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The Shape of You

Personal trainer Rebecca McCall is furious when her
coworker is sidelined and she’s forced to teach the “Be Your Best
Bride” class. As if being a size two for your wedding photos is all
exercise is good for. Could the whole thing get more vain and
sexist? The class is full of preening, giggling Bridezillas, but
one woman stands out. The one who confesses she’s only there
because her fiancée signed her up. Who does that to someone they
care about? And why can’t Rebecca take her eyes off her?

 

Spencer Thompson is a second-guesser. After making
the worst mistake of her life, she’s happy to abdicate
responsibility and let other people make her decisions for her.
She’s always felt a little bit too soft, a little bit too curvy in
all the wrong places. Her fiancée apparently agrees because she
signed Spencer up for a class at the gym. Terrified by the online
profile of the instructor, the epitome of Zero Body Fat, Spencer is
relieved to find someone new, and realistic looking, leading the
class. Except the instructor seems to hate her and Spencer has no
idea why.

 

When a perfectly innocent post workout smoothie leads
to an earth shattering kiss, Rebecca wonders if she’s been wrong
all along, and Spencer is challenged to make another decision that
could change her life forever.
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“You know a book is good, first when you don’t want
to put it down. Second, you know it’s damn good when you’re reading
it and thinking, I’m totally going to read this one again. Great
read and is absolutely a 5-star romance.”—Front Porch Romance
Book Reviews

 

 

Right Here, Right Now

 

“The angst was written well, but not overpoweringly
so, just enough for you to have the heart sinking moment of ‘will
they make it,’ and then you realize they have to because they are
made for each other.”—Les Reveur

 

 

What Matters Most

 

“There’s so much more going on, from the way they
flirt to how they each learn who the other really is, the way their
feelings come about to how the conflict is resolved and where the
relationship is at by the end of the book. All the right romantic
elements are there, packaged in a way that kept me interested,
surprised, and often smiling.”—The Lesbian Review

 

 

A Little Bit of Spice

 

“As always with Ms Beers’s novels, this is well
written and edited, well paced and flowing. Definitely one for the
reread pile…in fact, one of my favourites from this author.”—The
Lesbian Reading Room
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“Georgia Beers pens romances with sparks.”—Just
About Write

 

“[T]he focus switches each chapter to a different
character, allowing for a measured pace and deep, sincere
exploration of each protagonist’s thoughts. Beers gives a welcome
expansion to the romance genre with her clear, sympathetic
writing.”—Curve magazine

 

 

Finding Home

 

“Georgia Beers has proven in her popular novels such
as Too Close to Touch and Fresh Tracks that she has a
special way of building romance with suspense that puts the reader
on the edge of their seat. Finding Home, though more
character driven than suspense, will equally keep the reader
engaged at each page turn with its sweet romance.”—Lambda
Literary Review
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“From the eye-catching cover, appropriately named
title, to the last word, Georgia Beers’s Mine is
captivating, thought-provoking, and satisfying. Like a deep red,
smooth-tasting, and expensive merlot, Mine goes down easy
even though Beers explores tough topics.”—Story Circle Book
Reviews

 

“Beers does a fine job of capturing the essence of
grief in an authentic way. Mine is touching, life-affirming,
and sweet.”—Lesbian News Book Review

 

 

Too Close to Touch

 

“This is such a well-written book. The pacing is
perfect, the romance is great, the character work strong, and damn,
but is the sex writing ever fantastic.”—The Lesbian
Review

 

“In her third novel, Georgia Beers delivers an
immensely satisfying story. Beers knows how to generate sexual
tension so taut it could be cut with a knife…Beers weaves a tale of
yearning, love, lust, and conflict resolution. She has constructed
a believable plot, with strong characters in a charming
setting.”—Just About Write
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Chapter One

“Son of a billy goat!”

A small, mustard-colored bead rolled off the table
and onto the hardwood floor, then bounced several times, the sound
of the clicks the only way Spencer Thompson had to keep track of
where it went. She set down her round nose pliers and did her best
to follow the bead until it settled silently on the area rug
somewhere near the chrome and glass coffee table. On her hands and
knees, half under the table, Spencer was startled by the slamming
of the door and jumped, banging her head with a loud whack.

“What in the world are you doing?” Marti Daniels
tossed her attaché onto the couch and looked down at Spencer with
an amused grin.

Spencer rubbed the back of her blond head with one
hand and held up the small, yellow glass bauble with the other, in
pain but victorious. “Lost a bead.” She hauled herself to her feet
and sat back in the uncomfortable chair at the tiny workspace she’d
set up in the corner of Marti’s town house.

“You should be more careful; those beads will go
everywhere. I thought that’s what the board thingy was for. So you
don’t lose beads.” Marti spoke on her way to the kitchen, which was
visible to Spencer, as was everything else on the first floor in
the open-concept living space.

“It is, but I can’t get it to lie flat in this small
space.” Spencer said it quietly, moving the bead board here and
there as she did every time she lost a bead and tried to readjust
her setup. She was pretty certain Marti wasn’t really listening as
she poured herself a glass of wine; she tended to get lost in her
own head, tuning everybody else out. The fact was, there wasn’t
enough room for Spencer to work in that space, but it was all Marti
had been willing to relinquish. Spencer’s table was small—maybe two
and a half feet square—and she had a myriad of tools and supplies
stacked precariously high. Her workspace in her own house was much
more comfortable and spacious, and she could spread out. Not for
the first time that night, she considered packing up her stuff and
just going home.

Marti flopped onto the black leather couch and
kicked off her pumps, crossed her feet at the ankles on the coffee
table, and blew out a very loud breath. “Man, what a day.”

“Yeah?” Spencer squinted at the wire in her hand as
she bent it with the pliers. At home, she had a freestanding
magnifying glass to help her see, but not here. Moving her head at
different angles to adjust her view, blinking rapidly and
squinting, she finally managed to attach the lobster claw
clasp.

“God. That Dawson case is going to be the death of
me yet.” Marti then launched into details of the case she was
working on at her law firm, her biggest since being made partner a
couple months ago.

Spencer listened with one ear, as a lot of what
Marti said tended to be a reiteration from the previous night’s
recap of the previous day. Spencer nodded and uh-huh’d in all the
right places as Marti droned on, but her focus was on the necklace
she was crafting. Her mother’s birthday was in November, and for as
long as Spencer could remember, her mother had always complained
about how ugly her birthstone was. November technically had two
official birthstones: topaz and citrine. And while topaz came in a
range of colors from blue to yellow to red to pink, to Spencer’s
mom, November’s birthstone had always been the unimpressive,
mustardy-goldish-orange color of citrine. When Spencer started
making jewelry as a hobby, she’d vowed to make her mother something
featuring citrine that would change her opinion of her birthstone.
Now she held the necklace up, a finished product, and smiled. It
was of average length—not a choker, but not a long necklace either.
She’d alternated the citrine-colored beads with some gunmetal ones
with an iridescent finish. It was unique and subtle, and Spencer
knew her mother would love it. She turned so Marti could see
it.

“Nice,” Marti said, then continued with her recap of
a contract case one of the other attorneys was working on without
missing a beat.

Spencer sighed quietly and turned back to her
supplies. Everything was portable here, but at home, there was a
vast array and she missed it. Beads and balls in every imaginable
shape, size, and color. Wires of different thicknesses. Tools for a
variety of adjustments. Sitting at her crafting table in front of
all her materials was about the only place in the world where
Spencer felt confident, felt like she had everything under control
and was the mistress of her own universe.

“Did you get my email?” Marti asked, yanking Spencer
back to the town house. “I sent you a link.”

“I haven’t checked it in a while,” Spencer said,
putting things away in their individual spots. Truth was, she’d
been focused on the necklace for the better part of three hours,
but she wasn’t about to tell Marti that. Marti thought her hobby
was a waste of time.

“Well, it starts next week, so make sure you’re
ready.” With that Marti got up and grabbed her attaché. She crossed
the room, put a finger under Spencer’s chin, and tilted her head up
for a quick peck on the lips. “I’ll be in my office for a couple
hours. Got some things to go over.”

Spencer nodded, watched her go. Marti Daniels was
very attractive—tall with dark hair and eyes. Focused. Intelligent.
Driven. Confident. Her surety was what had drawn Spencer in the
first place. Marti always knew what she wanted and she always got
it. That had been intoxicating for a while. Now?

Spencer didn’t like to think about now.

With another sigh, she turned off the desk lamp on
her table and stood. She crossed to the kitchen, deciding that
Marti’s glass of wine looked good, and poured herself one of her
own. Back on the couch, she pulled out her own laptop to check her
email and see what Marti had been talking about.

The subject line read simply, Starts
Monday.

The body was typical Marti—short and to the point.
You’re all registered. Enjoy!

Brow furrowed, Spencer clicked on the link, which
brought her to the website of a local gym and the headline of Be
Your Best Bride. Her gaze went to the description.

Wedding day getting too close? Worried about fitting
into the perfect dress? Want to wow your groom and all your guests?
We can help! Join us for this twelve-week group class and get
yourself in the best shape of your life! Our own Kara Laughlin will
guide you through a mix of yoga, weight training, and cardio to get
you fit, fabulous, and sexy so you can be your best bride!

Spencer sat there, blinking. She couldn’t really be
too surprised, because she’d seen an ad for the class and had
commented on it to Marti. Spencer could use some exercise. She was
a little soft in some places; she knew that. But Marti signing her
up for the class without even running it by her first made
something else painfully clear to Spencer: Marti also thought she
could use some exercise.

With a hard swallow, Spencer clicked on the link
that took her to the bio of Kara Laughlin. If she was going to
actually take this class, she at least wanted to know what she was
in for.

The information was not comforting.

Kara Laughlin was tall, blond, and imposing, all
sinewy muscle and few curves. The full-length shot of her in
skintight workout pants, arms folded over a red sports bra, staring
intimidatingly into the camera filled Spencer with the inexplicable
urge to hide behind something large. The close-up of just her face
showed a woman with intensity, sharp features, and demanding eyes.
Spencer had a sudden image of herself on her back on the ground,
struggling to do crunches, while Kara Laughlin and her Zero Body
Fat frame stood over her shouting angrily at her to work harder!
Push harder! Move her lazy fat ass!

Spencer was already terrified of her.

She was about to slam the laptop shut when she
noticed a clause at the bottom of the description, right next to
the—in Spencer’s opinion—exorbitant price: cost refundable if
canceled with a week’s notice. Cancellations with less than seven
days until class starts are not refundable.

“Well, that seems ridiculous,” Spencer muttered. And
now she was stuck. Because it was Thursday and the class began on
Monday and there was no way she’d throw away that much of Marti’s
money just like that, just because she was beyond intimidated.
Apparently, it was important to her fiancée that she attend this
class and get herself into better shape, so Spencer would attempt
to do so, Fitness Nazi or no Fitness Nazi.

She scanned the rest of the details, punched the
start time into her iPhone, and then zipped through the rest of her
email, which was mostly ads from stores. Spencer nibbled on the
inside of her cheek as she deleted most of them, but held on to a
couple from stores she frequented that were having sales. She was
going to need some workout apparel if she was going to do this.

With a soft click, she closed her laptop and set it
on the coffee table, then picked up her wine and sipped. She
enjoyed the quiet like this. No television. No music. Just…silence.
A wiggle of her butt helped her burrow a bit further down into the
couch cushions. While she would never have spent as much money on
one piece of furniture as Marti had on this couch, Spencer couldn’t
argue against its comfort. She sometimes thought she liked the
couch better than Marti’s bed, had fallen asleep there more than
once.

Not for the first time, she wished she had a dog.
This would be the perfect time for snuggling. She’d always wanted
one, ever since she was young, but her mother was allergic. And
then there’d been college, and then she’d lived with two roommates
in her first apartment. Then she’d fallen in love and moved in with
Stephanie, who didn’t like dogs (which probably should’ve been
Spencer’s first clue). By the time she had her own place and had
begun thinking about getting one, she’d started dating Marti, who
always said they’d get one together when the time was right. Which
seemed to be never. But how great would it be to cuddle up right
now with a four-legged furball that she could kiss all over and hug
and love? That would love her back unconditionally, no matter what
kind of shape she was in?

Spencer sighed, then chuckled to herself as she
realized that she’d been doing an awful lot of sighing lately.
Doing her best to shake off the feeling of restlessness that seemed
to envelop her the past few weeks, she grabbed the People
magazine that had come in Marti’s mail today, Katy Perry smiling
back at her from the cover. Turning sideways so her head was
perched on the arm of the couch, Spencer settled in and began to
read.

The next time she was aware of anything, the lights
were off and there was a thick fleece blanket covering her as she
lay on the couch. A glance at her watch told her it was nearly 2:00
a.m. The People magazine was back on the coffee table next
to her wineglass, which was still half full. Marti must have
covered her up and turned the lights off. Spencer tried not to
think about the fact that, rather than wake her up and lead her to
bed, Marti had left her on the couch.

Another sigh emanated from her lungs as she turned
onto her side and pulled the blanket up over her shoulder.

It was fine. The couch was much more comfortable
than the bed lately anyway.

Spencer closed her eyes and willed herself back to
sleep.


Chapter Two

“Really, Nick?” Rebecca McCall stared at her best
friend as he handed his menu back to the waiter.

“What?” he replied, the mischievous expression on
his face telling her he knew exactly what she was talking
about.

“Heart attack on a plate. That’s what you just
ordered.” Her voice was unintentionally harsh and she grimaced as
soon as she heard herself. “Sorry. I’m just frustrated with work.
And I worry about you.”

“I know you do.” It was the truth. Nick Scarfano
wasn’t always as big as he was now. Sure, he’d played football in
high school more than fifteen years ago and had bulked up as much
as the next guy. He’d even played a bit in college. Since then,
though, he’d given up on most sports, but not on the way he’d
always eaten when playing sports. He was a big guy now. Too big. He
knew it. And Rebecca knew it. While she always managed to make him
feel a little bit guilty, she also knew he still looked forward to
the double cheeseburger and fries that would soon be set in front
of him. She’d been trying to change his eating habits for the
better part of a decade, and she’d been mostly unsuccessful. He
tapped his straw on the table and removed the wrapper, popped it
into his Coke. “What’s up with work?” he asked before sipping.

Rebecca took a slug of her water as she glanced out
the window next to their table and watched the lunch rush go by.
“Kara Laughlin somehow managed to come down with mono.”

“That’s good, right? You hate her.”

Rebecca snorted a laugh. Leave it to Nick to see the
bright side of somebody else’s misery. “I dislike her
intensely.”

Nick held up his hands. “Oh. Excuse the fuck out of
me. You dislike her. My bad. So, why are you bummed out that
she’s sick? Mono should keep her out of the gym—i.e., out of your
hair—for quite a while.”

“It would be awesome except I have to cover her
stupid bridal class.”

Nick shook his head with a shrug, telling her he
needed further explanation.

Rebecca sat back in her chair. “It’s this ridiculous
fitness class she thought up. For brides-to-be to get themselves in
shape for their upcoming weddings.”

“Why is that bad?”

Leaning forward on the table, Rebecca got serious.
“It’s not bad in general. What’s bad is the way she’s marketed it.
She’s basically saying you have to be as skinny and fit as possible
in order for your wedding to be awesome. The ad says things like
‘want to wow your groom?’ As if being thin is the only way you can
do that. She’s a fitness instructor, yet she’s constantly
perpetuating body image issues for women.” Rebecca had tried to
make Kara see how the ad came across, but she refused to. And as
one of the most senior fitness instructors at BodyFit, she was
rarely questioned. It drove Rebecca crazy. “This is the fourth time
she’s run this class, and it’s been pretty successful, so they keep
letting her do it again.”

The waiter came, carrying a tray loaded down with
food. He set Rebecca’s salmon salad in front of her, then slid the
giant plate of grease and fat in front of Nick. He looked up at her
and grinned like an eight-year-old in a toy store. She shook her
head but said nothing more about his choice of lunch, and they were
quiet for several moments as they ate.

Nick swallowed a bite, wiped his mouth with a
napkin, and said, “You know, instead of being angry, you could
maybe use this as an opportunity to run the class the way you think
it should be run. I mean, do you have to follow her
plan?”

Rebecca furrowed her brow. “I honestly don’t know.”
She’d been so busy being annoyed all morning that Nick’s suggestion
hadn’t occurred to her.

“And who would know if you didn’t?” He popped three
fries into his mouth at once.

“I suppose I could tweak it a bit.” Rebecca chewed
some salad, her brain beginning to whir. “I’d have to step
carefully. A lot of the clients come due to word of mouth from
their friends who’ve already attended a previous class. I couldn’t
change it completely.”

“But you could change the attitude around it.” Nick
pointed his fork at her.

She held his gaze.

“It’s not a bad idea, is it?” he asked, proud of
himself.

Rebecca grinned at him. “It’s not.” She had known
Nick since their junior year of high school. They were probably the
two people least likely to maintain a friendship of anybody in
their very large school, but here they were, thirty-five now, and
nobody knew her better than Nick. She trusted him implicitly, as
much as her own family, and he rarely steered her wrong. “But some
of the clients who sign up are…difficult.” She wrinkled her
nose.

“Bridezillas?”

She groaned. “You have no idea.”

“Change the attitude,” he said again. “If anybody
can do it, you can. You know your shit.”

Rebecca was still thinking about Nick’s words two
hours later as she finished up with a client. Kara would hate it if
Rebecca messed with her class, but she couldn’t really complain if
she altered the mindset of it a little bit. Could she? And would it
matter? Kara might have been high up on the seniority list at the
gym, but Rebecca held her own. She hadn’t been there as long, but
she got great feedback from her clients and lots of referrals. And
not for nothing, Nick was right: she knew her shit. She’d
studied—and continued to study. She wasn’t there to make her
clients skinny. She was there to get them healthy. There was
a massive difference.

It was Friday afternoon, which meant the gym was
pretty sparsely populated. No classes were held after one o’clock
because too few people showed up. Thus, the spinning room was dark,
the yoga rooms were empty, and only a few diehard bodybuilders were
groaning up a storm and clanging down free weights one floor
below.

Rebecca sat at her desk in the open space that ran
along a wall of windows overlooking the weights section below. The
gym was set up in two stories. The second story—the main one—housed
the front desk, the trainers’ desk spaces, the day care center, the
spinning room, and all the cardio equipment. The first floor
contained the locker rooms, the yoga rooms, all the weight
machines, and the free weights, and part of the second floor opened
so that the free weight section of the first floor had a high
ceiling.

From her desk, Rebecca could look down and see the
free weights and some of the weight machines, and a lot of the time
after a long shift, she liked to just sit and watch. Decompress
from her day. The clients who knew what they were doing with the
free weights were something to behold, and they often captured
Rebecca’s attention for moments at a time. The flexing of muscles
as they worked had always fascinated her. The bodybuilding men who
were enormous, as well as the experienced women who weren’t
necessarily bodybuilding but were in amazing shape, both caught and
held her attention. She watched technique and form and found
herself impressed more often than not.

“Hi, Rebecca.” The words yanked her back to reality.
“Have you had an awesome day? I have.” Bobby Pine stopped pushing
the wheeled cart full of dirty towels and held out a fist for
Rebecca to bump.

“It’s been okay, Bob,” she responded with a grin, as
she touched her fist to his and they exploded them together. “You
working late?”

He nodded. “I’m gonna make it a great evening.”
Bobby was tall and gangly, all limbs. The lenses of his glasses
were very thick and made his brown eyes seem much bigger than they
were. He’d been hired by the gym’s owner about eight months
earlier, part of an outreach program for intellectually disabled
adults. He emptied the garbage, washed and dried the towels, mopped
the floors, and did odd jobs around the facility. He was easily the
friendliest, most cheerful person Rebecca had ever met.

“You do that,” she said to him, as he resumed his
path toward the laundry room, humming a tune as he went.

Pecking at a couple of keys on her keyboard, Rebecca
called up the list of participants for the Be Your Best Bride
class, which would start on Monday. Five of them total, so not a
huge class.

Change the attitude.

She heard Nick’s words again. Maybe a smaller class
would make that change a bit easier.

A few more pecks and she pulled up her boss’s email,
along with Kara Laughlin’s “curriculum,” as she called it. It
wasn’t bad—Kara might have had a questionable outlook on body
image, but she knew fitness pretty well—but there were a few tweaks
Rebecca would’ve made had she been designing the program herself.
With a little half shrug, she decided she’d make them anyway, so
she copied and pasted the outline, then edited it with her own
ideas. They would change as the class progressed; she knew that. It
was natural. That was another of her issues with Kara’s stance.
Rebecca was a big proponent of changing with your client rather
than “sticking to the script,” so to speak, no matter what.

A large shout and the clang of dropped free weights
startled Rebecca from her concentration and she looked down to see
a couple of very large men laughing and high-fiving. Somebody
hit a new goal. She grinned, totally understanding that
feeling.

“Remember that?” The question came from Sherry
Vincent, fellow trainer and yoga instructor, who stood next to
Rebecca’s desk and gazed down at the weightlifters. “From when you
first got into fitness? Remember when you lifted a weight you never
thought you’d be able to? What a rush it was?”

“God, yes,” Rebecca said quietly. And she did
remember. The exhilaration. The high. The sense of
accomplishment.

“We thought we could do anything after that.” Sherry
blinked rapidly, then turned her gaze to Rebecca. “Well, I
did.”

“Oh, me, too.”

“You’re taking Kara’s bride class, I hear.” Sherry
propped her foot up on a chair and tightened the laces on her
cross-trainer.

Rebecca made no effort to contain the sigh. Sherry
understood. “Yes, I am.”

“Good.”

A laugh barked out of Rebecca. “As in, better you
than me?”

“No.” Sherry looked at her then, tilted her head as
if surprised Rebecca didn’t get what she was saying. “As in, you
can put your own spin on it.”

Brow furrowed, Rebecca said, “You’re the second
person to say that to me today. Did I miss a memo?”

“We all know Kara knows what she’s doing when it
comes to fitness. We also all know that she’s rigid and annoying
and has questionable…opinions on what it means to be in
shape. It would just be nice to see this class be something
positive instead of debatable.”

Sherry was in her late forties and was their main
yoga instructor and one of the spin instructors, but she’d been a
personal trainer for years before that. An injury to her back—as
well as the birth of her children—had shifted her focus a bit, and
she’d studied feverishly to get certified in yoga. Her classes were
always full, people from all over the city jockeying for a spot on
her hardwood floor several times a week. She’d been a sort of
mentor for Rebecca when she’d taken a position at the gym, and her
opinions were very important.

Pen in hand, Rebecca pointed to a few things on the
computer screen.

“I was thinking of changing this to this. I want to
eliminate this altogether…”

“Ugh, yes. Useless, that move,” Sherry agreed.

“Then I thought I’d add these and this.”

They spent the next twenty minutes going over the
tweaks and alterations Rebecca had in mind, Sherry giving
suggestions and approvals as they went. By the time they were done,
the program was the same, but different. Exactly what Rebecca was
going for.

They high-fived and Rebecca thanked Sherry for her
help.

“Those girls are going to be so happy with this
class. You wait.”

For the first time since being told she was taking
over the group, Rebecca was actually looking forward to it.


Chapter Three

Spencer held up her hand, flat so her palm faced
down, and watched her fingers tremble uncontrollably. She couldn’t
remember the last time she’d been this nervous. She’d actually had
a terrifying dream about the Fitness Nazi the night before,
complete with tons of shouting and failed attempts at pull-ups and
weights Spencer couldn’t even move, let alone lift, and she’d ended
up bursting into tears. She’d awoken in a cold sweat, her heart
hammering in her chest. Now, with a groan of frustration, she
dropped her hand down into her lap and stared out the windshield of
her car at the gathering storm clouds that felt much like the
inside of her head. It was late July and very humid—too humid to be
sitting in her car without it running. Maybe the forecast rain
would cool things down a bit, but it was more likely that it would
make things worse. Stickier. Thicker. Even less comfortable, if
that was possible.

She knew that if she turned the ignition back on,
she could flick on the A/C and be cooler. She also knew if she
turned the ignition back on, the chances of her slamming the car
into gear and fleeing the gym parking lot were that much
higher.

A glance at her watch told her the class would start
in twelve minutes.

Just enough time to sit in her own sweat and work
herself into more of a nervous frenzy.

“All right. Enough.” Spencer said the words out loud
into the silence of the car. “Come on, Spence. Suck it up.” With
that, she tugged the car door handle and got out, grabbed her bag
from the back seat, and walked toward the BodyFit building, which
suddenly looked like some large and ominous brick behemoth that was
about to swallow her whole.

The locker room buzzed with conversation and
laughter, punctuated by the whir of blow dryers and the whoosh of
running showers, all underscored by a Lady Gaga song piped in
through the speakers in the ceiling. Spencer had read someplace
that Monday was the busiest day at gyms everywhere, people vowing
to start the week right with a class or a workout. By Thursday,
things tapered off, and Fridays were dead. Since this class was
Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, she supposed she’d find out how true
that assumption was.

Never having been comfortable taking her clothes off
in front of others, Spencer had given herself time to go home after
work and change, so she was pretty much ready for class. She wore a
pair of gray sweatpants, a baggy Adidas T-shirt in navy blue, and
bright pink Nikes she’d purchased over the weekend specifically for
this class. Her blond hair was pulled into a ponytail, and as she
tucked her bag into a locker along with her purse, she pulled out
the empty pink water bottle. The ad had said to wear comfortable
workout clothes and bring a water bottle, and Spencer was nothing
if not a direction-follower.

As she closed her locker and clicked the lock, she
picked up a snippet of conversation from the row behind her.

“You’re in that class, too? I’m super excited. I’m
so fat right now and I don’t want to have to alter my dress,” one
woman said.

“Oh my God, right? My thighs. Seriously. When’s your
wedding date?” another asked.

“November thirteenth.”

“Mine’s in November, too!”

As their voices began to fade, Spencer turned to get
a glimpse. Both were wearing skintight nylon black shorts and
fitted tank tops, one in bright orange and the other in bright
yellow. Neither of them could have been larger than a size
small.

Spencer shook her head and, for the twenty-seventh
time, wondered if she should just bail. Run, hop in her car, and go
home. Would Marti even know? Would she care?

But Marti was the one who had wanted her to come, so
apparently, she did care.

Spencer picked up her water bottle, filled it at the
sink, and headed for Yoga Room #3, where she’d finally meet the
Fitness Nazi in person.

I hope she doesn’t make me cry.

It sounded silly in her head, and Spencer knew it
stemmed from her dream, but still.

Sucking in a deep, fortifying breath, she pushed the
door open.

Yoga Room #3 was a large, square room with mirrors
on two sides, windows on one, and the door and a storage closet on
the fourth. The floor was light-colored hardwood, just like a
school gymnasium, and a large and complicated-looking sound system
was set up in one corner. The two women from the locker room were
talking together, and it looked liked they’d joined a third.

They didn’t hold Spencer’s attention for long,
though, because it was snagged by the woman at the front of the
room. Wow. “Why don’t you guys grab a few mats out of that
closet back there and have a seat here in front of me.” She pointed
toward the storage area in the back.

Before Spencer could move, a voice said quietly
behind her, “That’s not the chick on the website.”

Spencer turned to meet the soft blue eyes of a woman
much shorter and plumper than she was.

“Hi. I’m Lucy.” The woman held out her hand.

“Spencer. Nice to meet you.” They shook, and by
unspoken agreement, walked to the storage area to grab mats.

“I don’t know about you, but that woman on the
website totally freaked me out.” Lucy handed Spencer a rolled-up
mat, then grabbed one for herself.

“Oh, God, me too!” Spencer said in hushed tones. “I
had a nightmare.”

Lucy’s laugh was big and brash and Spencer liked it
immediately, but they had no more time for discussion as they sat,
because the woman stood in front of them and commanded their
attention without saying a thing.

She was stunning. It was an assessment Spencer came
to instantly. She wasn’t tall—maybe five-five—but she seemed it.
And she wasn’t a walking muscle like the Fitness Nazi had seemed to
be. She was just…fit. Lean and strong-looking, but still feminine
and soft. She wore form-fitting black workout pants and
black-and-purple Nikes. Her T-shirt also clung to her body, but not
in a look-how-tight-my-shirt-is kind of way. More like a
this-shirt-was-made-for-this-body kind of way, and Spencer
appreciated it. The woman’s hair was dark and barely skimmed her
shoulders, and she kept both sides tucked behind her ears. And her
eyes…God, when Spencer saw the blue of them, the way they stood
out, she couldn’t look away. She was mesmerized, and her brain
suddenly threw her images of the very naughty things she’d like to
do with this woman. Spencer felt herself blush, felt the instant
rush of heat to her face, wondered if anybody else noticed. She
hoped not. She was in a brides class, for God’s sake.

“Okay,” their gorgeous instructor said, as she stood
before them. “Welcome to the Be Your Best Bride class. As you can
see, I am not Kara Laughlin. Unfortunately, she’s ill and I’ll be
running the class. I hope that isn’t a problem for anybody.” She
paused, gave them time to protest before continuing. “I’ll tell you
a little about myself, and then you’ll introduce yourselves. We’re
going to be together three times a week for the next twelve weeks,
so we should get to know each other a bit.” She smiled and Spencer
felt a little flutter in her belly. Oh, yeah. Serious crush
vibes happening here. “My name is Rebecca McCall and I’ve been
a fitness instructor for almost ten years now. I’ve been at BodyFit
for about five.” She took a few steps one way, then turned and did
the same in the other direction. Slowly, meandering, as if the
words she was saying were scrawled on the floor and she was finding
them as she went. “I don’t believe in whipping you into shape.”
Rebecca stopped then and made eye contact with each of the five
women. She held Spencer’s as she said, “I believe in controlled,
planned workouts that shape the entire body, that make your heart
strong and your body strong.”

The woman from the locker room, the one in the
orange top, shot her hand into the air and asked, “What if I want
to focus on a certain body part? Like, I want my hips to be smaller
before my wedding day.”

Spencer watched as Rebecca McCall seemed to stare
for a beat before responding. “Okay, so there’s no such thing as
spot-toning. You can’t work on one thing without working on others.
What we do will tone all of you.”

“But we’ll lose weight, right?” Yellow Shirt asked
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