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No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without authorization from the author. Any distribution without express consent is illegal and punishable in a court of law. 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Dedication:
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To the Universe...Thank you for giving me some days that feel almost picture-perfect.
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Warning:
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This novel contains foul language, sexual content, and adult situations. Some readers may find content triggering or disagree with it entirely.  

This novel also breaks the 4th wall and “talks” directly to you as a reader. These are “private” conversations they are having with you directly. (Think looking straight into the camera, talking to the audience style.) They are in bold print and italicized to indicate the breakage. This particular style can take some adjusting to, so please proceed at your own risk.

Thank you.

- Xavier
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Here are five songs from “Picnic Perfect” playlist!

1. Feels Like Home – Sam Tinnesz (Pop)

2. She’s With Me – High Valley (Country)

3. Cherry Pie – Warrant (Rock)

4. Between Us – dvsn ft Snoh Aalegra (R&B)

5. My World – Skip Marley (Reggae)

Feel free to follow the playlist on Spotify to find more songs I felt related to the book.

Link: https://bit.ly/PicnicPerfectPL 
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CHAPTER ONE
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Warren 

Luca Larson, my best friend, braces his back against the gray cloth couch, extends his tanned arm behind his wife and cockily beams. “Guess who’s gonna be an uncle again?”

I want to ask how is this possible but won’t because despite being almost thirty fucking five, he’ll still give me the answer you expect out of a twelve-year-old boy instead of a grown-ass man.

I shake my head in disbelief and grab my half-empty beer from the glass coffee table. “Tell me you know that Alexxa is a person and not a human gumball machine.”

He presents me with a fake contemplative look. “I don’t know, man. I keep stickin’ shit inside her, and she keeps poppin’ out prizes.”

“What a weird and fucked up way to refer to your offspring,” Alexxa Larson, my other best friend who also happens to be his wife, states before letting a sarcastic smirk slide onto her brown-skinned face.

Luca lightly laughs while I sip my drink.

I’m not jealous of their happy – albeit unusual – relationship. I’m damn sure not jealous he got to marry his other best friend or that he keeps knocking her up. And there’s no way in hell that I’m jealous of him having a family to call his own while I can barely get an answer back on a dating app. This is not jealousy on my face. It’s just the look I get when I’ve been day drinking. Oh, what? What’s wrong with a little pregaming before my flight? Would you judge me less if I told you I don’t really like to fly? It makes me...nervous.

“This is it, though,” Alexxa announces on a heavy, exhausted sigh. “No more fucking kids. Four will be more than enough. Someone is getting snipped when this one pops out.”

To no surprise, they each casually point to the other one.

A small chortle out of me is followed by another headshake and an additional sip to soothe the dryness in my throat.

What? No. I already told you. I am not jealous. I’m...happy for them. Hell, I’m happy for me. I get to be an uncle...again. Always the unc’ never the...never mind. It doesn’t rhyme and makes me sound like a bitter bitch, which I. Am. Not.

Afterward, I offer them a crooked grin. “Good. You two need to knock this shit off. Between your kids and my siblings’, Christmas is already really fucking expensive for me.”

Luca’s expression remains teasing. “Obviously, not too expensive if you can just randomly jet off to fucking Colorado.”

“California,” I instantly correct. “And I’m not just randomly doing it. You know I don’t like to just randomly do things. You know I like to make plans well in advance and cross-coordinate calendars. You know that my schedule doesn’t allow for that sort of impromptu foolishness.”

“Impromptu foolishness? What are you, sixty?” Alexxa mockingly pokes.

“I’m tipsy, something you can’t be for...how many months is it again?”

“Too. Fucking. Many,” she grumbles, brown eyes narrowing to a glare. “You have no idea how tired I am of binge drinking in shifts.”

“Why are you binge drinking at all?”

Her head tips in another sardonic fashion. “Have four kids and find out for yourself.”

Fuck, I’d kill to have even one at this point in my life.

“Wait,” my voice cautiously croaks, “what do you mean four? The one that’s still cookin’ is supposed to be number four.”

“I’m including Luca in that count.”

“Fair.”

“That shit’s not fair or fucking accurate,” he aggressively gripes. “I’m throwing a flag on the play.”

“Don’t think I’ll miss hearing sports metaphors for a whole week,” I laugh prior to finishing the last of my beer. 

“Can’t believe you’re actually taking a vacation,” Alexxa says while leaning into her husband’s embrace. “Like a real vacation and not a work conference thing where you’ll stay an extra day to find a place that serves cherry pie and a random local bookstore to bring back new old books.”

“I’m sure I’ll still do that.”

“You better still fucking do that if you want me to pick your ass up from the airport,” she sassily snips. 

Luca less than quietly mutters to himself, “Fuck, I forget how hard your mood swings when you’re knocked up.” 

“How is that fucking possible? She’s basically pregnant every year.”

She flashes each of us her middle finger on a bitter smirk.

He grins wide like he lives to drive her insane.

Maybe he does. Maybe I’ll admit to you and only you, I wish I had the same. Not necessarily with Alexxa. Don’t get me wrong. She’s a great fucking woman. Smart. Funny. Attractive – although a little less so once you’ve seen her spend twenty-three minutes trying to dig out a wedgie during an award-winning Mexican drama film. I used to think she might be perfect for me, hell, that we might be perfect for each other, but the truth is they are two halves of some fucked up whole. That they’ve always been the actual match versus what a clinical opinion might suggest. For a while, I thought it was Alexxa that I wanted, but at some point, when I finally took a minute and had a ‘sit on my own shrink couch’ moment, I realized I wanted what they had, not her. I wanted someone I couldn’t go the day without talking to. Someone I couldn’t sleep without. Someone who I knew was thinking about me just as much as I was her. Wouldn’t go so far as to say my soulmate but just...a fucking mate. Between you and me? I honestly figured it would’ve happened by now. I mean...I’m not fucking bad to look at – blond hair, blue eyes, not a muscle head but fit –, I’ve got a good job that makes great money – even if it is a little more demanding with higher class patients –, and my own place – not a house, but it’d be a waste to have that much space for just me. I have all the shit that makes me look good on dating apps – including a wide range of photos that present me as a fun guy and the one you want to have kids with – yet my success rate in the dating department is utterly embarrassing. Like, don’t fucking ask how bad or how long it’s been since I’ve had sex. I could easily be the posterchild for why you should stick to meeting people and getting blow jobs the old-fashioned way – you know, at bars or clubs or the grocery store parking lot.

“You got all your shit ready to go?” Luca asks at the same time he rises to his feet. 

His actions are immediately repeated by me. “Luggage is already by the door.”

“I gotta piss before we go!” Alexxa announces as she scurries off the couch. “Five-o-clock traffic to the airport is a nightmare, and I don’t wanna hear either of you bitch that I should’ve gone before we left or suggest that I just pee in a bottle.”

“Tupperware is always an option, too, baby.”

“Is divorce?” She bites and proceeds to back up towards the hallway. 

“No.”

Alexxa shoots him a victorious grin, spins on her heels, and finishes the short stride to the guest bathroom.

Rather than be forced to admire their twisted lovey-dovey bullshit, I make my way to the kitchen to recycle the beer bottle. “I appreciate you dropping me off and picking me up and watching my place while I’m gone.”

“It’s no big deal,” Luca replies, arms folding across his chest. “We’ll each take turns to come to check this shit out. It’ll be like mini twenty-minute vacations for us from the kids.”

Our eyes meet the second the glassware is in the bin. “Overwhelmed?” 

“Nah,” he brushes off with a shoulder shrug. “I mean, is it hard to raise three girls who hate sports in spite of the fact that I love them and that they help put a roof over their head based on other people who have kids that love them? Not really.” Mirth spreads in his expression igniting another wave of resentment. “Seriously, Warren. You have nothing to worry about. Alexxa and I can handle it.”

“Housesitting my condo or raising another kid?”

“Both.”

It’s hard not to crinkle my face in objection.

“For once in your life, dude, focus on your shit.” Luca’s serious tone roots the frown deeper into place. “This is your first real fucking vacation since college. Take full advantage of it. Of every opportunity. Of every...chance to do something that you might fucking enjoy. And who knows, man...you might just come back a lot less pale with your nuts a little lighter.”

Maybe he’s got a valid point – words I can’t physically say to him without dry heaving. Maybe a little fun in the sun and splash in the pool away from two people – who have the picture-perfect life I spend too much of my free time being envious of – will be good for me. At the very least, it won’t be bad for me, right? 
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