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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.
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