just got along. After ditching everyone else from my past life in order to stay on the straight and narrow, it was a really awesome feeling to reconnect with an old friend.

Charles hired me right away, and put me in charge of my own crew. All of the guys were around my age when I went to prison, and I couldn’t help seeing myself in them. Things were much different though, as I had a kid on the way and real responsibilities.

Sierra and I are an unlikely pair, but it works so neither of us questions it. I think she likes me because I’m straightforward, and sort of a manly man in a way that she appreciates. I’ve met a lot of her male colleagues, other influencers, and I get it. There’s nothing wrong with them, they’re just very tech savvy and not very hands on when it comes to doing actual labor. I think she wanted someone more old school, and less involved with that world.

Falling for her was a no brainer for me, all I needed was the opportunity to show her the type of man I wanted to be for her. There was no way I was going to screw it up, as she was the ultimate catch in my eyes. Beautiful, caring, and full of love. She helped everyone she could, it was a part of her nature, and I knew she would make just as fantastic of a mother as she did a partner. Once I got my grubby paws on her, that was the end of it. She had to be mine. There were no other options, that’s just how I saw it then, and that’s exactly how I see it now.

We’re going to have the wedding after the baby is born, sometime late in the summer. I’ve never had so much going for me, and I can’t wait to live every day of the rest of my life proving that I was worthy of the second chance she gave me.
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Forbidden Attraction - 36 Story Collection 

Forbidden Attraction is a 36 story Collection featuring forbidden relationships, age gaps, and the fulfilling exploration of the characters' innermost desires. 

Look inside for the full list of stories available in this bundle. 
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Free Use - However He Wants Her

Stacy makes friends with Lacey at college, realizing they're from neighboring towns. When summer rolls around, they hang out constantly.

Lacey introduces Stacy to her dad Gabe, and sparks fly despite their age gap. She hates the way his wife treats him, and wishes she could step in and take over her role. She's so mean, and all she does is complain. He deserves much better, and when Stacy finds out he's filing for divorce, she gives him a free use pass for father's day.

Gabe lusts after her almost uncontrollably, and throws a cookout with the sole intention of redeeming his free use privileges.

However He Wants Her involves a forbidden age gap, an older man and a younger submissive woman, free use, and pregnancy.
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Forbidden Indulgence - Age Gap FMF

Sierra is the cheer coach, and her husband Ryan is the Dean. Behind their squeaky clean image, they're a naughty and kinky couple with a great love life.

It's Ryan's 45th birthday, and Sierra wants to give him the best gift ever. Something tiny, tight, and younger.

Cara is new on the squad, and eager to prove herself. She's also the spitting image of Sierra, except half her age. When Sierra sees the way her husband looks at her, she's flushed with arousal.

She teases him about it until he admits to checking her out. They talk about how desirable she is, scrolling through her social media and ogling her effortless youthful beauty. It becomes their next role-play, and a kink that consumes them. Sierra loves living vicariously through the character of a younger, idealized version of herself. It also makes her notice her insecurities, and furthers her interest in seeing her husband with Cara.

The two become close, and one thing leads to another. When Cara tells her that she's never done it, Sierra knows she's found the perfect gift for Ryan.
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Massive Temptation 

Kiara stays with Ashley over the summer, and is there when her parents separate. Brock has zero tolerance for cheating, and sends his wife to stay in a hotel while he hires a divorce lawyer. 

In the meantime, Kiara's forbidden crush is further amplified by him being single, and the hungry way he starts looking at her. Her lust reaches a breaking point when she sees him swimming in the nude. Brock climbs out of the pool, and she can't pry her eyes away from his massive, heavy swinging member while he dries off. Kiara has never considered herself a size queen, but she can't stop thinking obsessing over his juicy length, fantasizing about it in explicit detail while tucked under her covers, all alone in the guest room. 

Little does she know, the feeling is thoroughly mutual, and Brock is fully aware that she's been watching his morning workouts. 

Massive Temptation involves a forbidden romance between a younger woman and an older man, size worship, light DDlg, female submission, and pregnancy. 
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Initiation - Obediently Theirs

Alice meets Professor Jones at a campus bar that's notorious for facilitating fraternization between students and faculty.

She's impulsively attracted to him, and finds his presence exhilarating. He's very forward, and comes straight out with it that he could show her pleasures she's never dreamed of. All he requires in return is her submission.

Her boyfriend texts and calls, but she can't pull herself away from the older man. He gives Alice his number before she leaves, telling her to reach out when she comes to her senses.

She does, and discovers he's much kinkier than she ever could have imagined. He's part of a society of dominants, and in order to be inducted, she must go through a ritual initiation with not only Professor Jones, but two other professors, one who already taught her psychology class earlier that year.
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