
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A Good Sweat

Written by: Alexander Martin



Copyright 2024 Alexander Martin

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased. All characters in this work of fiction are eighteen years of age or older. 

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter On​e: Behind The Gym
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“That’s it,” my instructor said as I lifted the bar one more time. “And good!”

I sat upright and smiled. It was a personal best.

“Good job,” Winston patted me on the shoulder.

“Thanks,” I smiled as I drank some water.

“Nervous about tonight?” Winston asked.

“Not really,” I lied.

Tonight, I was going on my first date since Ian walked out the door and never returned, leaving me with two kids, a mortgage, and everything else.

I tried to find him, but eventually, social media found him for me. He was already shacked up with another woman. I could have gone after him for child support and everything else, but that would only bring him back into my life.

I was better off without him.

‘Four years,’ I thought as I packed my gym clothes and headed home.

It had been four years since Ian left, and I hadn’t dated, seen anyone, or done anything related to dating.

Melanie, my neighbor, had set me up on a blind date. I wasn’t looking forward to it, but I was looking forward to getting out of the house on a Friday night.

The kids no longer needed supervision, being fourteen and twelve, plus Melanie stated she and her husband would peek in on them during the night.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ 
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“YOU’RE NOT WEARING that are you?” Melanie asked as I walked out of the house.

“Yeah,” I said, looking down at my clothes.

“Molly!” Melanie walked across the grass and onto my driveway. “It’s a first date not a rock concert!”

I liked my black shirt with my favorite rock band and black jeans.

“He said we were going to a party,” I shrugged.

“A nice party, not a nightclub, fancy drinks, an upscale soiree if you will,” Melanie smiled.

“I look like a dress-up doll!” I exclaimed as I tried not to breathe.

“It looks good,” Melanie grinned with excitement.

“If I breathe too much I might tear it,” I said.

“You are exaggerating, you are not that bigger than me,” Melanie said as she stared at me in the mirror.

Comparing my chest to Melanie was like comparing an apple to a watermelon. “Seriously, I can’t!” I said as I got out of her dress. “I will pick something.”

Melanie always told everyone she was big-chested because she was a DD, but I was a lot bigger, and she hated it when I tried to tell her that.

Finally, I picked out a dress that I had worn to a wedding. I had to make a few modifications, but it looked good.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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“THANKS FOR A GREAT time,” I smiled as I looked at Timothy, who walked me to my car.

“I could follow you home,” Timothy said.

“No!” I quickly responded. “I will be alright,” I said as I opened my car door and went inside.

I waved at him as I pulled away. “Never again!” I said as I drove away.

Melanie was waiting outside as I pulled up.

“Three hours!” Melanie blurted so the whole neighborhood could hear.

“It wasn’t going well,” I said as I got out of the car.

“He is a lawyer, one of the best in Gregg’s firm!” She followed me to my door.

“I know!” I yelled. “He couldn’t stop talking about himself!”

“It’s a huge accomplishment!” Melanie shouted.

“Then you date him!” I yelled back. “Aaron, has done this, Aaron won this, Aaron....” I said, “Who talks like that?”

Gregg, Melanie’s husband, stood in the doorway. “He does brag about himself a lot,” he said.

“You are not helping!” Melanie turned to look at him.

“Thank you, but no thank you!” I stormed upstairs.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ 
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MELANIE DIDN’T STOP texting me about how I should give Aaron a second chance and that she would tell Gregg to tell him not to brag about his accomplishments.

“Still at it, huh?” Winston said.

“Yeah,” I sighed and put away my phone. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” he smiled.

“Sometimes a good sweat can put things out of your mind,” Winston said.

“Oh, I always sweat when you put me through the wringer,” I smiled.

Winston put me through my paces and pushed me harder than usual. One of the things Ian always said was that he hated how much weight I had put on during our marriage; he was one to say he had ballooned during our marriage, but at least I had been working on my weight.

“There we go!” Winston said as I pushed the giant tired to the finish line.

“Holy fuck!” I screamed as I fell to the floor.

“Not thinking about that bad date anymore, are you?” Winston asked.

“No, I am thinking about how I will be able to stand,” I said as the sweat poured off me.

“I will help you,” Winston took my hand and pulled me to my feet.

“You were right,” I nodded. “A good sweat is just what I needed.”
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