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  Chapter 1
The difference between a girlfriend and a girl friend is the space in between we call a ‘friend zone’.
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Whack! I grunt when the bridal bouquet hits me smackdab in the face. I watch as it falls to the floor. I could catch it, but I’m not going to, because I – Lexi Mullins – have no intention of being a bride, thank you very much. 
The current bride, Faith, points to the bouquet and yells, “It’s your turn next!” 
At her words, a cheer rises up from the crowd. They can cheer all they want. It doesn’t change a thing. Love is not for this woman. I’ve learned my lesson. 
It’s past time to escape, but I don’t have a chance to stand before Lenny appears in front of me. Great. Another situation I don’t want to deal with. The man refuses to understand the term ‘friend zone’ no matter how many times I explain it to him. 
But boy, oh boy is the man pretty to ogle. I fist my hands to stop from fanning myself at all the glory that is Lenny looming above me. The man may be over fifty but he’s still sexy as all get out. He has dark brown eyes I can’t seem to look away from, laugh lines around his eyes that tell me he enjoys a good time, and a dimple in his chin I want to lick while I scratch his always present five o’clock shadow. 
He’s also several inches over six-foot-tall, and his clothes are covering up a whole bunch of muscles. Trust me. I know. For one delicious moment on New Year’s Eve, my hands roamed all over those muscles. 
Unfortunately – ahem, I mean, fortunately – my mind overruled my body and reminded me of how all his friends and my friends are intertwined. Which is a dang shame. If they weren’t, I’d take him for a test drive with no intention of buying. Alas, things would get way too complicated way too quickly, and I can’t do complicated. Not yet, at least. 
“Not now, Lenny,” I tell him before he can open his mouth.
I’m not blowing smoke up his ass – no matter how much I’d love to. Now is really not the time to discuss our non-relationship. This is a wedding. Weddings are for watching the newly married couple look disgustingly happy – gag – and laughing at all the single bridesmaids getting drunk and hitting on the single groomsmen. 
Considering this wedding is happening on Valentine’s day, I would normally expect the single bridesmaids to jump on any single man in this place before the nuptials have even been spoken. Which would be absolutely hilarious to observe. But there’s one problem. Lenny and I are the only unattached people in the room. Even the bride’s son has a girlfriend. 
Lenny ignores my warning – what’s new? – and leans over to place his hands on the back of my chair. He thinks he’s got me blocked in. Silly man. He forgets who I am and where I come from. Also, I don’t fight fair. 
“Doll.” 
I roll my eyes. He calls everyone doll. He doesn’t seriously believe I think he’s treating me special when he calls me the same endearment he uses for every other woman in his life, does he? How stupid does he think I am? 
“When are you going to stop fighting our attraction, Lexi?” 
I snort. “Um, never. Friend zone, remember? Do you need for me to explain it to you again?” 
“You can’t fight our attraction forever.” 
“Never going to happen.” Judging by the heads turning in our direction, I must have yelled. Oopsie.  
“It is,” he growls. 
My insides quiver, and my middle tingles at the sound. I ignore my body’s response. It’s not running the show here. I am. 
“Dream on.” I shove him out of my way before standing and marching away. 
I make my way to the restroom, but I’m ambushed before I can open the door. My friend, Chrissie, stands blocking me with her arms crossed over her chest. I step back and slam into a different body. I whirl around to find another friend, Hailey, barring my escape route. Behind her stands the rest of the girl crew. Aka Suzie, Phoebe, Val, and Mary Ann.
“Goodie. The gang’s all here.” 
Faith comes rushing down the hallway. “Wait for me.” 
Correction. Now, the gang’s all here. 
I’m still not convinced about this group of women. Except for Chrissie, I’ve only known them since I showed up on Christmas Day for Chrissie’s surprise wedding. She wasn’t the only one surprised. I didn’t know the woman was dating anyone, let alone ready to legally attach herself to a man. But her boyfriend, Wally, called me and told me to get my butt to Milwaukee if I wanted to be at my best friend’s wedding. 
When I hopped on the plane in D.C., I didn’t believe for a minute Chrissie was getting married. I assumed the call was some part of an ambush. There was an ambush all right. Just not the kind requiring guns and grenades. Instead, Wally surprised Chrissie with a wedding on Christmas Day.  
Chrissie grabs my arm and frog marches to the office. She throws the door open like she owns McGraw’s Pub. She doesn’t. The bride’s husband, Max, owns the pub, which is why the wedding took place in a bar of all places. 
As soon as I hear the door of the office click closed, I whirl around on the women. “What is wrong with you people?” 
Phoebe raises her hand. “I’m pregnant, my feet are swollen, and I feel nauseous all the time.” 
Suzie frowns at her. “She didn’t mean literally.” 
“I did,” I say. Mostly, to hear what Suzie’s response is. The woman is crazy. The fun kind of crazy. Not the ‘I have to kill her to save the world’- kind. I’m finished with those kind since I quit my job. 
“Oh, in that case, same as whiny girl here. Except for the nauseous thing. I’m over it.” 
Mary Ann, who happens to be a nurse, asks Phoebe, “How far along are you? If you continue to feel nauseous, maybe you should discuss it with your OB/GYN.” 
With the women distracted discussing pregnancy, I decide it’s time to take my leave. I’ve got the door open and one foot in the hallway when Chrissie stops me. 
“And where do you think you’re going?” 
I shrug. “Back to the party.” 
A champagne cork pops, and Val waves a bottle in the air. “But the party is in here now. Don’t leave me here alone. The pregnant women can’t drink.” 
Hailey’s hand shoots into the air. “I’m not pregnant.” 
While Val pours glasses of champagne, I decide to try and sneak off again. Once more, I don’t make it far. Chrissie grunts before stomping to me, grabbing my upper arm, and dragging me back into the room. “It’s time for you to fess up.” 
I raise an eyebrow. “Fess up? About what?” 
She already knows I quit my job. I have no other secrets to tell. My phone in my pocket beeps with a message. Okay, maybe I have one more secret she doesn’t know about. 
“I vote we let this play out,” Hailey says. 
Suzie snorts. “Yeah, because today’s your day.” 
I widen my eyes and pretend I don’t know what’s going on. “What are you talking about?” 
“Don’t act as if you don’t know,” Chrissie mutters.
Of course, I know. These women haven’t exactly made a secret of how they’re betting on when Lenny and I will burn up the sheets. 
Mary Ann giggles. “Have I mentioned lately how much I love all of you?” 
Val lifts her glass. “Here. Here.” 
“Can we get this over with?” Faith asks. “I want to get back to my groom.” 
I motion to the door. “By all means.” 
She doesn’t move. “Not before you tell us what’s going on with you and Lenny.” 
If you read the entry for ‘nosy’ in the dictionary, you’ll find a picture of this group. I thought my family was nosy, but they can’t hold a candle to these people. 
“There’s nothing to tell.” 
Hailey crosses her arms over her chest. “Really? Why was he caging you in your chair?” 
“And why did he look like you stole his puppy when you walked away?” Val adds.
I place a hand on my chest and gasp. “I would never steal a puppy.” 
Chrissie shoves everyone out of the way to stand in front of me. Her hands fist at her hips as if she’s preparing for battle. 
“The quicker you answer our questions, the quicker you can return to the party.” 
I place my hand on my chest and feign a tremble. “The big bad intimidating interrogator has arrived. I’m scared.” For good measure, I curl my button lip out in a pout.
Chrissie’s hands drop and her shoulders slump. “You’re one of my oldest friends. Why won’t you tell me what’s going on?” 
I’m surprised she doesn’t wipe at her eyes as if tears are forming. There’s more than one way to interrogate a suspect after all. And Chrissie is an expert in all of the methods. I know this for a fact. We used to work together. While I was an analyst who kept my butt firmly imprinted on a chair behind a computer, Chrissie was out in the field doing all kinds of things that would give most people nightmares. 
I decide to give in. I need to get out of this room before I fall for one of Chrissie’s interrogation methods and accidentally spill my secrets.   
“There’s nothing going on between Lenny and me.” Before I can finish, everyone’s shouting out their disbelief. I hold up my hand to cut them off.
“I’m serious. Lenny is in the friend zone. And it’s where he’s going to stay.” 
Chrissie taps her chin as she studies me. I keep my face blank and wait. After thirty incredibly long seconds, a smile breaks out on her face. 
“This is going to be fun.” 
I don’t wait for whatever else she has to say. The smile is my get out of jail free card and I’m not wasting it. I open the door and hightail it away from the women. 






  
  Chapter 2
The only person you should try to be better than is your best friend.
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I grin when I open the door to find Chrissie standing on the porch in her workout clothes. She can beat me in most things, but I can kick her ass on a long run any day of the week and twice on Sunday. And, lucky me, today’s Sunday. 
“You ready to get your ass kicked?” I ask as I exit the house and close the door behind me. 
“It’s weird having you live here,” she says, and I come to a halt. 
“What? You don’t want me here?” 
“Did you hurt yourself jumping to that conclusion without warming up?”
I cross my arms over my chest. “Ha ha. You literally said it’s weird having me live here. What am I supposed to think?” 
“It’s Wally’s house. Of course, it’s weird having my friend live in it.” 
Oh yeah. I’m renting her husband’s house. “Considering the weird shit I found in his shed, I get it.” 
She leans close. “What weird shit?” 
I shove her away. “I’m not telling you, freak.” 
Her bottom lip juts out. “Please. Pretty please.” 
Spoiler alert: I didn’t find a thing in the shed. Seriously, it’s been completely cleared out. But what’s the fun in telling her the truth? I ignore her to lean over and stretch until I can reach my toes. After I count to ten, I pop back up and start jogging in place.
“Come on. Let’s get going. I haven’t got all day.” 
I do have all day. I have nothing to do. I’m stuck in limbo. I no longer have a job consuming my life. I thought I’d enjoy having some free time, but free time is overrated. I’ve cleaned Wally’s house from head to toe – including behind the refrigerator. And if moving a three-hundred-pound machine isn’t an indication of how bored I’ve been, I don’t know what is. 
Chrissie catches my arm before I can sprint off the porch. “We’re not going for a run.” 
My brow wrinkles. “We’re not? Please tell me we aren’t going to Sunday brunch dressed in our workout clothes.” 
“No, silly. What we’re going to do is way more fun than stuffing our faces.” 
“Promises. Promises.” 
We jump in Chrissie’s car, and she drives us fifteen minutes to an industrial complex. 
“What’s this?” I ask as we gather in front of her car. 
“This is where I’m going to show you who’s boss.” 
“In your dreams, Chrissie Lindberg.” 
She elbows me. “It’s Nelson now.”
Of course, I know she took on Wally’s last name. I also know it bugs the heck out of her when I use her maiden name. And pushing her buttons is too much fun. As is kicking her ass at whatever this is we’re going to do. I might be a tad bit competitive in nature. 
It’s why Chrissie and I are such good friends. She’s also competitive with a capital C. A lot of people are turned off by competitiveness. Not me. On the first day of training, Chrissie nearly fainted while trying to beat some guy in a push-up competition. When she collapsed, I held out my hand to help her up. We’ve been friends ever since. 
We enter the building, and I study the interior. It appears to be some sort of obstacle course similar to the one from our training except there are mats on the floor if you fall. A luxury no government obstacle course would dare have. 
“It’s parkour,” Chrissie explains.
“Thanks, Captain Obvious.” 
I’ve never done parkour before, but I’ve seen it online. And then there was the one time I got stuck in some tiny village on an island in Greece when they were holding the World Championships. Old world narrow cobble streets and world championships do not go together. Although, I didn’t mind being stuck when I was ‘forced’ to console the man who came in tenth place. 
I elbow her. “What are you going to give me when you lose, loser?” 
“Loser buys lunch.” 
I stick out my hand. Before she can shake it, I add, “And is driving to lunch so I can get my drink on.” 
“It’s on,” Chrissie agrees. 
We do a few stretching exercises before gathering at the start of the course. “Whoever finishes the course first wins.” 
“Gotcha.” 
I rub my hands together. This is going to be fun. Chrissie may be the field operative whereas I’m the desk jockey, but guess who hasn’t had anything to do but work out for the past month and a half? Hint – it’s me. I am so going to kick her ass. 
We ask the manager to start us off. He rolls his eyes and mumbles under his breath about hating those military types. Ha! We’re not military. We’re way more dangerous. 
“Ready. Set. Go!” 
I’m off before the word ‘go’ is finished. I jump up to the high bar and swing myself forward to the block with Chrissie right next to me. 
“So,” I say as we hop to the next block. “I hear Wally has a tiny dick.” 
She sputters and promptly falls off the block. “Cheater!” 
All’s fair in love and war. She should know this. She’s been to enough war-torn countries. 
I scramble to the low wall and swing over it. Her jab rings out as my legs are flying through the air. “At least I’m not on the longest dry spell in history.” 
Does she think her words will make me stumble? I know I’m on the longest dry spell ever experienced by any woman in the history of womankind. Except for nuns. Although I’m not convinced those nuns in the middle ages were all purity and innocence. Some of them had been married after all. 
We continue taunting each other for the next fifteen minutes as we finish the course. When I’m nearing the finish line, I feel Chrissie tugging at my t-shirt. 
“Cheater!” I cry as I remove the shirt and cross the finish line in my sports bra. 
“Damn. I forget you’re not a prude. I thought everyone from West Virginia was a prude.” 
I grunt. She’s been to visit my family during the holidays. She knows there’s nothing prudish about my family. Crazy? We have the crazy gene in spades. But prudes? Nope. None of those to be found.
“Let’s make it two out of three.” 
I grin. She’s such a bad loser. “You’re on.” 
I laugh as I watch Chrissie cringe as she oh so slowly takes her seat across from me at the diner. Her tailbone is bruised, and I feel zero amounts of guilt about it. She was the one who thought she could hop over to my block and push me off of it. 
“You’re way meaner than you used to be,” Chrissie mutters as she picks up the menu. 
“I’m not the one who decided to turn parkour into a full body combat sport.” 
She snarls at me, and I giggle. I forgot how much fun Chrissie is to be around. Although, we didn’t see a whole lot of each other in the past. While I sat at my desk in Langley, she was usually off in countries most people can’t pronounce the names of let alone know exist.  
“Listen,” she says as she sets her menu down. “I have something I want to discuss with you.” 
I hold up my hand. “If this is about Lenny, I don’t want to hear it.” 
My body hears the word Lenny and thinks about his soft lips and how they felt on mine. How they felt as he kissed his way down my neck to my shoulder. I shiver before I can stop myself. 
Chrissie smirks. “I wasn’t talking about Lenny but you’re definitely thinking about him.” 
“Whatever.” 
The waitress interrupts to ask for our order. I use the time to strengthen my defenses. Lenny is a friend, I remind myself. I can’t have him. My phone beeps and reminds me there’s a reason I’m being bullheaded with regard to the man. 
Once we’re alone again, Chrissie clears her throat. “I actually do have a serious matter to discuss with you.” 
My mouth drops open. “Oh my god, you’re pregnant.” 
She throws her napkin at me. “I’m forty-nine years old, I’m not pregnant. You know what they say about making assumptions …” 
“Yeah, yeah. I’m an ass. What’s this serious matter you want to discuss?” 
What could possibly be serious? My phone beeps again. Oh yeah. That could be a serious matter. But Chrissie doesn’t know about it. Or does she? I narrow my eyes and study her. She doesn’t appear to be about to admit she knows all my secrets. 
“I’m quitting my job,” she announces.
Huh. This is not where I saw this conversation going. “Why? I thought you loved working at You Cheat, We Eat.” 
You Cheat, We Eat is the PI firm Hailey and Suzie founded. Suzie thought her boyfriend was cheating on her and asked Hailey to find out if her worry was warranted. Hailey discovered she had the skills to be a PI – probably because her ‘uncles’ are all former military who thought helping raise her meant teaching her how to hotwire cars and break into houses – and thus You Cheat, We Eat was born. FYI – Suzie’s ex was a total cheater, cheater pumpkin eater. 
“If I have to spend another day sitting behind a computer, I’m going to lose my mind.” I cock an eyebrow. “No offense intended.” 
I glare at her for a moment longer. I’m not offended, but I’d be remiss in my friend duties if I didn’t give her a hard time whenever the opportunity presents itself. 
I sigh – long and hard. “It’s okay. I guess.” 
Chrissie reaches across the table and squeezes my hand. “I’m sorry.” 
I try to hold onto my upset face for a moment longer, but I can’t. A giggle escapes me. Chrissie drops my hand before leaning back in her booth and crossing her arms over her chest. 
“You’re a pain in my ass.” 
I wiggle my eyebrows. “Literally.” 
“Can you be serious for a moment?” I shrug. I can. Will I choose to? Jury’s still out. “I want to know if you’re interested in being the office manager at You Cheat, We Eat.” 
I freeze. This conversation took a turn I wasn’t expecting. “I don’t know if I’m in Milwaukee for the long haul.” 
It’s the truth. I came to Milwaukee because Chrissie’s here, and I had nowhere else to go. My phone vibrates in my pocket. Correction. Nowhere else I want to go. 
“No one’s asking you to sign a twenty-year contract. Will you at least consider it?” 
I nod. I don’t exactly have any plans for my future anyway.   
“Good. Your interview is tomorrow at nine.” 
Her grin says she thinks she pulled a fast one on me. Whatever. After I thoroughly whooped her ass this morning, I’ll let this one go. I can be generous like that. 






  
  Chapter 3
You don’t have to be crazy to be my friend. I’ll train you.
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I enter the offices of We Cheat, You Eat at exactly 9 a.m. the next day. I may have not made up my mind yet about whether I’m staying in Milwaukee, but there’s no harm in checking out where Chrissie works. 
I smile as I scan the area. It has gumshoe detective written all over it. The reception area has a large beaten-up desk Chrissie is sitting behind with two worn chairs in front of it. There are four doors off of the main area. Two of the four doors are half milk glass with names etched on them. The other two have stickers indicating they’re the storage room and restroom. Add in the wood paneling on the walls and the scuffed floors, and I feel as if I’ve traveled back in time to the 1950s. 
The door behind Chrissie’s desk – the one with Hailey’s name etched on it – opens up and two dogs rush out. One dog aims straight for me while the other one sniffs and scratches while whining at the door with Phoebe’s name etched on it.  
“Is it bring your pet to work day?” I ask as I scratch the dog’s ears. 
Chrissie huffs. “No one lets me bring Gray to work.” 
Hailey snorts as she joins us. “Yeah, because having a kitten around two dogs is such a great idea.” 
“Is it time?” Phoebe says as she opens her door. She sees the dog, and her eyes widen as she retreats a step. “No, Lola. Leave me alone.” 
Chrissie sighs before whistling for the dog. The dog howls before dropping to her belly. 
“You need to teach me how to whistle,” Phoebe says. 
A chair squeaks and heavy footfalls approach her before her husband, Ryker, wraps an arm around her and draws her near. “You don’t need to learn to whistle. Hailey needs to send her dogs to obedience school.” 
Before Hailey can respond, the door behind me crashes open and Suzie rushes in. “I’m here. Am I late?” 
“We haven’t started yet,” Hailey tells her. 
I can’t help myself, I have to ask. “Started what?” 
Suzie claims the chair next to me. “Your interview, silly.” 
“I get why they,” I sweep my arm out to indicate Hailey, Phoebe, and Ryker, “are part of the interviewing thing, but why are you?” 
Suzie used to be the office manager of the PI firm she founded with Hailey until Chrissie took over her job. Now, she’s entirely too busy operating her microbrewery with her husband, Grayson, to work here. Apparently, brewing was a side gig until the ex-Army guy appeared in her life. He’s some kind of marketing guru, and her brewery took off under his tutelage. 
“As long as you’re willing to answer the phone for me and do my invoicing, I don’t need to be part of this,” Ryker says. 
Ryker isn’t a PI. He’s a bounty hunter. He actually met Phoebe when he was hired by her ex-husband to find her and bring her home. He ended up falling in love with her instead, and Phoebe’s first husband is now in prison for kidnapping her. I don’t know all the details, but from what I have heard it’s a long and complicated story. 
“I can answer your phone and do your invoicing,” I say when Ryker stares at me as if his words were actual questions. 
At six-foot-six with a big, bushy beard, Ryker’s appearance is kind of scary, but he doesn’t scare me. I don’t scare easily. My phone vibrates in my pocket calling me a liar. 
Ryker nods at me before kissing Phoebe’s forehead and returning to his desk. Phoebe and Ryker must share an office. The beautiful woman dressed in designer clothes is a PI, too. I know. I couldn’t believe it either when I heard. And, yes, I know I’m judging a book by its cover, but my job for some twenty-plus years was to judge people. Only we called it analyzing, not judging. 
“Shall we begin?” I ask when no one speaks after Ryker returns to his desk. 
Hailey props herself on Chrissie’s desk. “This isn’t an actual interview.” 
My brow wrinkles. “It’s not? I thought you needed to find a replacement for Chrissie.” 
Hailey frowns at Chrissie. “We do, because apparently, someone wants to be a PI, but not work for this business.” 
“Wait. What?” Suzie asks. “I thought you were quitting to spend more time playing with Wally’s bed snake.” 
Phoebe shivers. “Bed snake? It doesn’t slither and bite.” 
Suzie winks at her. “But it does spit venom.” 
Ryker’s chair squeaks before he marches out of his office. He kisses Phoebe’s forehead and leaves without another word spoken. I stare after him wondering if he’ll let me tag along to wherever he’s going. 
“Phew. We got rid of Ryker. Now we can get down to the nitty-gritty.” Huh. Suzie isn’t the floozy she plays. Duly noted. “Did you and Lenny do the horizontal mambo yet?” 
Hailey rubs her hands together. “Big money. Big money.” 
“Sorry to disappoint, but Lenny and I are just friends.” 
“Damn it. I was positive I would win this bet with the way Lenny was staring at you with big cartoon hearts in his eyes.” 
As if. “The man is in his fifties. He doesn’t have big cartoon hearts in his eyes.” 
“Wrong.” Hailey makes a loud buzzer sound. “Pops is in his fifties, and he totally has big cartoon hearts in his eyes when he stares at Faith.” 
“Stop!” Phoebe shouts. “Do not talk about your dad and Faith.” 
“I don’t know what the big deal is. They’re both consenting adults.” 
Phoebe glares at Hailey. “There is something seriously wrong with you.” 
I ignore them to ask Chrissie, “Is this what it’s like working here all the time? Maybe I don’t want to interview after all.” 
“I told you,” Hailey interrupts to say. “This isn’t an interview.” 
“Color me confused. Did you change your mind, Chrissie?” I smirk. “Or do you plan to fail the PI exam?” 
Chrissie rolls her eyes at me. “As if I’ve ever failed anything in my life.” 
Really? As if thinking your ex-boyfriend who happened to be a wanted man is dead and not a danger to the entire freaking world isn’t a failure. I stare at her in disbelief, and she snaps her teeth at me.  
“Oh, my dog.” Suzie jumps to her feet and points at me. “You know Chrissie’s secret.” 
I don’t dignify her comment with a response. Of course, I know Chrissie’s secret. Duh. Former work colleague turned friend. 
When I don’t speak, Suzie bats her eyelashes at Hailey. “You need to get Lexi drunk and get her to spill the beans.” 
I lean back in my chair. “This should be fun.” 
My family are moonshiners. I’ve been drinking the stuff since I was old enough to stand on my own two feet. No one – except maybe my cousin Jeremy – can out drink me. They’re welcome to try, though. It’s always fun watching people fail. 
Hailey snorts. “Have you met Lexi? I’ll be passed out hugging a bottle of tequila before she gets a buzz on.” 
“True story,” Chrissie murmurs. 
As much as I find the banter among the women amusing, we need to get this show on the road. I don’t need them digging into my past any more than they already are. 
“Are we going to do this interview or what?” I ask like I have somewhere to be. Hint: I don’t. 
“I already told you – this isn’t an interview. You’ve got the job,” Hailey claims before rubbing her hands together. “Everyone’s here because we want to know what’s going on with you and Lenny.”
I sigh. “Didn’t we have this conversation less than forty-eight hours ago?”
“A lot can happen in forty-eight hours,” Phoebe says. 
“Hell yeah, it can.” Suzie rubs her belly making it obvious what she’s thinking about. Although, it’s not hard to know since the woman is always making sexual innuendos. 
“The only thing to happen in the last forty-eight hours is I kicked Chrissie’s ass in parkour.” 
Hailey’s jaw drops open. “You?” She points at me. “Kicked her ass?” She points at Chrissie.
“She cheated,” Chrissie answers before I have a chance to. 
“You’re the one who grabbed hold of my t-shirt, so I had to cross the finish line without a top on.” 
Suzie wiggles her eyebrows. “I bet Lenny wishes he’d been there to see.” 
I breathe deeply and reign in my temper. I know she’s trying to get me to admit to being with Lenny. Too bad for her the truth is Lenny and I are merely friends. It doesn’t matter if he wants more. I don’t. End of discussion.  
“I wouldn’t have had to grab hold of your shirt if you hadn’t pushed me off the block.” 
“I didn’t push you. You fell.” 
Chrissie glares at me. “It was your fault. You disparaged Wally’s manhood.” 
“Disparaged? Manhood?” I snort. “How old are you again?” 
“The same age as you, so don’t go making ageist comments.” 
Phoebe’s eyes widen as she looks between us. “Holy cow. They’re Hailey and Suzie except two decades older.” 
As one, Chrissie and I turn our gazes on Phoebe. “We are not two decades older than Hailey and Suzie!” We shout in unison. 
Phoebe buries her face in her hands. “I’m surrounded by crazy people.” 
“As if you aren’t your own brand of crazy, Pheebs,” Suzie claims.  
“I am not crazy,” she denies. 
“Can we talk salary and benefits?” I ask Hailey before the two pregnant women can get into a hairpulling fight. 
“If you’re going to talk about boring stuff, I’m out of here,” Suzie says and picks up her purse to leave. 
“You’re the one who majored in business administration at college,” Hailey calls after her. 
“I’m seriously reconsidering this job. I don’t know if I can handle being surrounded by crazy people all day.” 
Chrissie cocks a brow. “I don’t know why not. They remind me of your family.” 
Her words must have conjuring power as my phone vibrates again. At this point, I’m considering going analog and throwing the stupid thing in Lake Michigan.  






  
  Chapter 4
Never let your friends be lonely…. Disturb them all the time.
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Lenny 
I whistle as I stroll up the sidewalk to Wally’s old house where Lexi is currently living. She’s going to be pissed I showed up without calling first, but I know better than to give her advance warning to allow her to shore up her defenses. 
“Just a sec,” Lexi shouts after I knock on her door. 
The door flies open a minute later and there she is. The woman I’m determined to make mine. She’s utterly gorgeous with her light-brown hair pulled up in a high ponytail allowing me a view of the long neck I want to lick and bite. Her light-brown eyes remind me of the color of my favorite whiskey, and her slightly upturned nose does this adorable crinkle thing whenever she’s annoyed at me. 
My eyes travel downward to examine the rest of her. She’s wearing a t-shirt highlighting her perky breasts and jeans that appear to have been painted on her long legs. Legs I can’t wait to have wrapped around me. I clear my throat and force those thoughts away. 
Lexi claims there’s nothing more than friendship between us. It’s cute she thinks I’m going to not fight for more.  
“I brought pizza.” I lift up the box as proof. 
Her nose scrunches. “What are you doing here?” 
I don’t wait for an invitation. I force my way past her into the house. I survey the place, but the interior appears to be exactly the same as when Wally lived here. I expected colorful blankets or pillows – some kind of girly stuff to indicate she lives here – but there’s nothing. I file the information away for later perusal. 
“I thought you might want to have some pizza and watch a movie.” I pause. “Because we’re friends.” 
At the word friends, the tension in Lexi’s body releases, and she shuts the door behind her. I dip my chin to hide my grin from her. This is going to be fun.
“What kind of pizza did you get?” 
“Sausage and mushrooms.” 
She feigns gagging. “Vegetables on pizza? What is wrong with you? Did your daddy not love you?” 
I shrug. “Probably not seeing as he left when I was a baby.” 
Her eyebrows shoot off her forehead and she smacks a hand in front of her mouth. “Oh, my dog. I’m sorry.” 
I pause a second. “I’m teasing you. I had a great dad.” 
Her hand falls away from her mouth, and she slaps me on the shoulder. “No joking about family.” 
I chuckle. “You fell for it.” 
She rolls her eyes. “Because I don’t know anything about your family.” 
I set the pizza down on the kitchen island and open my arms wide. “Ask me whatever you want, Whiskey. My life’s an open book.” At least, for her it is. 
She snorts. “No thanks. I don’t need to hear about all your sexual escapades, man whore.” 
I ignore the sting her words cause. “Hey! That’s Sergeant Man Whore to you.”   
She whips out a salute. “Yes, sir. Whatever you say, sir.” 
I wrap my arm around her neck to give her a noogie. “I told you I’m a sergeant. You do not refer to me as sir.” 
She tries to push me away, but I use my hold on her to sniff her hair. It smells of lavender and springtime despite there being several inches of snow on the ground outside. I wonder how the rest of her skin smells. My pants tighten at those thoughts, and I allow her to push me away before the situation becomes obvious.
As soon as she’s free, she escapes to the other side of the kitchen island to gather plates and silverware. I decide to begin the getting to know each other portion of the evening. 
“I grew up in Michigan,” I tell her. “My parents were madly in love. It drove me crazy my entire childhood.” It also set the bar incredibly high for any relationship I had. A bar no man or woman has been able to meet until Lexi came into my life. 
“How did they respond when you came out as bi-sexual?” 
I freeze at her question. I know she has a problem with me being bi-sexual. She hasn’t exactly made a secret of it. I don’t know exactly what her problem is, but tonight isn’t the
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