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The first time I saw Maria Galvan, I hated her. I still kind of do. Just looking at her makes me seethe with envy. She has everything I want to have. She is everything I want to be. The moment she stepped into my gym, I knew that I would never catch up to her. Even before she got out of her street clothes, I could see she had the body of my dreams. She was tall, and strong, and achingly beautiful. Her muscles were large, but they flowed smoothly into one another in pleasing curves. Her breasts were much the same. Their tantalizing curves flowed perfectly down into her chiseled abs, and from there into the kind of hips and butt that make me clench my teeth and grind my molars into dust. I won’t even talk about the way her legs made me feel. Her face was just as captivating. She had pale, icy eyes, framed by strong eyebrows and locks of thick, dark hair. Worst of all, her measured stance and resting sneer spoke of a cold confidence that I’ve never had, and never will.

I’m nothing like that. I work out, sure. I’m proud of my abs, and my thighs, and I think my ass might even rival hers. But I’m short, and the muscles just don’t sit right on my body. I’ve been lifting weights for almost a decade, and my arms still look scrawny. My tits are small, my hair is frizzy, and I’m so terrified of what I look like without makeup that I even put it on to go to the gym. But even if none of that was true, even if I looked exactly like her, I could never be her, because I’m an angry, nervous wreck. I could never be cool like her.

As far as I was concerned, she was the perfect woman, and I hated her for it. To see my dream up close only solidified how impossible it was. At best - at the ridiculous, distant best - the most I could hope for was that someone like her would deign to let me worship at her feet.

Of course, the main reason I was so pissed is that she wasn’t even supposed to be there. I’d cut a deal with Mario. When my schedule changed and I couldn’t make it during regular opening hours any more, he offered to let me stay after closing. He even loaned me the key. On the condition that I clean up after myself and put all the equipment back, naturally. I quickly learned that I love having the gym to myself. Like I said, I don’t particularly care for the state of my body, and it was nice to not have to worry about what anyone else might think about it.

So when I heard the door unlock and saw her step in carrying a gym bag, I was furious. I still think it was a dick move on Mario’s part. It’s not like he didn’t have the right to cut someone else the same deal as me, but at least he could’ve fucking told me.

I didn’t say anything, but I must’ve stared daggers, because she did stop to take my measure. I guess she must not have been that afraid of me, because she only looked at me for a moment before going into the changing room.

When she came back out, I almost fell off the treadmill. She was wearing almost nothing, just a sports bra and a pair of unflattering gym shorts. Her hair was pulled back into a thick ponytail that would’ve been cute if it didn’t just make her look even more severe. For a second, she was all I could think about, and I stumbled.

I caught myself, but my clumsy stomping made an awful racket. She turned to look at me, and I felt all that anxiety I’d been avoiding come crashing back. The worst part is that she really did seem to be evaluating my body. She looked at me from head to toe, really took take her time with it. Then she shook her head and grunted disapprovingly.

It shook me worse than it had any right to. I’d always known I was flawed, but this felt like being spurned by a goddess. She grabbed the treadmill next to me, and I didn’t know what to do. After that, just having her nearby felt like being burned by the sun. The only thing I could think to do was to keep running.

I ended up spending almost the entire session on the treadmill. By the end of it, my thighs were burning, but I kept going anyway because I didn’t know how else to burn off all that nervous energy. She seemed to be done with her routine, but she was still milling about, shooting me increasingly annoyed glances. I now realize she was waiting for me to shower and leave before she cleaned up, but at the time I couldn’t even guess.

Eventually I did cave and decide to just get it over with. I slunk off into the changing room, showered, changed, and left. She didn’t enter the changing room until I left.

I was almost out on the street when I realized I’d left my phone in the changing room and turned around. I should’ve knocked, of course, but I was too busy with my own insecurities to notice how cagey she was about getting naked in front of me. As it was, when I opened the door to the changing room, I wasn’t surprised to find her undressing in there, but she very much was. She yanked her shorts back up so hard they ripped and shot me the dirtiest look I’ve ever gotten in my life. I grabbed my phone off the bench and waved it apologetically at her, and then I walked back out pretending I hadn’t seen anything.

But I had. I’d seen everything. My eyes had been downcast, searching for my phone, and had fallen directly on her crotch. I had seen her cute, neatly trimmed bush. I had seen her gorgeous thighs, flexing and bulging as she bent down to pull off her shorts. And I had seen the fat, pendulous cock resting on top of them.

Yeah, she was the perfect woman all right.
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WE SAW EACH OTHER A lot after that. I went to the gym on most days, and so did she. We didn’t say a word to each other for weeks. I assumed it was because she hated me, and I hated her in turn. I would catch her looking at me, scanning me up and down, up and down, always with that disapproving sneer on her face. It made me feel worse about my body than I had in years, and it made me furious to think she had that kind of power over me.

But at the same time, she always seemed to find an excuse to be near me. She would always run on the treadmill next to me, always take a water break when I did, always go to free weights when I did. She tried to be subtle about it, but I noticed. I honestly thought she was using me as some kind of perverse anti-inspiration, constantly staring at my malformed body to remind herself of where she could end up if she started slacking.

The first time I got any indication otherwise was also the first time I heard her speak. Her voice, of course, was angelic. Husky and seductive, it made my hair stand on end.

That day, she came into the gym with her phone to her ear. By the sounds of it, she was having a perfectly pleasant conversation with her mother, and I couldn’t help but notice that she wore that horrible sneer throughout the entire conversation. At the time I dismissed it as wishful thinking, but it was the first time I began to even contemplate the possibility that she might simply be suffering from a very severe case of resting bitch face.

The second was harder to rationalize. I had been doing squats, and after finishing my last set, I turned around to find her resting on a rowing machine, staring directly at my crotch. I hadn’t heard her use the machine, but she was breathing heavily, and there was a subtle but unmistakable bulge in her shorts. When she saw that I’d noticed her, she hastily turned around and began rowing. That one stuck with me, because it was the first time I’d seen her be anything but cool as ice. 

This was when I began to hope.
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THAT DAY, SHE WAS DIFFERENT. She was angry
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