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Jean took a small huff as she walked into the
gym. She was anxious, almost shaking from it, and it caused her
hand to slip as she gripped the handle and whack her knuckle into
the doorframe. She cursed, quietly, and tightened her fists
together as she pushed in.

The woman was a college student, just
transferred from her high school and gotten a new dorm, with sandy
brown hair and a slender, wiry build, very little curves to speak
of and an unremarkably normal face. She had spent some time trying
to meet people, but her anxieties and nerves got the better of her
as they always did, causing her to be clumsy, and awkward, and
blurt over her own words. The fact that she was as sexually
appealing as a plank of wood didn't help, either.

And, what was most frustrating, is that Jean
was a massive perv. She had spent entirely too long on various
corners of the internet, looking up kinky blogs of rough, powerful
sex by huge, built men ramming women to hell and back, frail waifs
tied down to beds and pounded with animalistic vigor, and she
watched all the gifs and videos and rubbed herself to eye-rolling,
toe curling orgasms. She'd had boyfriends. But she never really had
a good, hard dicking like she wanted.

When she posted on Facebook about “meeting
people,” a friend of hers, Katie, suggested going to the gym.

“The gym?” she typed into
the comments. “You sure? I don't know the first thing about working
out.”

“Don't worry,” Katie
replied, later that day. “They have trainers, they can teach you
what to do, and you'd be surprised how many people go to gyms to
get fit and find hookups.”

She didn't correct her on the “hookups” part.
If she was honest, that's kind of exactly what she wanted.

And so, Jean found herself here, at the gym.
She had signed up, intending on getting fit and toned to maybe give
her legs and arms and tummy some muscle definition and make her
less boring and flat. She had seen runners with tight, sexy bodies,
and flat muscular tummies, and thought that she could do with some
of that. And, plus, maybe some big guy would like her and do
naughty things to her.

The receptionist – a fit, tall woman about
mid thirties – saw her and smiled. “Hi, can I help you?”

“Uh, hey, I'm Jean,” she
said, wringing both hands around her shoulder bag nervously. “I,
uh, signed up online? Er-”

“Oh, Jean, yeah,” the
receptionist said, and looked down, going through paperwork. “Do
you want a personal trainer?”

Her heart spiked at the idea of being tutored
by someone, and she got worried imagining them laughing at her
ignorance. “Uh, no, thanks,” she said. “Maybe later, I guess.”

“OK, that's fine,” she
continued, and looked up. “Here, take this card.”

A white slip, thicker and bigger than a
credit card, was slipped across to her. She glanced at it,
confused.

“It's a keycard,” the
receptionist said. “It gets you in the magnetic lock when we're
closed. You can come in anytime.”

“Oh, cool,” Jean thought,
and briefly considered running out of the room and coming in the
middle of the night to avoid people. “Thanks.”

And, card in hand, she walked into the gym,
nervously. Jean saw men and women of all ages at work, getting fit
in all different ways. A burly guy was hefting up an impossible
stack of black weights with an arm machine, and another with a more
slender build was doing a few reps with arm weights.

Nervously, not wanting to meet anyone's eyes,
she went and got onto the treadmill and turned it on. It was
impossibly complex, and she hit the button and it begun to move,
starting at a slower pace that was more of a light walk. She begun
to meet with it, striding along.

After about thirty seconds, Jean realized how
boring this was. Her hands were already up, and she hit a button to
increase the speed. Her walk turned more brisk, and she hit the
button again. The brisk walk was a jog now.

Oh come on,
she thought, irritably, and hit the button
repeatedly. Her jog turned into a sprint and, with a cry, she
suddenly felt the speed sharply ramp up. Jean's arms went out to
catch herself but since her legs were flying behind her, it was to
little avail as she was sent to the floor.

Her face burned scarlet, and she tried not
to look up as she stumbled around the treadmill, turning it off and
going to another room, hoping to shrug off the humiliating
display.

 


It went a little better after she had calmed
down. She went to work on the arm machines, this time being more
careful. Jean set the pin in for a low weight, and pushed on it,
but it slipped up out of her hand incredibly fast. She changed it a
heavier weight, and begun to push. It was much heavier this time,
and she did a few reps, feeling her arms already starting to ache
and shake.

I hope this looks
right, she thought, nervously, as she went
to it.

As she looked around, Jean's eyes landed on
possibly the most fine specimen of man she had ever seen in her
life. He had a baseball cap turned backwards, with some sports team
logo on the front, and his grey shirt had a fading logo of a sports
drink on it, even while the shirt looked like it was one flex away
from ripping off.

She felt herself fluttering in the heart
looking at him. He was just below the kind of Mr. Universe she'd
seen in Schwarzenegger's earliest days, really burly and strong but
he looked at least human, with big biceps and a broad chest. His
workout shorts didn't leave much to the imagination, his thighs
bulging out of them. And – she tried to make it a quick glance –
she saw a bulge in his crotch that was making her head feel
dizzy.

Jean tried hard to look away, forcing
herself to stare upward. But she caught his smile just before she
did. And it was hard not to glance back at him, wondering if he was
looking at her or if she could check out more of his body. And,
more than once, their eyes met, and Jean looked away first, turning
red.

It was about half an hour of this, on
various machines, before out of the corner of her eye, she saw his
unmistakable form slowly making its way towards her.

He's not coming towards
me, she thought, not looking.
He isn't, he can't be.

She tried not to look up as she heard
footsteps walking towards her, just focusing on the machine until
they stopped right next to her. She turned her head – it was him.
He was smiling at her, nodding. “Hi.”

“Hi,” she said,
nervously.

“You must be
new?”

“Yeah, uh,” Jean said,
anxiously. “Jean. I, uh, need to get into shape, and-”

“I'm Dale,” he replied,
and glanced at the machine. “You didn't seem to know what you were
doing, but you're trying pretty hard at it, and that's
great.”

The insult-compliment stunned her a bit, and
she didn't know how to react. “Er-”

“Would you like some
help?” he asked, and gestured to the machine. “I could teach you,
if you'd like.”

She fumbled a bit, at a loss. “Uh, yeah!”
she said, worried about being cut off again. “I, uh, would
love-”

“Great, great,” Dale said,
and gestured at the machine. “You are a bit skinny, and you'll look
great with some muscle definition.”

Jean's mind reeled as he moved, changing
some of the settings on the machine. She wanted to put her foot
down, stop him from insulting and demeaning her, but she was so
disoriented from the embarrassment and the offer to help and – as
she again glanced at his arms as he reached over her – how fit his
body was, and she remained silent.

“Okay, there, try
that.”

She did, pushing up on the machine, and was
surprised to find it easier. Almost too easy.

“This is a bit, uh, low,
are-”

“Just do more reps, less
weight,” he said, and gave her that heart-melting smile again.
“It's better for you.”

“O-okay,” she blurted, and
kept going.

“Breathe in on lowering,
and out on pushing.”

She nodded, and did so, and looked up at him
after two reps. He was nodding at her, appreciatively, making her
melt a little.

She did twenty, and he said, “OK, stop
there, that's good.”

Jean let go of it as it came down, arms
feeling weak. “Woo,” she muttered, and shook them. “That's, uh,
kinda hurting. I feel-”

“You'll feel that way, but
it'll pass soon,” he said, and reached out, helping her upright.
“You ready to do leg stuff?”

“Uh, sure,” she said,
timidly. “Like what?”

He lead her to more machines, giving her a
full workout. Dale, as it turned out, was a pretty sweet guy, even
if he was occasionally a bit blunt about her. He called her clumsy
when she wobbled a little, and she felt hurt, but it was coupled
with calling the behavior “cute.” Jean again felt that same timid,
uncomfortable feeling that she assumed was normal.

They had spent about an hour together, and
she was feeling really sore and worn out, when Dale said, “OK, you
should probably stop. You're probably feeling pretty weak now,
huh?”

“Yeah,” she said, nodding.
“Really weak, like-”

“Good, good,” he said, and
pointed her to a nearby bench. “Sit down for a second? Just recover
your strength.”

Still woozy and trusting in him, she did so,
making shaky steps across while he pulled open his phone. She
flopped into the seat, taking a breath.

“Jeeze,” she said,
wheezing. “Is it always this-”

“Here,” he said, and a
phone was brought to her ear.

There was audio emanating from it, in a
warm, pulsing hum. It sounded strange, at first, like the hum of a
sci-fi engine. “What is this?” she asked, as she listened. “It
sounds, uhm, kinda....uh...”

Her thoughts and confusion begun to fizzle
as the strange audio started to sound...nice. The hum was pleasant
and soft, and she felt all the more relaxed. She felt her shoulders
sagging, and she blinked as she felt herself getting tired, and
weak. “Kinda...uh....weird...”

“It's a relaxation song,”
he said. “I found it, helps with some fitness people after
strenuous workouts.”

She barely heard him. It was hard to even
listen when she could only focus on the soft, thrumming noises
coming out of his phone. She was wobbling in place on the bench,
head rolling about as she felt her muscles melting, and her
awareness slightly fading. Jean wasn't really functioning anymore.
It was like she was coming to the end of the day and fighting off a
shot of NyQuil. Her eyelids sagged, her head lolled around a
little, and her mouth slowly slid open.

“It's, uhm...” she
mumbled, leaning back. “It's...uhhh...”

Jean barely managed to utter out that before
she had forgotten what she was going to say. She tried to reach up,
to push the phone away as it kept emanating soft, lovely,
enthralling thumps, but her hand only twitched. She felt heavy, and
her back was already against the bench, even as she tried to stand
up.

“Uhm,” she said, but there
was no thought attached. It was only the dull utterance of her
spirit as it was drowned out by the audio.

“Hey? Jean?”

She jolted upright, startled. “Whuh?”

“You were passing out
there for a second,” Dale said, leaning down. “You
okay?”

“Uhh,” she said, but she
felt dizzy and off kilter. There was a blank in her memory, and she
felt disoriented trying to recall why she was here or what
happened. “Uhhhh, I, er,” she stuttered, thinking. “I sat down for
a second, I thought...”
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