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  Chapter 1
If I never see a man wearing a panther print thong again, it will be too soon. ~ Text from Hailey to Suzie

[image: ]

“We have to stop meeting like this.” 
I roll my eyes. Corny. “Dude, if we didn’t meet like this, you couldn’t afford to take your girl out to fancy restaurants every weekend,” I say as I slap the fifty-dollar bill in his hand.  
Ralph, the motel desk clerk, sticks the money in his front pocket. “Room 234. Second floor. Half-way down. Curtains are open.”
“When did they arrive?” There is a precise timing to my work. 
“About ten minutes ago.”  
“Awesome.” Ten minutes should be about the right amount of time. 
I wave to Ralph as I walk out of the reception area. Motels are the best. Since all the rooms open on to a public breezeway, it makes my life easier. Much easier. You don’t want to know the situations I’ve gotten myself into when I’ve had to work in hotels. When people say they pee their pants in fright, they are not kidding. Trust me. You don’t want to know. 
I climb the stairs and walk down the hallway toward room 234. As I do, I scan the area to make sure no one sees me. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not doing anything illegal, but people tend to freak out when they see someone taking pictures of other people inside a motel room. 
In my defense, it’s not like I enjoy watching random people doing naughty things. Seriously, I don’t. Yuck. Hairy backs, wiggly bottoms, and saggy boobs? No, thanks. When I have sex, the lights are always off. Although my boobs do not sag. I kind of wish they did. Sagging would mean I had at least some boob action going on. Spoiler alert – I don’t.  
But taking pictures of people having sex is my job. Well, kind of my job. I’m not exactly a photographer. Nope. I’m a private investigator. Although, considering most of my cases involve cheating husbands and lost kittens, I’m not sure I’m allowed to call myself an investigator. Whatever. It pays the bills. And – bonus – I don’t have to sit inside in some boring office. 
I find room 234 halfway down the building like Ralph said it was. The curtains are open and, judging from the noises coming from inside the room, I’m right on time. I grab my camera, take off the lens cap, and tiptoe to the window. Blech. I’m right on time all right. 
I start clicking away. Come on, dude. I need to see your face. But his face is buried in... Well, you don’t need to know where it’s buried. I close my eyes for a five-count. When I open them, he lifts his head with a cocky grin on his face. Aha! Gotcha! I snap the money shot and take a few steps back straight into a brick wall. 
Hold up. I know there wasn’t a wall on the other side of the breezeway, which can only mean one thing. I slowly swivel around and look up. Since I’m five-foot-eight, I can look most people straight in the eyes. Not this time. Nope, I have to look up and up to see who the heck I bumped into. As soon as I see his face, I jump back like he’s contagious. Shit. I am in deep shit. 
“What do you think you’re doing?” 
Despite everything, I shiver at the sound of his voice. It’s deep and sultry. Exactly the type of voice I would love to hear in my bedroom. No, wait. I don’t want to hear his voice in my bedroom. I shake my head to rid myself of those crazy-pants thoughts. 
I can’t help myself from taking a second to peruse his body, though, because his body totally matches the deep and sultry voice. Yum. He’s tall and muscular. I happen to know he’s six-foot-three. The perfect height for me. Not as if this man is for me, but you get what I’m saying. And those muscles? He doesn’t look like an over the top bodybuilder, but he’s definitely strong enough to take care of business. 
His hair is dark brown and curly. It practically dares me to run my hands through it to see if it’s as soft as it looks. His strong jaw is covered with stubble. I love the rugged look of a man who can grow a beard but chooses not to. It’s his eyes, though, they get me every time. They are a deep blue and, when he looks at you, you have the feeling he can read every single thought in your head. But, like I said, this man is not for me.  
“I’m not doing a thing, Barnes,” I say as I put away my camera. 
His head jerks back. “How do you know my name?” 
And now you know why I hate the guy. I know hating people is wrong, but come on, just this once I’m allowed. How can he not know my name? How?! 
I roll my eyes as if him not remembering who I am doesn’t feel like a kick in the gut. I also ignore his question. If he doesn’t remember who I am, I am not enlightening him. Although his failure to recognize me every single time I run into him, makes me feel like the heartsick fool he used to call me when we were in high school.  
“Well, it was nice seeing you again.” I can’t stop myself from goading him. I start to walk away, but he grabs my upper arm to stop me. I raise an eyebrow at him and dip my chin to his hand. He immediately drops it and takes a step back. 
“Seriously. Who are you? How do we know each other?” 
Is he a complete imbecile? Yeah, we live in a city of more than a million people, and it’s been over a decade since high school, but it’s not like we haven’t run into each other on several occasions since then.
“It doesn’t matter,” I tell him and try to walk away again. 
“Hold up. I’m a police officer.” He takes out his badge and flips it open for me to see like I don’t already know he’s a police detective. “When I ask you a direct question, you answer me.” 
I snort. He’s pulling the police card on me because he can’t remember who I am? Lame, dude. Totally lame. 
“If you don’t tell me what I want to know, I’ll be forced to arrest you for being a peeping tom.” 
I turn around and stomp my way back to him. “You know well and good I am not going to make these pictures public in any manner.” 
He shrugs. “I know nothing of the sort.” He bends over and gets in my face. “Because I don’t know who you are.” 
Oh no, he didn’t. “You do know who I am, you freaking imbecile! But you don’t remember, because, sorry to repeat myself here, you’re a freaking imbecile!” 
He growls. “I am an officer of the law. You can’t call me an imbecile without repercussion.” 
“Fine!” I throw my hands in the air. “Arrest me. See if I care.” 
His brow wrinkles as if he can’t understand what my problem is. My problem isn’t hard to understand. Being teased by someone during your entire high school career and then promptly forgotten is enough to make a person go a bit cray-cray.  
“Give me your name. You’re going to have to tell me your name for me to book you anyway.” 
I stand on my tiptoes and get in his face, too angry to care about how stupid it is to aggravate a police office. “You might know me as Heartsick Hailey.” I stare at him as a wait for his synapses to connect. When his pupils dilate, I nod and take a step back. 
“It was not nice seeing you, Officer Barnes. Let’s not do this again.” I wave as I walk away. He doesn’t follow. Of course, he doesn’t. 
Yep, my high school nickname was Heartsick Hailey. I dare you to come up with a more embarrassing nickname. Trust me. You can’t. And how did this nickname come about? It’s all Aiden-Mr. Perfect-Barnes’ fault. I had the biggest crush ever on him. Quarterback, popular, smart. I didn’t stand a chance. Not when I was a drama geek who starred in all the school plays. What can I say? Shakespeare is a god amongst men. 
Needless to say, I was not subtle about my crush. Nope. I followed quarterback Aiden around like a lovesick puppy. Big brown eyes included. It wasn’t long before everyone in his click was calling me Heartsick Hailey. And when the popular kids call you a name, the entire school follows. Even the senior yearbook has my nickname listed under my actual name. 
The thing is, I always thought Aiden didn’t like it when his friends called me Heartsick Hailey. No, my deluded teenaged self convinced herself Aiden was merely afraid to break rank from his friends. Snort. I’m such an idiot. 
I rush down the stairs and practically run to my car. I know Aiden isn’t following me, but I swear I can feel his eyes watching me. And I don’t like the feeling. Not at all. 






  
  Chapter 2
If I had a dime for every time a man lied to his wife, bet you would stop bitching about needing my receipts. ~ Text from Hailey to Suzie
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“I’m back, Suzie!” I shout when I enter the office of our little private investigation business, You Cheat, We Eat. Feel free to giggle at the name. I know I do. Suzie is my best friend and business partner. She’s the one who runs the office while I’m off catching cheaters doing what they do best – cheat.  
The offices of You Cheat, We Eat look exactly like you’d expect a gumshoe detective’s office to look. The name of the agency is etched into the glass front door and, when you open the door, you enter a small reception area. This is Suzie’s domain and she reigns supreme here. 
Behind Suzie are the offices. The top half of the walls are frosted glass, the bottom half wood paneling which has seen better days, far better days. I’m the only ‘detective’ at the moment, but we have two additional offices. One of the offices is where the files and the copy machine are kept, while the other one is full of boxes of, I don’t know what.  
The offices of our PI business may be cliché, but Suzie is anything but. She’s no glasses-wearing, hair in a bun, professionally clothed secretary lookalike. For starters, her red hair is short and spiky. She’s also only two inches over five-foot-tall, although she does have curves I’m seriously jealous of. And last but not least, she likes to wear her food. Yep, you’ll often see remnants of her last meal spilled on her clothes.   
“Did you get the money shot?” Suzie asks with a waggle of her eyebrows. 
Unlike me, she doesn’t have a problem with pictures of people having sex. Of course, she isn’t the one wading into the dirty world of cheaters to take the pictures. Talk about a disaster waiting to happen. Not only is she the klutziest person I’ve ever met, but the woman can’t keep quiet for longer than thirty seconds. Seriously, thirty seconds. I’ve timed her on multiple occasions.  
Suzie is the reason I ended up in the private investigator business. I had no plans to become a PI. Nope. It wasn’t even on my radar. I studied drama at college, although I had no plans to rush off to Hollywood and become a movie star. As if. 
I know I’m not completely unfortunate looking. To be honest, I’m kind of pretty in a fresh-faced Midwest kind of way. Brown, wavy hair and dark brown eyes. I’m lucky enough to be skinny as well, although I would kill for some curves. But the competition in Hollywood would do me in. Always having to look your best. Yuck. Most days, I’m happy if I remember to brush my hair. And never knowing who is a real friend and who’s hiding a dagger behind her back? Where do I not sign up?
Instead, I planned to become a high school drama teacher. After all, I loved performing plays in high school. But there was one teensy weensy problem with my plan. Apparently, having a potty mouth is not ‘good for the children’. Insert eye roll here. You grow up with a single father who owns a bar and not end up with a potty mouth. I dare you.  
I was working at my dad’s bar when Suzie came to me convinced her fiancé was cheating on her. Turns out, she was right. It also turned out I’m really good at finding out people’s secrets. For some reason, people look at my face and see honesty. Snort. Guess those drama classes paid off after all. Before I knew it, I had an office and Suzie as a sidekick. 
Lucky for me, my sidekick did study something useful in college – business management. She takes care of all the admin and finance stuff I can’t begin to understand. 
I hand Suzie my camera. “It’s all yours. Enjoy.” I sink into one of the chairs across from her desk. 
She squeals before switching on the camera and starting to scroll through the pictures. “Oh my. Someone needs his back waxed. You really should take some business cards from my waxing specialist with you.” 
“How would that work? Excuse me, please, can you stop cheating on your wife, so I can hand you this business card? By the way, your wife is going to sue you for all you’re worth when I give her these pictures.” 
“There’s no need to get snippy. You could shove the card under the hotel room door or something.” She starts to set the camera down, but she’s not looking at what she’s doing and nearly sets the thing down on thin air. 
“Watch it,” I shout and rush to the desk to stop my obnoxiously priced camera from falling to the ground and breaking into a gazillion pieces. Told you the woman is a klutz. 
“Oopsie.” 
I don’t bother responding to her klutz moment. Instead, I move onto more important matters. “I’m starving. What’s for lunch?” 
It’s nearly three o’clock, but I haven’t had time to grab anything to eat yet. I thought being a PI and chasing cheaters would mean a lot of late nights. It turns out a ton of cheaters do the dirty deed on their lunch break. 
Suzie opens a drawer and starts throwing things on the desk – a bag of tortilla chips, a candy bar, a bag of popcorn. 
“Stop,” I tell her. “I want real food.” 
She stares at me as if she has no clue what real food is. 
“You know, not processed stuff.” 
She gasps and pulls the food to her bosom. “Shush. Don’t you dare insult my lovelies. You’ll hurt their feelings.” 
“I need meat. Something I can take a bite out of.” 
She abandons her precious cargo to narrow her eyes on me. “What happened?” 
Damn it. The woman may be klutzy and loud-mouthed, but stupid she is not. I should have taken the damn tortilla chips and moved on. “Nothing,” I say and stand, intent on hiding in my office. “I have a potential client coming soon. I need to do a background check.” 
“You oversold it, chickadee. One, I do the background checks. And two, the client isn’t coming for two hours. What happened? Don’t make me repeat myself for a third time.” 
“What are you going to do? TP my car? Oh, I’m so scared.” 
This is not an example I pulled out of thin air. Suzie likes to TP the houses and cars of her enemies. I don’t want to think about how much toilet paper was wasted after I told her that her fiancé was cheating on her. Good thing she has a Costco membership. 
“Stop stalling. You’re going to tell me eventually anyway.” 
Ugh! I hate when she’s right. I sink back in the chair. “I ran into Aiden.” 
“Aiden the asshole?” 
Suzie and I are friends from way back. She knows all about Heartsick Hailey. In fact, she’s a front-row witness to the whole Heartsick Hailey embarrassing episode in my life. 
“Did he say anything?” 
I snort. “Um, no. He still doesn’t remember who I am.” 
“How is the guy a detective? Blind people are more observant than him. Actually, that’s a slur on blind people. Strike my words from the record. Anyway, what did you do?” 
“I tried to take the high road.” 
Suzie guffaws and slaps her hand on her desk. “You? Take the high road?” 
“I did. I tried to walk away.” 
“But you didn’t.” 
Ugh. She knows me too well. Although I did try to walk away, I didn’t manage to get further than the top of the stairs. I should have hightailed my ass out of there without letting him know I know who he is. Instead, I couldn’t help myself from opening my big fat mouth.  
“He knows who I am now.” 
“I bet he does. Did you give him a verbal tongue lashing?” 
This is why working with friends doesn’t work. They know you too well. I may have prepared a speech should I ever run into Mr. I-Don’t-Remember-I-Tortured-You-In-High-School again. A speech I completely and totally forgot about the minute I laid my eyes upon Aiden Barnes. The man is entirely too good-looking. It’s not fair.  
When I keep my mouth zipped shut, Suzie tuts and reaches into her drawer to pull out a Reese’s Peanut Butter cup. I’m addicted to them, as is she. Normally, she has to keep her stash under lock and key. She throws the treat at me. I catch it and practically shove it in my mouth before I can get the wrapping off. 
“The speech will be even better now he knows who you are.” 
Yeah, right.
“Men are assholes. I don’t know why you let him get to you. Let it go already. I’ve gotten over my hang-ups about Toby.” 
What a liar. She rants and raves about her cheater, cheater pumpkin eater ex whenever she’s had more than one mug of beer. She’s also been known to drunk dial him. I may have six inches on her but wrestling her phone from her clutches once she’s made up her mind is impossible. It doesn’t help she tends to stick her phone down the front of her pants whenever we start to wrestle. We may be best friends and have seen each other through thick and thin, but down her pants is the one place I am not willing to go. Nope.
Fortunately, when she’s sober, she acts somewhat normal about the situation. I managed to convince her to delete Toby’s contact information from her phone. I even got her to block him on social media. She can still unblock him, but I’m pretty sure her drunk ass would get distracted before she can manage the task. 
I stand. “It’s fine. I’m fine. No biggie.”
I walk off before she can call me on my shit. How pathetic am I? Still fixated on some guy I crushed on in high school? Oh sure, I’ve had plenty of boyfriends since then. Well, not plenty, I’m not a slut. But, I’ve dated. I’ve even had long-term relationships. Not with any man my pops would approve of, but the man is one hard nut to crack.
And yet, every single man I’ve ever been with is compared to Aiden Fucking Barnes. Yep, pathetic.






  
  Chapter 3
What does the sign on an out-of-business brothel say? Beat it. We’re closed. ~ Text from Hailey to Pops
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“Hi, Honey, I’m home,” I shout as I walk into my dad’s bar. I love Pops’ bar, the McGraw’s Pub. It feels like home to me. As it should, I practically grew up in the place. 
The bar is exactly what you expect from a place called McGraw’s Pub. There’s a polished wooden bar covering one side of the room with bottles of whiskey from everywhere from Tennessee to Ireland to Japan displayed on the wall behind. There are three taps – one for the Irish pub must-have Guinness, one for the local favorite Miller Lite, and one for whatever microbrew is all the rage at the moment. Battered but well-kept wooden chairs and tables are scattered throughout the room. Along the walls are booths with bench seats in dark-green upholstery. On the brick walls hang the requisite antique advertisements for anything Irish from whiskey to corny images about cold beer and warm friends.   
“Get over here and give your old dad a hug,” Pops shouts from behind the bar. 
Old dad. Not even close. He was barely twenty-five when I was born making him a whooping fifty-six-years old. He’s what romance novelists like to call a silver fox. Maybe it sounds sick to think your dad is good-looking, but I’m being objective. Also, I’d have to be blind not to notice the number of women who come into the pub, order frou-frou drinks, and then spend the entire evening making googly eyes at my dad. 
Pops hates those women. Not me. I can recognize a cash opportunity when I see one. When I was a teenager working at the bar, I bought a bunch of martini glasses to service this crowd. Not to brag or anything, but Pops now has a whole stash of frou-frou glasses from Copa de Balons for gin and tonics to Collins glasses for mojitos.  
“Hi, Pops,” I greet as I walk behind the bar. He enfolds me in his arms and – presto chango – every bad thing from the day disappears. His hugs are magic. 
“Bad day?” he asks when I cling to him like a sock stuck to a sweater straight out of the dryer. 
“Meh.” 
“Hey! What’s this? You only got loving for your old pops? What about me?” 
I smile as I release Pops. “Hey, Lenny.” 
Lenny waggles his brow as he leans over the bar to squeeze my shoulder. “How’s it going, doll?” 
I shrug. I can’t lie to him. Pops’ group of poker buddies can spot a lie a mile off. They take their poker and poker faces very seriously. But I’m not telling him I ran into my high school nemesis either. I’m not in high school anymore. I can deal with my problems on my own, thank you very much. 
“Why are men like diapers?” Barney shouts as he walks into the bar. 
I roll my eyes. Here we go. My dad’s poker buddies like to one-up each other with jokes, often dirty jokes. Pops used to have a fit about them telling dirty jokes in front of me, but he gave up last year when I turned thirty. As if I was some innocent virgin who didn’t take dirty pictures for a living until I hit the big 3-0 or something. 
“Why?” I ask Barney. 
“They’re usually full of shit but thankfully disposable.” 
I laugh. He hit the nail on the hammer there. “Right on, brother.” I bump Barney’s fist as he joins our group huddled at the end of the bar. 
“What’s happened?” he asks. “And who do we need to kill?” 
Am I so easy to read? Do I need to ask my college for a refund for all those drama classes? I need to work on my poker face.
“No, Babycakes, you don’t,” Pops says as he puts his arm around me and squeezes. Damn. I spoke my thoughts out loud again. 
“It’s no big deal. Just a long day of taking pictures of men cheating on their wives.” 
“Not all men are cheaters, honey.” Pops is speaking from experience. He has never cheated on Mom despite her leaving him high and dry when I was twelve. We’ve heard neither hide nor hair of her since, but his loyalty to her remains. 
Trust me, I’ve done everything I can to get my dad to move on. I’ve set him up with my friends’ mothers. I tried hooking him up with single teachers in high school. Hell, I’ve brought random strangers into the bar to meet him. Nothing works. Nothing. The man is still in love with my mom. On the one hand, I have to admit I love how loyal he is. But Mom does not deserve his loyalty. Not one single bit. 
“What’s everyone whispering about?” Wally asks as he and Sid join us. 
“Someone has man trouble,” Sid guesses. 
Pops’ poker group consists of four men besides him – Lenny, Barney, Wally, and Sid. The five of them served in the same unit in the Gulf War. Pops got out after he served his five years, but the rest of them were lifers. They did their twenty years and retired around the same time Mom took off for good. They saw me through my teenage years and consider themselves my uncles. I love them. I truly do. But it’s irritating as all get out, they can read me like an open book. I’m an actress for crying out loud. Well, not a paid actress, but I studied drama and graduated summa cum laude. That should count for something.
“I do not have man troubles. I’m just hungry.” 
Pops jumps into action. “Carol, we need a hamburger and fries stat.” 
Carol pops her head out of the partition between the bar and the kitchen. “Coming right up. And, Hail? And whoever he is doesn’t deserve you.” 
I groan as I walk to the tap and pour myself a New Glarus Wisconsin Belgian Red. My dad may be annoying the hell out of me, but I can’t knock the beers he chooses for the microbrew tap. I take a long drink and sigh as I set my beer down. I needed that. 
Before I know what’s happening, Pops is pushing me toward a table with my gang of uncles following him. This is not going to be good. I try to head them off at the pass.
“How is a girlfriend like a laxative?” When no one takes the bait, I continue. “They both irritate the shit out of you.” 
Barney gives me a high-five, but the others shake their heads with frowns on their faces. If an inappropriate joke can’t put a smile on their faces, I’m in trouble. 
Carol plops a plate overflowing with fries down on the table, along with a smaller plate with a hamburger. “You need to get some meat on your bones,” she complains as she walks away. 
Meat on my bones? Not going to happen. I’m one of those women who other women hate because I can eat whatever I want and not gain a pound. Of course, I also don’t have any boobs to speak of and my behind is as flat as an English lager. Apparently, the English don’t like head. Guess I won’t be dating an English man anytime soon then.  
I bite into the burger and groan. I wasn’t lying. I’m starving. I never did get around to eating lunch after Suzie called me on my shit about Aiden. I look up and five sets of eyes are watching my every move. I cough and have to take a gulp of my beer before I choke.
“Are you guys planning to stare at me the entire time I eat?” 
“It’s the only way we can make sure you’re eating,” Sid answers as if his answer is completely normal. It isn’t. I’m thirty-one. I can take care of myself. 
Pops waits until I finish every last fry. Then, he stacks my plates on the next table and gives me the dad stare. You know the one – it makes you feel guilty even though seconds before you were convinced you were in the right. 
I throw my hands in the air. “Fine! What do you want to know?” 
“I want to know why you had the droopy face when I walked in,” demands Sid. 
I do not have a droopy face. I could argue with them. Say I have no idea what they’re talking about or claim they’re making a big deal out of nothing, but it would be a complete and total waste of breath. 
“I ran into someone from high school today.” 
It suddenly sounds like a thunderstorm has arrived in the bar with all the growling the uncles are doing. Geez. Talk about overreacting. 
“It’s not a big deal.” 
“If it weren’t a big deal, you wouldn’t have the droopy face,” Pops says as he reaches over and massages my neck. 
“Those high school boys were assholes to you. I couldn’t kick their asses then, but I sure as hell can and will now. Give me a name,” Lenny demands. 
“I think not.” I shake my head. “He’s a cop. I don’t have enough bail money.”
“You think I’d get caught?” Lenny frowns. “Where’s the love?” 
“I know you would get caught.” The word subtle is not in Lenny’s vocabulary. 
“I’ll go with him,” Wally offers. Now, there’s a disaster waiting to happen. Wally is sneaky. He’s also secretive. I’m fairly certain he continued working for the government in a black ops kind of situation after he retired from the Army. I tried doing a background check on him once and it came up completely empty. If that doesn’t spell up to no good, I don’t know what does.  
“I am not spending my Saturdays visiting my uncles in prison after they’re convicted of murder. You know what they do to cop-killers in prison, don’t you?” 
Pops has had enough. “Tell me what happened,” he demands in the no-nonsense voice he reserves for when his patience is running thin. 
I shrug. “Nothing happened. Like I’ve been saying.” I pause and look around the table. Judging by the raised brows, no one is buying the shit I’m shoveling. “Fine. He didn’t recognize me.” 
“Oh, Babycakes.” Pops folds me into his arms while the rest of them pat me on the shoulder. “If he didn’t recognize what a beautiful, wonderful woman you are, he isn’t worth your time.” 
“Don’t I know it,” I mutter and almost believe myself. 
I can practically feel the tension leak out of my uncles. Thank goodness. The angry vibe in the air was giving me a headache.   
“Who’s ready for me to kick their ass in pool?” Barney asks. 
I giggle. “I bet you ten bucks I can run the table before you can pick up your cue.” 
I’m full of it. Barney practically lives in the bar. If he’s not sitting around talking shit with his buddies, he’s playing pool. I don’t stand a chance, and I don’t care. 






  
  Chapter 4
If you wanted me to hire a cleaner, you could have said so. ~ Text from Suzie to Hailey
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I’m surprised to find the offices to You Cheat, We Eat locked the next morning. Suzie is usually at her desk long before I arrive on the scene. Unlike Ms. Cheery, I am not a morning person. I tend to saunter into the office after nine. But Suzie is always at her desk at 8 o’clock on the dot. I check my watch. Huh. It’s not even eight yet. This has to be a personal record, but no way was I spending another minute in bed tossing and turning trying not to think about a certain handsome but annoying detective.  
I unlock the door and push it open before flicking on the lights. When my eyes catch sight of the room, I start backing up. Shit. Shit. Shit. What the hell happened here? The place is a freaking disaster. There are papers strewn every freaking where. Not an inch of bare space is to be seen. Suzie is going to be pissed. But, first things first, I pull out my phone and call the non-emergency number for the police department to report a burglary. 
You’d think as a private investigator I’d have some ‘contact’ on the force, but that’s bullshit made up by the movies. Besides, I don’t have much of a need for the police. I investigate cheating spouses and insurance claims. You know the claims I’m talking about. When a worker says he was injured on the job and can’t work anymore, but in reality, the guy is running marathons. Not stuff the police usually get involved in. Although it is technically fraud, most insurance companies don’t pursue it as such. They’re just happy not to have to part with their precious cash.
Once I get off the phone with the police, I text Suzie to tell her there’s no rush this morning. I don’t mention the burglary, but the woman has been my best friend since grade school. She can read between the lines. 
Do I need to get donuts for the coppers?
See what I mean? I don’t bother responding. She’ll do what she wants to anyway. Besides, I could totally go for a cinnamon twist. 
I haven’t been waiting in the hall long before two uniformed police officers come rushing out of the elevator with their weapons drawn. Overreact much? I wave and point to my offices. 
The duo races into my offices. I don’t follow. I know better. I may not work with the police often, but I did take some police procedure classes when I decided to become a private investigator. Although you can get licensed without taking any classes, you only need to pass a licensing exam, I thought it would be helpful to take a few classes before sitting for the exam and starting my business. 
I hear shouts of “Clear!” before the police officers return. Thank my lucky stars, their weapons are now holstered. 
“These your offices?” 
Before I get a chance to answer, the elevator doors open again. I glance over, expecting to see Suzie arrive with some coffee and donuts. Instead, my eyes fall upon the one person in the entire city I do not want to see. You guessed it – Aiden Barnes. Twice in two days. Guess my stars aren’t lucky after all. 
Unlike my calm, cool, and collected head, my body lights up like a Christmas Tree at the sight of the hunky detective. My body doesn’t care he doesn’t remember who we are or about how he humiliated us in high school. Nope, the hussy is all hot and bothered for the man. 
“Detective Barnes.” There. I didn’t sound like a lovesick fool. Go me.  
“Hailey McGraw.” Aw, someone did his homework. Aren’t we impressed? Nope. Big whoop-de-doo. 
“You want to tell me what happened here?” He motions to my offices. His eyes widen and his lips tip up when he catches sight of the name of my firm. People either think the name, You Cheat, We Eat, is hilarious or – if they’re my dad – think it’s demeaning.
I shrug. “Not sure. I arrived about fifteen minutes ago to this mess. I called the police. End of story.” 
“And the door was locked when you arrived?” 
“Of—” I stop. “Now I’m thinking about it, only the doorknob lock was engaged. The deadbolt wasn’t.”  
“Which means someone definitely broke into your
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