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ALEXIS WAS HORNY, AS usual.  

She'd done everything she could think of in order to satisfy her lust, but no matter how many times she came, she always wanted more.

Her hand was her best friend, and her boyfriend too.

When she thought about rubbing another one out tonight, the idea made her groan.  Her dick was so hard it hurt, but she needed more than just the usual orgasm.  

Masturbation wasn't satisfying enough.

Maybe she hadn't been getting enough exercise lately.  Maybe that was the problem. 

Sure she could go jogging out there on the mean city streets, but it might not be safe.  Not after midnight.  Never know who you might run into, out there.

Luckily, her apartment building had a gym that was open twenty four hours a day.  It wasn't anything big or impressive, but a treadmill would do the trick.  She could jump on board, go for a run, maybe bring down her erection that way.

In fact, there was a faster way to get her dick down: a cold shower. 

But that was a last resort.

She'd try exercise first.

Alexis had never used her building's gym in the middle of the night, or at any other time of day, for that matter.  Would other tenants be there?  Would she have to wait in line for the treadmill?

Doubtful.  This place was dead after midnight.  No one milling around, except possibly on weekends.  Alexis felt like she had the run of the place every time she left her apartment after dark.

When she slid a pair of yoga pants up her legs, all she could think was, “Uh-oh!”

The tight, silky fabric felt so good against skin she worried she'd blow her load the instant it cradled her hard, unruly dick.

She'd decided against underwear, because her yoga pants held everything firmly in place.  But that was the precise reason she feared she might explode if she moved the wrong way.

As soon as the snug yoga pants cradled her cock, Alexis shivered.  Her tip stuck out the waistband—that's how huge she'd grown.  She shoved it toward her hip, but her dick was so sensitive with arousal that even touching its swollen head made her want to forget all this exercise garbage and get off on her own hand.

No.  Not again.  Exercise was the answer.  She would get on that treadmill and everything would turn out right.

But first, she needed a sports bra.  

She had a few to choose from, because she found them much more comfortable than standard bras.  With breasts as big as hers, it could be difficult to keep them in check.  A lot like her dick, as it turned out.  Her dick and her breasts swelled beyond reason any time she felt the least bit horny. 

And Alexis felt horny pretty much every waking hour.

Her yoga pants were boring black, so she decided on the hot pink sports bra to go on top.  The bra probably wasn't intended to be so revealing, but with her big tits, pretty much anything she wore was revealing.  Maybe not turtlenecks.  But a top that would be slightly low-cut on anyone else looked incredibly sexual on her.  She just had that kind of body. 

Once she'd dressed in her yoga pants and pink sports bra, she looked at herself in the mirror.  Her cock pulsed when her gaze landed on her own magnificent cleavage.  If her pants had been any colour but black, her erection would have been blatant.  As it stood, you would notice it if you were staring directly at Alexis's crotch.  But that shouldn't be a problem in the gym at... what time was it?  

Almost one in the morning.  

Wow.  

There wouldn't be anyone else working out at one in the morning.  

Probably.

Alexis grabbed a towel in case she decided to shower upstairs, where the small gym shared a changing room with the building's swimming pool.  She held it in front of her body so that if she met anyone on the way up, they would never know she had a raging boner beneath her yoga gear.  

After shoving her feet into running shoes she never bothered to unlace, she picked up her keys and her water bottle, then slipped out of her apartment.  The hallways in her building were always quiet at night.  The silence made her feel somewhat lonely, but also extra-alive, if that makes any sense.  

Everyone else was asleep.  Only she was awake.  

Alexis had the world to herself.

What would she do with it tonight?

She bounced into the empty elevator the moment it opened its doors to her.  Alexis loved the elevators in her building.  Mirrors at her back and on both sides.  She pressed the button for the penthouse level, where the gym was located, and then surrendered to the call of the mirrored panels. 

Damn, she was fine!

Alexis loved her body.  She was attracted to her own body.  Everything about it looked exactly the way she wanted it to.  Her tits were huge, but her nipples remained perky.  They stuck out when she was aroused, and often even when she wasn't.

But how often was she not aroused?  She spent practically her entire existence craving the next orgasm.  Alexis would proudly call herself a cum-slut, and it didn't matter whether that cum belonged to herself or someone else.  

One day, she'd like to lie in the middle of a circle of guys who were all jerking off while they looked at her.  Maybe she'd be jerking off, too, and when she came, so did they.  By the end of the night, she'd be drenched in cum.

Wouldn't that be a dream?

A dream of cream.

Alexis sighed contentedly, but her erection was not yet satisfied.  She looked at its outline in the mirror.  It was pretty hard to see, considering the elevator's low lighting, but when she positioned herself just right, she could make out the mushroom shape of her engorged tip and the long, swollen shaft stretching her yoga pants to their limits.

Incredible that the juice of her wet pussy hadn't soaked through her pants yet.  Or maybe it had, and she just couldn't see because the fabric was black.  All she knew was that her pussy could take anything that came at it right now.

If only the elevator doors would open on the penthouse level and some sexy stranger from her building would be standing there with his cock at the ready.

When the elevator came to a stop and made its typical dinging noise, Alexis felt her heart shiver.  This could be it!  Her dream man might be on the other side of those doors!

She checked out her butt in the side mirror, just to make sure it looked plump and round and perfect.  It did.  Her butt was one of her best assets, and that was saying something.

At last, the elevator doors opened, and...

Nothing.

No one.

Just an empty hallway with a sign: To Gym and Pool.

Alexis had to admit, she felt deflated after getting her hopes up like that, thinking some hunky stranger might be waiting to fuck her.  There was nobody in the hallway.  Nobody at all.

When she got to the door leading into the pool area, she held her key fob against the electronic reader.  The reader made a buzzing noise, and the red light turned green.  Alexis pushed her way through the door and found the pool silent and still.  A big turquoise rectangle.  Not unappealing.

But she'd come here to work out, so she walked her throbbing erection past the pool, all the way to the glass enclosure that housed her building's gym.  She had to press her key fob to yet another electronic reader in order to access the gym, which struck her as strange.  She'd already gained entry to the pool area.  Why did she need to prove her tenancy again to access the gym?

Just one of those minor things that played on her mind between bouts of extreme horniness.

The gym was every bit as empty as the pool area, but that was no surprise, given the time of night.  At least Alexis didn't have to wait in line to get on the one and only treadmill her building owned.  

There was a stationary bike next to the treadmill that had a sign on it reading: “Fix Me! I'm Broken!”  She tossed her towel over it before climbing onto the treadmill.  

She pressed the quick start button and walked with the treadmill as it slowly started up.  Then she pressed all kinds of buttons, trying to get up speed.  She didn't want to run on any inclines.  She just wanted to go fast.  Speed-walk. Jog. Run!

The small gym was not claustrophobic, thanks to the mirrors on every wall.  They made the place feel big, and they made Alexis's tits look huge!  Although, Alexis's tits were huge with or without the intervention of modern mirror technology.

With every step, her breasts heaved inside her sports bra.  They bumped and bounced, making her horny as hell.  She couldn't look away, of course.  She loved the sight of her own body—especially her large, jiggling breasts.  She could watch them forever.

She was so busy staring at her own tits in the mirrored wall that she didn't even notice the stranger approaching.  She barely heard the buzz as his key fob granted him access to the gym.  She scarcely moved her gaze from her own breasts to take in the sight of this muscular man entering the area.

When their eyes met in the mirror, Alexis accidentally stopped running.  The treadmill took her on a backwards journey toward the floor.  By the time she thought to reach out, it was too late.  She went flying off the back of the machine, landing fortuitously against the stranger's broad chest.

When she felt the man's hot front pressing into her back, she let out a yelp and jumped onto the treadmill.  “Sorry!  Sorry!  I didn't mean to... sorry!”

She felt so flustered she started running faster than the treadmill's pace and almost flew over the front end.

Gazing at her face in the mirror, the stranger asked, “Are you okay?  You took a bit of a tumble, there, didn't you?”

“I'm fine!  I'm fine!”  Only her pride had been bruised, and Alexis could handle that sort of injury.  It happened often enough.  “Just trying to... you know... work off some... you know.”

She didn't know what she was talking about, and neither did he, judging by the look on his face.  

Poor guy.  

Sexy guy.

Even as he stretched his arms, he looked like a million bucks.  He had on shorts and a tank top—an outfit that showed off every bulging muscle a person could possibly have.

Well, Alexis could think of one more muscle that didn't seem to be bulging yet.

But if she got it started, she'd be happy to finish the job.

“I'm Alexis,” she told him.

“Jim,” he replied.

She laughed, though she was already pretty winded from running.

“What's funny?” he asked.

“Your name is Jim and you obviously spend a lot of time in the gym.”

He smirked.  “Yeah, I guess that is sort of funny.”

Alexis watched in the mirror as Jim reached for one of the weights on the floor.  Those were the heavy ones, the ones she couldn't hope to lift even if she used both hands and all her strength.  He lifted the one he'd chosen with no seeming strain and started doing curls while he watched himself in the mirror.  

Usually, Alexis would be watching herself, too, but she could look at her own body any time.  With this muscle god in her midst, she'd rather gaze longingly at him.  

She loved the way his long hair cascaded past his shoulders while his biceps throbbed.  He reminded her
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