
  
  
      
        
          The Gym Breeder

          
		      
          Lisa X Lopez

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2026 by Lisa X Lopez 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The First Stretch
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Stained Evidence
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Home Invasion
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Forced Audience
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Owned and Bred
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Lisa X Lopez
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

Chapter one

The First Stretch





Noelle had told herself it was about fitness. She'd told herself this with the same conviction she'd used when she'd told herself the marriage was fine, that Roger's indifference was just tiredness, that a woman of thirty-six with two kids and hips like hers had no business expecting to feel desired. The gym, she decided, was just for her health. 

She pushed through the glass doors and the noise and heat of the place hit her — iron clanging, bass thumping low from the speakers overhead, the thick smell of rubber mats and effort. The floor was packed, machines whirring, groups of men clustered around the free weights with their chests out. She felt the shift in the room's attention almost immediately, the way eyes moved and then stayed. She kept her chin up and walked toward the squat rack like she hadn't noticed, which she absolutely had. Her nipples tightened under the thin sports bra without her permission, stiffening against the fabric from the sheer, disused thrill of being looked at. She hadn't been looked at like that in a very long time. Roger hadn't looked at her that way in perhaps two years, perhaps longer, and she'd stopped counting.

She told herself the quickened pulse was just the walk from the car park.

The leggings were new. She'd ordered them online on a Tuesday evening while Roger slept in the armchair with the television on, and when they'd arrived she'd told herself they were for comfort and range of motion. They were black, and they were tight, and they did nothing for comfort and everything for range of motion in the sense that they moved with her body like a second skin, the fabric pulling taut across the full, round swell of her Romanian ass with every step, the seam pressing between her thighs. She could feel the attention like a physical thing as she approached the squat rack. She loaded the bar, bent to adjust the collar, and felt the unmistakable awareness of her own body that she'd spent years suppressing.

She straightened up and caught her own reflection in the mirrored wall. The woman looking back at her was not invisible. She was thirty-six with olive skin and thick dark hair and breasts that filled the sports bra with very little room to spare and hips that flared dramatically from her waist. She looked, she thought, like a woman who had never been properly fucked by her husband.

She glanced down at her left hand, at the wedding band sitting plain and unadorned on her ring finger. Something tired moved through her chest — not quite grief, not quite anger, but the particular flat dissatisfaction of a woman who has quietly accepted a smaller life than she wanted. She exhaled slowly and unracked the bar.

She was four reps into her first set, ass driving back and down into the squat with the bar across her shoulders, when he appeared.

He was tattooed from wrist to collar, the ink dark against brown skin, chest broad under a sleeveless shirt that left his arms bare — arms that were not soft, not average, not the kind of arms that sat across a desk for forty hours a week developing a belly. He was perhaps twenty-eight. He moved like a man who was accustomed to having space made for him. He didn't ask whether she needed help. He simply positioned himself behind her as she came up from the squat and said, in a low voice that cut through the music, "Your knees are caving. Let me fix that."

His hands closed around her hips.

Not gently. Firmly — the fingers pressing in with a proprietary confidence that made her breath snag in her throat. He adjusted her stance, widening it, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh just above the waistband of her leggings, and when she lowered into the next rep his body came with her, close behind, guiding. She felt the heat of him all along her back. And then, with the bar still across her shoulders and her ass pressed back and down, she felt it — the thick, unmistakable weight of him pressing against her, his cock a massive, dense line of heat through his shorts against her ass.

"There," he said. "Now you're in position."

Noelle's face went hot to the ears. She came up out of the squat and stepped forward, away from him, which required considerably more effort than it should have.

"I'm fine," she said. "I know what I'm doing."

He smiled. It was not a kind smile. It was the smile of a man who had heard that sentence many times and found it entertaining. "You've got potential," he said, his eyes moving over her body with a casual thoroughness that made her pussy clench involuntarily and horribly against the seam of her leggings. "But I can make that body sing."

His name, she learned, was Rico. He was one of the trainers. He did not wait for her to agree to anything before he reached out, plucked her phone from the top of her gym bag with two fingers, and typed his own number in. She watched him do it, and she said nothing, which was its own kind of answer. He texted himself from her phone, dropped it back in her bag, and told her he had a private session slot open tomorrow morning, back room, seven-thirty.

Roger's face appeared briefly in her mind — the tired smile, the thinning hair, the way he'd said "you look great, babe" last week without looking up from his phone. It faded before she'd fully registered it.

She said she'd think about it. Rico said that was fine, and walked away.

On the drive home, the inside of her thighs were damp in a way that had nothing to do with exertion. She sat with both hands on the wheel and thought about Rico's hands on her hips, the weight of him against her, the crude certainty in his voice, and by the time she pulled into the driveway she had thought about it so thoroughly that she had to sit in the car for a full minute before she trusted herself to go inside looking normal.

Roger was in the kitchen in his socks. He heard the door and called out, "There she is — getting that gym glow, babe?" He was heating something on the stove. He did not come to meet her. He did not look at the way her leggings sat on her body or at the flush still working its way out of her cheeks.

She smiled and said something vague and set her bag down on the kitchen chair with her phone face-down. She asked about his day. He told her. She nodded in the right places.

Her phone buzzed against the chair.

She flipped it. The message was from an unsaved number and it read: Can't wait to stretch that married pussy tomorrow. The words sat on the screen in plain text, blunt and obscene and absolutely certain of themselves.

Roger asked from the stove whether she wanted rice or potatoes.

"Rice," she said.

She turned her back to him. Her hands were not entirely steady as she typed the single word back: Tomorrow.

She deleted the thread, dropped the phone in her bag, and went to wash her hands.


      ***She'd worn the red shorts. She'd told herself this was a coincidence — that the red shorts simply happened to be clean, that they were comfortable, that the fact they were cut higher on the thigh than anything else she owned and fit her ass like a prayer was purely incidental. She'd told herself this three times in the mirror before she left the house, which was two more times than it took to be convincing.

The back room of the gym was at the end of a corridor past the locker rooms, and when Rico opened the door for her she understood immediately that this was not a room where fitness happened. Or not only fitness. It was dim, the overhead fluorescents replaced with something lower and warmer, and the walls were covered floor to ceiling in mirrors — every wall, the full length of them, so that wherever you stood you were multiplied into infinity, reflected back at yourself from every angle. There was a mat in the center, a rack of attachments along one wall, a bench. The door closed behind her. She heard the lock click.

Rico pulled his shirt off without ceremony.

She had known, abstractly, from the day before, that he was in exceptional physical condition. Seeing it fully was a different experience. The tattoos covered most of his chest and extended over both shoulders, down both arms to the wrists, dark geometric work interrupted by larger pieces — a skull at the left pec, something that looked like wings across the back of his shoulders. His stomach was ridged and flat and utterly without apology. He set the shirt on the bench and looked at her, and Noelle thought, involuntarily and with a faint sickness she recognized as guilt, of Roger — of Roger's stomach, the soft roundness of it, the way it settled over his waistband when he sat. The way she'd stopped looking at it.

"Let's warm you up," Rico said.

The warmup involved him positioning her on the mat and taking her through a series of deep stretches — the kind that required his assistance, that had him kneeling beside her and then behind her, his hands sliding under her thighs and up the backs of them, pressing her legs wider. His palms were warm and hard and they moved with a slow deliberateness that was not physiological in nature. When his thumbs drew up the inside of her thighs and grazed the fabric of her shorts at the crease where her leg met her body, close enough that the heat of his skin was right there against her, Noelle bit down on her lower lip and stared at the ceiling and told herself she was reading too much into it.

Her nipples were hard enough to cut glass through the sports bra.

He pressed his body against her from behind for the next stretch, his chest to her back, his arm reaching over her shoulder to guide her down, and she felt his cock against the small of her back — thick and heavy and unmistakably not soft — and her body responded with a liquid clench that she had absolutely no control over.

"Good," he said, close to her ear. "You're looser than yesterday."

She started to say something — she wasn't certain what, some version of perhaps we should keep this professional — when he yanked the crotch of her shorts aside with two fingers, no warning, no preamble, and pushed three of his own fingers inside her so smoothly and completely that the sentence died in her throat and came out as something else entirely.

"Christ," he said, his mouth still at her ear, "you're absolutely soaked, you married slut."

She made a sound of protest, or she intended to, but his fingers were moving with a practiced, ruthless efficiency that located something inside her that Roger hadn't found in seven years of marriage, and the protest came out wrong, more like permission than objection. She said, "We shouldn't—" and he said, "You wore these shorts," and she had no answer for that because it was entirely true.

He worked her with his fingers until she came the first time with her face pressed into the mat and her ass in the air, and then he stood up, and she heard the particular sound of a zipper.

She turned. He was already hard, already fisting himself with one hand, and the sight of his cock — veined and dark and obscenely large, the kind of size that made her internal geometry feel suddenly relevant — made her say something she was not proud of, some involuntary syllable of want that Rico clearly recognized as consent. He took a fistful of her thick dark hair and guided her to her knees.

She gagged on the first attempt. He was not sympathetic. His hand held her head steady and she adjusted, opened her throat, and took more of him than she would have thought anatomically possible, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes, saliva running freely as she sucked with a thoroughness she had apparently been saving for an occasion. He looked down at her the entire time with the detached assessment of a man who was not surprised by any of this. He called her a good slut. He called her a cock-hungry married bitch. She sucked harder.

When he pulled her up and bent her over facing the mirror, she understood why the mirrors were there.

She watched him enter her from behind — watched the expression on her own face when he pushed into her, the way her mouth fell open and her eyes went briefly white — and then he fucked her, hard and without gentleness, his hips slamming forward so that the sound of it filled the small room and her body rocked with every thrust. She watched her own breasts moving in the sports bra, watched the way his hands held her hips, and she came a second time with a volume she would have been embarrassed by in any other context, the orgasm tearing through her so completely that her legs nearly gave out.

He bent her further, adjusted his angle, and she understood what was coming a moment before it did — felt the blunt, insistent pressure against her ass, and said, weakly, "I've never—" and Rico said, "I know," and pressed forward anyway. She made a sound that had no name in any language she spoke. He worked into her slowly, unhurried, one hand splayed flat across the small of her back, and when he was fully seated he held there for a moment and let her feel the full, impossible weight of it before he began to move again.

She watched herself in the mirrors the entire time and did not look away.

He came inside her eventually — buried deep, both hands locked on her hips, a low sound from somewhere in his chest — and the sensation of it, the warmth of it filling her, produced an orgasm she hadn't been looking for, a rolling, helpless thing that left her shaking against the bench with her shorts pulled to one side and her hair in ruins.

She drove home forty minutes later. Her thighs were slick and warm and the thin fabric of her underwear was doing very little to contain the evidence of the morning. Roger's car was not in the driveway. He was at work. He would be at work until six.

In the bathroom, she peeled her underwear off and held them in one hand and looked at them. The fabric was soaked through and there was no reading of events that made them anything other than exactly what they were. She should have put them directly into the washing machine. Instead she stood there for a long moment looking at the damp, ruined cotton.

"Just this once," she said to the empty bathroom.

She dropped them into the bottom of the laundry basket under Roger's gym socks and went to shower.








