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         She’s wearing a pair of snug workout-tights and the fabric makes them look like a second skin hugging the broad hips and the sculpted, muscular ass. Spreading her legs, the woman angles her feet out and looks over her shoulder, straight at Nathalie, giving her a wide grin before turning her head back and bending her knees. The fabric of the tights stretches over the woman’s ass – Nathalie thinks she can almost see the white buttocks and the notch in between through the material. Moaning, Nathalie lets two fingers slide into the wetness between her legs. Licking her lips as she imagines the woman in the tights, in the same exact position. Nathalie would have given anything to place her hands on the woman’s hips, letting her tongue stroke her to climax, just like she’s doing to herself with her fingers right now.

         “As you can see, these tights aren’t squat-proof,” the girl on the computer says laughing, and then continues: “The search must go on! Here is a pair of tights from Gymshark.”

         Nathalie whines as the young woman reappears in a new pair of tights. Please, not squat-proof, not squat-proof, not squat-proof, not squat-proof. Bending her knees, the woman’s ass shoots backwards, as if she was going to sit down, and as she stands in an almost 90-degree angle, Nathalie can once again see how the fabric reveals the thong and beautiful rear. With a loud moan Nathalie is awash with the pleasant feeling. Her dripping wet fingers being hugged by her cramping pussy as she rocks – humping and moaning – riding the big wave of her orgasm.

         Panting, Nathalie closes the lid to her laptop, placing it on the nightstand. Her tired, relaxed body sinks deeper into the bed. Tomorrow is the day; she thinks to herself, and with that exhilarated feeling she falls asleep.

          
   

         The padlock thumps against the metal, sending an echo through the sterile changing room. Sitting on the bench, Nathalie is trying to summon courage. For the last week, she has mentally prepared for this and now she’s here, ready for her first workout. Deep breath, she urges herself, you can do it. Nathalie convulsively wrings her hands together in her lap, a lap without even the smallest of thigh-gaps.

         It felt good this morning, waking up, packing her bag, walking the short distance in the still sleeping autumn morning. It felt fine as she entered the gym and removed her muddy shoes. But when she got to the changing room, that’s where it went wrong. The first thing she saw was two tall, skinny girls that looked to be about18, posing half-naked for selfies in front of the big mirror. Eyes on the floor, Nathalie had found a locker as far away from the girls as possible. But she could still hear them.

         “God, no! You can’t post that, I look fat!” the thinnest one screamed with her voice filled with panic. The yell made Nathalie freeze. Fat. Her hands trembled as she fumbled with the button and zipper of her jeans. Hesitating before she pulled her jeans down over her wide hips and thighs covered in cellulites.

         “Maja, you can’t talk like that, you’re gorgeous. Think about the people who are actually fat…” The friend’s words had become a whisper and then they both roared with laughter. At the same time Nathalie had stood, balancing on one leg in a pair of ill-fitting cotton panties, trying to put on the tights. She hadn’t looked over at them, hadn’t heard the end of the sentence, but in some way, she knew they were talking about her. With tears stinging her eyes she had gotten the other leg in the tights and hoisted them up over her rolls. You’re good the way you are, Maja. It could be worse – you could look like me.

         The thin girls have long since left the changing room. Sitting there on the bench, Nathalie contemplates changing back into her jeans and big hoodie and going home again. She thought she was ready for this, but apparently, she was wrong. She decides to peek out of the changing room to see how many people are working out.

         As the door slams shut behind her, she’s surprised to notice that the ladies-only gym is completely empty. Sighing loudly with relief, Nathalie relaxes her shoulders from up around her ears. In her pocket is a note with her work-out schedule. She starts warming up.

         Pedalling on one of the exercise-bikes, Nathalie is sweating profoundly when she hears a door opening and closing. The sound of shoes on the floor makes her turn her head to see who’s disturbing her peace and quiet. The young woman smiles kindly towards her and gives Nathalie a nod before putting on her headphones and choosing a treadmill.

         The worry in Nathalie’s chest is growing. She feels insecure, so wrong, at the gym. Everyone else seems so sure – they look like they belong in the sweaty environment, amongst the exercise machines and heavy weights.

         Now and again, Nathalie sneaks a peak towards the other woman. As the minutes pass, she starts to become more and more comfortable in the woman’s company. She doesn’t look at all like the two young girls in the changing room – her body looks more like Nathalie’s than theirs. She’s wearing a pair of worn shorts and a regular t-shirt, the red hair up in a messy bun. As the woman runs on the treadmill, Nathalie can see her naked thighs shake every time her foot hits the belt. The sight makes her bite her lip. She looks down at her own thighs, rubbing together with every stroke. Usually, that would have made her give up, but suddenly she’s feeling less insecure. If she can do it, I can do it, Nathalie thinks, smiling to herself while giving the last kilometre her all.
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