
 I [pant] can’t [pant] do it,” I gasp. 
“Nine. More!” Biggest Loser trainer 
Bob Harper barks as he signals for 

me to keep stepping on and off a two-
foot-high stool while holding 15-pound 
weights. “Urgh…arrrrr…mrgh…” I 
moan. But I get no sympathy from 
either Bob or Jillian Michaels. “C’mon, 
cream puff,” Bob says. On the floor, 
next to me, Extra correspondent 
Dayna Devon already lies in the fetal 
position. Eleven minutes into our 
workout with the übertrainers from 
The Biggest Loser: Couples, it’s obvious: 
I’ve made a huge mistake.

Watching NBC’s hit weight-loss 
competition, I’ve always thought I 
would never be the one puking, crying 
and begging for mercy. I am a healthy, 
5'6", 115-pound woman. I think about 
what I eat. I exercise. 
Kind of. So what if I’m 
able to play solitaire while 
on the treadmill?

Today I’m convinced 
my muscles have been on 
hiatus. I hurt in places I 

didn’t know could hurt. And try 
checking your BlackBerry with Bob 
and Jillian watching. Not wise. Con-
testants Nicole and Damien pedal on 
exercise bikes a few feet away. I can 
see them trying to hold back smiles. 
Yesterday they were the ones being 
tortured. “I thought I’d worked out 
before,” says Nicole, who weighs 269 
pounds. “Compared to what we did, 
I’ve never worked out in my life.” Her 
381-pound fiancé, Damien, nods.

Next to me, Dayna still squirms on 
the floor. And I know Damien and 
Nicole are thinking, “Ha! You thought 
this would be easy.” Easy? No. Easier? 
Hell, yes. “I think [skinny] people 
don’t realize how strong overweight 
people are,” Bob says. “They have to 
carry around so much weight every 

day, they’re a lot stronger 
than people give them 
credit for.”

Point taken. I finish 
my stepping exercise and 
expect applause. But no 
one’s happy for me. I 

don’t get a break either. Bob sends me 
to the treadmills, where everyone else 
jogs at a brisk 5 MPH on an incline 
of 5. Just as we step on the machine 
we are told to “run like your life 
depends on it.” Jillian’s stone-cold 
stare makes me think it really does. As 
I struggle to reach 8.4 MPH, I feel 
like my heart’s going to explode, but 
Jillian looks like she will thrash me if 
I slow down. So I don’t. At least not 
until another exerciser distracts Jillian, 
saying she’s going to puke if she has to 
lift her weights one more time “So? 
Throw up,” says Jillian. “Get that 
weight up!” 

After the longest 60 seconds of my 
life, Bob orders me off the treadmill and 
into squats. Then he makes me push the 
treadmill belt back with my feet. Then 
more squats. And jumps. “You’re going 
to be able to bounce quarters off those 
buns this summer!” he says. Maybe. 
But my buns and I give up. After 
45 minutes, Cream Puff is in a heap on 
the floor. How do the show’s dieters do 
this for six hours a day? Shaking, I 
promise to never say “I could do that” 
again. Because, clearly, I can’t.

BY CARITA RIZZO

Drop and Give Me Five More!
Biggest Loser trainers Bob and Jillian put one of TV GUIDE’s own to the test

“When you’re ready to 
make a change, there’s 
nothing I can’t do for 
you,” says trainer Bob 
Harper. “I love the fact 
that [our] contestants 
had to jump through 
hoops to get onto this 
show. They’re ready.”

promise to never say “I could do that” 
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