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  About This Book


They were just friends, until the St. Patrick’s Day kiss that changed everything… 
Connor and Clayton are just friends, despite the fact that everyone in town has been shipping them since they moved in together.  Sure, there’s a little secret pining, but it doesn’t mean anything, right?
Until they both have a little too much green beer at the St. Patrick’s Day Festival… Until the nosy people of Clover Ridge manipulate them into sharing a kiss… Until they realize that the inconvenient attraction between them isn’t going away… it’s only getting stronger.
Can they make the transition from friends to lovers without losing it all?
“Friends to Lovers” is part of the Clover Ridge world.  If you like secret love, opposites attract energy, and matchmaking madness, you’ll love this sexy MM romance.






  
  Join Andy's Mailing List


Would you like a free book? Join the Andy Rogue mailing list to keep up with new releases and be the first to know about special sales and free promotions. Click here to get your free book and join the fun!






  
  Connor


Iwas elbow-deep in oat milk foam when my boss Jess started messing with me. 
“Your boyfriend’s late today,” she said, not even looking up from the register.
I fumbled the milk pitcher, and foam splattered across the counter. I didn’t ask who she was talking about. I knew.
“He’s not my boyfriend.”
“Uh-huh.” Jess shot me that look, the one that said she saw right through my bullshit. “That’s why you just checked the door for the fifth time in ten minutes?”
I had not checked the door five times. Maybe three. Four, tops.
The thing was, Clayton came into Been There, Drank That every single day at three-thirty. I could set my watch by it. Not that I was counting or anything, because that would be pathetic, and I absolutely was not pathetic about my best friend.
Except I totally was.
“I’m just aware of our customer patterns,” I said, wiping up the oat milk with way more attention than the task required. “It’s good business sense.”
“It’s good ‘you’re gone for that man’ sense.” Jess grabbed the cloth from my hands. “Just admit you’re in love with him already. The sexual tension is exhausting to watch.”
My stomach did that annoying flip-flop thing it always did when someone mentioned Clayton and love in the same sentence. Everyone in town thought we were perfect for each other. Everyone except me and Clayton, that is. We both knew we were better off as friends, not lovers.
“There’s no sexual tension,” I said in a tone that brooked no argument. “We’re roommates. Best friends. That’s it.”
“Right. And I’m the Queen of England.” 
Jess hip-checked me toward the espresso machine. “Make yourself useful and prep his usual. He’ll be here in three, two…”
The bell above the door chimed.
I absolutely did not whip around like an eager puppy. That would be undignified.
Holy hell, Clayton looked good today.
He was wearing his navy blue pullover, the one that made his eyes look impossibly darker, and his hair was slightly messed up like he’d been running his hands through it. He did that when he was concentrating. I’d spent four years of college and three years of living together cataloging every single one of his habits, which was definitely normal best friend behavior and not at all creepy.
“Hey,” Clayton said, and his face did that thing where it softened just slightly when he looked at me. It made my chest feel warm.
I was so screwed.
“Hey yourself.” I turned back to the espresso machine before I did something stupid like stare at him longingly. “The usual?”
“You know it.”
I knew everything about him. That was the problem.
I knew he took his Americano with just a splash of cream and no sugar. I knew he’d been up since six-thirty for his morning shift at the uncreatively named The Ice Rink because he was annoyingly responsible like that. I knew he’d probably skipped lunch because he always lost track of time when he was working with patients, which was why I’d already set aside one of the good cranberry orange scones for him.
I also knew I’d been helplessly in love with him since sophomore year when he’d held my hair back after a particularly ill-advised frat party and then stayed up all night making sure I was okay.
But I also knew he saw me as his chaotic best friend and nothing more.
“Big day tomorrow,” I said, because talking was better than the alternative, which was climbing over this counter and kissing him until neither of us could think straight. “Are you ready for Maeve’s St. Patrick’s Day extravaganza?”
Clayton leaned against the counter, and I tried not to notice how the movement made his shoulders do interesting things under that pullover. 
“Ready is a strong word. Resigned, maybe?”
“Oh, come on. You love it.” I pulled his espresso shots and grabbed the cream. “Admit it. Small town festivals have grown on you.”
“They’re deeply weird but yeah, I do kind of love them,” he said, but he was smiling. He had a great smile. “Although I don’t think I’ll ever get used to the way that everyone knows everything about everyone. There’s no privacy. Mama Hale asked me last week when I was going to make an honest man out of you.”
I nearly dropped his cup.
“She what?” My voice came out strangled.
“Yeah.” Clayton ran a hand through his hair, and there it was, that nervous tell. “Apparently the entire town thinks we belong together. Romantically I mean.”
I’d picked up on that a long time ago. I was surprised it had taken him this long to catch up.
I forced a laugh, aimed for casual and probably landed somewhere near hysterical. “That’s hilarious.”
“Yeah,” he said, and was it my imagination, or did he sound disappointed? “Totally. I told her we’re just good friends..”
We stared at each other for a long moment. The espresso machine hissed in the background. Someone’s folk music playlist was crooning about lost chances and missed opportunities. My heart was attempting to beat its way out of my chest.
I could just tell him. Right now. I could say, Actually, Clayton, I wish we could be more than friends. I’ve been in love with you for years, and living with you is the sweetest kind of torture, and sometimes when you smile at me like that, I forget how to breathe.
“Scone?” I said instead, because I was a coward.
“You’re an angel.” Clayton’s face lit up. “I totally forgot to eat lunch.”
“I know. That’s why I saved you one.”
Something flickered in his eyes, there and gone before I could name it. He reached for his wallet, and his fingers brushed mine as I handed him the bag with the scone.
It lasted maybe a second, that touch, but I felt it everywhere, the same way I did every time we touched.  This was my life. Dying by inches from casual physical contact with my best friend.
“What do I owe you?” Clayton asked.
“On the house,” I said, like I always did. I had an arrangement with Jess for her to deduct his purchases from my paycheck.
“Connor…”
This was one of our bits.  We had many of them. He’d pretend to be irritated that I paid for his coffee order, then he’d give in and pay for something else to even it out.
“I’m not charging my best friend for coffee.” I waved him off. “Besides, you bought groceries last week.”
“Because it was my turn.”
I leaned on the counter, close enough to catch the scent of his soap, something clean and woodsy that I’d never be able to smell on anyone else without thinking of him. 
“We have this same conversation every day. Just accept the free coffee, Clayton. Don’t make it weird.”
“You’re the one who makes everything weird,” he said, but he was smiling again.
“It’s part of my charm.”
“Is that what we’re calling it?”
I flipped him off, and he laughed, the real one that crinkled the corners of his eyes.
Jess appeared at my elbow with a travel cup lid and a marker. She wrote something on the side of Clayton’s cup in her signature sprawling script before I could stop her.
“All set,” she announced, handing it to him with a perfectly innocent smile.
Clayton glanced at the message and went bright red. Like, truly impressively red. It started at his neck and worked its way up to his hairline. I don’t think I’d ever seen his face that color before.
“Jess,” I said with all the warning I could muster.
“What? I’m just spreading joy.” She was the picture of angelic innocence, which meant she’d written something absolutely mortifying.
“I’m going to kill you,” I told her.
“Not if your boyfriend doesn’t kill me first.” She winked at Clayton. “See you tomorrow at the festival, lover boy.”
Clayton made a strangled sound and fled, the bell chiming cheerfully behind him.
I rounded on Jess. “What did you write?”
“Just the truth.” She buffed her nails on her apron, utterly unrepentant. “Specifically: In love with his roommate.”
“You did not,” I sputtered, mortified.
“I absolutely did.” Jess pointed at me with the marker. “Someone needs to light a fire under you two. The pining is getting painful. Someone needs to give you two a little push.”
“Oh my God.” I slumped against the counter. “I’m going to have to move out now.” 
“Or,” Jess said, “you could just tell him how you feel like a normal person.”
“We’re best friends. We live together. If I tell him that I’ve developed feelings for him, and he doesn’t feel the same way...” 
I couldn’t even finish the sentence. The thought of losing Clayton, of making things awkward between us, of watching our long-term friendship crumble because I couldn’t keep my feelings to myself, it physically hurt.
“And if he does feel the same way?” Jess’s voice was softer now. “Connor, that man comes in here every single day to see you. He looks at you like you hung the moon. Everyone in town can see it except you two idiots.”
I wanted to believe her. I wanted it so badly I could taste it.
But I’d spent years watching Clayton date other people, casual things that never went anywhere, and he’d never once looked at me like he wanted more. We were friends. Best friends. The most important person in each other’s lives, sure, but that didn’t mean he was in love with me. If he was going to fall for me, surely it would have happened by now. 
“It’s not like that with us,” I said finally. “And I’m not going to risk what we have on a maybe.”
Jess sighed. “You’re impossible. You know that, right?”
“Yeah. But at least I still get to have a relationship with my best friend.” 
I didn’t add that it was slowly killing me.
Tomorrow was the St. Patrick’s Day festival. Clayton and I







