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This is a mostly low angst story featuring a confident plus size woman and a widower dad that loves every single one of her curves. While the main female character is full of confidence, there are some rude words from other characters about her weight. It also has intimate scenes (mostly towards the end) and food kink including powdered sugar, syrup, and fruit.










  
  

Chapter One
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“Why are you going to Springhurst again?” Suzanne asked her friend while she sat in the chair reading a magazine. 

Jessica Moore looked at her friend. 

“My job is with a top food and wine magazine in the county. Springhurst has become huge for their food. Plus, they are paying for my airfare and the hotel. And not like a cheap hotel either. They’ll also pay for a guest to come with me.”

Suzanne looked up from the pages. “Wait, they will?”

“That’s right,” she said as she held up the second ticket. “And I was thinking about inviting my very best friend to come with me. Here’s the tourist pamphlet they gave me with all the food destinations I need to try, plus I think there is a fair in town. I can’t even remember the last time I went to a fair.”

“Probably high school when we had to take shifts at the dunking booth.”

Jessica gasped. 

“Yeah, when we were on the softball team. Anyway, Suzanne Dunkin, what do you have to say? Shall we go to Springhurst and try an unreasonable amount of food? And maybe see if you still have that killer pitch that won us districts?”

Suzanne’s gaze lingered on the pamphlet’s page, showcasing Springhurst Sweets. 

“I do like cupcakes,” she said as she held up the page, “I suppose since I no longer have a job, I have no reason not to go. I’m in.”

Suzanne’s friend squealed and hugged her. 

“Oh my god, I'm so excited. Go home, get packed, bring your bikini because they have a beautiful beach based on the brochures.”

“Will do. What time do we leave?”

“Tomorrow morning. Meet me here at five. We take off at six thirty.”

Suzanne stood up, hugged her friend, and left to go to her apartment. When she walked in to her apartment, she immediately panicked.

“How the hell am I supposed to pack for a week in a few hours? I don’t even know what to pack.”

I haven’t been on a vacation in probably five years. Five years, I dealt with an asshole telling me that just because my last name was Dunkin that I didn’t need to have a donut from the conference room. Like I didn’t see him regularly checking out my ass or staring at my cleavage.

Suzanne felt herself becoming warm with frustration. Her boss over the last five years had gotten consistently more inappropriate over the years and when she brought it up to his boss, he retaliated. He stated Suzanne had been inappropriate with him and that he tolerated it because they couldn’t replace her. When she heard that through the office gossip line along with the giggles and even more stupid jokes at her expense, she turned in her notice. After her last day a week ago, Suzanne lived off her savings.

“Okay, enough contemplating revenge in your head, Suzanne. Throwing a softball to all of their heads sounds fun, but you are better off without that job. You’re going on a trip to Springhurst with your best friend and you’re going to have a great time.” 

She took a deep breath.

Breathe.

“Jessie said to bring the bikini so they can go to the beach. She also said there is a fair in town and it is August, so bring jeans, tank tops. Where are my tennis shoes? I need tennis shoes, sandals. What else?”

Suzanne tapped her chin while looking in her closet before seeing her classic blue dress. The navy tone brought out her eyes while the cut of the dress made her feel like a goddess, the way it highlighted every large curve. She grew out of her frustrated ‘because she was fat’ stage where she constantly dieted or avoided wearing certain clothes because of how others looked at her. But Suzanne still dealt with stupid assholes who thought telling her straight on or with giggles behind her back that she was fat like it would actually affect her.

Definitely bringing the dress.


      [image: ]“Dad, time to go.”

Johnny put down his coffee and ran out to see his daughter putting on her backpack to go to school. 

“What, I don’t get a goodbye hug? Just gonna leave walk out the door?”

Kylie rolled her eyes at her father. It didn’t matter that she was thirteen and perfectly capable of walking down the driveway to get her bus while he watched from the window. She walked over and gave him a hug, and he kissed her forehead. 

“Bye, kiddo. I’ll be a little late tonight. Aunt Cindy will be here, so do your homework. And.”

Kylie held up her hand. “And softball practice is tomorrow. The team is at the dunking booth this year. I know, dad. I know, but I have to go.”

“Okay, alright, go. Have a good day.” 

He shooed her out the door and watched her go up the steps of the bus.

Where did the time go?

Johnny sighed and walked back into his kitchen after the bus left. He had been a single parent for almost seven years since his wife's passing. They knew it was possible the cancer could return. When the doctors detected a tumor on a scan after two years of remission, their world collapsed. It spread like wildfire through a forest. He only had a few short months with her, watching her health deteriorate. He filmed videos of her talking to their daughter about special moments.

It surprised him that the tears no longer fell on the anniversary of her leaving her physical existence. His sole focus had been raising their daughter to be someone his wife would be proud of. They moved to a small house in the suburbs closer to their family. Johnny continued to build his construction business, taking on project after project, relying on his sister-in-law to help when he had to stay late.

I hope you’re proud of me.

He grabbed his thermos of coffee and walked to his truck to leave for the building site. The building his crew started working on last week belonged to Scarlet and Jenny from Springhurst Sweets. They became popular in the last two years. Now, they needed a bigger space to fill their orders. 

His daughter loved going there, and they offered to make her cupcakes for her birthday when he looked over their plans for the extra space. Johnny remembered his daughter's sugar glazed eyes and how they lit up when Scarlet gave her a book of designs. When he got to the site, he saw his brother’s truck parked on the side. He opened the door to enter the building.

“Mark, where you at?”

“In the kitchen,” his brother shouted.

Johnny walked around the empty dusty space until he reached his brother, who held a clipboard in his hand.

“What’s happening?”

The kitchen space had been one of the toughest spaces. They required so much equipment, tables and storage that certain types of tile and paint were required so they could last. Unfortunately, those products were taking much longer to get to them than Johnny liked.

“Well, the tile manufacturer finally shipped the pieces we need.”

Johnny scrunched his brow. 

“I thought they said they couldn’t ship anything for another month?”

His brother handed him the clipboard. 

“Well, apparently when Devon Jameson calls in about the tile for his girlfriend’s store, they seemed a lot more willing to fill it.”

Johnny looked at the shipping confirmation.

"Okay then. Let's get to work. This place won't build itself."

It was well after nine that night when Johnny finally drove into his garage and walked into his home. 

“What are you doing still being up?” Johnny asked his daughter, "It's nearly ten."

“I’m thirteen, dad not seven. I think I can be up past six.” 

She returned her attention back to the book she was holding.

“Kylie, what did I say about the attitude?” his sister-in-law, Cindy said as she walked into their living room.

“I know, I know. I’m sorry dad. It was a busy day. I’m gonna head up to my room.” 

She kissed his cheek and walked away.

“Good night, sweetie.” 

He turned to Cindy. 

“What the hell was that?”

Cindy motioned for him to follow her into the kitchen. He walked behind her and she grabbed a beer from the fridge. 

“She has to run the money part instead of being in the dunking booth.”

“That’s it? Seriously?”

“Apparently it is a big deal, but I’m not sure that is all.”

Johnny raised his hands and shook his head as they both stood by the kitchen island.

“Well, you want to share with the class?”

“I think the other part is it is almost the anniversary since Chrissy passed.”

Shit.

“Yeah. I know.”

“And she’s worried that you will never move on from that.”

Johnny sputtered. 

“My thirteen-year-old daughter is worried that I will never move on from her dead mother?”

Cindy sighed. 

“She can tell you aren’t happy, Johnny. We all have. And I’m not saying go out and pick up chicks or anything like that, but hell, go out with the guys now and then. Do something besides building.”

He bowed his head. 

“I have Kylie.”

“Kylie is a great kid. Chrissy would be so proud of the job you have done. But nobody can spend their lives solely for their kids and none of us want to see you quit living altogether.”

Johnny hung his head.

"Listen, I know you mean well, Cin, I do. And it isn't like I don't receive looks or offers even when I go to the grocery store or meet clients. But no one makes me head over heels goofy like Chrissy did."

"There was no one quite like my sister. Hell, sometimes it feels like yesterday she was working on some idea for a website or marketing something."

Johnny snorted.

"I never understood when she talked about the difference in people's reactions based on fonts or color of the background."

Cindy smiled.

"She loved it. Crazily enough, advertising was her calling just like construction is yours."

Johnny brushed a tear from his eye.

When did I start crying?

Cindy placed a hand on his shoulder.

"Johnny, it is okay. I wasn't saying this to make you cry. But knowing my sister, I think she would have wanted you to be more than just the widowed dad of a little girl who runs a construction company."

He nodded and took a deep breath with a slight grunt.

"Thanks for taking care of her Cindy."

Cindy left her beer bottle on the island and grabbed her purse.

"Anytime."








  
  

Chapter Two
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Jessica and Suzanne reached their hotel and received the keys to their rooms. 

“So, do you want to meet down here in a couple of hours? I have to do some work stuff, and I don’t know about you, but I need to wash the airplane off of me.”

Susanne nodded her head.

“Don’t worry. I want to shower and decompress a little, too. Some of the people on the flight were obnoxious.”

“You mean the asshole who told you that you could lose a few pounds, and you’d be a knockout?”

Suzanne huffed.

“Or how about the flight attendant asking if we both needed the seat belt extenders? I mean, I’m a big girl and I've got curves, but don’t shame me into thinking I need to lose weight because the seat belts are too small.”

“Right. We are both knockouts.”

They heard a man walk past them and respond to Jessica’s comment.

“Damn right you are.”

Both women turned to watch him walk past them and couldn’t stop laughing.

“Well, at least someone appreciates it.”

Suzanne couldn’t stop smiling as they left the lobby and walked towards the elevator.

 “But anyway, after the flight delay and everything, I kind of want to chill. Let’s meet down here soon. I have to do some work stuff. There’s this bar and grille I need to check out that has these loaded sweet potato fries. I have heard rave reviews.”

“Those sound delicious.”

It surprised the women how quickly time flew by. They walked into the restaurant, which had a warm, woodsy feel. Rich wood covered the walls, and the aromas in the air left the mouth watering.

“Welcome to James Grille. Just two of you today?”

Jessica answered.

“Yes, and if possible, could we have a back booth?”

The hostess smiled.

“Not a problem. Please follow me.”

They walked behind her until they reached the table.

Suzanne flipped through the menu, noticing the prices. Her eyes widened.

Holy shit.

“Good thing your job pays for the meal. Did you look at these prices?”

Jessica’s eyes grew large.

“Yep, and I will definitely mention it in the review.”

“Should you even say anything about the review out loud?”

Jessica glared at her friend over the menu, who spoke a little too loudly.

“As long as you don’t scream about how I’m a food and travel journalist at the top of your lungs, I think I’ll be okay.”

Suzanne laughed.

“Sorry. But I better be getting at least six full-size Philly steak egg rolls to spend over twenty dollars.”

“I see your point. Well, I want to try the loaded sweet potato fries. Brown sugar glazed bacon with a cinnamon butter on top of sweet potato fries. I read everything is grown and raised locally by a farm outside of Springhurst. I looked into the farm just for fun. Supposedly, they raise their animals in such a way that their meat is processed better. All special products after being grass fed.”

Suzanne stared at her friend as if she had an extra head and raised her hand over the menu to stop her friend.

“Okay, before you go into detail about that specific feeding regime of pigs because I have a feeling you will, why do you know about this?”

“Food is my job as well as my passion, so how things are raised, grown or processed is part of that. Plus, in doing my research, the owner has on the website about the organic food grown from local farms and that they wanted to bring that to the restaurant while also apparently making an obscene amount of money from it.”

Suzanne scoffed and placed her menu on the table.

“This may be an unpopular opinion, but I think people put organic on the menu to make others feel better about eating junk.”

Jessica smiled at her friend, knowing Suzanne was about to make fun of it.

“They’ll act like it is okay to eat fries and greasy burgers if the word organic is listed on the plastic-covered menu in front of them. But personally, I’m only worried about my food being cooked properly and tasting good, not about the feeding process of the animal it is made from. They can market things as grass-fed or with some other buzzword, but we both know that no amount of good marketing will help them if their burger tastes like I can get something better at Burger King for a third of the cost.”

Jessica laughed before lifting an eyebrow at her friend and placing her menu on the table.

“Says the woman who claims that marketing is everything.”

“Marketing is everything, but it only gets people’s attention. The business’s reputation is built after the marketing is done. A well-created ad cannot save a lousy burger.”

 Jessica sighed and shook her head. She replied with a twinkle in her eye.

“Fine. You’re not wrong about that. So are you getting a burger?”

She scoffed.

“Of course, I am. Do you not know me at all? My opinion of a place depends on its burgers and its desserts.”
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“So, did Cindy make you invite me out for outrageously priced food?”

Johnny looked at his sister-in-law’s husband, Charlie.

“Come on, man. You and I were friends before I ever met Cindy. But she might have mentioned that it’s been a while since we last hung out. And I figured we would try this place out since James’ kids took over after he retired.”

“Took over, put organic next to their items, and added grille to the name so they could raise the prices over a blooming onion.”

He took a drink from his beer bottle in front of him.

Charlie choked as he tried not to laugh at his friend.

“Okay. You’re probably right, but it’s not as loud, and hopefully, they kept the burgers and wings the same. Anyway, Cindy wasn’t wrong.”

Johnny put down the bottle.

“Okay. I’ll try the damn burger, but if it sucks, I’m not coming back. A bad burger is not worth this atmosphere.”

Johnny replied while using air quotes when he said atmosphere. A server came to them, seeing that the menus lay on the bar. Charlie ordered wings, and Johnny ordered a bacon cheeseburger.

“So, Johnny, have you met anyone lately?”

“Did Cindy ask you to say something about my dating life?”

Charlie snorted.

“Okay, fine. Did Cindy ask you to say something about my lack of a dating life?”

Charlie didn’t bother hiding that his wife had brought it up.

“Alright, man. I can’t do this subtly, shit. My face tells everything. Yes, Cindy brought it up and wondered if I might get you to open up about it. She thinks you should start dating.”

“Yeah, she basically said something last night about it after I came home. She and Kylie are worried about it. Apparently, and I quote I can’t just be a widowed dad of a little girl anymore.”

“I mean, we all want you to be happy, obviously, and it has been seven years, but that’s your business.”

There’s going to be a but coming.

“But.”

“Eh heh. I knew it. Just come out with it.”

Charlie leaned forward.

“It’s been seven years with your hand, dude.”

Johnny almost spat out his drink.

“What?”

His friend leaned back and took a drink himself.

“It’s been seven years since you’ve been with anyone, right? You haven’t gone out with someone?”

“Ugh. No, there are no secret girlfriends. Not that it’s anyone’s business, which you said so yourself.”

“Yeah, yeah. But I just can’t believe that someone hasn’t turned your head. You’re a good-looking guy. You own your own stable business. There’s a roof over your head, and Kylie is awesome.”

“Yes, all those things are true. But those won’t solve the one thing keeping me from dating.”

Charlie looked at Johnny, waiting for an answer.

“So, are you going to tell me what that thing is or is it going to be crickets?”

“Charlie, I’m just not interested in anyone I’ve met since Chrissy. I’ve had women ask me out, throw themselves at me even. Hell, one of them told me she was not wearing underwear and liked to be choked.”

“Damn. That had to have been an awkward situation.”

“It was when she was there to meet with me over a house project she wanted. Apparently, we did some work on one of her neighbor’s homes, and the neighbor said I was attractive.”

“So she made an appointment and came right out and said that to you?

“Yes. And it’s why I always bring someone with me now during potential client meetings.”

Charlie laughed and took a gulp from his bottle.

“Okay. I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Yeah. There are options there. I’m sure they’re all great people, but none of them made me dizzy with want or had a smile that caused butterflies. Not one of them made me want to get to know them or be intimate with them or introduce them to my daughter. No one made me feel like…”

“No one made you feel like Chrissy did?”

“Yeah. Maybe I had my great love?”

“I don’t think so, man. We all loved her in our own way, but maybe she was just your great love long enough to give you Kylie and the experiences you needed to have to get to this point. Maybe there is a love for you that’s supposed to be here a little longer?”

“Did Cindy make you watch a Hallmark movie again?”

Charlie nodded.

“It got to me, man. I cried. Those things should be illegal. Even I have too high of standards for myself now.”

“Are you going to become a rich billionaire overnight and make a huge declaration of your love for Cindy the next time you have a fight?”

That was when he heard it. A woman’s laugh that sounded perfect and gave him chills. Johnny couldn’t help but look around and caught part of a conversation about ads and burgers.

Who was that?

He found her right away. Brown hair with the lights highlighting her hair as she sat across from another woman with raven hair. Johnny moved his head to face his sister-in-law’s husband. Charlie looked at him with a raised eyebrow and turned to see what or who Johnny was looking at.

“What are you looking for, man?”

Charlie noticed the two women in the back and followed the direction of his friend’s eyes.

“Or should I say who you are looking for?”

Johnny shook his head.

“Nope, I’m good. Not looking at or for anyone. ”

“Uh, huh? You sure about that, because it looks a bit like your head turned towards a pretty brunette over there? Not sure which one, but if I had a guess, it would be the one with the lighter brown hair and low-cut top.”

He’s not wrong.

Johnny rubbed his brow, took a swig from his beer that rested on the bar top, and cleared his throat.

“I’m good. Change the topic, okay?”

Charlie raised his hands in surrender.

 “Changing the topic from the beautiful brunette in the corner who has you practically drooling. Got it.”
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