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Synopsis
I’m a total mess. My boyfriend dumped me – get this – because I diet too much. Not because I’m fat, mind you. Of course, this spurs me into the diet-fitness-revenge-plan of the century, which leads me to the gym and a scorching hot personal trainer. I even manage to make some cool new friends, including a millionaire if you can believe it. Things are looking up! Naturally, that’s the moment my ex decides he wants me back, the personal trainer asks me out, and my millionaire male buddy decides to throw his hat in the ring. But that’s not enough drama. No, not for me. Because I’ve also lost my job and decided to start my own business. Just call me Ms. Drama. 
Warning: Bad language, bumpy roads, and embarrassing moments ahead. But there’s also more than a bit of romance and even, if we’re lucky, love. Fingers crossed. 
Not endorsed by or affiliated with any brand of tequila. 
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“It’s not that I don’t love you.” 
What? I struggle for breath. The man I love doesn’t want to be with me anymore, but it’s not because he doesn’t love me. I don’t understand what’s going on right now. “Let me get this straight – you love me, but you don’t want to be with me?” 
My boyfriend, Josh, the guy I thought was the one, sighs in frustration at my lack of understanding what in the frick frack is going on. Well, excuse me. “I just can’t take it anymore.” I stare at him. Completely lost. His blond, impeccably styled hair together with his button-down shirt and khaki pants form the epitome of a nice guy image. He doesn’t look the least bit ruffled by this conversation. A conversation that is slowly ripping my heart out. 
I finally manage to ask what in the world he’s talking about. “Take what anymore?” 
He stares at the floor for such a long time I become convinced he won’t answer. When I’m about to start hitting something, or should I say someone, he speaks. “Your lack of self-esteem. Your refusal to love yourself.” Everything stops. What? I don’t know what I was expecting to hear, but this isn’t it. “I don’t care how much you weigh or what size you wear, but it rules your life. There’s always some crazy new diet you want to try. Then, after two days of bitching about how hard it is, you give up and drown your sorrows in a gallon of ice cream. It goes on and on, and I can’t take it anymore.” 
I throw my hip out, plant one hand on it, and point a finger from the other hand at him. “Let me get this straight. You’re not dumping me because I’m fat. You’re dumping me because I diet too much.” Color me confused. 
Josh growls. “I don’t care if you want to diet every day for the rest of your life. I care that dieting and your weight rule your life. I love you, but you can’t seem to love yourself.” 
Huh? He loves me but can’t be with me because I don’t love myself? Talk about baffling behavior. I’m still frozen in place when Josh leans over and kisses my cheek. He whispers something about always loving me and then he’s gone. Just. Like. That.  
Beep! Beep! Beep!
What is that sound? I try to open my eyes, but they’re glued together. Seeing is overrated. I throw my arm out in search of whatever’s making that gawd awful racket. My arm only meets air, and I reach further. Still nothing. I stretch my arm out as far as it will go and Bam! I roll right off my sleeping place onto the floor. My eyes unglue from the jarring motion, and I find myself staring up at my coffee table. What in the world…? 
My stomach gurgles, and I taste acid in my mouth. In a flash, the memories of the previous night resurface. Josh dumping me. My best friend, Blaze, coming over to comfort me – a bottle of tequila in her hands. Tequila! I stand as quickly as my shaky limbs will allow and stumble to the bathroom. Pizza, beer, and tequila shots are not as pleasant coming up as going down. A fact I seem to forget on a regular basis.
I’m sitting on the bathroom floor with my forehead resting on the toilet when I hear my phone alarm go off again. Why in the world is my alarm going off on a Saturday morning? I scroll through my memories of the previous night, but, after the third shot of tequila, it’s all a big blank. That can’t be good. 
The alarm isn’t excessively loud. It’ll eventually stop because there’s no way I’m getting up from this floor. The toilet bowl is my friend. I have no plans to abandon it. Maybe I’ll just hug it for a while. 
Bang! Bang! Bang!
“I know you’re in there!” Blaze’s voice slices with a vengeance through my foggy brain. I lift my head and notice I’m still in the bathroom. Guess I fell asleep. 
Before I have a chance to even try to turn my legs from noodles into supporting limbs, the door to the bathroom smashes open. “There you are!” Blaze rushes in and grabs me under the arms. It’s amazing how easily she lifts my lard ass considering what a petite thing she is. Is she part terminator or something? 
She pushes me into the shower and turns on the water. “What the hell, Blaze?” I sputter but don’t move. I’m not certain my legs will support me yet. Instead, I peel my now waterlogged clothing off me and throw it onto the bathroom floor.
The water feels like heaven. I should have thought of forcing my hungover ass into the shower before. Just when I think I may survive the world’s worst hangover, the water turns ice cold. “What the fuck?” I turn evil eyes on Blaze who’s standing next to the shower with a wicked grin on her face. 
“No time to dilly-dally,” she practically sings before turning the water off. 
“Dilly-dally?” I mutter as I grab a towel and start to dry off. Once I’m dry and I’ve somewhat tamed my hair with a comb, I walk into my bedroom to find Blaze waiting on me. She throws a bundle of clothes at me. I take the clothes and start to dress without thinking until I come to the sports bra. I throw that back at her and walk to my dresser for a more comfortable option. Sports bras and big boobs are torture, if you must know.
“You’ll want to keep that on.” 
I turn on Blaze and glare at her. “What’s going on? What are you doing here? Why are you dressing me?” 
She cocks her head at me and stares. “You honestly don’t remember?” I continue to glare until an evil grin appears on her face. That can’t be good. “You have an appointment this morning.” 
“Appointment? It’s Saturday morning.” I look at the clothes she handed me. This doesn’t make any sense. Sports clothes and an appointment. What in the world is she talking about? A tiny memory starts to surface. Oh no. “Tell me we didn’t go on the gym website and scroll through hot trainers last night.” 
“That’s not all we did.” Blaze’s chipper voice is starting to freak me out. 
I search my memories, but the only thing that pops up is giggling and making very inappropriate comments about the personal trainers at Blaze’s gym. I stare at the clothes I’m wearing and sweat pops out on my forehead. Oh no. “Please tell me I’m not going on a date with a hot guy from your gym.” 
She giggles. “No, better.” 
“Oh god, I didn’t hire an escort last night, did I?” Because that’s the only thing I can think of that would be better than going out on a date with one of the sex gods from her gym. Oh, my god, I’m actually considering paying for sex. I’m going to blame that on the tequila. Not that I won’t take advantage, mind you. I’m obviously more hung over than I thought if I’m entertaining these kinds of thoughts.
“Nope. You have your first personal training session this morning.” Her eyes positively gleam as she shares the news.  
I stop riffling through my bra drawer and turn to her. “What?” She couldn’t possibly have said I have a personal training session this morning. The gym, working out, being fit – that’s Blaze’s thing. She may be a mild-mannered kindergarten teacher by day, but, in the evenings, she turns into a fitness fanatic. Not me. “No. No. No.” I shake my head and rush to the kitchen. I need coffee for this conversation. Once I’m in the kitchen, I realize coffee isn’t going to cut it. I need chocolate. Lots and lots of chocolate. 
I open my secret stash drawer, only to find it empty. I shake my head. That can’t be right. I madly open and close cabinets and drawers. They’re all empty. Everything’s empty! There is no food in my house. In a last-ditch effort, I open the refrigerator. No way. I must be dreaming. This has to be a nightmare brought on by tequila poisoning. There’s no other possible explanation. 
Blaze pulls me away from the kitchen. She forces me into a chair and then stands in front of me with her arms crossed. “Seriously, you don’t remember?” When I shake my head, she continues. “You were all revved up about changing your life last night. You’re going to lose weight, get in shape, and then when Josh wants you back – bam! – you’re going to turn him away.” 
Shit. That totally sounds like something I’d plan. I cross my arms over my chest and realize I’m still topless. I shake my head before standing and walk to my bedroom to finish getting dressed. Blaze follows. Of-freaking-course. 
“You pre-paid a gym membership for a year and six months of weekly sessions with a personal trainer.” 
I finish putting on a t-shirt and collapse on the bed. “That’s a lot of money. Probably all my savings. Why’d you let me follow through on such a crazy scheme?” 
Blaze slaps my thigh before laying down next to me. “Don’t be overly dramatic. It’s not all your savings. I know you have a secret savings stash for your dream wedding.” 
Yep. My lameness is such that I have a savings account for my wedding. I started the account when I was ten. Since I’m now thirty-five, it’s a good chunk of change. Change I will never touch. Except for my dream wedding. Which will probably never happen now. I make a sound of distress, but Blaze is having none of it.
“Come on.” She stands and pulls me off the bed. “You’ve already paid for the trainer. You might as well go. If all else fails, you can stare at his hotness for forty-five minutes.” 
Oh, my god. I’m pretty sure that’s what I said last night when I went ahead with this crazy plan and pre-paid for the entire scheme.
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 “You want me to what?” I know I didn’t just hear the hottest guy I’ve ever seen ask me to take off my clothes. I try not to start panting, but I’m sure my question came out breathless. 
“Just for the scale,” Mr. Yummy clarifies. Panting over. So much for a bit of afternoon delight. 
My brain re-engages, and I stare at the scale. My personal nemesis. I wish I could kick the ever-loving shit out of it, but it’s one of those industrial thingamabobs. My thoughts automatically turn to Josh. He said my life was ruled by the scale. He may have been right, but it was still a shitty thing to say. 
“It’s only a number.” Easy for hot thing to say. This was a bad idea. I don’t care if I’ve paid for six months of a weekly personal training session. I’m not doing this. I turn, intending to make a break for it but am stopped by a wall of muscles. My hand creeps up. Must touch. No. Wait. That’s wrong. I shake my head and step back, intending to circumvent the wall of maleness.
“You can do this, Everly.” Damn. My name dripping from his mouth sounds way too good. And yeah, dripping may be a slight exaggeration. “You want to change your life?” When I don’t respond, he grabs my chin and forces me to look at him. “You can do this. You can take charge of your life. And it all starts,” he turns my head so I’m forced to look at the scale, “with this.” He releases my chin, spins me around, and pushes me forward. “Come on, we’re doing this.” His voice has changed from supportive to drill sergeant. “Now, take off those bulky clothes and get on the scale. We’re taking the first step in your new life today.” 
Man, a new life does sound good. I’m here anyway, aren’t I? I take off my hoodie and sweats. I feel exposed in my tank top and biker shorts. My trainer doesn’t allow me any time for freaking out. “Hop on.” 
I stand on the scale and try not to cry as my trainer moves the weight thingamabobs up and up until he finally finds my current weight. Shit! Is that how much I weigh? No wonder Josh dumped my fat ass. Maybe it’s a good thing I’m here. Maybe I can actually lose a few pounds. I snort. And maybe unicorns will fly out of my butt. 
I jump off the scale and start throwing my clothes back on. “Hold up. We also need to take your measurements.” Because the scale wasn’t humiliating enough? 
I refuse to look at the numbers on the tape measure as I stand there with my arms spread out as Mr. Yummy takes my breast, waist, hip, arm, and thigh measurements. “You can put your arms down now.” Once again, I grab for my clothes to cover myself up. 
He smirks. “You’re really going to want to leave those off for a while.” 
Why is it that hot men look even hotter when they smirk? It’s cruel and unusual punishment if you ask me. But, then again, no one’s asking me. “Why?” 
“We still have to do a fitness test.” He opens the office door, and I have a curbside view of my other nemesis – the gym. It smells like sweaty socks. Add in the blaring music and it could be any teenager’s bedroom. Except it’s not. Crap. The bass of the music is making my hangover return with a vengeance. 
I don’t move. “Can’t we do the test another time?” Like never, I think but don’t say. “I’m feeling a bit queasy this morning.” 
 “Did you go have a final binge last night?” Another smirk from Mr. Yummy. “A lot of women like to have one last night of partying before starting the ‘new them’.” Even using dorky air quotes doesn’t dim his hotness any. Why did I think it was a good idea to have the most attractive personal trainer? 
“Um, no. My boyfriend of five years dumped me, and I decided to drown my sorrows in tequila.” I slap my hand over my mouth before the word tequila has fully escaped from between my lips. I can’t believe those words came out of my mouth. Yeah, I’ve got a big mouth, but I don’t usually overshare or whine to strangers. 
[bookmark: _Hlk479827675]For the first time since I walked in the gym fifteen minutes ago, Mr. Yummy looks human as he grimaces at my words. “That’s shitty. I’m sorry.” My only response is to stare at him. Not sure I want sympathy from a stranger, let alone the hottest man in the universe. In one stride, he’s standing in front of me. “That’s on him. Not you. You are worthy of a man who worships at your feet.” 
I snort. “If you find a man like that, make sure to give him my number, will you?”
He grabs my hand and pulls me out of the safety of his office. “Come on. You’re going to find that man yourself. You just need some confidence.” With his hand wrapped around my wrist, he drags me to the stationary bike. He lets go of my wrist and motions for me to get on the seat. “Starting now. You are going to become more confident – whether or not you lose weight.” 
I resist the urge to snort. I’m pretty sure I’ve passed my maximal snort capacity for the day already, and it’s not yet noon. 
“We’re going to do a submaximal test on the cycle.” 
Say what? We’re going to do what? Do those words even have meanings? 
My confusion must be obvious because Mr. Yummy – I really need to start using his name before I accidentally call him Mr. Yummy to his face – takes pity on me and explains. “You’re going to ride the bike for fifteen minutes. I want you to keep it steady at fifty rpm. I’ll measure your blood pressure and heart rate every three minutes. I’m also going to ask you the RPE then.” 
Wait! Hold up. I’m going to ride a bike for fifteen minutes? I can’t remember the last time I wore work-out clothes for something other than rekindling my love for Ben & Jerry while watching sappy romantic comedies on Netflix, let alone got my ass on a bike. And what in the world is RPE anyway? 
“RPE is, on a scale from one to ten, your rate of perceived exhaustion. One is sitting in front of the sofa and ten is your peak effort.”
I can’t help but blurt out, “I think I’m at a five just sitting on the bike and trying not to fall off.” These bike seats were not made for my ass. 
 Gabe – yes! I remembered his name – shakes his head at me. If he’s going for disapproving, he’s got it down pat. “Start pedaling, Everly.” 
Fifteen minutes isn’t super long, right? A sitcom lasts an average of twenty minutes. I can totally bike for an entire episode. The first three minutes go okay. A bit boring until I remember there’s some scenery, aka Gabe, to watch. Oh wait, he caught me staring. Back to boring. 
“Okay,” he says after he checks my heart rate. “I’m going to increase the resistance.” 
What? Why? This is no longer boring. But I can do this. It’s only a bike. No. Big. Deal. Another three minutes pass and I’m totally sweating now. I’m sure my face is flushed as well. My personal trainer is starting to look less like Mr. Yummy and more like Mr. Torturer. 
“Just a bit more resistance,” he says as he adjusts the bike once again. 
Seriously? I’m barely hanging on here. “I’m at like a ten RPE right now.” 
He chuckles and shakes his head. “Don’t underestimate yourself.” 
I don’t have the energy to snark back at him. I manage to keep my legs moving, concentrating on keeping the RPM at fifty as instructed. I’m sure my face is bright red by now. I can feel sweat rolling down straight into my eyes. Good thing I didn’t put on any make-up this morning. It would have been melted off five minutes into this hell. My arms and legs look like I just stepped out of the shower. They’re beyond dripping in sweat. Finally, freaking finally, my personal torturer says I can stop. 
“Thank god, it’s over.” I sigh in relief as I slowly dismount the bike. My legs are wobbly, but I manage to stay upright. Go me! 
“Not over.” Great. Mr. Yummy doesn’t even bother to use full sentences to torture me anymore. 
I’m too out of breath to answer him so I just give him my best evil eye. 
Gabe smirks. Jerk. “We still need to test your flexibility and strength.” 
“I can tell you right now I’m not flexible and I’m not strong.” 
He ignores me. Of course. “Let’s go.” He throws a towel at me and saunters off. I’m too exhausted to take any pleasure in watching his perfect ass walk away. Okay, I might take a little pleasure until I start to follow and realize I need all my concentration to walk without falling into a heap on the floor. He leads me to a quiet corner of the gym. 
“Go ahead and sit on the mat.” 
I immediately collapse on the mat. “Take off your shoes and then sit with your legs stretched out straight ahead and flat against the mat.” As soon as I finish following directions, he places a box against my feet. “Put your feet flat against the box and then reach forward as far as possible while making sure your legs stay on the mat.” 
I take a deep breath before reaching forward. I know I can’t reach my toes. If I was thin and fit, I still wouldn’t be reaching my toes. Being flexible is simply not my thing. Is there a test for clumsiness? That one, I’d probably ace. “Okay, you can sit back again.” 
I fall back against the mat. “Tell me we’re done. Please.” I’m not above begging. 
Another chuckle. I’m starting to hate the man now. I don’t care if he’s super-hot. I turn my head and glance at him. I’m totally fooling myself. I can’t hate that level of hotness. I’m not wired that way. I roll over and lift myself onto my hands and knees. I finally manage to stand and discover Gabe is already moved on to the bench press. I sigh and follow him. 
“What now?” Bitchy Everly has come out to play. 
Gabe ignores my bitchiness. With this job, he’s probably used to bitchy clients. “We’re going to measure your maximum strength. We’ll do some light lifting before trying to find your maximum weight.” 
Light lifting? Is there such a thing? I lay on the bench when Gabe motions to me. I don’t pay any attention to whatever weight he’s putting on the bar. I’m too exhausted to care that I’m a total wimp. I zone out and lift whatever my torturer tells me to. 
“Okay, we’re finished,” Gabe says as he grabs the bar from me and places it on the brackets above the bench. 
“Yes!” I try to pump my arm, but it’s turned to Jell-O. 
“You’re stronger than you think.” 
I roll my eyes. “You don’t have to try and placate me.” Flirty Everly went into hiding about ten minutes into this whole fitness test disaster. 
Gabe smiles at me before uttering something. I have no idea what he says because that smile. That smile makes a woman do stupid things. Stupid embarrassing things. Must not be seduced by the smile. 
“Okay, I’m going to make a fitness plan based on your goals and the results of your fitness test. We’ll have our first session on Wednesday evening.” 
I nod and go in search of Blaze. If I murder her, I’ll be in prison by Wednesday and that’s as good excuse as any to miss a personal training session.
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“Did you hear?” 
I suppress a moan at the interruption. My eyes automatically search out the time on my computer. At least I got ninety minutes of work done before they invaded. My colleagues, Lily and Roland, plop down on the chairs across from my desk. Crap. They’re sitting down. A tiny moan escapes before I can stop it. I won’t be getting any more work done until they’ve regaled me with tales of their weekend. I note the time on the dossier I’m working on and paste a smile on my face for my work friends.
“No.” I shake my head indulging them. “I didn’t hear.” 
Lily leans forward and whispers in a voice loud enough for the entire office to hear. “There’s going to be another round of layoffs.” 
I successfully – go me! – stop the automatic roll of my eyes at her words. There’s always a rumor going around about another round of layoffs. I’ve been with the accounting firm for a solid seven years now. I’m no longer worried about stupid rumors. I’ve got enough work to keep me busy for a few months – and it’s not even tax time. Josh was always complaining I worked too much. Guess I don’t need to worry about what he thinks anymore, do I? Unfortunately, my heart doesn’t feel relieved by that thought. 
“Crap. I barely survived the last round,” Roland chimes in. Lily looks at me with imploring eyes. I shrug. I can’t dispute his words. There’s no denying the man’s hanging onto his job by a thread. 
Lily’s lashes start to flutter and her bottom lip trembles. I totally cave. “It’s just a rumor.”  
“Yeah,” she agrees with a slap on Roland’s arm. “They can’t fire you. We wouldn’t have any man candy to look at!” She may be joking, but she’s not wrong. Roland is handsome with a capital H. He wears a three-piece suit like he was born to it. What am I saying? He was born to it. His family is one of the wealthiest in the Chicago-area, which is why he moved out of state to ‘prove’ himself. Too bad he likes to flirt and cause trouble more than work. He could be an awesome accountant if he simply put his mind to it. With his charm and good lucks, he’d have the clients eating out of his hands. Personally, I think he’s biding time until his family calls him home to work in the family business. 
“Well…” He clears his throat and adjusts the already perfect Windsor knot on his tie. “I wouldn’t want to disappoint the ladies.” He wiggles his eyebrows and leers at Lily. She rolls her eyes in return. I always thought the two of them would end up together, but after two years of watching their friendship bloom, I’m convinced they’ve friend-zoned each other and that’s that. Bummer. 
“Anyway.” Lily leans forward again. “You won’t believe what happened to me this weekend.” No, I probably won’t, but she’s going to tell me anyway. “You heard of the new club downtown?” I shake my head. I don’t do clubs. “My girl and I got totally dolled up to go out. I bought this little dress. You know the type you can’t wear any underwear with.” Again, I’m at a loss. I don’t wear clothes that don’t require a bra and panties. I’m thirty-five for goodness sake. Panties are a must. And my girls have required underwire support since I hit sixth grade. Women always claim they want big boobs, but they’re more trouble than they’re worth most of the time.  
“I stuck my ATM card down my front.” I look over at Roland and notice his eyes flare before dipping to Lily’s cleavage. She may be tiny at a mere five-foot tall, but she isn’t devoid of feminine wiles. She has perky little breasts, which my male colleague is not-so-subtly enjoying checking out at the moment. Lily continues her story, and I turn my eyes back to her. “I didn’t have enough room for my ID.” She shrugs. “But who needs ID? I’m nearly thirty.” I snort. The woman is twenty-six. That’s not nearly thirty in anyone’s book. 
“We get to the front of the line and the stupid bouncer asks for my ID.” She rolls her eyes. “I told him my outfit didn’t leave room for ID, and he said he guessed that meant I wasn’t going in. I told him I was of age, and I was most certainly going in. I didn’t get dressed up for nothing. I demanded to see the manager and, well, one thing lead to another and before I knew it, I was being physically removed from the premises.” There’s a lot missing from her story. 
Roland waggles his eyebrows at her. “I would have totally let you in.” Geez, that wasn’t suggestive at all. 
Luckily, Lily ignores him. “Anyway, I’m going out with the bouncer next week.” I shake my head at her. She probably caused the guy a huge headache, and he asked her out anyway. Nope. I can’t relate. “How was your weekend?” she asks as she casually looks around. “Hey, where’s the picture of you and Josh?” 
Crap. I was hoping to avoid this topic. “Gone.” 
“Yeah, that’s not going to cut it.” She stands and walks to the door to shut it. Double crap. When she’s back in her seat, she barks out. “Give us the story.” 
Nothing like ripping off the band-aid. “He dumped me.” 
“What a wanker!” Roland manages to say before Lily goes apeshit. 
“What the fuck? I’ll cut the bitch.” I can’t help but laugh. Lily weighs maybe 100 pounds if she’s wearing her entire wardrobe and it’s all soaking wet! She’s also the sweetest person on earth and would never physically harm someone. 
“Let’s settle down before HR hears you.” I use my ‘I’m a senior associate you better listen to me’ voice.  Whenever they get too rambunctious, I always claim HR will write them up. I have no idea if that’s true. HR is two floors below us, and my office is well insulated. Seven years of working your ass off will get you a nice, cushy corner office. It probably gives me a lot of leeway in how loud I am in my office as well, but I’m not telling them that. 
“What happened?” Don’t let men fool you. They’re just as big of gossips as women. Roland is dying to hear the story. I see it in his eager eyes. He’s actually leaning forward a bit and not sitting with perfect posture – something he says was drilled into him from a young age. 
I shrug. “He said he’ll always ‘love’ me but can’t handle the fact that I don’t love myself.” 
“What kind of bullshit is that?” 
I bob my head in agreement. “That’s exactly what I thought. Well, good riddance.” 
“You don’t mean that.” Of course, I don’t mean that. Yet. 
I wave my hand at their concerns. The last thing I need to do is start crying in my office. Snot, tears, and runny mascara is not a good look on me. “I’ll show him.” 
“Uh oh.” Roland shakes his head and goes back to sitting with perfect posture. “That sounds like trouble right there.” 
I shrug. “No trouble. Just truth. I’m going to become a new woman, and then he’ll be sorry.” Totally cliché I know, but there’s got to be a reason some things are cliché. I’m hoping because they actually happen on a somewhat regular basis.  
Lily is practically bouncing in her seat. She claps her hands. “Oh, do you have a plan?” Our male colleague rolls his eyes, but he doesn’t get up and leave.
“I joined a gym, and I even have a personal trainer.” I try to raise my arms to show off my biceps. After only one session, they must be more muscular, right? But the pain stops me. “Damn. We already had our first session.”  
“Is he hot?” 
“He’s totally hot. I call him Mr. Yummy.” I start to describe him but am interrupted by Roland.
“Yeah, I’m not staying around for this.” He leans over my desk and kisses my cheek. “If Josh can’t see what you’re worth, it’s his loss,” he says before leaving my office. Why do people always say that? It’s not like it makes me feel better. 
As soon as he shuts the door behind him, Lily turns serious. “I’m really worried about his job.” She bites her lip. Maybe the friend-zone isn’t as sure a thing as I thought?
I wave a hand at her concerns. “There’s no proof they’re doing more layoffs.” I shrug. “And even if they do, Roland will be fine. He’s got a trust fund, after all.” 
“Yeah, but then he wouldn’t stay here,” she mumbles. 
“Chin up!” I use my mouse to wake up my computer. I need to get back to work. “Let’s get back to work and stop worrying about things we can’t control.” 
She nods and takes off for her workstation. As soon as she’s out of my eye sight, I collapse back into my chair. Phew! That was close. The last thing I need is to spend the morning hashing out my breakup. Work. That’s what I need.

[bookmark: _Toc479829525]Chapter 4
[bookmark: _Toc479829526]My positive thought for the day is: I didn’t kill my best friend for forcing me to go to a Zumba class. Brownie points! 
“Come on! You’re going to be late,” Blaze shouts as she rushes into my office.
“What are you doing here?” What I actually want to ask is how in the hell did she get through security. I don’t bother, though. She’s gorgeous with slim curves and an ass, which makes men pant. That opens more doors than my stellar accounting abilities ever will. I snort. Stellar accounting abilities. It’s been a long day. 
She rolls her eyes at me and tosses a gym bag my way. I duck and the bag flies over my head before slamming into the window. “Have you completely lost it?” I bug my eyes out at her.
She has the freaking audacity to shrug. “Like I said, we’re going to be late.” 
I look at the time. It’s 7 p.m. on a Monday. I know we don’t have anything planned because I never plan anything on Monday evenings. I always need to work late to make up for my ‘no telephone no e-mail’ Sundays. Blaze knows this. Crap. She’s up to something. I narrow my eyes at her. “What exactly are we late for?” 
 Her smile lights her face. “Zumba.” 
“Zumba? You mean an exercise class?” Maybe she hit her head or something. There’s no way I’m going to the gym on Monday at 7 p.m. I have at least another two hours of work. 
Blaze is having none of it. “Come on.” She snatches the gym bag from where it fell under the windowsill and grabs my elbow and starts pulling me out of my chair. I don’t let her. 
“Give it up. I’m not going.” 
“You promised.” Uh oh. 
“When did I promise?” 
“Friday night!” She bounces on her toes in excitement. “You promised you were going to get fit and show Josh!”
I bury my face in my hands. I wonder if I can blame Josh for my best friend’s murder because I’m this close to killing her. “Why didn’t you stop me?” If I can’t blame my ex, then I’ll settle for her. “You knew I was drunk out of my mind and hurting over the break-up with Josh.” 
Blaze shrugs. “You need this. You’ve been promising yourself to change for-freaking-ever, but you always have an excuse. Either you’re too busy working.” She stares at my desk as if it’s an evil accomplice. “Or you’re too busy taking care of Josh. I mean, did he even wipe his own ass?” 
“What?” Ew, gross. Why would she think such a thing?
She waves her hand in the world’s worst attempt at an apology. “You did way too much for that boy. His wash, ironing his clothes, making his meals…” She grunts as she trails off. 
“That’s what a good girlfriend – a good wife – does.” I stand to prepare for the argument that’s sure to come. 
“Oh, no.” Blaze waggles her finger at me. “No getting into a fighting stance with me. We need to move.”
“Fine!” I quickly shut off my computer and start throwing files into my messenger bag. Blaze stands at the door with a huge smile on her face thinking she’s won. Is it wrong to hope she’ll defriend me? 
We rush out the door and jump into my car for the short drive to the gym. “When’s the class start anyway?” I ask as we walk to the gym entrance.
“Eight.” 
I stop and hold my palm out to halt her. “Eight? Why’d you come get me an hour early?” 
“Seriously?” She shrugs. “I thought the argument would take longer.” 
I can’t help it. I laugh. She planned in argument time when coming to pick me up. That’s beyond crazy. I shake my head at her and head to the changing rooms. After fighting with my sports bra and huffing and puffing my way into my gym clothes, I’m finally ready to follow my best friend into the fitness room. Not really, but I’m now surrounded by bouncing blondes, and there’s no way I’m not putting on my best face. 
Blaze points to the exercise classroom and then takes off with a wave. “Where are you going?” I shout, but she’s already gone. I’m going to take pleasure in her murder. 
The classroom is huge and has big ass mirrors on two of the walls. Another wall is glass and looks out into the gym. A window makes up the fourth wall. I quickly walk to the back of the room where the mirrors have less impact. I sincerely hope the window behind me is coated to prevent passersby from looking in. Otherwise, drivers are going to cause accidents with their shocked responses to seeing my jiggly ass trying to do Zumba. I don’t even know what Zumba is. 
“Hey! You’re in my spot.” A beautiful black woman, dressed from head to toe in bright neon pink, points to the floor in front of my feet. 
I shake my head. “I’m sorry, but if you think I’m moving a single millimeter closer to one of those evil mirrors, you are clearly out of your mind.”   
To my surprise, she tilts her head back and barks out a laugh. “Ladies.” She turns her head to a gaggle of women behind her. “I think we have a new friend.” 
I wave at the group. They may all be a little bit rounder than what society considers ideal, but there’s no denying every single one of them is beautiful. And they’re all dressed to kill. Unlike my own t-shirt and cut-off sweats, they wear real sports clothes. I had now idea they made sports clothes in that many colors and shapes for larger women. 
“Where do you get those outfits?” 
“I’m Charise,” says the first woman who barked at me. Apparently, she’s the gang leader. “We’ll hook you up.” 
“All right bitches! Are you ready to sweat?” As soon as the words are shouted, everyone quiets down and takes their place. I swallow. This is not going to be pretty. 
Forty minutes later, I’m surprised no one has taken me out. I’ve run into at least four different people. That doesn’t sound too bad, but I may have run into the same four people at least five different times – each! Turns out I need a refresher course in what’s left, what’s right, what’s front, and what’s back. Although my memory loss could be the result of a lack of oxygen to the brain.
Because I. CAN. NOT. BREATHE. I wheeze as I try to keep one foot in front of the other to exit the room. Screw it. I stop and place my hands on my knees. I hope this position will keep me from falling flat on my face. 
“She’s going down!” Charise shouts, and the group rushes to my rescue. Someone grabs my water bottle and towel, which I hadn’t realized I’d dropped, while two other women grab me under the arms and help me shuffle to the nearest bench. I collapse on the bench and take a minute or two to try to catch my breath before looking at my rescuers.
“Sorry. Thanks for the help,” I manage to get out between gulps of air. Someone thrusts my water bottle in my hand, and I start gulping. 
“Sips. You need to take sips. Otherwise, you’ll throw it up. Trust me I know,” Charise says, and the other ladies nod in agreement.
I slow down. “I’m never doing that again,” I declare the second my water bottle is empty. 
Giggles greet my declaration. “Yeah, we’ve all said the same thing at least once a week since we started.” 
I look up to the speaker. “I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.” 
Charise steps forward. “This is my crew. That’s Tara.” She points to the woman who admitted to wanting to quit every week. “That’s Naomi and that’s Jessie.” I wave at the two other women. 
Tara sits next to me on the bench and pats my back. “It gets better.” I raise an eyebrow at her. She laughs. “Trust me. We’ve all been where you are.” 
Naomi sits on the other side of me. “Yeah, I gave Jessie a black eye my first day here.” I find that hard to believe. Naomi is short like me, whereas Jessie looks at least five inches taller than my five-feet-four-inches. 
“It’s true,” Jessie says as the others giggle. “She was standing up while I was bending over – like we were supposed to be – and bam! She nailed me good with her elbow. I’m lucky I didn’t lose an eye.” 
Naomi waves her concern away. “It wasn’t that bad.” She leans over and mock whispers to me. “I totally made it up to her by buying her a new sports outfit, but she will never let me forget it.” 
“I’ve never seen such attractive workout clothes for larger woman.” I blush. “Not that you guys are nearly as big as me, but …” I trail off as my face goes nuclear. 
“Shush,” Charise says before holding her hand out. I grab it, and she pulls me off the bench. My knees make an embarrassing creaking noise. Luckily, everyone ignores the sound. I start hobbling towards the locker room. They graciously slow to match my tempo. 
“We’ll hook you up. Give me your contact info and next time we go for a shopping trip, you can join us.” Naomi hands me her phone, and I quickly type in my name and telephone number for her. 
“Thanks.” 
Tara pats me on the back. “No worries. You’re one of us now. We take care of our own.” 
“Yeah,” Charise chimes in. “We big girls gotta stick together.” She says ‘big girls’ without any shame at all. I didn’t even know that was possible. I may stare at her with my mouth open for an embarrassing amount of time. 

[bookmark: _Toc479829527]Chapter 5
[bookmark: _Toc479829528]My positive thought for the day is: Chia seeds! What are they seeds from anyway? If I plant them, will I end up with a chia pet?
I’ve barely managed to throw my shoes off and drop my bag on a chair when the doorbell rings at my apartment the next night. I’m beat. Between the muscle aches from my first exercise class in something like a decade and catching up on work because of said exercise class, the day has been entirely too long. I stand in the middle of my living room debating ignoring whoever’s at the door. They’ll go away eventually.
“Open up! I know you’re in there.” Or not.
With a sigh, I walk to the front door and open it. I don’t bother greeting Blaze. I simply leave the door wide open and walk to the kitchen. This day, this week, my entire flipping disaster of a life calls for my friends Ben & Jerry. I open my freezer and gasp when I see it’s empty. I know I had a pint of Caramel Sutra in there! 
“Thanks for the help,” Blaze wheezes. 
I turn back to her and discover she’s dumped two grocery bags onto the counter. Oh goodie! I open the first bag and see it’s stuffed full of fruits and vegetables. “Why did you bring your groceries to my place?” 
“They’re not my groceries.” 
I shrug and turn back to my refrigerator. There’s got to be something in here I can binge on. Maybe I can make some french fries with the deep fryer? All it takes is one potato. Although three potatoes are more the ideal for a binge fries evening. 
“There’s nothing unhealthy in there. Don’t you remember we threw everything out?” 
I shut the refrigerator door and lean my forehead against it. I knew that. Really, I did. I just sort of forgot for a moment there. I knew there was a reason I’ve been getting take-out since Saturday, and it’s not only because I’m a horrible and somewhat lazy cook. “I’m never drinking tequila again,” I tell the refrigerator.
“Don’t worry. It’s not on your diet anyway.” 
“My diet?” I glance at Blaze, and she’s smiling and bouncing on her barstool. That can’t be good.  
“Yep!” She smiles as she extends her hand to me with a folder in it.  
I don’t take it. She wiggles her outstretched hand, but I refuse to cave. Nuh-uh. No way. She finally gives up with a sigh and sets the thing on the counter. I stare at it next to the grocery bags. Oh crap. Those grocery bags can’t be a coincidence. I open the second grocery bag. What the heck is all this stuff? I start pulling things out and laying them on the counter. “Wheatgrass, almond milk, quinoa, chia seeds … What the hell am I supposed to do with this junk?” 
Blaze rolls her eyes at me. “Make dinner, duh.” 
“I don’t know what half this stuff is, let alone how to use it.”  
She raises her eyebrows and tilts her head toward the folder. “Hint. Hint.”  
I sigh and open the folder. I flip through the introduction because no one needs that kind of motivation when their refrigerator is empty and their ass literally hurts from exercising. Next, comes page after page of suggested daily menus. I snort at how long each daily menu is. Does anyone actually have time to prepare one meal a day let alone three? Moving on. The last section is full of recipes. Blueberry and Chia Quinoa? I don’t even want to know. I put the folder down and move around the counter to sit next to Blaze. I let my head fall to the counter. “It’s okay. I don’t need to eat anyway.” 
Blaze rubs my back. “How are you doing?” 
I close my eyes and speak to the counter instead. “Great. Just great. I can barely move any of my muscles, and Josh moved his shit out today.” 
“I know,” is her only response. 
I turn my head and open my eyes to stare at her. “That’s what you’re doing here, isn’t it?” I should have known she’d remember about my recently emptied apartment.
She smiles and nods. “Someone’s got to stop you from binge eating.” 
I sit up and glare at her. “That’s why you’re here! To stop my binge eating?” 
She raises her hands, palms out at me. “Babe, of course, I’m here to support you. Part of my support is now helping with your diet.” 
I grunt, and she laughs. “Come on.” She grabs my arm and pulls me off the chair. “Let’s go look at the damage.” 
I drag my feet like a child, but Blaze isn’t deterred. We start in the living room. All of the furniture is still here. Josh and I found this place together and furnished it with almost all new stuff when we moved in three years ago. He agreed to leave all the furniture we bought together. Even with the furniture unchanged, the room seems cold now. Josh took all his game consoles, CDs, DVDs, and books with him. Most of the shelf space is now empty as I don’t collect physical items. My books are all on my Kindle or iPad as is any music I have. 
Blaze rushes in and removes the pictures from the top of the entertainment set. Then she moves on to the wall and takes all the pictures down. “What are you doing? Those pictures don’t have Josh in them!”
“Hey, I’m not stupid. I know these pictures were taken on vacations with Josh.” 
Is it wrong of me to find it annoying that she’s always right? 
“I’m going to take them home and when you’re ready, you can have them back.” She sets the frames in an empty box sitting by the door. Did she bring that with her? I shake my head. It doesn’t matter. 
“Come on.” She grabs my arm and pulls me towards the office. 
I stop at the doorway when I see the room. I knew Josh was going to take his desk and all his office stuff, but I hadn’t realized how sad the room would look without his things. When we moved in, I wasn’t even sure we could make this room into an office for both of us. It didn’t seem big enough. Now, the room appears huge, and my desk looks sad and lonely. 
“Help me.” I turn to see Blaze dragging my desk.
“What are you doing?” 
She rolls her eyes at me. “Moving your desk, duh!” I shrug and walk over to help her. “Get the vacuum,” she orders as she leaves the room. I have no idea why I’m following her orders. But I do. Thirty minutes later, we’re sweaty from re-arranging furniture, but we’ve managed to create a cozy office slash reading area. 
I look around amazed at the transformation in the room. “How did you do this?” 
“When you first looked at this place, you said this room would make a great reading room. But then Josh wanted an office space as well...” She shrugs. “And since you decided to keep the place.” She starts moving again. “Come on. Time to do the bedroom.” 
“What?” What can she possibly want to do in the bedroom? By the time I snap out of my confusion and join her, she’s got the entire bed stripped. “What are you doing?” I ask despite my fear of the answer.
Blaze doesn’t bother responding. Instead, she takes off with my sheets and comforter in her arms. I don’t move because I have no idea what she’s got planned next. She’s back in no time with a bed-in-a-bag set. She grabs the sheets from the bag, and I help her re-make the bed. While I’m putting on the comforter, she leaves again and returns with a mound of pillows. Where is this stuff coming from?
She throws the pillows at me before moving on to the closet. One of the reasons I fell in love with this place was the walk-in closet into which Blaze now disappears. I quickly arrange the pillows and follow her. She better not be throwing my clothes out!
I sigh in relief when I see she’s not throwing anything out in here. Instead, she’s spreading my clothes to cover the entire closet. Within five minutes, it goes from a lopsided closet with clothes jam-packed on one side and empty on the other side to a full closet with things evenly arranged. 
“There! That’s done.” Blaze brushes her hands off on her jeans. “Now to do the bathroom.” 
I rush to the door of the attached bathroom and block her entry. “Oh no, you don’t! I don’t know what you’re planning but keep out of my bathroom.” 
Blaze isn’t deterred. She peeks around me as if inspecting the bathroom. After a few moments, she shrugs. “Okay, I’ll give you that one.” 
We walk back to the living room, and I stop in my tracks. “When did you do this?” There are more throw pillows in here – I hope she got a bulk discount on those – but the big change is the entertainment cabinet. Instead of rows and rows of empty shelves, there are now candles, a plant, some knick-knacks, and a few books. I look at the wall and am shocked to see all the empty hooks are now filled. She even moved the furniture around to make up for the missing reading chair, which is now sitting in my office. 
“You took forever to vacuum!” 
I can’t help but laugh. She totally told me to vacuum on purpose. Sneaky.  
“Come on.” She pulls me into the kitchen. “I’ll make a quick dinner while you put away the groceries.” 
My stomach growls in agreement. I completely forgot about dinner, which is somewhat of a miracle since it was nearly eight when Ms. Pushy showed up. By the time I’m done putting groceries away – which takes some time because where do you put chia seeds anyway? – Blaze has prepared two bowls of couscous. 
“Grab some spoons,” she orders as she walks to the living room and collapses on the sofa. 
I grab a bowl and sit next to her. I cautiously take the first bite. “Hey, this isn’t bad?” 
She laughs. “Is that a question or a statement?” 
We eat in silence while I take in all the changes she managed to make in the ten minutes I was vacuuming. Somehow, we’ve made the apartment into my place in the two hours she’s been here. I look over at the boxes piled by the door. She obviously came here with this plan. 
I put my bowl down on the coffee table and lean my head on her shoulder. “Thanks.” 
“Anything for you, babe,” she responds. After a while, I think I hear her whisper, “One night down, 364 to go.” I pretend not to hear her because I no way, no how, want to know what she’s talking about. I’m done with tequila. Seriously. Done.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Want to find out what happens to Everly next? Pre-order a copy of Fat Girl Begone! for just 99 Cents! 
