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Synopsis


			Paige Dannenberg has never taken a water aerobics class. As a busy farm vet, she’s never even given a second thought to water aerobics. But when she gets roped into teaching her mom’s class, it’s time to learn a new skillset—and fast. 


			 


			Lately the unexpected is the new norm for Seren Winters. She’s single, four months pregnant, and trying not to worry about where she’ll be living by the end of the year. Still, the last thing she expects when she shows up for her first doctor-prescribed water aerobics class is a hot butch instructor. Even more unexpected is accidentally dunking her.


			 


			Despite an undeniable attraction, Seren is sure dating Paige is a bad idea. But can Paige change Seren’s mind before her two weeks teaching the class is up?
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Praise for the works of Jaime Clevenger


			Love, Accidentally


			Who doesn’t like a U-Haul joke! I really enjoyed reading this book. This is the second book in the “A Mile High City Romance” series, by Rey and Clevenger and once again they show how compatible their writing is. It is also great to see that this is not only a collaboration between writers, but also between publishers. This story runs in parallel with the first book A Convenient Arrangement. All in all, this is a happy feel-good book, which I easily recommend. I hope Clevenger and Rey will write a book together again in the future.


			-Meike V., NetGalley


			Just One Reason


			I had a lot of fun reading Just One Reason. I enjoy diving into a traditional romance where I know exactly what I’m going to get, and then being delighted with a host of clever details that make the story feel fresh and brand new. This book checked all the boxes on my list of what I want in a good book.


			-The Lesbian Review


			I don’t want to spoil things, but I was cheering this couple on and I wasn’t disappointed. Communication happens and it is beautiful and sweet, but not without a splash of angst. This book gave me all of the feels and really hit a home run with thoughtful, meaningful dialogue.


			-Digby M., NetGalley


			This is the third installment of the Paradise Romance series. I have gotten so much entertainment out of these books. I love the characters and friend group. That while each story focuses on a new budding relationship, the same characters pop in and we see that they continue to progress in their respective partnerships. There is always so much more depth and satisfaction when the writer can put people through the ringer so that they come out on the other side shiny and happy. Overall, this is another great addition to the Paradise Romance series. 


			-Bookvark, NetGalley


			All the Reasons I Need


			One of the reasons I love Three Reasons to Say Yes so much is that Clevenger wrote such strong secondary characters in Kate and Mo. I fell for them almost as much as the main characters, so to have them get their own book I was excited. This is a story about two best friends since college that have a ton of chemistry but have never done anything about it. …If you are looking for a well written, angsty romance, look no further. This is an easy romance for me to recommend. I think with this series, Clevenger is at the top of her writing game and I can’t wait to see what she puts out next.


			-Lex Kent’s Reviews, goodreads


			This book is the second installment in Clevenger’s Paradise Romance series. It’s not necessary to read the first book, Three Reasons to Say Yes, to enjoy Kate and Mo’s story… All the Reasons I Need is a thoughtful summer romance full of emotion. It let me imagine myself on a tropical beach, napping in a hammock, and sipping an exotic drink with a little umbrella in it. There’s just something about beautiful sunsets and waves crashing on the beach that make falling in love seem easy. 


			-The Lesbian Review


			Three Reasons to Say Yes


			This is without a doubt my new favourite Jaime Clevenger novel. Honestly I couldn’t put it down from the first chapter. …All in all this book has the potential to be my book of the year. Truly, books like this don’t come around often that suit my reading tastes to a tee. 


			-Les Rêveur


			…this one was totally my cup of tea with its charming relationship and family dynamics, great chemistry between two likable protagonists, a very convincing romance, some angst, drama and tension to the right extent and in all the right moments, and some very nice secondary characters. On top of that, the writing is technically very good, with all elements done properly. Sincerely recommended. 


			-Pin’s Reviews, goodreads


			This was a really easy story to get into. I sank right in and wanted to stay there, because reading about other people on vacation is kind of like taking a mini vacation from the world! It’s sweet and lovely, and while it has some angst, it’s not going to hurt you. Instead, it’s going to take you away from it all so you can come back with a smile on your face. 


			-The Lesbian Review


			Party Favors


			This book has one of the best characters ever. Me. Or rather you. It’s quite a strange and startling experience at first to be in a book, especially one with as many hot, sexy, beautiful women in it who, incidentally, all seem to want you. But believe me, you’ll soon get used to it. …In a word, this book was FUN. It made me smile, and laugh, and tease my wife. I definitely recommend it to everyone, with the caveat that if you don’t like erotica you should probably give it a pass. But not only read it, enjoy it, experience it, also find a friend, or a spouse, or even a book buddy online to talk to about it. Because you’ll want to, it’s that great. 


			-The Lesbian Review


			I’ve read this book a few times and each time changed my decisions to find new and inviting destinations each time. This is a book you can read time and time again with a different journey. If you’re looking for a fun Saturday night read that’s sexy and hot as hell then this book is 100% for you! Go buy it now. 5 Stars.


			-Les Rêveur


			The story is told in the second person, present tense, which is ambitious in itself—it takes great skill to make that work and for the reader, who is now the narrator, to really connect to the thoughts and actions that are being attributed to them. Not all of the scenes will turn everyone on, as we all have different tastes, but I am pretty sure there is something for everyone in here. And if you do as you’re told and follow the structure the author uses, you can dip into this book as much or as little as you wish. An interesting read with some pretty hot interactions.


			-Rainbow Book Reviews
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Chapter One


			“Wow. Your boobs look fabulous.” Leslie pushed up her own breasts and made a face in the mirror behind Seren. “Want to share some of that with me?”


			“I wish it worked that way.” Seren Winters pulled back her shoulders and tried to appreciate the fact that she now completely filled out a D-cup. Her breasts did look fantastic, even if it was more than she was used to.


			“Is it messed up that I feel kind of turned-on staring at my best friend’s breasts?” Leslie stuck out her tongue to make it clear she was joking. “How much bigger are they gonna get?”


			“You, too, could get pregnant. Turns out, all it takes is one trip to the sperm bank.”


			“Not everyone gets prego the first time they have contact with sperm, you know.”


			She did know. At thirty-eight, she’d had more than one doctor tell her to expect multiple attempts and likely IVF. Or at least medications to induce ovulation and six to nine months of trying. Nope. All it took was squirting a little tube of defrosted sperm into her uterus and she was on the fast track to being a mom. The reality of that still managed to thrill and terrify her. “I think that’s why I’m freaking out. Everything’s happening so fast.”


			“Which means you get to the good part faster. Having a baby in your arms.”


			“You’re right.” She had to keep her mind focused on that. Yes, she was overwhelmed, but if the universe kept smiling on her, in roughly five months she’d get to hold her very own baby. A brand-new person—who she already knew she’d love more than anything else in the world.


			“But seriously. Do you think your boobs are just going to keep growing?”


			“They can’t keep getting bigger, right?” She readjusted herself, but that only seemed to push more cleavage into view. “I’m starting to get intimidated. Maybe I should try a different bathing suit.”


			“You look amazing in this one.”


			“I look like a porn star.”


			“Stop. You don’t. Well, not entirely.” Leslie sidestepped Seren’s swat, laughing as she did. “Anyway, it’s not like you’re wearing this to work. You’re going to water aerobics. The only people you’re going to see are a bunch of older ladies—and you know they love big boobs.”


			“Old ladies love big boobs?”


			“Well, when I’m an old lady I know I’ll love them.”


			Seren smiled at Leslie. “You’re the best.” She dropped her shoulders a moment later. “Some days I feel like an old lady already.”


			“We’re in our thirties. We’re barely middle aged.”


			“This”—Seren tapped her belly—“at thirty-eight, is a geriatric pregnancy.” The bump wasn’t yet visible in her work clothes, but the cut of the swimsuit seemed to broadcast her truth. She’d also seen the ultrasound images with the cute little glob of cells, and there was no doubt her body was changing. It still made her heart race to think about. Again, thrilling…and also terrifying.


			“You’re gorgeous. And I’m not just saying that because you’re my best friend and you’re standing here looking uncomfortable in a bathing suit while everyone else is fully clothed.”


			“Thanks.” Seren rolled her eyes.


			“It’s the truth. At fifteen weeks pregnant, my best friend is a total hottie. You’ve got that pregnancy glow thing going on.”


			“Whatever. We both know you’re the hottie.” Seren did appreciate the compliment though. She was already self-conscious about her body changing, and parading around in a bathing suit took things to a whole different level. “But, just so you know, I love having a best friend who always says the right thing. And who will go shopping with me at the drop of a hat.”


			“Always. You know how I feel about shopping.”


			“I didn’t expect that the first thing I’d need from the maternity store would be a bathing suit.” Stretchy leggings had become her favorite fashion now that she couldn’t fasten her other pants and she’d simply switched to wearing more of her loose longer knit shirts. No one at work knew. Yet. She’d promised herself to tell everyone yesterday at the monthly meeting, but she’d lost her nerve at the last minute. As excited as she was, she couldn’t shake the worry that any little misstep of fate could rip the future she’d dreamed about right out of her hands.


			For as long as she could remember, she’d wanted to be a mom. The time to start a family had never seemed right, though, and then all of a sudden, it’d felt like time had run out. It hadn’t, clearly. And she wanted to simply be thankful that she’d gone for it and that so far everything was going exactly the way it should. Well, minus all the morning sickness and the ginormous breasts. She tugged at the shoulder straps to see if she could make her cleavage less pronounced, then made a sultry face. “You really think I should buy this one?”


			“Hell, yes. We should also talk about safe ways to earn some extra cash on the side with those girls of yours. How do you feel about pole dancing?”


			Leslie’s joking always got her laughing—no matter what mood she was in. “Only you could say that right now.” At least the suit was comfortable. And her boobs did look amazing.


			“When’s your first class?”


			“Tomorrow morning.”


			“Want moral support? I could skip my morning run…If I hadn’t signed up for this damn marathon, I’d switch to a pool workout in a heartbeat.”


			“I’ll be fine. I’m sure I’ll have plenty of company in the pool. Everyone’s grandma is gonna be there.” As long as she didn’t get sick, part of her was looking forward to it. She’d had to give up running and her usual gym workout because every time she broke a sweat, she wanted to vomit. Or did vomit. Her doctor had been the one to suggest water aerobics, and she’d read up on all the benefits. It might not be marathon training, but she was looking forward to it. “When I signed up, the guy at the gym said I should come early to get a spot. Apparently the teacher is super popular.”


			“Maybe after this marathon, I’ll switch to water aerobics. Then I’ll get to buy myself a sexy bathing suit for the occasion.”


			“And then we can shake it for the old ladies together?”


			Leslie clapped her hands. “Yes!”


			“Deal. After your marathon, you join me in water aerobics.” Seren glanced at her reflection again. “I miss our morning runs.” Truthfully, she also missed being in running shape, and a little part of her worried she wouldn’t ever be fit again. That worry was probably ridiculous, but everything was changing. “What if I made the wrong decision? I mean, I know I want a baby, but switching to water aerobics feels like only the beginning. What if everything’s different?”


			“Hey. You.” Leslie reached for Seren’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “Being pregnant is temporary. Yeah, some things will change. For one, you’ll have a kid. But I know you. After you pop that baby out, you’ll be back to running circles around everyone else in no time. Just with a stroller in front of you.”


			She wanted Leslie to be right. Unfortunately, she couldn’t push away the feeling it wouldn’t be so simple. She thought of the pros and cons list she’d made before she’d let herself research sperm donors. Big boobs wasn’t on the list. Neither was her whole world changing. But she pictured the sidebar note that was only one word long—“baby”—and knew she hadn’t made a mistake.


			No matter the cost, there was nothing she wanted more in life. She took a deep breath and rocked her head side to side. “I think I can get used to myself with big boobs.”


			“Plenty of people could get used to your big boobs.”


			Seren laughed. “Again, only you would say that right now. Let me change out of this suit and then let’s get dinner. I’m starving.”


			“Think that baby would let you eat spicy food? I feel like Mexican.”


			“I could probably handle tortilla soup. With a side of plain rice.” Everyone said her appetite would bounce back in the second trimester, and she was counting the days. She was even kind of looking forward to the wacky cravings.


			“Tortilla soup sounds perfect. Now go change before some porn star walks into this place and gets jealous of your look.”


			A year ago, she’d have thought that a porn star browsing a maternity store in Davis was as ridiculous as her signing up for water aerobics. But now nothing seemed all that unbelievable. The last year had changed everything.


			Before she started cataloging all of the changes in a mental loss/gain chart, she stepped into the changing stall and pulled the curtain behind her. Despite feeling like she had no idea what life would throw at her next, she got through every day tolerably well. Especially if she ignored the question about how long she could work before the baby came, the worries about finances, and the stress about her living situation.


			At least she wasn’t stressed about being single. In fact, she didn’t even want to meet someone now—even if her boobs, not to mention her rising libido, seemed to suggest otherwise. A girlfriend would only complicate things. Thankfully someone had invented vibrators and, really, what more did she need?


			









Chapter Two


			Paige Dannenberg had ignored the last two phone calls. Whoever wanted to get ahold of her was insistent, however, and the third call came only two minutes after the others. She finished tying the last suture, yanked off her bloody gloves, and reached into her back pocket, muttering, “This better be important.”


			The number was one she didn’t recognize, and between a chorus of moos and the rumble of a passing tractor, it was hard to hear the voice on the other end of the line.


			“Mom? Is that you?” Paige plugged her opposite ear with her free hand as she strained to hear. She could now tell it was her mom, calling from someone else’s phone, but still couldn’t understand what she was saying. She motioned for her vet student intern to gather up the surgery supplies and circled to the far side of her truck. “Can you say that again?”


			“I said I broke my ass!”


			Paige pulled the phone away from her ear. Beatrice Dannenberg had resorted to yelling right as the noise of the tractor cut out. “Do you mean your tailbone?”


			“The doctor called it a cock something or other.”


			At another time that line might be funny. “Coccyx. What happened?”


			“Oh, you know how Charlie is always chasing Squirrel. I’m waiting for an X-ray. My phone shattered. I’m on Vickie’s cell.”


			Talking to her mom was always like unraveling a knotted necklace. “Where are you? Urgent care?”


			Heavy Mom sigh. “Yes.”


			“And Charlie was chasing Squirrel and somehow you fell?”


			Another heavy sigh. “Yes.”


			Squirrel was Paige’s cat. Charlie was her mom’s toy poodle. They hated each other. Passionately.


			“One minute I was making tea and the next Charlie was barking his fool head off and Squirrel was up on the refrigerator. Vickie’s worried I broke my hip. I told her I wouldn’t be walking if I broke a hip.”


			True, but tile floors were unforgiving. And at sixty-eight, Beatrice was not made of rubber. A wave of guilt hit Paige’s chest. When she’d moved in with her mom, she’d only planned on it being a few weeks. Four months later she still hadn’t found a place to buy. And her three cats were driving Charlie wild. Well, mostly it was Squirrel.


			She ran her hand through her tousled hair and caught a stench of her own body odor mingled with cow shit. Which basically described her day. “Let’s hope it’s only a broken tailbone.”


			“Oh, I’m sure that’s all it is. But we’ll probably be here all night anyway.”


			Paige eyed the time. Normally she was done with her day by six, but she’d been called last minute to check out a 4-H heifer who’d managed to eat two yards of wire. “As soon as I’m finished with this last appointment, I’ll head over to urgent care so Vickie can go home.”


			“Are you busy next Friday?”


			“Why?” There was no point in hiding her suspicious tone. Beatrice Dannenberg was always scheming something.


			“Vickie’s niece might be gay.”


			“Mom, we’ve been through this. I’m not looking to date anyone.” How were they having this conversation now?


			“She’s single and there haven’t been any boyfriends. Not recently anyway.”


			“I don’t want to be set up.” Especially not with someone who only “might” be gay. “Remember the last time?” Paige cringed, thinking of the dinner party her mom had organized to set her up with the daughter of her mom’s hairdresser—all without telling Paige what she was up to until the moment the woman arrived. Things got more awkward when the woman admitted she wasn’t single.


			Her mom’s matchmaking attempts were only one reason Paige was ready to have her own space. “Tell Vickie I’ll be there in an hour. I’ll grab dinner for us.” Her mom’s favorite comfort food was easy: fast-food fried chicken. “Anything else I can do?” She’d pick up flowers too—on Squirrel’s behalf.


			“I need someone to teach my water aerobics class tomorrow.”


			“Water aerobics? I have no idea how to—”


			“You’ll be fine,” Bea interrupted. “I’ll give you the tape and write down all the moves.”


			“There’s gotta be someone else you can ask. What about Vickie?”


			“Vickie?” Beatrice laughed. She said something to Vickie that Paige couldn’t quite understand, and more laughter followed.


			Vickie was pushing ninety, but she at least took the water aerobics class. “Or someone else from the class?”


			“There’s no one else. If you can’t do it, I’ll do it. Even if I have to lie on the side of the pool.”


			“Never mind. I’ll do it.” It’s not like she had other plans. Besides, she owed her mom.


			* * *


			Squirrel hopped into Paige’s lap, settled in, and began purring as she seemingly contemplated the women in Lycra bouncing around on the screen. Paige scratched her neck. “You know, it’s your fault I can’t stay home with you and enjoy this Saturday morning.”


			The purring got louder, as if Squirrel understood perfectly and had no intention of feeling guilty.


			“You really don’t care, do you? Lazy Saturdays are my favorite and now I have to give that up to teach water aerobics. Because you had to tease the dog.”


			More purring.


			“Then again, I also like chill Fridays and that didn’t happen either.” She’d ended up spending two hours at urgent care after sending Vickie home. By the time she got her mom home and settled, she was too tired to do anything more than collapse in bed. Without the shower that really had needed to happen.


			Beatrice appeared in the kitchen doorway. “If you’d acted at all interested in those nurses, I could have gotten you a date last night and you’d have someone besides your cat to talk to.”


			“I still can’t believe you asked those nurses if they were single.”


			“They were both attractive and you obviously weren’t going to ask. I don’t see the problem.”


			Paige resisted a groan. Barely. “They were working, Mom. When I’m working, I’m focused. I don’t want someone asking me if I’d like to go out to dinner with them. Or with their daughter.”


			“Lots of women want to date a doctor.”


			“I’m a veterinarian. Women who are interested in dating a doctor are looking for someone who makes a lot more money than me. And those women aren’t my type. By the way, should you be up walking? You’re probably only feeling better because of the Percocet.”


			Beatrice ignored her, heading for a refill of her coffee, and Paige turned her attention back to her laptop. She’d watched ten different online tutorials for water aerobics but wasn’t convinced yet that she could pull off teaching. She knew her mom couldn’t—the urgent care doc had made Bea promise to take it easy for the weekend, and based on how stiff she was moving, the Percocet was only barely helping. But there had to be someone else more qualified.


			“You’re sure you’ve asked everyone else you can think of to teach this class?”


			“There’s no one else. It’s either you or me.”


			Paige wanted to argue that there had to be someone else but held back the words. Aside from not wanting her mom to push it, she felt guilty since it was Squirrel who’d caused all the trouble. Well, Charlie was partly to blame, but there was no reasoning with a spoiled poodle.


			Speak of the devil, Charlie appeared. Bea cooed as she set down a platter of treats.


			“I did feed him breakfast, you know.”


			“He needs his treats.” After Charlie had inhaled the treats, Bea came over to the table, bracing her side as she moved. She squinted at the screen and tsked. “You can’t learn how to teach water aerobics from that.”


			“I don’t have another option. I could have brought more coffee to your room so you wouldn’t have to get out of bed.”


			“Oh, I’m not up just for the coffee. I’m checking up on you.”


			“You worried I’d forget about teaching the class?”


			Beatrice patted her arm. “That’s the least of my worries.”


			“What are your other worries?”


			Bea shuffled out of the kitchen without answering.


			Paige eyed Squirrel. “How hard can it be to teach water aerobics?” When the cat met her gaze, studying her as if contemplating her abilities, she wondered if maybe she did talk to her cats more because she didn’t have a girlfriend. But cats were easier to talk to. Not to mention easier to keep happy.


			She picked up her notebook again, reading over the list of moves she’d written out along with the plan. Seeing it all organized on paper made her simultaneously confident and sick to her stomach. She’d never been able to dance and had zero rhythm. Knowing this, she’d settled on a march as her go-to steps and figured she’d spice it up from there swinging her hands around like the YouTube videos.


			Bea reappeared, lugging a bulky boom box that looked straight from 1985. She set the boom box on the table. “The play button is a little sticky. You gotta jab it.” She jammed her thumb on one of the buttons on the tape player. Nothing happened of course because it wasn’t plugged in.


			“I can figure out how to get a cassette to play, Mom. Why are you using a mixtape for your music anyway?”


			“Don’t sound so judgy. If it ain’t broke…” Bea stopped and pursed her lips. “That expression is less funny when you’ve got a broken ass.”


			“Glad to see you didn’t lose your sense of humor.”


			“The pain meds work.” Bea went over to the junk drawer and pulled out a pen and a notepad. She hummed as she started to draw a picture of what was clearly a swimming pool with a little stick figure standing to one side.


			“Is that supposed to be me?”


			Bea nodded but continued working on the sketch.


			“I feel like I’ve got a little more muscle than that stick guy.” No smile from Mom. “I don’t think I need the mixtape. I found some workout music that I can stream from my phone. If I hook it up to my alarm clock speakers, I can use that.”


			“Won’t be loud enough.” Bea still didn’t look up from her notepad. She’d started drawing something behind the stick figure and her brow furrowed as she concentrated. “Besides, everyone loves the Saturday tape. People are going to expect it.”


			Paige didn’t want to imagine what songs she’d hear on the Saturday tape. Splashing to the oldies? Her mom continued working on the sketch, and curiosity got the better of her. She scooted Squirrel out of her lap and went over for a closer look. “I’m guessing that’s a supply cabinet with the pool noodles and weights? You know I did research how to teach a water aerobics class…”


			Her mother added a diagram of something else along the far side of the pool.


			“What’s that?”


			“The location of the emergency phone and the AED Defibrillator. In case someone has a heart attack. You do know CPR, right?” Her mother looked up from the notepad. “On people, I mean.”


			Paige opened and closed her mouth. “I took a class. Once.” Was it college?


			“Well, let’s hope no one tries to die today.”


			Shit. How likely was a cardiac arrest during water aerobics? “Maybe this is a bad idea.”


			Her mom looked Paige up and down, then nodded. “It’s a terrible idea. But the other option is me teaching class.”


			She’d hoped her mom would add some meaningless platitude like, “Oh, you’ll be fine. This is easy as pie.” But no.


			“I’ll call Rita. She’s CPR certified. As long as she’s there, you’ll be fine.”


			“Could this Rita teach?”


			Mom laughed. “Definitely not.” She laughed again. “Rita? Oh, she’d be worse than Vickie.”


			“If it’s too hard for Rita and Vickie, why are you sending me? I’ve never even taken a water aerobics class. Or any aerobics class for that matter.”


			“You don’t mind embarrassing yourself, sweetie. It’s one of your best traits.”


			Paige was still processing whether her mom’s words were actually a compliment or not when she was handed the notepad.


			“Don’t get too close to the edge of the pool.”


			“You worried I’m going to fall in?”


			“You’d be surprised how easy it is to lose track of where you’re standing. Especially when you’re dancing.”


			Paige bit the edge of her lip. “I wasn’t planning on dancing. I was thinking I’d focus on marching.” Thank god it’d be a pool full of old ladies. They’d go easy on her. Right? “And I learned some arm moves.” She demonstrated, punching the air in front of her and then swinging her arms side to side. “Does it look I’m doing it right?”


			Beatrice pursed her lips, then nodded unconvincingly. “It’ll do. Now, what are you going to wear?”


			Paige looked down at the sweatshirt and shorts she’d picked out that morning. “This?”


			Bea grimaced. “What are you wearing underneath the sweatshirt?”


			Technically, she had a tank top and a sports bra on underneath, but she had no intention of losing the hoodie. “I don’t really think the clothes are gonna be the problem. It’s the rest of it.”


			“You’ll rise to the occasion. You always do. I know how you used to like dancing at the gay bars. This will be the same thing—only at a pool.”


			“Mom, when I said I was going out dancing, not a lot of dancing happened.”


			Bea put both hands on Paige’s shoulders. Several inches shorter, she still managed a formidable stare. “You can do anything you put your mind to. Just don’t stand too close to the edge.”


			“I’m not going to fall in the pool.”


			“Then you’ll be fine.” Beatrice let go. “And, if you survive, you can teach for me on Sunday too.”


			“Lucky me.”


			









Chapter Three


			Seren’s usual gym didn’t have a pool. That was a good enough reason to switch over to Aqua Fitness Zone. The other reason, however, was that she had clients at her old gym and wanted a break from being recognized in the locker room.


			One step into Aqua Fitness and she knew the change would also mean working out with less stress. Nearly everyone in the place was older and less muscley. Plus, the club centered around the pool, with only a small room of weights and another slightly larger room of treadmills and bikes. The locker room didn’t look as if it’d been updated since the seventies but Seren had no problem with that. Less froofy amenities meant less froofy people.


			She changed into her suit, tossed her things into an empty locker, and followed the signs to the pool. The guy on the phone who’d recommended she come early must have given everyone the same advice. The pool was already packed. Everyone had pink pool noodles and fluorescent purple dumbbells, but the marked bins for the items were empty. She looked around for where extras might be, and before she could ask, a woman with an impressive gray beehive pointed to a door marked Storage.


			“Saturday’s always a full class, honey. You gotta come early. Everyone loves Miss Bea.”


			“Yes, yes, we do,” echoed several swimmers.


			Laughing and happy chatter followed. The group all clearly knew each other. They’d also, Seren noticed, gotten the memo to wear water shoes. She looked down at her bare feet, toes newly polished, and hoped it wouldn’t be a problem going commando, as it were.


			Nervous that class was about to start and not wanting to be the holdup, although she didn’t see any sign of an instructor, she hurried over to the storage closet. Yellow noodles spilled out as soon as she opened the door. She picked one, trying not to worry about the fact that she’d be the odd one out with the only wrong-colored noodle, and then dug through the closet until she found a set of purple dumbbells. Once she’d scooted all the noodles back into the closet, she slammed the door only to have it catch on a noodle. One second later, they all spilled out again. She looked down at her feet, noodles scattered everywhere, but did not risk a glance around to see if anyone was watching. Hopefully not.


			“You got this,” she murmured, jamming all the noodles in a second time. Bracing one hand on the stack, she swung the door closed. The latch clicked and she exhaled. No escapees. At least she’d accomplished that hurdle. Was it more pathetic that she now celebrated small successes, or a sign her general anxiety was improving? She bent to scoop up her chosen noodle and weights, turned around, and walked right into some guy in a hoodie.


			At the same moment she recognized that the person she’d bumped into wasn’t a guy but a very attractive queer woman—if her gaydar was working anymore—she realized the woman was stumbling backward to the pool.


			“Watch out!” Seren lunged forward to grab her. Between the woman’s flailing arms and her pool noodle, the only thing she accomplished was adding forward energy to the slow-motion fall. The splash was impressively loud, echoing in the enclosed space.


			Seren stared, not breathing, as a flurry of seniors coalesced on the spot where the woman had landed. Shit, shit, shit. She’d pushed a total stranger into the pool. What if the woman hit her head and drowned? Did she need to be rescued? With the splashing and everyone talking at once, she couldn’t tell what was happening under the water. She finally took a breath when the woman’s head surfaced.


			“I’m so sorry.” She rushed the words, but the woman showed no sign of hearing her. The noise of everyone asking if she was okay overwhelmed her apology.


			The woman tried to make her way over to the stairs but the crowd around her slowed her movement. It was a sight to see—more than a dozen older ladies all surrounding one dyke. Under other circumstances, it might have been funny.


			The “are you okays?” made an awful cacophony, and despite the woman’s nodding, the questions didn’t stop. She plodded her way through the water, drenched clothes, drenched hair, and a dour expression on her face. But she didn’t look mad. Weirdly, she also didn’t seem all that surprised. More, she looked resigned to her fate.


			Everyone who hadn’t witnessed the actual fall—push—was trying to figure out what had happened while those who had seen it were talking over each other to tell the story. The woman slopped her way up the stairs and Seren hurried over.


			“I’m so sorry. I didn’t see you and then suddenly you were falling.”


			It was a pitiable excuse, but the woman gave her a curt nod and then began peeling layers of clothing off. Shoes first, then socks, then her sweatshirt. Seren half wondered if she’d keep stripping all the way down to her underwear, but when she got to the wet tank top, she tugged the bottom edge and shook her head. The white cotton clung to her body exposing a dark sports bra she had on underneath. And the rest of her? Broad shoulders, well-muscled arms, and toned legs below dripping gym shorts.


			Seren swallowed. Fuck. Why did she have to push a hot dyke into the pool? Of all people?


			Beehive Lady stepped forward with a towel extended. “That was quite a splash. Here you go.”


			The woman nodded her thanks and started drying her face.


			Why hadn’t she thought to hand the woman a towel? Instead, she’d simply stood there with her pool noodle, numbly transfixed by the strip show. God, how embarrassing. She didn’t think it could get any worse, but then the woman looked up. Amber-brown eyes framed in dark lashes locked on to her. She didn’t look away, and Seren went from being mortified at what she’d done to inexplicably turned-on. Not a little turned-on either. But aroused to the point where heat flooded her body and she had to shift her legs closer together to admonish the pulse at her center.


			“I really am sorry.”


			“It’s okay. I’m kind of a klutz.” The woman gave a half-smile that made her look more adorable than sexy. Although the clingy wet tank top was doing a bang-up job keeping the sexy vibe going.


			“You’re not a klutz. I pushed you into the pool.”


			“I was standing in the wrong spot.” She finished toweling off her head—leaving the short dark brown waves more tousled than dry—and returned the towel to Beehive Lady.


			“Bea did tell me I should remind you to stay back from the edge. I thought she was being dramatic.” Beehive Lady shook her head. “By the way, I’m Rita.”


			“I’m Paige. But you knew that.” Paige exhaled. “My mom said you were CPR certified?”


			“I am, and I thought I’d have to test my skills when you divebombed Leann.” Rita set her hand on Paige’s shoulder. “Wasn’t sure which one of you I was going to be rescuing.”


			Seren hadn’t even noticed that there was someone near where Paige had fallen. Clearly, she’d been too focused on Paige.


			Rita continued, “That was some stumble.”


			Paige glanced down at the puddle under her feet. “As surprising as this may sound, that was not the first time I’ve fallen into a pool.”


			“Your mom sent me three texts this morning—two of which said: ‘make sure Paige doesn’t get too close to the edge.’ I wondered why.”


			“It really wasn’t your fault,” Seren interrupted. “I turned right into you.”


			“Yeah…But…”


			Rita pursed her lips as Paige stammered. For some reason, Paige looked guilty. Seren didn’t know what to make of it and quickly added, “You would have been fine but then my pool noodle smacked you.”


			Paige shook her head. “I wasn’t paying attention to where I was standing.”


			“But I pushed you.” Why did Paige think this was somehow her fault?


			“After she took one look at you and stopped thinking.” Rita pushed her own bosom up, accentuating the line of matronly cleavage and winked. “Weapons of mind control.”


			Paige turned the same color as the safety telephone on the wall behind her. Crimson. And only then did Seren put the whole picture together. Paige had been checking her out. Well, her boobs, anyway. And then she’d pushed Paige—accidentally of course. Talk about instant karma. Still, she felt bad for her part in the mess. Even if maybe there was a little pride mixed in.


			“I’m still sorry I pushed you.”


			“Well, now you know it wasn’t completely your fault.”


			Rita cleared her throat. “So, gals, are we having class today?”


			“Right.” Paige sighed. “I have to teach.”


			“You’re the teacher?” Seren wanted to take back the words, or at least change her tone of surprise, when Paige gave a shy shrug.


			“Usually my mom runs this class, but she broke her tailbone last night. No one else could sub for her.” Paige went over to a boom box and pressed the play button, and as soon as the music started, she straightened and met Seren’s gaze. “Wish me luck.”


			Since she looked like she was about to walk the plank to her death, Seren said the words she didn’t truly believe: “I’m sure you’re gonna be great.”


			









Chapter Four


			Considering her mom’s playlist started with “Baby Got Back” and half the class hollered at her to stick out her butt, things could have gone worse. Paige wasn’t certain how many times she blushed—over the hooting from a few of the older ladies when certain songs came up and when she’d accidentally glanced at the left side of the pool.


			The left side was where the woman with the yellow pool noodle was and, god, she was beautiful. Like, brain-zappingly beautiful. Wavy blond hair done up in a loose ponytail with wisps falling all around her face, sculpted features, and arresting gray-blue eyes. Paige had felt those eyes size her up. How did she measure? She could only guess after she’d been found guilty of checking out the woman’s breasts like some creepy old dude. But, damn, the woman had amazing curves.


			In her defense, Paige wished she could say, she’d been distracted rehearsing the routine she’d planned in her head, and then directly in front of her she’d been stopped by a perfect bent-over butt. She’d tried to shake herself out of the trance, but one second later the woman turned and—holy smokes, did she have nice boobs. If only Rita hadn’t called her out on it. At least there was minimal chance she’d ever see the woman again. Unless she came to tomorrow’s class.


			Paige groaned when she remembered she had to teach again tomorrow. She’d been awkward as shit, stiff-armed, and only managed to pull off the marching, but everyone thanked her afterward. Including yellow pool noodle woman. If Paige had been smooth, she would have met her eyes at least. But she’d pretended to be busy with unhooking the boom box and only murmured, “You’re welcome.”


			Smooth was definitely not her. Not today anyway. She tugged on her wet socks and then laced her wet tennis shoes. Each step made a squelching sound. When she picked up her sopping sweatshirt and wrung it out, she managed to get half the water on her shoes.


			At least she’d worked up a sweat leading the class through all the moves and her tank top was half dry. Her shorts and her underwear, unfortunately, were not. Since she had nothing dry to change into anyway, she bypassed the locker room and headed out to the parking lot.


			“Hey.”


			Paige stopped. Yellow pool noodle woman was standing next to her truck. She’d switched out the sexy bathing suit for an equally attractive flowery sundress. Big sunglasses gave her a movie star look. A very sexy movie star.


			“I’m Seren. You might remember me because I pushed you into the pool?”


			Yellow pool noodle lady—Seren—had waited to talk to her? It didn’t seem possible, but… “I do remember.” Paige’s smile widened. She probably looked like a doofus, still half wet and grinning like a hyena, but she couldn’t help it. “You don’t have to say sorry again. I’m fine.”


			“Oh, I wasn’t waiting to say sorry. Although I am.” Seren pointed to a silver Subaru. “That’s my car. Some asshole truck driver pinned me in. I’m waiting for the guy at the front desk to figure out whose truck it is so they can move it.”


			Paige glanced at her truck and then at the Subaru. So much for thinking the attraction went both ways. “You can’t get in?”


			“Not on the driver’s side. Well, not without dinging asshole’s truck. And I’m too close to that wall on the passenger side.”


			Paige eyed the landscape retaining wall that Seren pointed to and then the white parking lines. The Subaru was in a tiny parking spot. Unfortunately, she’d made the spot even smaller by parking over the line on her side. “I’m the asshole truck driver.”


			“This is your truck?”


			She wished it weren’t true, but neither of them was going anywhere until she pulled out. “I’m usually very good at parking my beast, but I was a little stressed this morning. Give me a sec and I’ll get out of your way.”


			“I’m sorry I called you an asshole.” Seren’s eyebrows bunched together. “It’s a big truck and it’s probably hard to find parking spots for it.”


			“No, it’s fine. I took up more than my fair share of space.”


			“You’re a veterinarian?”


			Paige nodded. It wasn’t hard to guess her occupation. Her truck bed was outfitted to carry all of her supplies, and a veterinary caduceus was stamped on the back. Not only that, she had a bumper sticker for the vet school. But Seren had asked like she was genuinely surprised. “In case you’re worried, I’m a way better vet than I am water aerobics instructor.”


			“I thought you did a good job—especially considering you’ve never done it before. Of course, it was also my first class, so what do I know?”


			“You could have stopped at the first part.”


			“True. But I wouldn’t want you to get a big head.”


			Seren’s flirty look made her feel heady. Wait, were they flirting?


			“The ladies in the locker room mentioned there’s a Sunday class. Is your mom going to be back to teach that, or will it be you?”


			“It’ll be me again. I think my mom tweaked her back too when she broke her tailbone. She’s on a lot of pain meds, but I know she won’t be feeling good enough to teach tomorrow.”


			“That’s terrible.” Seren shook her head. “The part about your mom. Not you teaching.”


			“Well, class was pretty terrible today.” Paige couldn’t deny it. “Rita made me swear to have more footwork next time. She said she’d march me right into the pool otherwise.”


			Seren grinned. “You weren’t terrible. Really.”


			“I’m pretty sure that I was. But. I promise I’ll be better tomorrow.”


			“In that case, I promise I’ll be in class tomorrow.”


			The promise packed a punch when it was followed up by a perfect smile. Paige managed a nod and a “see you then” as she fumbled for her keys. She could hardly feel her legs as she floated over to her truck. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t ever flirted with women—but it’d been a long time and Seren was in a whole different category of pretty. She unlocked the door and settled into the driver’s seat, her cheeks aching from the ridiculously huge grin on her face. She wanted to sit in her truck and enjoy the moment. Then she remembered Seren wasn’t going anywhere until she did. 


			She backed out, watching her mirrors like a hawk. When she pulled past Seren, she lifted a hand. Seren’s head tilted and a little smile lifted her lips.


			“Well, damn.” As unbelievable as it was, she couldn’t wait to teach water aerobics again.


			









Chapter Five


			Seren didn’t pull out of her parking spot at Aqua Fitness after Paige left. At first it was because she wasn’t in a rush to let go of all the happy feelings dancing in her chest, but then it was because she was quickly aware that she needed to eat. She rolled down all the windows and got out the box of granola bars.


			What a morning.


			She’d felt properly sexy for the first time in ages. She smiled again at the way Paige had looked at her when she’d pulled past in her truck. She hadn’t realized how much she’d missed someone looking at her like that. But now that the adrenaline had ebbed and her blood sugar plummeted, the wave of nausea made her worry she’d have to puke out the side of her car. Classy.


			Hoping to stay ahead of it, she stuffed the bar into her mouth. Eating to stop herself from vomiting was her new reality. Sadly, she’d vomited so many times in the last two months that she had all the logistics worked out along with a case of granola bars for the car, one for work, and more snack packs in her purse than a mom with a toddler.


			Surprisingly, she hadn’t felt nauseous once in water aerobics. Of course she’d been so distracted during class she hadn’t realized that fact until after. And the distraction was all Paige’s fault.


			She pictured Paige marching on the side of the pool and a fresh smile strained her cheeks. Then she pictured Paige punching the air, not at all in time to Bruno Mars’s “Uptown Funk,” but adorable nonetheless for how hard she was trying. And finally, she pictured Paige’s sheepish wave. She smiled again at that. No two ways about it, Paige was into her. When was the last time she’d randomly met someone attractive who was also into her? No awkward setup, no weeks of working out details online for a first meet. Just a chance connection.


			Unfortunately, the timing was absolute crap. She sighed, staring at the half-eaten granola bar. She had no business even thinking about liking someone at the moment. It wasn’t only the baby that made sure she ate every two hours. Okay, it was mostly the baby. But there was also the problem of not knowing where she’d be living after she sold her mom’s house. Nor when that would happen. On top of that, were the uncertainties about her job. She had to figure out a plan to drop the news about the pregnancy. But as an independent contractor, nothing felt guaranteed. Would they hold a place for her after she went out on maternity leave?


			She thought again of Paige and the rest faded into the background. “She’s so damn hot.”


			Her phone buzzed, and she answered when she saw Leslie’s name. “How’d you know I needed to talk to someone?”


			“Anyone would do, huh?” Leslie pretended to be hurt.


			“Anyone named Leslie Brandt.”


			“What would you say if I told you I swung by Café Venus and picked us up two iced lattes?”


			“I’d say I’d like to kiss you.”


			Leslie laughed. “I know I’m not your type, but thanks for the compliment. Are you home?”


			“No. I’m sitting in the parking lot at Aqua Fitness trying to swallow a granola bar before I vomit.”


			“Oh, honey. Water aerobics was a bust too?”


			“No. It was great. I made it all the way through class. I think I might even be sore tomorrow.” She couldn’t help wondering if Paige was the type who’d make a lover sore. Not that she had any business thinking about that. “I only started to feel sick after class. Someone parked too close to my car and I couldn’t get in. Had to wait for them to move their truck and my blood sugar dropped in the meantime.”


			“I hate people who can’t park in the lines. Total assholes.”


			“This one is more clueless than asshole. Well, I don’t know if clueless is right. She’s kind of head-in-the-clouds smart.”


			“Wait, you know her?”


			“I may have pushed her into the pool.”


			Leslie made a snorting sound that devolved into coughing.


			“Are you okay?”


			“You made me snort my latte up my nose. I can’t believe you pushed someone into the pool. Was it an old lady?”


			“No. Our age, I think.”


			“And she was in the water aerobics class?”


			“She was sort of the instructor.”


			“Sort of? Okay, hang up and drive home. I’ll meet you there. I want the whole story.”


			 


			Leslie was sitting on the front step when Seren got home. She held up one of the two cups she was holding. “I can’t believe you pushed someone into the pool.”


			“It wasn’t completely my fault. Really I blame my pool noodle.”


			Leslie raised a questioning eyebrow. “Is that a sex reference?”


			“I kind of wish it were.” Seren unlocked the front door and then waited for Leslie to follow her in. “Why are you looking at me funny?”


			“Give me a minute. I’m processing. Did you push some hottie into the pool?”
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