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            Chapter One

         
         I tried not to stare at the guy who stood in the back of the room, but it wasn’t easy, first because he was the only guy in
            a room full of women, and second because he was fit.
         

         
         Not just fit, but hard, not an ounce of fat on him. He obviously worked out. He had shoulders that looked as if they’d been
            carved from slabs of marble, and his biceps were sick: round and thick and darkly tanned. He was clean-shaven with a head
            full of nicely curled dark hair, and his workout clothes were crisp and clean, though they’d seen some wear.
         

         
         But he’d laid out a spin mat instead of a yoga mat, so something was off. The guy knew his way around a gym, all right, but
            not a spin or yoga class.
         

         
         So what the hell was he doing in bridal boot camp?

         
         It was obvious my clients wanted to know, too. They were eyeing him like he was a pumpkin spice latte on the first day of
            fall. Even Lauren, who was engaged to one of the most highly regarded NFL prospects out of the University of Florida, couldn’t
            take her eyes off him.
         

         
         Meanwhile, her mother, Connie, was glaring at me. She wasn’t paying a hundred grand for two hundred guests to chow down on
            surf and turf over at the Cascabel Hotel just to have her daughter get thirsty for some new guy at the gym and cancel the
            wedding a month before the big day.
         

         
         I knew I had to do something, and fast.

         
         “Hey,” I said, sidling up to Biceps as he checked his cell for messages. “What class are you here for?”

         
         “Uh, yoga,” he said, lowering his phone. “This is six o’clock yoga, right?”

         
         I knew it. He was in the wrong class. Just my luck. At least the way my luck’s been running lately.

         
         “No,” I said. “We only have a six o’clock yoga class here on Wednesdays. This is boot camp.”

         
         “Bridal boot camp,” Lauren added, her blue eyes glittering with either malice or delight—with Lauren it was always hard to tell.
            “To get in shape before your wedding.”
         

         
         “Or a wedding you’re attending,” Connie said, flashing her daughter a look of warning. “You don’t actually have to be getting
            married yourself to be in this class.”
         

         
         “You’re not getting married, are you?” Anna asked in her heavy Cuban accent, sending a hopeful glance toward Biceps’s left
            ring finger. I wasn’t the only one who’d noticed it was conspicuously absent of jewelry.
         

         
         “Uh, no,” Biceps said, looking adorably confused, especially as Patrick, the only other male in my class (he was marrying
            Bill, his longtime partner, in a beachside ceremony at the Sandy Point state park in August), chose that moment to burst through
            the door from the men’s locker room.
         

         
         “Sorry I’m late, girls, you would not believe the traffic on the Circle—wait one second. What in the name of sweet hunk of
            man meat do we have here?”
         

         
         I could have sworn Biceps began to blush under his tan.

         
         “Uh,” he said, slipping his cell back into his gym bag. “I looked online and it said there was a yoga class here at six—”

         
         “There is.” I was beginning to feel sorry for the guy—and one reason I’m such a popular trainer is that I’m known for not
            taking pity on anyone, especially clients.
         

         
         But Patrick and the rest of the ladies were staring at Biceps as intently as if he was a gazelle who’d wandered into the middle
            of a lion’s den. A pretty built gazelle, but still.
         

         
         “Yoga’s only on Wednesday nights,” I said. “And every morning at eight.”

         
         His dark eyebrows constricted. “I can’t make Wednesday nights. Or mornings. I work eight to four every day. I’m a deputy with
            the sheriff’s office.”
         

         
         I could almost hear the ripple of ecstasy that swept through the ladies—and Patrick—at his words. A male first responder—and
            one with extremely pronounced triceps—in our gym? It seemed too good to be true.
         

         
         Given my luck, I knew it would be.

         
         “Then what are you doing here?” I asked, lowering my voice so the others couldn’t hear. “I know they have a state-of-the-art
            gym over at the sheriff’s department. And you obviously use it. You didn’t get those lats sitting around doing paperwork all
            day.”
         

         
         He glanced down at his own shoulder as if to see what I was talking about and then, adorably, blushed again.

         
         “Oh, yeah,” he said. “Well, I lift.”

         
         Yeah, no shit, Sherlock. What did he lift, boulders?

         
         “I was involved in a, um, incident,” he went on, his voice as low as mine. “And the sheriff—you know Sheriff Hartwell, right?”

         
         I nodded. Everyone on the island knew Sheriff Hartwell. In addition to having cut crime in half since being elected—not that
            there’d ever been much crime on Little Bridge Island in the first place, aside from the occasional illicit drug use and fishing
            violations—the sheriff also gamely rode in an evening gown on a float in the gay pride parade every year, even though he himself
            was hetero. This made him beloved not only to the Patricks of the island, but also the Laurens and the Connies, too.
         

         
         “He gave me a disciplinary action,” Biceps went on. “And part of it is that I have to start taking yoga, in order to curb
            some of what he calls my, uh, male aggression.”
         

         
         I raised my eyebrows. The male part I liked—more than liked. I welcomed it with open arms. It had been eleven months since
            Pete and I had broken up (not that I was counting), and I hadn’t had sex since, despite my best friend Jenna’s insistence
            that I needed to get back into the game.
         

         
         And I’ve been trying. I really have. I’ve kept up with my hair appointments—highlights and lowlights once a month on my shoulder-length
            bob, so I look like the natural blonde I’ve never been—and spray tans and mani-pedis every two weeks. I watch what I eat—no
            processed carbs, refined sugar, or excessive alcohol. You’d think I was the one about to get married.
         

         
         But who would I marry, anyway? When you live on a two-mile-by-four-mile island, you can’t exactly count on Tinder to meet
            people, since you’ll most likely see your date the following morning at the grocery store or coffee shop, making for an awkward
            situation all around if things haven’t gone well.
         

         
         And with me they almost never go well, because I’m not settling for just anyone anymore. I want the real thing, the whole
            package, the made-for-TV-movie rom-com. I want it all.
         

         
         That’s why the aggression part this guy is describing . . . well, that part I’m not so thrilled with.

         
         “What kind of incident?” I asked. I didn’t need some psycho cop in my gym, especially in bridal boot camp. Standing ten feet
            away was Bettina, the mayor’s wife, who was trying to tighten up her arms a little before her niece’s wedding in Tampa so
            that she could do the chicken dance without jiggling.
         

         
         “Oh,” he said, blushing more deeply, if such a thing were possible. “It was just—It was stupid, really. A misunderstanding
            outside the Circle K. I was in my squad car and I’d pulled over so I could get a cup of coffee and came out to find what I
            thought was some mope going after my partner, Chrissie. So I drew on him.”
         

         
         I sucked in my breath disapprovingly. “Your gun?”

         
         Biceps stiffened. “No. No way! Just my Taser.”

         
         “Oh, well, that makes it so much better.”

         
         He winced at my sarcasm and had the grace to look even more embarrassed. “Yeah, I know . . . it was dumb of me. But you know
            how it’s been lately. People aren’t big fans of cops right now, and I really was in fear for my life. Well, Chrissie’s life.”
         

         
         I had a ton of questions. Like why hadn’t his partner, Chrissie, drawn her own Taser if she’d been in such a dire situation?

         
         And who bought coffee at Circle K? Everyone knew they served much better coffee at Island Coffee Queen, or even Starbucks,
            for God’s sake.
         

         
         But before I could ask any of these things, he went on. “Anyway, the guy turned out to have only been a concerned citizen—and
            a decent one, at that. He’s not pressing charges or anything. But Sheriff Hartwell says I have to take yoga in order to learn
            how to deal with the stress of the job, figure out how to breathe, and all that mumbo jumbo.”
         

         
         “It’s not mumbo jumbo,” I said. I was used to people—especially men—with Biceps’s attitude. I respected what the sheriff was
            trying to do. “People have been practicing yoga for literally thousands of years. It’s almost universally accepted to promote
            health and relaxation. You know a lot of insurance companies pay for it now as a form of rehab for PTSD and after accidents?”
         

         
         He looked surprised. “Really? I didn’t know. No offense, it’s just that some of the guys have been ragging me a little for
            having to take a—”
         

         
         Fortunately Bettina interrupted before he could dig himself a deeper hole.

         
         “Pardon me, Robbie,” she called from over by the weight rack, “but is this class going to get underway soon? I have the Red
            Cross gala at eight and I need to get home in time to do my hair—”
         

         
         I nodded and said, “Yes, of course. Everybody who hasn’t already grabbed a mat, grab one—a yoga mat, not a spin mat—as well
            as two three-pound weights, a ten-pound weight, and a heavy ball. We’ll get started in one minute.”
         

         
         Turning to Biceps, I said impulsively, having made a split-second decision against my better judgment—which Jenna always reminds
            me never works out well, “I think I can help you. Well, teach you how to breathe, anyway. Right now your fitness regimen is
            only lifting weights, right? You don’t do anything aerobic?”
         

         
         He looked defensive. “Isn’t lifting weights aerobic?”

         
         “No,” I said. “It’s good,” I rushed to assure him when the defensiveness grew. “It’s great for you, actually, but it’s clearly
            not helping much where you need it right now. This class will. I know it’s called bridal boot camp, but it’s really just a
            general aerobic fitness class, with a little yoga thrown in. It should meet your sheriff’s requirements. What’s your name?”
         

         
         “Ryan Martinez,” he said, holding out his right hand.

         
         “Hi, Ryan,” I said, and stretched out my own hand. “I’m Rob—Roberta—James.”

         
         “I know,” he said, as my slim hand disappeared into his own warm, massive one. “I saw your picture on the website. You’re
            the owner.”
         

         
         “Co-owner,” I corrected him. “But yeah, I am.”

         
         I couldn’t help noticing how clear and focused his hazel eyes were as he looked down at me . . . and the electricity that
            seemed to shoot from his fingers into mine as he squeezed them. If this happened to all the ladies he met, it was a mystery
            how he’d stayed single this long.
         

         
         If he was single. He could be shacking up with his partner, Chrissie, for all I knew. He certainly seemed to have a thing
            for her, considering how protective he was of her.
         

         
         Which was exactly how guys in rom-coms always were of their girlfriends.

         
         “Great,” I said, dropping his hand, my fingers still tingling from the contact. “Let’s get started. You’ll need to switch
            out the mat you’ve got there for one of those blue ones in the corner. What you’ve got is a spin mat. You’ll need a yoga mat.”
         

         
         He looked sweetly perplexed. “There’s a difference?”

         
         “Big difference,” I said with a wink. “You’ll see in a minute.”

         
         Then I leaped to the front of the room and switched on my iPhone. The pulsating beats of Rihanna’s latest soon reverberated
            from the speakers in all four corners. I began doing deep knee bends, my back to the mirrored wall behind me.
         

         
         “Everyone, meet Ryan,” I said, raising my voice to be heard over the music. “He’s going to be joining us today.”

         
         The catcalls and sly greetings were immediate. “Hi, Ryan.” “Welcome, Ryan.” “Ryan, can I have your number?”

         
         “Come on now, ladies . . . and gentlemen,” I said. I felt jazzed but slightly nervous, considering I’d done this routine a
            thousand—maybe ten thousand—times before. I knew it was because of my newest class member. He was clueless, but undeniably
            cute. “Leave Ryan alone. You know the drill. It’s time for your favorite thing in the world . . . squats! As many as you can
            do in sixty seconds. On my count. And . . . GO!”
         

         
         He tried to keep up.

         
         I’ll give him that. He really tried. We lost him somewhere around the thirty-minute mark—and the class was only forty-five
            minutes, including cooldown—while doing planks. He could probably bench his own body weight, but he couldn’t plank. He didn’t
            have the core strength.
         

         
         This was pretty common with self-trained weightlifters. They went for exercises that would give them those all-desirable flashy
            six-packs—and the glimpses I got of his when his faded black tank fell away from his body showed that his were mightily attractive—but
            they neglected ones that would actually help stabilize and strengthen their core.
         

         
         The other girls in the class—and Patrick—smirked playfully at Ryan as they effortlessly held their poses . . . but not too
            much, out of respect to his job. He was a first responder—and a gorgeous one—so that had won him a lot of points in their
            eyes.
         

         
         When the exercise portion of the class was over, and I gave everyone permission to sit on their mats, he collapsed in a heap
            on his, sweat pouring from his dark, curly mane.
         

         
         “Jesus Christ,” I heard him mutter as he looked around at all his classmates, none of whom had broken more than a light shimmer
            of perspiration, including Bettina, who was more than sixty pounds overweight and had barely hit her water bottle. His was
            empty.
         

         
         But Bettina had been working out with me for two solid years. She could hold a plank for half an hour and not raise her heart
            rate above resting.
         

         
         “Okay,” I said, turning off the music. “Let’s have a quick talk about nutrition before we leave for the night
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