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“Okay,” I nodded.

Matt was trying to tell me about his breakup with Stephanie, but I only heard that Stephanie was single.

For years, I tolerated Matt, his annoying voice, and his fitness talk only because of his girlfriend, Stephanie.

Stephanie was the hottest, fittest, and most beautiful woman I ever laid eyes on.

We were all into outdoor fitness and loved cardio and cross-training, but Stephanie was at the top of her game.

Four years ago, my ex-wife dumped me, not the usual dump or cheat or anything like that. No, she had to do it at a friend’s wedding. She caused a scene and everything. I was out of shape, and all I asked was if I could sit one dance out, and she caused the biggest scene, calling me fat, out of shape, and everything!

I was too embarrassed to show my face or even go to work. For over a year, I sat at home, ate sweets and fast food, and binge-watched streaming shows.

Then, one day, I saw a movie in which the big guy got revenge on his girlfriend by losing weight and becoming an actor. It was the motivation I needed to get back at her.

I started with running, nothing big at first, just a slight jog every day. Instead of taking the elevator to my apartment, I took the stairs. I parked on the furthest side of the parking lot everywhere I went; it was little things I remembered from magazines, but it started to get more as soon as the weight began to fall off.

That’s when I entered the cross-fit gym next to my apartment. I always wanted to get in shape but never had the motivation. My big brother Adrian used to keep these fitness magazines all around his bedroom.

I used to pretend I was one of the muscular men and pose in the mirror. Now that I had the motivation, I would make her regret dumping me.

I met Stephanie and Matt at the CrossFit gym. Stephanie looked like a fitness model from my brother’s magazine. She was ripped, with muscles, tight abs, and long blonde hair, and she was extremely beautiful.

Some guys would say it was too much for a woman to look the way she did, but it looked great on her.

It was through Matt that I got to talk to Stephanie. He was the bridge. He loved to talk, and when I needed someone to talk to, he always asked about things I liked and what I liked to do.

It was great to be around people again. Matt shared some of the things I liked, but after my depression passed, I realized he was using me; he wanted someone to talk to because he never stopped talking.

“Did you hear me?” Matt said, breaking my thought pattern.

“Yeah, she is such a bitch,” I nodded.

“You didn’t hear a word I said, did you?” Matt asked with that usual look. “You know what, fuck you!”

I watched Matt exit the gym furiously. I know I should have tried to be a good friend and follow or try to say something, but truthfully, he wasn’t that good of a friend.

“Thought he would never leave,” a voice said behind me.

“Fuck!” I yelled in reaction. “You scared the fuck out of me!”

Stephanie laughed as she looked at me. “Big black man like you scared of little me?”

“Probably could whoop my ass,” I smiled.

Stephanie always wore something athletic, even when we went out to eat. Like me, she was dumped by an ex-boyfriend named Charles, which put her on the road to self-improvement. That’s what she told me when we first talked, probably why I felt close to her and fell for her as hard.

She showed me a picture of herself before losing weight. She was much bigger than she was now. Stephani mentioned that we had met before, but I didn’t remember. She was nice about it and said it was long ago, so it didn’t matter.

“Did he give you the crybaby story?” Stephanie asked as she looked up at me with those blue eyes.

Stephanie’s blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail under a blue baseball cap. The tail came out the end, and as usual, as she talked, it went back and forth. Her sports top did nothing to hide her excellent-sized chest, which she had previously said was much more prominent before she lost weight. However, she said she was happy with its current size.

“Of course,” I smiled. “You know Matt.”

“Always going the long way around things,” Stephanie grinned.

Matt could tell an entire story about a meme he just saw online, including where he found it, what it said or meant, and everything pictured. He once had a full half-hour story about picking up coffee at the local coffee shop.

“So, what’s the real story?” I asked as I followed Stephanie out of the gym.

“Truthfully?” Stephanie asked.

“Yup,” I replied as I walked her to her Jeep.

“I got bored,” Stephanie shrugged. “We had been dating for two years, and I mean dating. We both got what we wanted from the relationship. He was the one that made it out to be a lot more than what it was, not me. So, it was time to cut him loose.”

I smiled. As my mum used to say, in every relationship—friend, marriage, dating, and everything in between—there is always one who thinks of the relationship more than the other.

I never believed her until my first friend. I thought we were BFFs, and he thought we were chill buddies.

“So, are you batting them down with a baseball bat?” I asked as she looked at me.

“Who?” Stephanie asked.

“The line of guys waiting to be next in line,” I smiled as she started the engine.

“Nah, most guys are all talk,” Stephanie shrugged. “They like the idea of a good looking, fit woman, but when I show them, I can probably bench more than they can or I have more muscles, they suddenly have excuses why they shouldn’t, besides, I know what I want, and I am working on getting it.”

Stephanie was very muscular and toned. Most guys didn’t like that look on their women. I loved it, and I have always loved it ever since I looked at those magazines. Whoever was the next guy would be a lucky son of a bitch.

“Hey,” Stephanie said as she put the Jeep into gear. “What are you doing tomorrow?”

“Nothing much,” I replied.

“Can you meet me at Devil’s Climb? Say around seven?” Stephanie asked. “I have this new training thing I have been working on; you might be able to help with it.”

“Sure,” I responded quickly.

“See you then,” Stephanie said.

I smiled as I watched the Jeep roar from the gym’s parking lot.

“That’s cold!” one of the guys said as I went to my car.

“What is?” I asked.

“Dude hasn’t even broken up with his girl for a full day and you’re already hitting on her! That’s some cold ass shit!”

“You’re just mad because I beat you to it,” I smiled as I got in my car.

“True,” he laughed. “But it’s still cold.”
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“You made it!” Stephanie smiled.

“Yeah, told you I would,” I smiled back at her.

We were at the top of a local mountain hike. It was called Devil’s Climb for a reason. Rated a five, it was one of the most dangerous hikes the park offered.

“You think you would have made it up here back then. Before you got in shape?” Stephanie asked.

“Fuck no!” I shook my head. “I probably couldn’t even do a one.”

“Me neither,” Stephanie replied, shaking her head.

Not many hikers went for anything above a three, so we were alone up here. The view was magnificent, looking at the other mountains before us and below.

“So, what’s up?” I asked.

“I've got to show you something. Come on,” Stephanie said, leading me further up the trail and down into the valley.

I loved watching her walk ahead of me in those tight jeans and a blue tank top. Her pert ass swayed back and forth, and the top of the thong line could be seen above the jeans before disappearing in the back.

We finally got into a clearing, and Stephanie turned to face me.

“So,” she smiled as she put on some gloves. “The real reason I broke up with him.”

“Finally,” I smiled.

“I punched him,” Stephanie shrugged.

“You what?” I asked.

“We were playing around, and I punched him,” Stephanie said. “It was a playful punch, and he cried.”

“He cried?” I laughed. “How hard did you punch him?”

“Like this,” Stephanie said as she punched my arm.

“Nice, got a nice punch,” I said, feeling the sting of her punch.

“Yeah?” Stephanie smiled. “How about this?”

Stephanie hurled punches and kicks, which I dodged and parried. A few landed, which meant she could handle herself.

“My turn,” I smiled.

I threw a few soft punches, landing a few, which didn’t make Stephanie cry or run. If anything, her smile got bigger.

“Okay,” Stephanie said. “You got skills,” she nodded.

We were circling each other now with our fists up. “You are sure, you want to do this?” I smiled.

“Definitely,” Stephanie nodded.

Stephanie’s blue eyes looked serious underneath her baseball cap as she stared at me.

We shadow-boxed for a bit before things got more serious. Stephanie wasn’t holding back as she launched punches and kicks at me.

“It’s good to finally get a good sparring partner,” Stephanie said as she dodged some of my punches.

“Can say that again,” I said as I caught her punch, and with a twist, I threw her down to the floor. “Used to do it all the time after school with friends. I missed it.”

Stephanie didn’t let go of my hand as her long legs wrapped around my arm, and she pulled with all her might. I fell to the floor as she launched herself on top of me.

“Got you!” Stephanie said as she stopped her fist an inch from my face.

“Yes,” I conceded my defeat.

Stephanie helped me up, and we went a few more rounds. Now that I knew she could take a good punch, I tried to land more of them. I didn't use all of my might, as I knew I could hurt her permanently if I did, but it was a good sweat.

After a few rounds, we sat down on a tree stump.

"My brother and I used to spar a lot," Stephanie said as we drank some water. Since he moved out of state, I haven't had the chance. " She smiled. Thanks."

"Anytime," I stared at her. "You're pretty good."

"After Charles dumped me and I got into shape, a few guys decided not to take no for an answer," Stephanie said. "They nearly got what they wanted, if it wasn't for a passerby that saved me."

"Sorry," I said.

"No," Stephanie shook her head as her ponytail went back and forth. "I put myself in that predicament, and I vowed never to feel that helpless again. A very close friend also helped me with other things in my life, so I took another one, to always go after what I really wanted, no excuses, no substitutions."

"Those are really good vows," I nodded. "But guys need to know when no means no!"

"Well," Stephanie shook her head. "Depends," she smiled.

"Depends?" I asked.

"If we are in the bedroom, no sometimes means yeah, or ask again," Stephanie laughed.

"Oh," I said, putting my drink down. "You will have to explain that to me."

"If you can pin me down again, I will tell you," Stephanie said as she stood up and took her stance.

"Okay," I shrugged.

Again, we went for it this time; I didn't hold back. As soon as Stephanie launched her arm too far, I grabbed it and slid my hip into hers, and with a thrust, she was on her back. I got on top of her and smiled.

"Shit!" Stephanie said.

"So," I said, staring down at her.

"Gloating!" Stephanie said as her legs wrapped around me, and with a twist of her hips, she was on top of me. "Celebrated too early, another guy trait."

"Fuck!" I said as her legs pinned my shoulders down.

"Nice try though," Stephanie said, letting me up.

"Two out of three?" I asked.

"Sure," Stephanie shrugged.

I didn't gloat; I pinned her down and made my finishing move quickly.

"Okay, you won," Stephanie acknowledged.

"Yup, so let's hear it," I said as we sat back down.

"There are some things women, or I should me especially want to try, but when asked I usually say no," Stephanie shrugged.

"Like?" I asked.

Stephanie held the flask to her mouth and sighed. She said something as she drank, but I didn't hear it clearly.

"Nope, nice try," I shook my head.

"Fine!" Stephanie said as she looked at me and took a deep breath. "Anal. There I said it."

"You've never," I said in shock.

"No!" Stephanie
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