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The women trail in one by one, many who are overweight and lack in self-confidence. A sexy hot woman, to me, is one who is comfortable in her skin no matter how much she weighs. When Arthur’s Gym put out a job posting for a gym class instructor, I was hesitant to apply for the position. My aim is to own a gym so I can do whatever I want, be it a personal trainer or teach classes. Being fresh out of college with a degree in health and fitness didn’t leave me a lot of options. Student loans took precedence over the ability to get a loan for my own business. That would have to wait. Arthur offered me a full-time position with good pay and benefits if I would take on a flexible schedule. It means I have classes scheduled throughout the day and evening, with blocks of time off in between. I’m good with that since I don’t have a wife and kids, yet. 

Arthur drops by as he glances at the gym room filling with overweight females. “Looks like a good crowd, Bart. I didn’t want to tell you this until we established you as an instructor, but I’m paying you a percentage above your pay for each member of your class! It’s a perk of the job and to entice you to stay with me. I know you aspire to have your own gym. I kind of like you and want you to stay here,” he says. He winks and waves. “Have a good day.”

I’m shocked and reeling. “Um, sir? Thank you! Right now, I’m quite happy here. This is a pleasant surprise. You do indeed take good care of your employees,” I say as I beam at the man.

“You do a superb job, Bart. Keep it up,” Arthur says and disappears around the corner.

The women are chatting amongst themselves and when I walk through the door they turn to me with brilliant smiles on their faces.

“Oh, we have a buff instructor,” one says as she lifts her brow in appreciation. Then the others join her in the ooing and aaahing over my presence.

I want to say, “Ladies, there’s enough of me to go around.” But I don’t. That wouldn’t be proper. Instead, I smile.

“Hello! I’m your instructor Bart Collins. I’ll be working with you over the next six weeks. Let’s go around the room introducing ourselves,” I say trying to ignore the way they ogle me.

Not all the ladies have a weight problem. I have them tell us why they are taking the class. The biggest majority take it for weight loss, which is fine. Diet and exercise are the best way to lose the weight. A few are taking the class because they want a better body, they want strength and muscle building. That impresses me.

“Okay ladies, we’re going to start slow and easy and build up to a proper workout,” I say as I turn on the music.

“Just like we like it, dear,” says Olive Chambers. She must be nearing seventy and a flirt to beat all. She winks at me and claps her hands as several of the others agree with her. I blush, a deep fierce heat that rides up my chest and over my face and neck. 

“Ah, Bart is cute when we embarrass him,” Sheila Hamby says.

I can’t win for losing with these broads as I shake my head and grin.

“Come on ladies, minds on your body and goals you’ve made. It’s why you’re here,” I say as I start marching in place and encourage them to mimic my moves.

They peer at me like I’m a piece of meat. I’m the buff dude helping them to achieve fitness goals.

“You single, honey?” Elsa asks.

I regard the mid-fifties woman who has bleach blonde hair and who probably wants to lose a good fifty or sixty pounds. Again, I grin and look down. “Yes, ma’am,” I admit.

“Oh, for all you single ladies,” she says and giggles.

I’d say that more than half are married. Another who has a voice that comes from years of smoking asks a question that makes me blush even more. “You ever heard of Mrs. Robinson?” She winks.

“Yes, I have. No, I don’t,” I say as I shake my head and wag my finger at her. I’m trying to be up right and proper and these ladies are treating me like I’m the prize at a bachelorette party.

I finish and go about my business. The ladies come in twice a week and every time it’s like I’m the prize. They go on and on about my muscles, my looks, etc. If only they were closer to my age and single, then I’d probably take better notice. 

I look at the roster and realize one lady, Tilda, is thirty and single. She has short brunette hair that hangs to her shoulders and turns in a soft wave. Her dark brown eyes always peer at me as she works out. I try to make eye contact with each lady. It’s a way of making each one feel special and to know that I notice them. It’s also a means of keeping the class under my control. Tilda is the only one who captures my attention.

I walk to her after class on the second week. She’s busy adjusting her shoes and picking up her bag. A few people don’t leave their bags in the locker room. Her bag has a giant T on the front.

“How are you doing, Tilda?” I ask casually. I’m interested in her.

She pulls up and glances at me. “Um, I’m fine,” she says and offers a tentative smile.

“I mean, how’s the class going for you,” I say, correcting myself because my question threw her.

“It’s good. Thanks. I am enjoying it,” she says and smiles bigger.

“Good.” She’s one of the few who doesn’t need to lose weight but is taking the class for the sake of exercise.

“I notice you seem to keep up and do the workout with a little more, eh, gusto,” I say and nod.

Tilda giggles. “Yeah, I’ve been working out before. I like to switch up my routines. I do strength training on Wednesdays.”

My brow furrows. “Oh really, I’ve not seen you in here. Unless you’re here in the afternoons while I’m on my off hours.”

“Exactly. I come in at two and train for an hour. I’ve not seen you around either. I thought maybe you just work on mornings.” She’s pulling away from me.

“Yeah, I work full time here, only I work mornings and evenings. Arthur gives me great benefits to be here and no pursuing my own gym,” I say.

“Ah, I see. You have an official degree in fitness?”

Now she’s wanting to talk to me. “Yeah, I have a degree in health and fitness,” I say proudly.

“Oh, maybe you could advise me on a healthy diet sometime,” she says.

“I can. My minor is in diet and nutrition. I received an associates in that and went on to achieve the bachelor’s in health and fitness.”

“Are you wanting to be a coach or a PE teacher?” 

We’re walking toward the lobby now as she slows so we can chat. “No, education wasn’t something I wanted. My aspiration is what I’m doing. I want to eventually own a gym and run it. But for now, Arthur is good to me and I’m saving for the day when I can put a nice down payment on my own place.” I nod to her, smiling.

“Well, that’s nice. I’m glad I’m in your capable hands. Do you teach any other classes?” she asks. I love she’s asking me questions.

“I do, I teach high impact aerobics as well as being a personal trainer. I have groups that I train in that respect for now. I need to prove myself first before I can take on individuals,” I say.

“Good to know. Perhaps when I’m done with this class, I’ll sign up for one of your others. I’ve not worked with a personal trainer yet. When will you be able to take on individuals?” Her eyes peer at me, boring into me, making me blush.

My heart quickens at her question. It feels like she’s interested in me, though I’m about five years younger than her. Age when an adult doesn’t matter. “Probably in the spring or summer. Arthur wants to see how well I handle the load I have. A lot of it will boil down to the clients like of me. I’m hoping I’m leaving a good impression.”

“You are. I’m impressed. I’ll request you,” she says
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