Hitting the Gym


It was a quiet day at the gym; so quiet that Gareth was the only guy there. Weekday mornings were always the quietest, most people were either at work or taking care of other obligations, too busy to really work out. The big, buff bull sat on a bench in one of the building's workout rooms, lifting some dumbbells while he waited for his customer to show up.


Gareth was a personal trainer, and the guy he'd be training that day, from what Gareth knew of him, was a fox who went by Erik, a twenty-seven year old who'd joined the gym to get fit and such. He hadn't met the guy yet, everything had been set up by the gym's receptionists so far, but he figured he'd know the fox when he saw him. It was nearly midday, the appointed time for the fox's first session, when the door to the room opened and a furry vulpine head peeked into the room.


“Punctual guy,” Gareth muttered as the fox stepped in wearing the usual kinds of clothes you'd see in a gym: a workout t-shirt and some light shorts. He looked nervous and uncomfortable; awkward was an understatement. He was wringing his hands while his big, furry belly poked out from underneath his shirt. Gareth gave a grunt and returned his dumbbells to their stands before going over to greet the fox who looked up at him, smiling at the powerful, hulking example of bull. Gareth looked down at him with his bright green eyes, smiling back warmly. He took a friendly approach, though he was still an intimidating sight in general so the fox couldn't help but feel increasingly nervous despite Gareth's welcoming demeanour.


Gareth took a moment to look his newest customer up and down. A chubby orange fox; fairly young looking with a pair of thin-rimmed glasses adorning his nose. He didn't seem to have much muscle on him and so Gareth assumed he hadn't done much lifting over the years.


“'Morning!” Gareth smiled. “You're Erik, right?”


“Uh, yeah,” the fox nodded quickly, trying to keep the awkwardness out of his voice. “I'm here for the, uh, training? And stuff?”


Gareth nodded, “I'm Gareth; I'll be your trainer.” He extended a hand to the tubby fox. “Nice to meet you.” He kept talking as they shook hands, “Your file said you don't have any experience in the gym?”


“No, not really,” Erik shook his head. “I haven't been to a gym since I was a teenager.”


“That's not a problem,” said Gareth. “I'll teach you everything. A lot of these things look scary but they're real simple to use.” He gestured for Erik to follow him and they stepped further into the room, surrounded by various machines and equipment, weights and dumbbells. “Let's start with something simple.” He nodded to the rack of dumbbells he'd been using. “Go grab a weight you're comfortable with.”


“Okay... Sure,” Erik nodded and went to do so.


Gareth watched as Erik went and bent over to pick up a pair of dumbbells. The bull couldn't help but notice that big, thick rump of his sticking out, those shorts gripping his cheeks tight and leaving a perfect outline of his foxy butt.


“Goddamn that looks good to squeeze...” he thought to himself, licking his lips at the sight of it, eyes locked on the vulpine ass. He let himself ogle for a few moments before shaking out of his trance and reminding himself that he had a job to do. He spoke up, “Ah, that's wrong.”


“Huh?” Erik looked over at him, confused. “I-I'm just picking them up...”


“Weren't you taught not to lift with your back?”


“Oh... r-right...” He tried again, kneeling down this time before taking the dumbbells, though Gareth still noticed a bit of back-lifting that he was going to have to train out of him.


He guided Erik over to the bench and instructed him on the proper use of his dumbbells. As expected, Erik was unsure and clumsy with poor technique and posture. Gareth found himself patiently correcting the fox again and again, telling him how to bend his arms,  how to sit, how to lift properly. Erik tried to take in everything the bull was saying but he kept slipping up, forgetting basic rules and such.


They spent a bit longer than Erik usually would when teaching someone proper dumbbell technique, but eventually the bull decided to move on.


“Alright, I think that's good for the dumbbells for now,” he said.


“Ah... Sorry if I didn't do it right,” Erik gulped. Gareth just shrugged.


“Hey, you'll get the hang of it,” he said. “People think that lifting dumbbells is this super easy thing, but there's a proper form to it that not many people get. Anyway, I want to see how you handle something a bit more technical.” He brought the fox over to a weight-lifting bench and got him to lie down. It was clear that the fox was nervous – maybe he'd seen some videos online of people getting injured with these things.


“Don't worry,” said Gareth. “I'll spot you, you're fine.” Erik nodded in response and watched as the bull set up the weights and stood above the fox.


“Do I...?” Erik took the cold, metal shaft in his hands, the bull quickly correcting his grip.


“Just like this...” he instructed. He finally had Erik lifting the weights and the fox was surprised to find that it wasn't as hard as he thought it would be, mainly because of the great hulking bull spotting him. Erik looked down at him and it was after the second rep that he noticed how close his bulge was to Erik's face... His shorts were tight, he wasn't one to wear loose-fitting clothes when he worked out, so the large, bordering on obscene, package he was equipped with was very clear and visible. The bull's equipment hadn't gone unnoticed by the fox; it was hard not to notice a massive bulge hovering just inches away from your face. He tried to ignore it but found his mouth watering at the sight of it, his cheeks blushing bright pink with embarrassment.


Some people might have complained or asked him to do something about it, or at the very least asked to do some other activity, but Erik remained silent. Not because of his embarrassment or anything, but because he, believe it or not, didn't mind having a massive bull package shoved in his face. He kept trying to focus on the lifting but felt his arms starting to shake a bit as he feasted his eyes on his trainer's bulge. His blushing intensified when he felt his crotch starting to tingle.


“Oh no...” he thought to himself. “Don't... Not here, he'll notice! Fuck...” He couldn't control himself. That package just looked so hot, so juicy. What he wouldn't give to yank those shorts down and wrap his lips around the fat cock they were hiding... It didn't take long for his own package to become stiff and rigid, his foxy dick tenting his shorts. Gareth noticed almost immediately, glancing down with a surprised look when he noticed Erik's stiffness.


“I... can explain,” Erik gulped. “I-I'm sorry, it's not my fault, it's just, um, I couldn't-”


“Hey, it's fine, that's normal,” said Gareth.


“Huh? It is?”


“Yeah, plenty of people get workout boners. It's perfectly normal.”


“Workout boners...?” Erik asked. “Uh, i-if you say so...” He didn't fully understand, but it looked like he'd just gotten out of an awkward situation so he wasn't complaining. Gareth kept him lifting for a bit longer and the fox was too busy with the weights to notice the occasional glances Erik was giving his crotch.


“Fuck, he's hot,” Gareth thought. “Fat ass, nice package... Bet he'd look good with a dick in him...” It was at this point that he noticed the fox's lifting getting noticeably slow and decided to call it quits for the weight lifting. Erik was still a beginner and he didn't want the guy risking an injury by pushing himself too much.


“Go get a drink,” said Gareth as Erik stood back up, the fur of his forehead glistening slightly with sweat. “Once you're ready you can have a go at the treadmills.” Erik nodded and took a few sips from the drinking fountain before following his trainer, his hardness bouncing embarrassingly in his shorts as he moved.


“They look intimidating,” said Gareth as Erik stepped up onto one of the treadmills. “But they're pretty simple to operate.” Erik nodded and listened to the instructions. He pushed the button for the lowest setting and had to be steadied when the treadmill suddenly spurred into life. “It's okay, you got it. Just keep moving.” Gareth watched on and made sure the vulpine was going a steady pace, not too fast for his skill level but fast enough to work up a sweat at least. Before long Erik had moved on to a jogging pace, his fat, furry belly bouncing and shaking as he moved in place. His cock had softened a bit by this point but his bulge was still noticeable and, like his belly, was bouncing around as he went.


Before long Erik's clothes, and his fur, were noticeably wet with sweat, the fox panting and grunting as he went, the powerful, hairy bull watching on from the side. The sight of the big, thick fox was really testing his self control, a test that he was rapidly failing. Even now his body betrayed him, his package swiftly growing as he watched. He just wanted to reach out and grab hold of that belly, to grope and squeeze at Erik's fat body and squeeze at those big, soft man tits. Gareth coughed awkwardly and shuffled around. He was already sporting as semi-hard tent when the sound of the fox's panting voice made him jump in surprise.


“I-I'm done,” Erik said, quickly turning the machine off and grabbing the rails tight, tired out and covered in sweat.


“Oh, ah, right!” Gareth said with a smile. “You do look tired. C'mon, go get some rest.” He took the fox over to some benches nearby and let him sit down before grabbing him a paper cup of water which Erik quickly guzzled down. “You're doing good,” said Gareth.


“Really?” asked Erik.


“Yeah! Impressive for your first time,” Gareth chuckled, petting the fox on the shoulder. You've still got half an our left on your slot, so have a rest for a few minutes and we can pick back up.


Erik nodded and sat there, tossing his now empty cup into the trash nearby, flustered and sweaty. He kept glancing over at the bull, admiring his body; his strong muscles, his powerful form and, of course, the monster bulge he was packing. Erik wondered if it had gotten bigger since last time he ogled it... Was he actually getting hard? Nah, it must have been his imagination... Right? He couldn't help himself, he just kept looking over at what Gareth was packing. It was the size you'd see in a porno; Erik could only imagine what that thing looked like naked, let alone fully hard.


A curious look passed over Gareth's face when he inevitably caught the fox staring.


“Is he... checking me out...?” he wondered. Erik hadn't noticed that he'd been caught and so Gareth waiting a few more moments to make certain. Sure enough, Erik was checking out his bulge, not very subtly either. Was he interested? No way... There was no way he was lucky enough to be assigned such a hot, fuckable fatty of a fox who also happened to be into cock... But, Erik did keep staring, practically eye-fucking him with his gaze. Gareth had caught a few guys checking him out in the past but it was mostly out of curiosity. Even straight guys had to do a double take when they first caught a glance at his monster, but Erik's staring was clearly more than just a curious glance. It was obvious that the big guy was hungry for cock.


It took Erik a bit longer to realize he'd been found out and looked up into the bull's eyes with a shocked gasp when he realized Gareth had been watching him stare this whole time.


“Fuck- I, um, I'm sorry, i-it's inappropriate of me to stare!” Erik sputtered nervously, his eyes wide with shock. “I-I, um, don't kick me out, I-”


“Calm down, calm down!” Gareth said quickly. “It's okay! Really!”


“I-it is?” Erik gulped.


“Of course!” Gareth said, smiling down at the fox. He paused for a moment before adding, “In fact, if I'm honest, I've been checking you out too.”


“You... have?” Erik asked, surprised.


“Uh-huh,” Gareth grinned. “You know, I might be a beefcake, but, again, if I'm being honest, I've got a thing for big guys like you.” Erik started blushing furiously, his crotch giving a twitch at the bull's words. “That's one of the perks of the job, you know. Lots of big guys like you come in here wanting to get fit and I get to stare at them the whole time.”


Erik was too embarrassed to do anything other than stutter nervously, his package starting to harden once again. Gareth soon kept speaking.


“So, I guess the question is: where do we go from here?”


“What do you mean?” Erik asked.


“Well... I mean, you're interested in me, I'm interested in you...”


“Oh! Um, oh...!” Erik gulped. He'd never been flirted with like this before and wasn't sure how to proceed. “W-we can... get a room?”


“Why bother with a room?” Gareth chuckled. “This place'll do fine.”


“Y-you mean...?” Erik left the sentence unfinished, watching as Gareth went and locked the door to give the two of them some privacy. He then returned and placed a firm hand on the back of Erik's head.


“This what you want, foxy?” he smirked, moving forward and pulling Erik into his crotch. The fox gasped out, eyes going wide as his nose was suddenly assaulted by the bigger male's musky scent, his face smooshed into that massive bulge of his.


“Oh, fuck!” Erik gasped out with a whine, his cock hitting full mast in a split second, his face nuzzling into Gareth's shorts, slightly wet with sweat from the workouts he'd been doing before Erik had gotten there.


“Like it, fox?” Gareth breathed, grinding his crotch against the vulpine's face, his growing manhood twitching and throbbing inside his pants, pulsing against Erik's face.


“Y-yeah!” Erik whimpered in a breathy voice. He huffed at the bull's maleness, getting good, long sniffs of his manly and slightly spicy scent, his nose tingling from the powerful, overwhelming smell.


“That's it, fatty,” Gareth grunted, eagerly humping against Erik's face, his sweat seeping through his shorts and being wiped off across Erik's fur. Erik looked up at Gareth with a desperate, needy look on his face, staring into the bigger man's eyes past that massive, growing package of his.


“I need it,” he whimpered. “G-give it to me? Please?”


“Heh, need it, do you?” Gareth grinned. “Kiss my bulge first. And give it some licking too.” Erik nodded quickly and got to work, peppering the outline of Gareth's shaft with kisses before slurping along it, the taste of sweat hitting his tongue in an instant. His tongue worked all over the crotch of Gareth's shorts while the fox whimpered and whined with submission. He'd never tasted another male before, let alone such a musky, sweaty one. The taste and scent was enough to make his head swim, but he kept going, unfazed. He soon wrapped his lips around the package, still licking as he suckled on it, getting an even stronger taste of the muscular bull's sweat. 


Erik kept worshipping it with his mouth and was soon given the honour of touching it. He brought his hands up, both of them groping and running across that stiff package, groping at Gareth's monstrous cock and balls while his muzzle kept grinding against his trainer's crotch. His own shorts were tented, his cock leaking pre into his underwear and staining them with his fluids. He wanted to jerk off, wanted to pleasure himself, but he just couldn't take his hands away from that amazing cock in front of him.


After a while, Gareth decided that Erik had finally earned his cock and had the fox pull away. He then hooked his fingers into his shorts, Erik's sweat-covered mouth watering as Gareth yanked them down to reveal his now fully erect manhood.


“Holy fuck,” Erik gasped, eyes wide. It was massive. Twelve inches of fat, veiny cock, throbbing right before his very eyes, the foreskin glistening with pre-cum while those fat, heavy balls hung low beneath his shaft.


“That's what they all say,” Gareth chuckled, his hand stroking the back of Erik's head. “If it's too much we can always just stick to handjobs-”


“Fuck that...” Erik said, staring in awe at the bull's equipment. “I need it in me...”


“Heh... Well, aren't you the stereotypical fox?” Gareth chuckled. Hey, he sure as hell wasn't complaining. Erik opened up and was about to get to work when Gareth stopped him. “Your clothes are looking pretty tight there,” he said. “Get them off and you can have all the cock you want.” Erik was undressing in an instant, tearing off his shirt and shorts and leaving them on the floor, his own sizeable foxy dick hard and twitching. Seven inches; a nice size. Nowhere near Gareth's twelve, but a nice size all the same.
