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Stacy reflexively adjusted her hair as she walked past the mirrors that lined the weightlifting machine area, her vulpine ears pert and alert, her tail swishing gently behind her with each step. She didn't want to admit it, but she was genuinely nervous, both due to her inexperience with weightlifting and the reputation that had preceded her instructor. With her focus beginning in gymnastics and then shifting to aerobics, she certainly wasn't deprived in her musculature, but her focus had always been on endurance. Yes, she'd lifted free weights. She even did a number of running, jogging, and stationary exercises with weights. But she never actually lifted the damn things, and though she was loathe to admit it, the heaviest thing she ever lifted were her groceries. And even then, multiple trips were the norm.


And of course this is why her boss had suggested, then insisted, then demanded, she start taking some proper weightlifting and muscle building classes. Yes, she was young and in fantastic shape. But she was reaching the limits of what she could do at her current strength, and more importantly, not meeting the standards she was expected to uphold as an instructor. It wasn't enough to have endurance and agility. She needed the strength to help someone if they fell behind, or literally fell. 


She needed to be able to carry 50 lbs repeatedly throughout the day without strain or injury, so she could help with cleaning, moving, and maintaining the equipment. She needed to have the strength to where she could be counted on if a patron did something stupid with one of the machines. and needed to be extracted from their misfortune or, ideally, prevented from ending up trapped in the first place. And until she could do all those things, she was going to have four morning sessions a week with instructor Jordayne from 5 AM until 6 AM, giving her plenty of time to shower, clean, and be ready for her 7 AM class.


Jordayne was intimidating both by reputation and appearance. At over six and a half feet tall, the hyena had never lost her musculature from her body-building days, and rather than looking like a brick shit-house, she looked like the sort who could smash through one like the Kool-Aid man. Promotional pictures showed her lifting hundreds of pounds with each arm, or showing off the various medals and trophies she'd won for feats of strength or during her bodybuilding career. Stacy had also heard her barking, or shouting, really, commands, encouragement, and insults at her students to drive the past their limits and on to new ones. Sure, she had a good reputation among those hyper-masculine probably-on-steroids freaks who paid hundreds per month to have her teach them how to pick up heavy things and then put them back down again. But wasn't she just going to make a little fox girl who could barely break the five-foot barrier and was too light to qualify for the lightweight boxing class?


Still, she liked the job, and the thought of maybe, finally, being able to carry all the groceries in one trip or not embarrass herself trying to lift a spare tire was very appealing. Not to mention the fact that her paycheck depended on it. She was even promised a nice bonus if she could reach all her goals within six months. And so she screwed up her courage, set down her gym bag, and sat down on the weight bench, waiting for Jordayne's arrival.


The big hyena arrived right at five AM, her massive form suddenly bathed in the fluorescent light and reflected indefinitely in the banks of mirrors that lined the walls. Stacy was instantly made aware of how this woman had won so many bodybuilding awards. She wasn't just some big pile of muscles thrown haphazardly together by steel and steroids. She was a living, breathing goddess. Blessed by whatever she'd been born with, sculpted by endless effort, she looked like the living embodiment of female strength and power, stepped right off the page of a fantasy novel. Stacy felt herself closing her legs reflexively, as well as her heart race and breath quicken unexpectedly. She'd seen Jordayne in photos, sure, but never up close. She was intimidating and inviting, powerful and alluring, a queen of strength and grace. Stacy had to bite her lip to keep a Freudian slip from coming out, and just hoped that Jordayne mistook her dash of arousal for nervousness. Which, to be fair, was also quite present.


Jordanye's words slipped from a massive grin. "Well hello there. Miss Kotlowski I presume?" Jordayne extended a massive hand, which dwarfed Stacy's own as it was shook. She hadn't met someone this much larger than her since that promo shoot with some local pro wrestlers. And none of them had tits bigger than her head.


"Yes, Miss Avro?" she replied, getting to her feet. She might as well have kept sitting down, seeing the hyena's height and bust still prevented eye contact. "Did the higher ups let you know the goal here?"


Jordayne grinned, her face suddenly becoming a mass of powerful, sharp, pearly-white teeth. "They let me know that you can't meet the 'must be willing and able to lift 50 lbs multiple times throughout the day' standard of your contract, and that I get $500 if I can get you there in six months." Good to know that the bonus went both ways, it would probably help ensure that they both actually got one. For now, though, she tried to just focus on the task at hand.


"So, I'm sorry, I'm very new at this, I've only ever used these machines for like, photos and demonstrations. I have no idea where we should start." She backed up a bit, the angle finally wide enough to where the two of them could make eye contact, albeit with significant neck movement.


"Well of course, that's why I'm here to train you." A loud snort escaped Jordayne's face. "You wouldn't need me if you already knew what to do. Let's start out with something simple bicep curls."


Stacy tried not to stare at Jordayne in the mirrors as they walked to the machine, a simple two-platform device intended to ensure good form. Stacy sat down and, to her astonishment, found herself being lifted up by one hand as the other locked the seat into the proper position. That must be over 130 lbs with the metal seat and Jordayne lifted it like it was nothing! Such strength was both enviable and intimidating, and Stacy felt herself flush with interest all over again.


"Just put your hands here, and here. We'll start out with a nice low weight, just to get you into the form. What you really need is low weight, lots of reps, to build the muscle slowly." 


Stacy tensed more with delight at the feeling of strong but gentle hands guiding her form than she did the stress of the weight. She was surprised how much resistance she got from the supposedly "low" weight, and normally, she would be embarrassed at her lack of lifting power. But in Jordayne's hands, she just felt like butter on a hot stove, melting with each touch. She just hoped that Jordayne mistook her shaking and nervousness for the stress of pushing the weight, not the fact that she was excited to the point of shivering with each touch and caress.


"...And twenty! There, that wasn't so bad, was it?" Jordayne stood up, her massive form blotting out the fluorescent lights and casting a shadow across Stacy's face. It was as if she was being visited by some ancient pagan goddess.


Stacy shook her head. "Not at all! And I'm sure it will get easier and easier every day we do this."


Jordayne let out a barking laugh. "Not if I have anything to do with it! Every time you hit your limit, we'll just push it up again. Don't think I haven't heard the gossip about how you're embarrassed to ask for help around here, or how you pretend that you 'just want to get in more steps' when you take multiple trips to move something." She flexed her bicep and struck a pose, her massive muscular form moving with the power and grace that had no doubt won her all those medals and trophies in her office. "You may not ever be as strong as me, but there's a lot more strength in you than you realize." She bent down, her eyes mere inches from Stacy's own, locking in like a missile. "I just need to apply a little pressure to bring it out."


Stacy could feel wetness between her legs, and just hoped that the extra padding the manufacturer had installed to prevent "time of the month" incidents worked as advertised. She hadn't had a period since her hysterectomy at 16, but hopefully that extra padding absorbed her arousal as well as it did all that blue-dyed water in the commercials. "So, uhm...What's the next exercise?"


"We're going to work on your core, then your legs, then back to your arms." Jordayne guided Stacy to another machine, and helped her properly place her arms and legs on the padded leather. She was tempted to fuck it up just so that Jordayne would have to spend more time touching her, correcting her, making sure her form was just right. But not now. She didn't want to come off as desperate, as a perv, as someone who just wanted the big muscle mommy to touch her. She wanted Jordayne to respect her, to like her, to want her. Plus she'd been on the receiving end of uncooperative perverts far too many times. Last thing she wanted was a shout or a slap from her instructor just because she couldn't keep her thighs shut.


The rest of the sessions was a blur. Maybe it lasted thirty minutes, maybe it lasted four hours. Either way, Stacy struggled to keep it together, desperately trying to focus on following instructions and moving her increasingly tired muscles in slow, deliberate repetitions. She moved from machines to free weights and finally to some closing stretches with dynamic tension, movements she was encouraged to do at home or between shifts, the small things that could put tension into the muscles and allow them to grow naturally and smoothly. By the time her little Casio watch beeped to let her know it was 6 AM and she needed to get washed and prepped for her 7 AM class, it was as if every inch of her body was sore, yet eager for more. She just hoped it didn't cramp up during her morning classes.


"I'm going to go hit the shower and the sauna before my 7 AM classes, I'm soaked" Stacy let out a nervous giggle, and tried not to stare at Jordyane's visible bulge. Had it always been so prominent? It was no secret what Jordayne was packing down there, plenty of people had been joking about how she had a bigger cock and balls than most of her male trainees, and there had been jokes about how cheating with gear turned one's carrot and eggs into a gherkin and Raisinettes. But it was more obvious now, wobbling, throbbing, even through her boxers and workout shorts. Stacy practically ran to the showers, almost ripping her clothes off as she flung herself into a torrent of cold water to try and get her biology to calm the fuck down.


Stacy had expected to feel a rush of relief when the cold water struck her fur, but instead she just felt the sting of discomfort. She had expected to pour water on a fire, but instead she just felt hot on the inside and chilly on the outside. She quickly switched the water to warm, and slid her fingers between her legs. She'd need to put the fire out another way.


She'd never been much for masturbation, not because she thought it was gross or anything, but because it never satisfied her like the real thing. From digits to dildos, only real cock ever satisfied, but she was hoping she could make do. She closed her eyes as she gently groped and prodded and probed herself, squeezing and pushing and rubbing with increasing intensity. Thoughts of Jordayne's massive muscles, and of course all the glances she'd taken at the hyena's ample crotch, danced through her head. She wanted that body so intensely. She couldn't remember the last time she'd been so attracted to someone in such a short time, if ever. A girl never to conceal her intentions or wait until the second date, she usually took the initiative and got what she wanted right away. Holding back in an effort to remain professional and focus on her goals was driving her mad, and she desperately needed to release the pressure.


"Well hello there...Again..." 


The words dashed through Stacy's ears with such surprise and force that she was almost certain she peed herself a little. A squeal escaped her lips, her face flush with embarrassment and humiliation at the thought of being caught. And not just by some random employee who happened to wander into the employee showers hours ahead of their shift, but by Jordayne, the very source of her desire. She tried to splutter out words, offer some sort of explanation, some excuse, something to salvage the situation, but only a nonsense of half syllables managed to escape her quaking lips.


Jordayne walked over slowly, sashaying her massive hips as first a smirk and then her tongue caressed her lips. "I'm not surprised, you know. You're not the first, although it must be serious for you to need to run off and try to douse yourself with cold water like that." The hyena's massive form dwarfed Stacy's coating her in shadow as the big woman's hand pressed firmly against the tile next to the shower head. "To be honest, I take it as a complement. I put a lot of time and effort into this body, you know. Glad to see it has such an effect on you."


Stacy barely heard the words. All she could do is stare at Jordayne's massive half-hard dick. Given the hyena's size, it wasn't really a wonder that she was so well endowed, indeed, it seemed rather proportional to her height and build. But compared to the diminutive fox, it was a gleaming monstrosity, a throbbing black invitation to sexual pleasure she'd never felt, combined with the satisfaction of an intense natural desire that drew her towards it like a moth to a flame.


Jordayne chuckled, following the imaginary line from Stacy's eyes to the massive dong between the hyena's thighs. "Well, go on then. I don't think either of us is going to get anything done today until you 'solve' this."


Permission was the only encouragement she needed. She practically pounced on that dick like it was the last one on earth. She kissed it, she caressed it with her lips and tongue and cheek and nose. Her fingers squeezed and pushed and flitted across it, loving every bit of heat, of firmness, of soft give around the glans. She tasted it, felt it, her whole body shivering with satisfaction as she pushed it between her lips. Stacy had experimented with sex and drugs in high school. This was certainly better than drugs. And the only reason it wasn't better than sex is because it was sex.


She bobbed back and forth on what of the length she could get into her mouth, the water cascading across her head, her hair, her face. More warm drips crashed across Jordayne's massive breasts and came down on Stacy like a waterfall, shower water spraying in all directions as she moved her head this way and that with increasing enthusiasm. She didn't care. She needed this dick like she needed the air itself, and as her hands came up to caress and squeeze and work the balls beneath it, she felt as if she had been made for this moment, like all of her previous encounters had just been practice runs for the dick in her mouth right now.


She twisted her head this way and that, working to get her jaw and lips pleasuring Jordayne every bit as much as her tongue and hands. It seemed to be working. Jordayne's own words had given way to a combination of pleasured moans, grunts, and half-uttered encouragements. Her own massive chest heaved up and down as she went from bracing with one hand, then two, then getting her legs into it, her massive body forming a platform against the tile. She began to thrust, gently, going slowly so that Stacy could work with the thrusts instead of against them. It was painfully clear that her own instincts and desire were driving her, pushing her to fuck Stacy every bit as much as Stacy wanted to be fucked, ant the effort to control that desire rather than unleash all of that power and strength into the little fox was driving her mad.


Stacy would have been content just to suck Jordayne's dick and Jill herself off for a few minutes, maybe gulp down some cum and get back to preparing for her day. But the hyena's enthusiasm and desire didn't just reflect her own, it amplified it. Rather than continuing to work the massive hard length in her mouth and hands until it went off, she stood up, looking at Jordayne with deep and intense desire. "Fuck me" escaped her lips, the words barely audible over the panting and rush of water. "FUCK ME!" The shout echoed, and were she in a better state of mind, she would have instantly blushed at the thought that someone might have heard her. But right now, she didn't care if she was being broadcast on national TV. She needed this. And she was going to have it.


In an ideal situation, Jordayne would have somehow magically dried her off, carried her to a massive bed coated in rose petals, and they would have fucked to a loop of her favorite smooth jazz cassette after having a lovely steak dinner and half a bottle of wine. As it was, she would have to be happy with bracing herself against the tiled wall and having Jordyane shove it in from behind, while warm water and steam coated the both of them and splashed everywhere with each thrust. Even with Jordayne bending her knees and Stacy standing on tiptoe, it wasn't ideal, and only the fact that Jordayne could brace against the wall with one hand and hold Stacy steady with the other managed to get things going as intended.


But oh, they did go, and the moment she felt that massive black cock penetrate her dripping wet velvet lips, she let out a moan that was almost certainly not obscured by the rush of water and soundproofing of linoleum tile. This seemed to encourage Jordayne all the harder, and within moments the two of them were pushing and shoving, their hips thrusting and jerking awkwardly as they both tried their best with the odd position and uncomfortable difference in height. Still, the job was getting done, and soon they were both moaning and whimpering, letting out noises of joy that clearly had no other potential source.


Stacy had never felt sexual pleasure that was anything like this. Joy spouted from her pussy like an unending fountain, filling her body, her mind, with coital bliss. She'd had good sex before, sure. But nothing that turned off her brain, her very essence, like this. A little over an hour ago, she'd been focused on her career, that weird clicking noise coming from her car's engine, and how she was going to fit both groceries and that new album release into her budget before payday. But now the only thing on her mind was sex, and how to keep it coming, how to keep the pleasure thrumming through her body like vibrations through a guitar string. 


Eventually they managed to get a slow, steady, clumsy rhythm going, their hips not joining – Stacy couldn't take the whole thing without a rather uncomfortable bottoming out - but sliding close then dancing away each time. Their pace didn't increase, but the intensity slid with each thrust, and Stacy could feel her legs grow weak, the pressure from Jordayne's extended hand grow stronger and stronger as more and more of her weight had to be supported. She just hoped the big hyena wasn't similarly losing body control in the midst of all this. At least not until things concluded.


And conclude they did. As orgasm rocked her body, making her shake and twist and forcing her to grab at Jordayne's raised and wall-bracing arm with both hands to avoid a fall, she felt a high that she had always been confident her hippie friends had always been lying to her about. If this was sex, what had she been doing in bed all those years? It felt so incredible, the sensation racing from her rock-hard clit through her labia and inner folds like bolts of lighting directly to her brain. She could feel her nipples grow stiff and hard, her thighs and biceps tighten and release, her fingers and toes contract and release. Her brain reached a level of empty zen Buddhists spent their whole lives training to achieve. 


Only as she began to come back down did she realize that Jordayne was coming in her, massive thick globs of hyena sperm filling and then dripping from her insides. Even if she was capable of getting pregnant, she wouldn't have cared. The sex was well beyond too damn good. The fact that it would probably be consequence free just led her to already begin dreaming about when she could next do this again. Not right now though. Without Jordayne's help, she couldn't even stand. Her thighs wiggled and her knees felt as soft and weak as a rag doll's. 


Jordayne wasn't doing much better, and both of them struggled to make it to a nearby bench intended for the disabled, elderly and pregnant to make use of the detachable shower head. It creaked under their combined weight, but held. The shower still ran behind them, filling the room with hot steam as they panted, their own heat and sweat and salt mixing with the mild chlorine smell of the shower.


"That was..." Stacy found herself at a loss for words. Incredible was too small a word, and nothing more intense came to mind. She just leaned against Jordayne and tried to catch her breath. She felt like she could stay there forever, just absorbing the warmth and caressing the muscular form next to her. Not to mention getting an eyeful of the beautiful massive black cock that had just sent her to the moon and back in first-class comfort.


She probably would have stayed there all day if her watch hadn't started beeping. She had forgotten to take it off before dousing herself. Casio was apparently honest about the whole "waterproof up to 30 meters" thing. She tried to stand to leave, her legs still wobbly, but her strength was returning, albeit slowly. "I gotta...I got...7 AM class...Need to..." 


Her utterances were interrupted by a kiss. It started out slow, just lips touching, but soon they were embracing, tasting, feeling each other, their tongues dancing like they were trying to do the lambada between their lips. She grabbed at Jordayne desperately, and she was afraid that, time limit be damned, she was going to find herself losing control and shoving that big hard cock back up her cooter again. But somehow both she and Jordayne managed to separate, though there eyes remained locked tight.


"We...We need to meet again AFTER work." Jordayne's voice was quivering, betraying how much the encounter had pierced her considerable strength. "How about we meet up after closing and make plans? Your place, my place, a hotel, something...Something less wet. And slippery."


"Sorry but you're still going to have wet and slippery," quipped Stacy, reaching down to grab her pussy and spread it a little. She could feel sex juices leak out, and she giggled at her own lewd joke. Jordayne laughed as well, making Stacy's face light up like all the neon in Vegas. "But yes, sounds great. Let's just hope my students don't mind a...less intense workout today."


"If you need someone to substitute, I could ask around..." Jordayne winked and stood up, her own legs visibly shaking. Stacy didn't know she could do that to anyone, much less someone so massive and powerful. She felt a sense of pride in that.


"No no, it'll be fine, besides..." She winked as she leaned on the door sill of the shower, holding the door open for one last retort. "...I bet you'll want me even more when you see my new outfit."


"I bet I will." Jordayne's words disappeared behind the door, and Stacy rushed to get changed. It was going to be a long day. But an even longer night, if she played her cards right.
