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Chapter 1


My sister had a tendency to talk loud, which is why I never put her on speaker phone. Which is how I ended up juggling my laptop bag, my mail, two boxes of pizza, and a tote bag full of binders from work, all while balancing the phone between my ear and shoulder and attempting to slide my key into the lock. It was not going well. On my third attempt, the door swung open, and I pitched forward. Thankfully my roommate caught my arm, helping me catch my balance, and rescuing the pizza just in time.


“Becky,” I mouthed, which was all I had to say for Greg to understand. When my sister called, it was hard to get a word in edgewise and he’d been her unwilling audience of one enough times over the years to know my pain.


He grinned at me and rolled his eyes as he took the tote and laptop from me and I smiled my thanks. My eyes followed him as he made his way down the hall and stepped into the kitchen, out of my sight.


“Are you there?”


God, no. I’d tried to listen, but the sight of Greg’s dimples and the way his dark-wash jeans clung to his thighs had distracted me. I cleared my throat and tried to focus. “Sorry, was just getting home and trying to carry too many things at once.”


“You should be careful. I don’t know why you don’t just put me on speakerphone, Carter. That’d be so much easier,” she lectured with a huff as I dropped the mail in the basket on the entryway table and hung my keys on the small brass hook on the wall. 


Sure, if I want everyone to overhear every detail of our conversation. I tried to redirect her. “So you’re going out with this Chip guy tonight?”


“Yeah,” she said, her mood lightening instantly. “This is our third date and he’s really…just really great,” she said with a dreamy kind of sigh. “And so cute, too,” she added.


“Ha, I’ll be the judge of that,” I teased.


“I’m serious Carter, this dating thing I signed up for is genius. I met twelve guys in three hours! And then at the end you find out who you might have clicked with.”


I shuddered as I flopped onto the sofa. The idea of trying to talk to a dozen men in one night had my chest tightening. Sounded like pure hell to me.


We talked a few more minutes as she tried to convince me to sign up for the speed-dating event next weekend. I could hear Greg moving around the house, in the hallway and then getting plates out in the kitchen. He had probably dropped my bags off in my bedroom, too, since he was the nicest guy on the planet. He was always doing little things like that without me even asking.


Finally saved by the arrival of Chip, Becky wished me goodnight and hurried off the phone. I leaned back my head and threw my arm over my eyes. I loved my sister, but God, I didn’t need pressure from her about my love life. Not on a Friday night. Not when I’d had the week from hell at the office. She knew meeting strangers was difficult enough for me, but twelve? I shuddered again.


The sofa sagged a little and the scent of pepperoni wafted over to me, pulling me from my mini internal meltdown. Too drained to move much, I opened one eye and peeked out from under my arm and found Greg holding a plate of pizza in front me, crushed red peppers already sprinkled on each slice just the way I liked it. Right on cue, my stomach growled and he laughed.


“Hungry?” He narrowed his gaze as his eyes roamed over me and I knew what was coming next.


“Greg—”


“You didn’t eat lunch today, did you?”


Crap.


I gave him my best you’re-being-silly-stop-worrying-about-me face and hoped he would let it go. I tended to get lost in my work, or reading, or any number of projects, and sometimes things like eating fell by the wayside. Becky and Greg both had a tendency to worry about me. Becky drove me a bit crazy with her harping, but with Greg it felt different. It felt good knowing he cared about me.


“You’re too good to me, Greg,” I confessed as I tried not to lose myself in his bright green eyes and took the plate from him.


He passed me a couple of napkins and a smile spread across his face, crinkling the skin around his eyes. I loved when he smiled so big it reached his eyes. If I had to list my top five things in the world, Greg’s smiles would be in there.


“Somebody has to look after you, Carter.” He lifted the pizza to his mouth and took a big bite.


“Hey,” I protested, “I can take care of myself, you know.”


He eyed me skeptically and kept chewing.


“I can,” I mumbled again, before taking a bite of pizza and letting the cheesy, tomato-y, pepperoni goodness fill my mouth. Shit this was good pizza.


“Seriously, Carter, you’re the smartest guy I know. Brilliant, even. But you’d forget to eat if I didn’t remind you. Even when you pick up dinner, I’ve caught you sitting in the kitchen and forgetting about it.”


Of course he was right. But I couldn’t just outright admit that to him. “Hey, I’m thirty-two years old and I think I’ve been doing just fine.”


Greg laughed and shook his head at me before settling back against the sofa. “Whatever you say, Carter.”


He flipped on the news and we sat together, enjoying the pizza. Greg ran into the kitchen and grabbed a couple of cold beers.


“Gotta admit, I’ve been looking forward to this all day,” I told him, lifting my beer.


His eyebrow raised. “The beer?”


“No. Yes, but not just the beer. The pizza, spending the evening at home with you. No pressure.”


Greg waggled his eyebrows. “Aww, you love me,” he sang out in his deep voice, resonating in my ears.


I slid my plate onto the coffee table and chuckled. “What’s not to love?”


“Can’t help you out with that,” he said with a wink. “I am pretty perfect.”


“And incredibly humble, right?”


He laughed. “Why be humble when you’re so amazing?”


I laughed and gave him a light punch on his upper arm. Not that it would do any damage. The man was built like a machine. Broad hips and shoulders, muscles everywhere, belly like a six-pack. Add those mesmerizing green eyes, thick flaming red-orange hair, deep dimples, and a dusting of freckles across his nose and cheeks, and he was like a God. I knew I was a little overdramatic, but my best friend could probably have any man he wanted. I was always shocked he was single. Until he found someone, though, I was lucky to have him spend his time with me.


We’d been friends for more than a decade and roommates for around five years. We meshed really well with our routines and things had been fantastic…until about two years ago when I realized I had stopped going on dates, or even looking for hook-ups, choosing, instead, to spend my evenings at home with Greg.


It didn’t take long for me to realize I had it bad for my best friend. Bad. It didn’t help he was like a big teddy bear and had no understanding of boundaries. Hell, he practically cuddled me on the sofa every night as we watched the news together, or whatever show we happened to be binging.


He set down his plate and leaned back again, his arm snaking around my shoulders and pulling me close. Like I said, no boundaries.


“Hard day again?” he murmured, tucking my head under his chin.


Want swirled through me and I leaned into him. Some nights the feelings were too much to combat and I allowed myself to give in, just a little, and pretend we were more than best friends. With my head against him, I could feel the soft rise and fall of his breathing. I pressed my palm against his chest and felt the rhythmic thump-thump-thump of his heart.
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