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  About This Book


Falling in love with your fake fiancé is something that only happens in movies, not in midlife… 

Mary Ellen
For eighteen years, Antonio and I have been best friends. We’ve shared everything: inside jokes, secrets, Cubs tickets, even an address. Everyone thinks that we’re secretly in love with each other, but that’s ridiculous.  I mean sure, Antonio is charming and hot, and we almost kissed that one time, but I’d never do anything to risk our friendship.

Until Antonio pulls a stunt right out of a romcom…

Antonio
When my grandmother was on her death bed, I told a little white lie. I wanted her to die happy, so I told her I was engaged to my beautiful best friend. But Nonna unexpectedly recovered, and now she’s coming from Italy to spend Christmas in Chicago with me and my fiancée.  She’s on a mission to get us to set a date for the wedding. Now I need to convince my best friend to move into my apartment, sleep in my bed, and pretend to be my fiancée.

I have an ulterior motive though: I want to finally break out of the friend zone and convince Mary Ellen that we have a shot at something better -- love.
​​​​​​​
“Caught by My Best Friend” is part of the Midlife Crisis – Chicago contemporary romance series. If you like steamy midlife romantic comedies with wacky side characters, meddling grandmothers, holiday hijinks, and a sweet happily ever after, check out this book today.

Author’s Note: This is an expanded second edition of “Caught by My Best Friend” that contains over 3,000 words of new content. Enjoy! 






  
  Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter


Want more more midlife romance stories? Join Rose Bak’s mailing list at https://books.authorrosebak.com/CaughtBFF and receive a bonus epilogue for "Caught by My Best Friend".
Subscribers will receive a free book and be the first to hear about all the latest releases, freebies, and special sales.






  
  Dedication


To Chicago, my hometown. Go Bears.








  
  Prologue -- Mary Ellen


Wrigley Field, 2010 
“It’s just not the same since Harry Caray died.”
I glanced over at Antonio as we sat back down after some random celebrity led us through the “Seventh Inning Stretch”. We were part of a group of six friends who shared two season tickets to the Chicago Cubs, and today it was mine and Antonio’s turn to come to the game. 
“The man’s been dead for twelve years, Ant.”
My best friend smirked at the nickname I’d given him when we first started hanging out five years ago.  
“I still haven’t gotten over it.”
“I think you’re just feeling nostalgic,” I told him.
“About what?”
“You’re turning thirty soon. It’s the decade where people start pondering their life choices and doing grown up things like buying a house or getting married.”
“You didn’t,” he pointed out.
“I’ve only been in my thirties for six months. Give me time. I’ll start pondering soon.”
“Hey, Beer Man!”
I grimaced as Antonio bellowed in my ear in his effort to get us another round of Budweiser. Once we both had a fresh beer in hand, he turned in his seat and pinned me with his dark brown eyes. Normally Antonio was a joker, always laughing and playing pranks, but just now he was serious. Intense even.
“I need to find a wife.”
I choked on my beer. “What?”
“My nonna says I need to get married soon.”
“To inherit her fortune?” I joked. 
I already knew his nonna was dirt poor and lived in some ramshackle house in the Italian countryside. I’d seen the pictures. Besides, Antonio faithfully sent her money every month to help support her. He was a good grandson.
“She wants me to get married so she can come to the wedding before she dies.”
“Is she sick?” I asked in concern. 
Last I’d heard, Nonna was still working in her garden, keeping up her large property, and meddling in people’s lives in the town where she lived.
“No, but she says that she’ll probably die soon.”
Besides being a hard worker, Antonio’s grandmother tended towards the dramatic.
“Your nonna is as likely to die soon as the Cubbies are to win the World Series. Neither’s gonna happen in our lifetime.”






  
  Mary Ellen


Present Day 
I shoved my way into the crowded train car with a sigh. It had been a long day, and I’d been hoping to sit down, but there wasn’t a seat in sight. The guy next to me jostled my arm and I brought my bag closer to my body in case he had wandering fingers. These were the kinds of things you had to think about when you were a woman living in a big city.
When I’d bought my apartment about ten years ago, proximity to one of the elevated train stations — or the “El” as we called it in Chicago — was high on my list of requirements. It was a cheap and convenient way to travel, but some days I longed for a home in the suburbs and a nice, private SUV. Especially around the holidays when the trains were jam packed with Christmas shoppers.
A few minutes later I burst out onto the El platform, taking a deep breath now that I was outside again. The air was crisp and cool, hinting that snow was coming. I was so focused on trying to figure out where I’d stashed my snow boots last spring that I didn’t even notice Antonio standing at the bottom of the station stairs until I almost ran into him.
“Mellie.”
When we first became friends, Antonio had announced that my given name —Mary Ellen — was “too stuffy” for me. He’d promptly dubbed me “Mellie”, a mash-up of my name, saying it suited me better. I’d promptly informed him that Antonio was too stuffy for him, and I’d be calling him “Ant” from now on. We’d been best friends ever since.
“Hey Ant, what are you doing here?” I asked as he moved away from the wall next to the little convenience store nestled under the El platform. The owner, Mr. Kim, waved to me through the window.
I was confused why Antonio was lurking at the El station waiting for me when we both lived in the same building. I’d bought a place there first, and when my neighbor’s apartment opened up a year later, Antonio had swooped in and bought it before it was even listed. It helped that Mrs. Jameson’s kids knew that Antonio and I had looked out for their mother for years. He gave them a fair price of course.
Between us, Antonio and I occupied half of the top floor of a three-story walk-up in the Edgewater neighborhood. It was a short walk to the beach and the Lakefront Trail, and a quick El ride to Wrigley Field and the Loop, the downtown area where we both worked. It was a perfect location for both of us.
Having my best friend as a neighbor was just a bonus.
“I thought we could pick up take-out from Sushi Sushi and hang out at my place.”
My best friend was a good-looking guy. He wasn’t super tall — just a hair over five ten — but he was solidly built with a barrel chest, a trim waist, and biceps that I knew he worked hard to maintain. Now that we were in our forties, his dark hair was threaded with a few streaks of silver, mainly around his temples, and tiny lines bracketed his firm mouth from all those years of smiling. But it was his eyes that I liked best. Large, brown, and the one place he couldn’t hide his emotions. Not from me at least.
Today those eyes were full of turmoil. Antonio was up to something.
“Why not just text me?” I asked suspiciously. “Or wait until I got home?”
He winced. “I was too nervous.”
Antonio always needed to move his body when he was feeling big emotions. It really helped him maintain a regular workout routine because he was a guy who was prone to big emotions. He said it was the Italian in him.
“Nervous about what?” I demanded.
“I need a favor, Mellie. It’s a big one.”
“Bigger than that time when you woke me up in the middle of the night looking for condoms?” I asked as we started walking down the street shoulder to shoulder.
“Yeah.”
“Bigger than when you wanted one of my tickets to the playoffs so you could impress your new boss with Cubs tickets?” I asked.
“Yeah, even bigger than that.”
“Wow, this sounds serious. We’d better get some booze to







