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  How long before they're found out?




  On the very worst day of Lily's life, she stumbles into a pub and meets Sean, an older guy whose sexiness surpasses men her age. The more he listens as she unloads her baggage, the more her attraction grows. And when Sean offers to help her without expecting anything in return, Lily knows exactly how she wants to pay back his generosity.




  Stand-up comedian Sean hangs out in the pub in an attempt to break through his writer's block. The last thing he anticipates is meeting a woman with a smile infectious enough to make him forget himself as well as what he was working on. Only one thing holds him back from acting on his desires. Lily is young enough to be his daughter.




  Despite Lily's persistence, Sean’s hardened heart sees a dozen reasons why they shouldn't be together. The optics of their romance are all wrong. The more Sean tries to push her away, the closer Lily draws him in until they fall blissfully head-first into temptation.




  But if the tabloids catch wind of this May-December tryst, it won’t be a laughing matter. Can he keep her out of the media spotlight, or will things inevitably go to hell and destroy both of them in the process?




  All My Heart is a scorchingly hot, heart-wrenching spin-off from the Husky Men Do It Better Series featuring a husky, mature hero and a younger, not-at-all naive heroine. It also serves as a link to L. Moone's Coffee & Curves series...
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  Chapter One




  Before you start: Can't get enough of them dad bod heroes? Me neither, that's why I keep writing about them! Click here to grab another Dad Bod Romance, completely FREE!





  * Lily *




  Today is the day. The deadline I set two weeks ago. And I’ve missed it.




  If I didn’t find a job by the 20th of this month, I promised myself that I would move out. I’d pack up all my things and tidy my room, so Sheila and Dylan could quickly find themselves another housemate to share the rent with next month.




  It’s a lot more work than I thought it would be. I have to beg, borrow, and steal bags and other items of luggage just to fit all my stuff in. And carrying it out of there proves to be a challenge as well. The warm July weather doesn’t help.




  Still, I make it somehow. And I even manage to lug everything onto the bus heading across South London to Teddington, where I plan to seek refuge at the White Hart pub until I can figure out what to do next.




  My cousin, Alexis, is tending bar tonight. And although she can be a handful, I’m hopeful she won’t leave me hanging with no place to go.




  On my way inside, I pass by the absolutely humongous bouncer, who silently sizes up my person, as well as all my bags.




  “Is Alexis working tonight?” I ask him.




  “Yep, inside,” he says, before training his eyes on a pretty South Asian girl, who is approaching the two of us.




  “Hey, Dean,” she greets him with a wide smile.




  His expression softens immediately. "Hey, Megan."




  It seems like I’m intruding on something, so I pick up my stuff and shove my way through the rather tight double doors, leaving the odd couple behind.




  “Lily,” Alexis calls out from behind the bar.




  She doesn’t sound happy, and neither does she look it.




  “Before you say anything, please let me explain,” I tell her.




  She shakes her head. “I’m not sure I want to hear it.”




  I sigh deeply. She’s not going to make this easy on me. But I really did try this time!




  Alexis wipes her hands on a tea towel, then gestures at me to follow her into the hallway leading to the bathrooms.




  “What is it this time? Had a fight with your housemates?”




  “No! I decided to move out, because it’s the responsible thing to do.”




  “Oh, is it?” she sneers.




  “I’m having a cash flow issue,” I explain.




  “Of course, you are.”




  “Seriously. I had everything under control. I was doing well at my job, and found a nice room near the office… But they’re restructuring, so—This is only a temporary setback!”




  “Temporary setback. Yeah; I’ve heard that one before,” Alexis scoffs.




  “I just need a place to crash for a few nights. Maybe a week. Until I find a new job,” I say. “Pretty please?”




  She shakes her head. “Not this time, Lily. I’ve got work to do.”




  I let out a dejected groan. So, she’s not going to help me after all.




  “You’d better call your mom,” Alexis calls out, leaving me alone in the hallway with all my stuff.




  Ugh. That’s pretty much the last thing I want. Maybe, if I can explain exactly what happened, Alexis will understand. She’s never let me down before. And it truly wasn’t my fault this time.




  I scan the hallway, up and down. No way am I leaving all my things right here in front of the bathrooms; it’s literally everything I own. Let’s see if any of these other doors are unlocked…




  * Sean *




  Three pints into the night, and the words aren’t coming. That’s nothing unusual, but I wish there would come a point when this shit would get easier. This comedy special isn’t going to write itself.




  I keep staring at the blank page in front of me. The lines are getting blurry. Write something. Anything. Maybe all those comics who hire others to write their jokes have the right approach, and I’m just all wrong. But I’ve always been authentic. And I won’t be ready to rethink my process until I hit rock bottom. Maybe this is the one. The one comedy special to break my resolve.




  There’s a commotion outside. Female voices, arguing. I try to ignore it. These are the downsides of trying to work at a pub. Even if it is run by my longtime mate, Bob, and thus I have the luxury of getting the back room to myself. It’s still a Friday night, though. Busiest night of the week in an establishment such as this. I’m far away enough to have some peace and quiet, and yet close enough to other people to not feel isolated.




  Soon after, the door clicks open behind me. I glance at the glass on the table in front of me. It’s only about a quarter of the way full.




  “I’ll have another, thanks, Alexis,” I say.




  “Oh!” an upbeat female voice speaks. “I didn’t realize there was someone in here. Shall I get her for you?”




  My curiosity is piqued enough to look away from the blank page of doom and turn to face my unexpected visitor.




  She’s young. Early twenties, maybe. And absolutely stunning. An effortless beauty. Her wavy blond hair is tied in a messy bun and she’s not wearing any makeup that I can see. Her outfit is equally unassuming. She definitely isn’t dressed for a night out on the town.




  She’s also weighed down by an ungodly amount of luggage, and winded and flushed as a result. Strapped around her shoulders, hooked over her arms; there are over half a dozen bags on her person, not counting the large wheeled suitcase behind her on the floor. What is she doing, moving into the pub with everything, as well as the kitchen sink?




  “What’s your name?” I ask.




  She stares at me with a thoughtful frown on her face.




  I know this look. It’s the ‘I’ve seen you somewhere, but I can’t place you’ look of partial recognition. It shouldn’t surprise me that she doesn’t know exactly who I am. She’s hardly in my target demographic. Actually, it’s kind of nice. People tend to act strangely around celebrities, even rather unimpressive ones such as myself.




  “Lily…” Her answer sounds more like a question.




  I push my chair back and approach her with my arms outstretched. “I’m Sean. Can I help you with those bags?”




  “Umm…” She’s still frowning. And still thinking. As such, she doesn’t protest when I take the three smaller bags that hang off her right arm and place them on one of the chairs next to us.




  “I thought this room would be empty. I just wanted to keep my stuff somewhere safe.”




  “Don’t worry, I’m not going to steal anything,” I say with a smile. “Something tells me your clothes won’t fit me, anyway.”




  She reciprocates my smile and puts the large overnight bag that was slung across her upper body down on the floor. My mind is working overtime while I observe her. There’s a story here. I love stories, especially when they fall into my lap like this.




  It helps that she’s extremely easy on the eyes.




  “So, what’s this? This pub is your first stop before leaving on a world tour?” I quip.




  She chuckles under her breath. “Hah, no. I wish.”




  Before I get the chance to follow up with another question, Alexis appears in the doorway.




  “Lily, you can’t be in here!” She turns to me. “I’m so sorry, Sean. I know you don’t want to be interrupted when you work.”




  Lily’s eyes widen. “Oh, my apologies! What are you working on?”




  “Enough, Lily! Stop bothering Sean. I can’t believe I’m still paying the price for every fuck-up of yours all these years later.”




  Lily pouts and mouths another apology at me. She’s adorable.




  I can’t help but smile at her. I hate interruptions when I work, sure. But if they arrive in the form of a beautiful young girl like Lily, it’s impossible to get annoyed. And it’s not like I was setting the world on fire before her arrival, anyway. If anything, my short chat with her sparked my imagination in a way that I couldn’t have done on my own. No matter how many pints I down over the course of tonight.




  “Why would anyone come to a pub to work, of all places?” I can hear Lily mumble as Alexis drags her out of there by her arm. “How was I supposed to know, huh? Is he a writer? He looks so familiar.”




  “Shut up, Lily. I swear to God, you’re the bane of my existence sometimes,” Alexis grumbles.




  It’s hard not to see the hilarity in the scene in front of me. Even if my ego is slightly hurt because Lily still has no clue who I am. Fame can be an excellent icebreaker as well. I guess I’ll have to fall back on good old conversation in this case.




  Lily looks back once and grins at me, which clues me in to the fact that I’ve been smiling like an idiot throughout. Does she have any idea how cute she is? Probably. She strikes me as one of those girls who is used to getting what she wants, simply because of the way she looks. But at the same time, she has a certain innocence about her that speaks to me on a primal level. My grey cells are already working on what ‘fuck-up’ Alexis was referring to, and how I might be able to help.




  The door closes behind them, and I sit back down and take a deep breath. Calm the fuck down, I tell myself. You’re the last person anyone needs to take care of them. You can’t even write the damn comedy special you’ve been contracted to record just over a month from now.




  I finish the rest of my pint in one big gulp and slam the glass down just a little bit harder than I had intended. Then I pick up my pen and let my mind wander.




  Lily . What’s her story? Observational comedy is my thing. Who knows, our brief meeting might lead somewhere useful after all. And as long as her bags are still here, at least I know she’ll have to come back at some point. There’s no way I’m leaving here tonight without learning as much as I can about her. Perhaps she’ll become the muse I never knew I needed, if only for the duration of a proper conversation.




  Chapter Two




  * Lily *




  Although Alexis does her best to distract me with the same tough-love lecture she’s given me so many times throughout my life, I still can’t stop wondering about Sean. I’m certain I know his face, and it’s driving me crazy that I can’t figure out where I’ve seen him before.




  I’ve visited Alexis a few times at work since she started bartending here, but I’m pretty sure he wasn’t here at those times. So, where, then? Around town? Maybe he owns a shop of some kind which I’ve frequented?




  He sounds familiar, so I’ve definitely heard him speak as well. I must have met hundreds of guys just like him in everyday life. Blue collar. Working class. A man’s man, if that makes sense. Could I have seen him at one of the local garages where Mom gets her car fixed? Or maybe the hardware shop? No, that’s not it either.




  And worse still, there’s something about him that I can’t forget or ignore. A sparkle in his eye that caught my attention. The way he made my heart beat just a little bit faster when he approached to help with my bags. I’m certain that if I’d met him before, I would remember it ever so clearly, because the level of attraction I felt for him was remarkable.




  That little kink in my brain is telling me there’s something there which I need. An instinct I need to act on, that guides everything I do. I’ve never been particularly good at impulse control. That’s been a recurring theme in Alexis’ lectures, including right now.




  “…You know what your problem is? You’re not responsible for anything or anyone. Not even yourself. You just do stuff, without ever thinking it through. And then, you expect someone else to take care of you when you mess up,” Alexis rants.




  That hurts a little. The whole reason I moved out was because I was taking responsibility. If I don’t have money, I can’t rent a room in a flat share. It’s that simple.




  “I’m sorry, Alexis! I didn’t want to stick around that place if it meant stiffing my housemates on rent. At least now they can get someone else to take my room to make up the difference!” I argue.




  Alexis stops rage-cleaning the counter for a second to look up at me and shakes her head.




  “What happened with your latest job, anyway? Why’d you get fired this time?”




  “I didn’t get fired!” I protest. “They’re downsizing and I was made redundant. There’s a difference.”




  “Sure. If you say so.”




  I sigh and shake my head. It was probably for the best, considering it was a tedious dead-end job in the first place: manning the reception desk at a local transport company. The days were so long and boring, I couldn’t help but spend a lot of time daydreaming about where I’d rather be… But I know if I tell her any of that, there’ll be even more fireworks, so I keep quiet.




  “About Sean,” I interrupt.




  Alexis glares at me. “You can’t tell a living soul you saw him here.”




  “I wasn’t going to.” I frown. Can’t tell anyone about Sean? Why? Who the hell is he?




  “Swear it to me.”




  “I swear.” But only because I wouldn’t want to get Sean in trouble. Is he running from the cops, maybe? And he’s found refuge in this pub? That’s a ridiculous notion. Though, he does remind me a bit of that actor from The Sopranos, but younger, and with hair.




  “Why are you smiling now?” Alexis probes.




  “No reason.” My smile turns into a grin. “Oh hey, he said he wanted another drink.”




  “Why didn’t you tell me that right away? Dammit! You’ve got to learn to prioritize!” Alexis curses.




  “You didn’t let me get a word in sideways!”




  Before either of us gets the chance to argue more, a group of guys in football attire enters, making their way to the bar while talking and joking around.




  “How about this?” I tell her. “Just show me what he’s drinking, and I’ll give it to Sean, okay? Meanwhile, you stay here and take care of these guys. I’ll make sure to apologize to him while I’m at it. I’m already disturbing you at your job, the least I can do is help out.”




  Alexis sighs in frustration while she hands me a clean glass and points out the tap I’m supposed to use. “Fine. But please don’t fuck up. He’s Bob’s friend.”




  Bob… Right, he’s the guy who owns this place. And apparently Sean and he are friends? Yet another piece of information that doesn’t tell me a bloody thing about Sean’s identity or where else I might have seen him before.




  I’m still pretty sure it wasn’t here.




  I pull the pint slowly and with as much patience as I can muster, while Alexis flits around preparing four drinks for the new arrivals. While I don’t much care that Sean is supposedly Bob’s friend, I still want to do a good job simply because I want to impress Sean.




  Once his drink is ready, I put it on a tray and make my way to the backroom. With every step, I start to get just a little bit more nervous. He seemed friendly enough, didn’t he? Maybe now he won’t be, because we made him wait so long for his refill.




  I balance the tray on one hand and knock on the door, before pushing it open.




  “So sorry to disturb you again, Sean.”




  He’s already looking at me when I make it inside. “That’s okay.”




  I smile. Gah. I’m stupidly nervous. But I already like him. And I still haven’t a clue who he is.




  When I put the glass down on the table in front of him, I can’t help but glance at the sheet of paper he’s been scribbling on. His handwriting is pretty messy, making it hard to read anything he’s written. They say smart people have the worst handwriting. Something tells me that’s true.




  His eyes are on me, making me feel self conscious, so I stop peeping at his work-in-progress.




  “How is your work going?” I ask.




  He makes a face. “It’s going nowhere. Take a seat.”




  I look back at the door. Alexis is going to be pissed when she finds me lingering in here. But then again, if Sean wants me to stay, I should probably do what he says to keep him happy. With him being Bob’s friend and all. I still don’t know why that matters to her so much. She’s just courteous enough at work to come across as professional, but she’s never been a suck up. Not at this job and not at any previous job either.




  So, I sit down next to him and glance at him sideways while crossing one leg over the other.




  “Alexis warned me not to tell anyone I saw you here,” I say.




  He presses his lips together and nods. “Would be nice if you didn’t.”




  I study his face for a moment, before noticing the flutter of a smile break through his previously solemn expression.




  “You have no idea who I am, do you?” he says.




  I cock my head to the side and smile apologetically. “I know your face. And I know your first name is Sean. But that’s all. It’s been driving me crazy!”




  “Well, then I’m in no danger of being discovered here. Even if you did tell someone.”




  “Argh, no! You can’t leave me hanging like this. Seriously!” I plead, placing my hand on top of his arm for a brief second, before taking it away again. That was… interesting.




  So many sensations. So much confusion.




  I look up at his face and find that he’s already staring at me.




  He must think I’m just a dumb little girl. Flaky. Naive. Everything Alexis keeps telling me. At the same time, he’s a mystery I’m dying to unravel. I wish I could read his thoughts, just to figure out if that momentary touch affected him too.




  “What about you? What’s the story with all the luggage?” he asks.




  I shrug and fold my hands in my lap. This is so embarrassing.




  “Lost my job a couple of weeks back, so I’d made a deal with myself that I’d move out of my house-share if I didn’t find a new one quickly. I didn’t want to stay there once I knew I’d never be able to scrape together my rent for the coming month.”




  “It’s a tough world out there, especially with the economy being what it is,” he says. There’s a warmth in his voice which I’m not used to hearing. Compassion is hard to come by in this tough world, as he puts it.




  “Exactly! That’s what I’ve been trying to tell Alexis, but she thinks it’s all my fault. Says I’m a flake.” I shrug again. “Whatever. I’ll figure it out. I can always go to my mom’s house while I find another job.”




  That last bit pinches a lot more than perhaps it should, and I make a face. Moving back home would be the ultimate sign that I’m a failure in life. Alexis would be proved right. Plus, I hate Mom’s current boyfriend.




  “Something tells me you don’t want to do that.”




  “I don’t.”




  “Why don’t you get yourself something to drink as well. Put it on my tab. And we’ll see if we can’t figure this out together.”




  I stare at him for a few seconds. Is he being serious? I literally want nothing more than to sit here and have a drink with this kind stranger, if only to figure out who he really is.




  Looking at him is making me want things, though. Things that I’m sure haven’t even crossed his mind. He seems to be playing the role of authority figure, like a mentor or perhaps even a father figure, when that’s the last thing on my mind. I glance into his eyes and savor the fuzzy, bubbly feeling that he inspires in my chest.




  He looks to be around forty. And he’s successful enough that most people around here would know who he is, which is why he’s hiding in the back room. Except me, apparently. So, on top of him thinking of me as just a dumb child, I’ve already hurt his ego too… That’s a pretty shaky start.




  Should I risk it anyway? Should I give in to my impulse to flirt with him? What started off as a pretty shitty evening might just turn into a night to remember. If I’m lucky, that is.




  “Okay, I’ll be right back.” I smile briefly, before getting up. I love how he smiles back at me. Perhaps there’s hope for us yet.




  Chapter Three




  * Sean *




  Minutes pass and Lily hasn’t come back yet. I guess it’s my own fault.




  I came on too strong. The optics are all bad anyway. I'm damn lucky there isn't some wannabe paparazzo lurking around just waiting to capture every second of Lily's discomfort with his smartphone.




  Why would this pretty young thing want to sit here, alone with me, and endure my probing questions and inappropriate stares? The way she looked at me before leaving told the whole story, really. She thinks I'm a creep. Can I blame her?




  Ever since she burst in here the first time around, I've been imagining scenarios in my head which are too filthy to confess even to myself. Sure, I've got money and fame, which can be a plus point, but I'm a bastard and pretty damn ugly to boot. Most women are smart enough to instinctively know I'm not worth bothering with before I even open my mouth.




  It's this self awareness I have brought to my material in the past. A blunt honesty about who I am and what I deserve.




  Forty years old and twice divorced.




  That's a pretty good title for the upcoming special, actually. I hurriedly scribble it down onto the page, before the door creaks behind me, prompting me to turn around again.




  "I'm so sorry,” Lily says. “I had to convince Alexis that you really asked me to come back here with a drink. I swear she still thinks I'm a child and doesn't believe a word I tell her most of the time. We’re cousins, you know. She really lords it over me that she’s the older one." She grimaces and shakes her head.




  I’m just happy she came back at all, and I guess it’s showing, because now she’s staring at me from the doorway with the most adorable pout on her face.




  “Stop laughing at my misery,” she says.




  “I’m not laughing at you, honestly!” I protest.




  She walks over, pulls back the chair beside mine, and plops down on it with a sigh.




  “Okay, I choose to believe you… Now, will you please tell me where I might have seen your face before?” she asks, then takes a generous swig from the bottle of sweet cider she’s brought for herself, while looking right at me.




  “Give up my secret identity? That seems risky.”




  “What, you’re a superhero now? That’s a new one. What’s your superpower?” she asks.




  I grin and slide the pint glass around on the table, leaving swirls of condensation behind on the wooden surface. “If I had a superpower, I guess it would be making people laugh.”
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