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Brady McCormick worked best with a plan. 

His plans never included his best friend telling him she wanted to get pregnant. And not with him. 

Tessa McGill knew in her soul Brady didn't go for girls like her. 

She could live with just being friends. Giving up on the man of her dreams was one thing giving up on having a family was more than she could bear. 

Brady decides he won't take no for an answer. When plan A fails it is time for... Plan Brady

Escape to the Lovers and Other Strangers world today. This contemporary romance series travels across the US with stops in Boston, Las Vegas and the Southwest, Seattle, and Chicago. With each new book you'll find characters that feel like friends and catch up with past favorites lives. 
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Author's Note:

Full disclosure, I didn’t marry the bad boy. My husband re-defines the word stable. Physician, university faculty, no dangerous habits, ever (unless you count that he was willing to marry me?) One of our first major fights as newly marrieds was about the fact that he never takes risks. Then he explained exactly how he makes his living and what went into him getting the money I had no trouble spending. By the time he was through I had a stomach ache thinking we were never going to be able to keep ourselves fed let alone clothed and a roof over our heads. Why anyone would choose to do what he does is still a mystery to me and I worked with him for 10 years! I’ve got a theory on living well, it goes something like Bad dogs and Good men, One may ruin your house but the other won’t break your heart.

Then there are guys like Brady. He is all bad boy, a total risk taker at least on the surface. He is very good at managing risks. He is less good at managing Tess which of course makes her perfect for him and a real threat to his heart. 

Brady first showed up in Just Her Type as the twin brother of that book’s hero. He was kind of an ass. Making passes at the heroine, Eden, in front of his brother and just generally saying things that people might think but most don’t let out of their mouths. Not Brady, with him it is all right there on the surface. Unless you are Tess, she is the only woman he has ever let see his vulnerabilty and he damn sure isn’t going to do it again!

Here’s to Bad Boy book boyfriends! That is the best place for them.

If you like Plan Brady please leave a review at your e-book vendor of choice. Reviews let other reader know what you think but also increasing let me get the word out about the book period. If you did like Plan Brady and would like to dive into the other Lovers and Other Strangers books you can get the run down on my site at www.lcgiroux.com While you are there, sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you some free digital gifts!
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Chapter One

Brady McCormick pushed through his front door dropping his gym bag by the table. Tess bought it, insisting he needed one there. His fingers smoothed over the edge of the clay bowl she’d added to hold his things, saying it would make his life easier in the morning. He humored her attempts to make him more organized.

Letting her have her way when it came to little things kept her happy. Truth was the stupid table and bowl were the only homey things in the condo. The rest of the furniture were cast offs or things he’d picked up off the street. He yanked his wallet out of his pocket, along with his keys and put them in the bowl. He tapped the edge of his phone on the table. It was 11:30 at night, where the hell was she? His phone started buzzing. That a girl. He tried to keep the shit eating grin out of his voice as he answered it.

“McCormick.”

“Brady, why do you always answer like you don't know it is me?”

“Bad date, babe?”

“I hate men.”

“Except me of course, you love me.”

“You wish.”

“Come on, get it off your chest. You'll feel better.” He didn’t want to hear all the gory details of her failed dates. Well, maybe he did. He didn’t begrudge her finding someone but not yet, maybe in another five years or so, or when he was ready to settle down, which meant never.

“What about your date? I thought you were hooking up with one of your gym bunnies tonight?”

“Mandy, Sandy, Candy? Whatever her name was, yeah, I took her to dinner. I'd say we had dinner but I'd be lying. I had an expensive damned dinner. She did what girls like her always do. Why is it when I sit down to a meal with you, you actually eat? All these other chicks order some expensive ass meal and move the food around on their plates. Drives me nuts.”

“Yeah, well, I’m surprised you're home, figured she would have lured you up to her evil lair.”

“I supposed she wanted to. I wasn't that into her, I dunno, we really didn't have much to talk about. I sorta felt like she was interviewing me for a job. We covered everything but my health and life insurance. So...”

“You love this, don't you?”

“What?” There was no way she'd believe the feigned innocence in his voice. Hadn't worked in second grade, it wasn't going to work now. His girl had a very finely tuned bullshit detector. Probably why she was so tough in the courtroom.

“Brady.”

“Do you really think I am such a shit I wouldn't want you to find some guy?” He ignored the flip his stomach did. No doubt indigestion from dinner.

“No, I suppose not.” Tess sounded more depressed than she usually did after a bad date. If the guy was anything less than a gentleman, he’d pay him a little visit. Of course, he’d already run his name through the bureau’s database. What was the sense of having the thing if you couldn’t use it to head off problems for your friends?

He walked to his bedroom without bothering to turn on the lights. There wasn’t anything to see anyway. He stripped off clothes, dropping them as he went. Only the fact that he was on the phone with Tess made him turn around and pick everything up. More of Tess' nagging rubbing off on him. He was in the middle of removing his shirt with his phone pressed to his shoulder when she dropped the bomb.

“I want to have a baby,” she blurted out.

“Shit!” He picked the phone up off the floor and dropped on to the mattress and box spring currently functioning as his bed. The only pieces of furniture he’d bothered to buy new.

“You mean eventually.”

“No, I’m done looking for Mr. Right. I mean now.”

“Okay.” What she was saying was crazy.

“I'm serious, Brady. I'm tired of waiting for Prince Charming to show up. My career is in a good place. I'm thirty-five. I've been saving up the money I need.”

“You're really serious?”

“Yeah.”

“You're going to go get sperm, from some guy you've never met and get knocked up?”

“You look through a catalog, of sorts. You can pick what you want the guy to look like, see what his education is, any weirdness in his family background. It is a heck of a lot more than I'd find out if I just dated the guy.”

“But, a kid? From a stranger?” He’d always imagined he’d get to approve the guy Tess ended up with. What were friends for? Now she was jumping the gun.

“How else should I do it? By the time I meet a guy, date him, figure out whether or not he'd be a decent father or hell, if he even wants to be a father, get married, wait till the relationship feels solid enough to bring a kid into it, try to get pregnant – because by then I'm like forty, finally get pregnant, maybe. I'm like forty-five and then I've got to try for a second kid right away because I'll be too old for them to do IVF in a couple of years.”

“You want two kids?” He was still trying to wrap his head around the idea of her having one!

“I grew up an only child. There may be a lot of advantages but it can be lonely. You remember how bad things were after my mom died. So yes, at least two, maybe three.”

“Three! With sperm donors?”

“If I have to.”

“So the kids would have different fathers?”

“You can check to make sure they have more than a single... deposit. They’ll even hold some in reserve if you think you want more kids, so they are true siblings.”

“You're condemning yourself to never getting married.”

“Some guys don't mind a woman who already has kids.”

“Most want to do the job themselves.”

“I’d rather have no man in my life than a guy who couldn't love my kids. Do you have another brilliant idea of how I could do this?”

“Me.” He collapsed flat on the mattress staring into the dark. His fingers found the edge of the quilt Tess had given him and he crushed it in his fist. Cold sweat prickled his chest and neck making his undershirt stick to his skin. What the hell had made him say that? More importantly, why the hell wasn't she saying anything back?

Then she burst into laughter in his ear. Cackled, actually, the witch.

“Oh God. I really needed you to make me laugh tonight. You're always good for pulling me out of a mood, Brady.” Okay, now he was getting ticked.

“What is so funny about the idea?” He sat up and stared at the lights of the skyline.

“I suppose if you wanted to go jack off in a cup...” He flinched at the thought.

“Fuck that. Why freeze it when you can get it fresh? It sounds like something out of Frankenstein the other way.”

“Oh, grow up. Artificial insemination has been around forever. See, that is why this would never work.”

“What do you mean? You know all about my family, I'm healthy. At least my twin is smart.”

“You're plenty smart enough, Brady.”

“Whatever. So why couldn't you and I make a baby?”

“So what happens when you get married, because it isn't like you aren't going to want to spend time with the kid. As long as it is a boy. I don't see you hanging out with a couple little girls at a tea party or playing dress up with them.”

“I could handle a tea party if I had to.” She started laughing at him again.

“Oh God, it would be almost worth it to see you play with a bunch of little girls.”

“Hey, I played with you, didn't I?”

“Yes, you did. As long as it was cops and robbers, or something else where you got to save the world. Things haven't changed much, you still like to be the hero. This isn't a game though. No, it would be too weird. I'd do better with some stranger I’d never meet. Thanks for the laugh though. Listen, I'm tired. We still on tomorrow for breakfast?”

“Every Sunday, wouldn't miss it.” His voice sounded happier than he felt but he knew better than to push her, the stubborn witch. She would have to be to put up with him all these years. He smiled to himself. With Tess you definitely had to sneak ideas into her head.

He tossed the phone across the mattress. Tess— pregnant. The idea made his head hurt. His stomach rolled again. You’d think at those prices the restaurant could serve decent food. Hell, if she wanted a family, he'd do what he could to help her. She'd need it, too. Kids were no joke. The more he thought about it the more he thought his way was better than hers. He'd help her out no matter what, but his way made more sense in the long run.

He stripped off the rest of his suit and jumped in the shower. On his way back into the bedroom he tossed the towel he'd dried his hair off with on the floor and dropped on to the bed. Eyes closed, he could almost hear Tess clucking at him. The little growl she did when people didn't conform to her expectations or demands. Maybe she just did that with him, come to think of it she never growled at Quinn, did she?

Take his bed for instance. His bed drove her nuts. She claimed she would never have sex with a grown man who still had a mattress on the floor. What the hell difference did it make if he never brought any women back here? She was the only woman except for his mother who had been in his apartment. And his mother had only been here to help set things up when he moved in.

Tess, a mother— she’d be great at it. Hell, she’d held him together when everything had gone to shit. It was weird now to think about what might have been. They hadn’t ever dated and then there was the gigantic mistake. Thinking about it now he still broke out in a sweat. He’d have to man up and what... He’d always thought she was cute but he dated girls that were the complete opposite of her. It was easier that way, less complicated. What guy didn’t like less complicated?

Still, maybe it was time to get a decent bed. He'd have no idea where to even look. But Tess would love shopping for a bed for him. That was totally her thing. He pulled the quilt she'd given him around himself and propped up the pillows under his bad shoulder. He'd set her straight tomorrow and then let her pick out a bed. He liked the idea. She could pick out the bed and then they could make a baby in it.

Chapter Two

Brady walked in to the diner and immediately relaxed. He loved the familiarity of the place. It was a simple one fork, one knife set up he had spent enough time in, it may as well be his kitchen. Dishes thick enough he didn't have to feel as if he was going to break something. The kind of place where everybody minded their own business and left you alone. Nobody here was trying to be something they weren’t. He'd met Tess here every Sunday since she'd been in law school except for the time he'd spent at the academy. He hated being away from home but it was worth it and he loved his job as an FBI agent.

Tess waved him over to their booth by the window. He nodded to people he'd seen a million times and still didn't know their names. When he sat down Beatrice bustled up and slapped a thick plastic covered menu down.

“You're late,” she croaked at him. Damn, she really did need to quit smoking. Tess hid her grin behind her menu.

“Bea, when are you going to run away with me?” he teased starting the routine they nearly perfected over the years. Bea’s eyes crinkled even as she held her mouth firm in a scowl.

“And what makes a young pup like you think you can handle me?”

He bit the inside of his cheek. “I'm not as young as I used to be. Maybe I can finally give you a run for your money.”

“Kid, if I were thirty years younger...” Except she looked more tired today than he remembered.

“I'd sweep you off your feet and take you to Mexico.”

“Kid, the things I could teach you...” She splashed coffee in his mug and left.

“You are a piece of work,” Tess finally said after she finished laughing.

“What? Bea loves me.”

“You think every woman loves you.”

“And I have yet to be proven wrong.” Tess’ eyebrows went up.

“Your future sister-in-law?”

“First, there is no accounting for some women’s taste since she has a thing for my egghead brother and second, she's starting to come around. Eden's okay she just...”

“Grew up with an over protective brother so she is less impressed with you being, well, you?”

“Maybe. Whatever, I don't want to talk about Eden. I want to finish the conversation we were having last night.”

“What conversation?” She was going to play dumb? After graduating at the top of every class she’d ever been in? He knew just how to get her.

“The one where you begged me to have a kid.” He said loud enough for their end of the place to hear. Next thing blinding pain ran up his leg as she kicked him in the shin. “Shit, Tessa! That hurt.”

“It was meant to. Take it back.”

“No. I don't like the idea of you having some stranger's baby. Eventually the kid is going to want to know who their dad is, maybe even spend time with him and then what? Suppose you pick some guy who ends up in prison or worse.”

“So all of this is because you're worried about me picking someone unreliable.”

Now she was going to listen to reason. Tess hated any kind of deception. She gave her friends her complete loyalty and once she did she was stubborn enough to never go back on it. Unless you deceived her, then you were gone, might as well be dead. She was judge, jury, and executioner.

“Look, I think you can go through one of those books with a fine tooth comb but stuff happens, people change.”

“Not in my experience. People don't change much. Getting back to your point, you think I should pick you because you are a known quantity.” He drummed his fingers at the little whisper of danger, a quick look around the diner showed nothing unusual, nothing strange out on the street. Must just be tired. He'd slept like hell thinking about their conversation, odd since he usually went out like a light and needed two alarms to get up.

“Yeah, with me you know exactly what you are getting.” Her smile was the first clue he'd walked in to the prosecutor's trap. Fuck, that particular smile was never a good sign.

“Oh, yes I do, don't I? Shall I remind you what I would be getting in the great Brady McCormick?” She made air quotes when she said great like it wasn’t true, grinning like a jackal the whole time. He knew for a fact defense attorneys drew straws and the loser was the one to go up against her in court. She didn't plea bargain and almost never compromised. He'd learned over the years the best he could hope for was a short sentence.

“May as well continue, it isn't like anything I say is going to stop you.” She reached into the gigantic bag she called a purse and pulled out a sheet of paper. “Wait, you have a list, as in an honest to God, written down, list?”

“I like to keep track of things.” She unfolded the two sheets of paper, two damn sheets, he was screwed.

“Can I speak in my defense, counselor?”

She sat up a little taller, neat trick when you are under five and a half feet. “You may proceed.”

“There have been plenty of times I helped you out over the years.”

“Examples?”

“When we were in kindergarten, I beat up the punk who was teasing you.” He pushed the kid in the mud and the bully had burst into tears.

“And he told the teacher I made you do it. I got a note sent home to my parents. Remember, they had to go into school and be lectured on how their daughter was a manipulative brat and a danger to class morale.” Damn. He’d forgotten about that. Fuck.

“Okay, what about in high school when you wanted to go to your prom. I rented a tux, a limo, even got you flowers and took you.”

She folded the pieces of paper and laid them down on the formica table top. He had her now, that night was a blast and they had a great time.

“Do you really want to bring that up?”

What the hell had he done wrong then? “What do you mean? You had a great time.”

“You snuck some booze in with a couple of the other guys. Not a big deal since none of us were driving but you got buzzed enough to make a pass at the prom queen.”

“That was just in fun.” He sorta remembered something but...

“You did it on stage! In front of the entire dance!”

“I... Well, what about last year?” Now this he had her dead to rights. He hated beach parties but he was willing to make the sacrifice for Tess. “You'd hurt your ankle and were going to miss the party you had been looking forward to. I carried you around piggy back, where ever you wanted to go.”

“Yes, you did. Until it was time to go, then you were nowhere to be found. I ended up calling Quinn to come get me and bring me home. You had said something about the case you were working on blowing up and you needed to be somewhere quick. Except I didn't know any of it 'til later the next day when you showed up here for breakfast.”

“Tess...”

“Brady, we will always be friends but I can't do this with you. I'd rather just have no one than someone that can't really be there.”

“So that is it? You're done?”

“On this subject. Brady, I mean it, I don't think you did any of those things on purpose. You have a good heart but, I don't know, if you were a kid growing up now you'd probably get a prescription for some ADHD meds and be stoned out of your mind. Me being pregnant won't change anything between you and I.”

He knew Tess meant it. He also knew she was wrong. Her having a kid would mean less time to spend together, she'd meet other people who did kid things. Fuck, he'd heard of guys who trolled the single mom's networks looking for possible MILF. He'd have to... Hell, he wouldn't be able to do anything. After the list and her rebuttal of everything he brought up he'd be lucky to get to see her once a month to go to the movies. He'd drop it, but only so he could fight better next time.

“Hey, I've got a favor to ask you. How's about going furniture shopping with me?” He leaned back in the booth cupping his hands behind his head

Now she was wary of a trap. She should be too, smart girl. Eyes narrowed and a smirk on her face she leaned forward just the slightest bit. “What are you shopping for?”

“Oh, you know, just some things to make my place work better. I was thinking of going to Marshall Fields to buy a bed.” She was hooked in 3, 2,...

“Are you insane?” she yelled. “I mean yes, they have great stuff but a bed? It will cost you an arm and a leg. Unless you have a coupon or they're running a sale, preferably both.”

“I was just going to walk in and slap down my credit card. Better yet, I’ll apply for financing. It’s no big deal.” Okay, he wouldn't and she should know that but her arms shot up in the air, and moaned like she had taken a bullet. He had her. She'd stick to him like glue 'til he'd picked out the perfect bed and gotten it at the best possible price.

“How many years have we known each other? You'd think you'd have learned something! It’s bad enough that you’re still paying rent on that lousy condo with the cheap fixtures and the tissue paper walls but now you are going to go pay retail for furniture? And financing charges on top of that!”

“I'll manage, I suppose.” Now he was just toying with her, but damn her eyes were flashing and those dark red curls of hers looked like they might stand on end. She sure was cute when she got all riled up. Always had been.

“You don't manage something as important as your bed. It is your home base, your safe place, your nest. You need to plan, look at all your options, figure out the whole psychology of what exactly your wants and needs are.”

“I wouldn't even know where to start.” Hell, he didn’t even know what she was talking about. It was just a bed, you slept in it for Pete’s sake.

“Don't worry, I'll help. I'll scan the circulars to see who is having a sale...” He flagged Beatrice’s attention, motioning for their usual. He tried to keep the smile off his face while he did.

Chapter Three

Brady opened
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