

  

    

  



  One Night Boyfriend




  A Fake Relationship Dad Bod Romance by L. Moone




  




  We’re only pretending; why does it feel so real?




  When I board the train, Mr. Tall, Cuddly and Handsome awaits in the seat next to mine. He’s going to a funeral, to confront his painful past. And I volunteer to tag along as his fake girlfriend. Impulsive? Obviously. Bad Idea? Hell yes.




  The more he shares, the more I’m drawn to him. It’s not all selfless, I have my own wounds to confront… It just so happens that his scars are a lot more visible than mine.




  Follow Violet and Chris as they face past trauma and find redemption… For each other as well as themselves. Love a scarred, husky hero, a tenacious heroine with a cheating ex to grind, and big emotions taking over a supposedly fake relationship? Dive right in, because I’m bringing all the feels with this one.
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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!





  * Violet *




  It takes me a few minutes, bag in one hand, phone in the other, to make my way through the crowded train and towards my seat. I was stressed and cranky anyway. On top of that, I had to make a run for it through the rain and got my hair, as well as mostly everything else, all wet. Bloody London weather. It’s bound to be even worse in Edinburgh.




  Still, I try to remain calm as I make my way through the rows of occupied seats in my compartment. Irina’s invitation took me by surprise, and I’m not entirely sure how to feel about it yet. I couldn’t blow her off, but I really didn’t feel like going either. She’s engaged. How the hell did that happen all of a sudden? Sure, I retreated from everyone in my social circle while trying to pick up the pieces of my life lately, but it’s only been six months!




  It’s difficult not to be cynical, when all you’ve seen of love is how it can all go to hell in an instant. I wonder how long Irina’s engagement is going to last? She’s always been a hopeless romantic, much like myself. Until life taught me not to be.




  I’m about to reach my row, when I see someone already sitting there. Spurred on by a determination to fight for my reservation if I have to, I square up with my hands on my hip.




  Just when I'm about to voice my complaint, I notice that actually, the rather large man that's already sitting there is in the seat beside mine. And what I assume to be his duffel bag is occupying my space. I take a deep breath, and try to be as composed as possible.




  "Mind if I put this up?" I ask him. "This is my spot."




  "Oh," he mumbles, while giving me a sheepish look. "I'm so sorry."




  He scoots forward and tries to get up, but it's proving difficult. He's so tall, his knees touch the seat in front, and the armrest is digging into his broad frame. What kind of contortionist move did it take for him to get in there in the first place? Watching him struggle stops my irritation dead in its tracks.




  "Relax. I've got it. Nothing fragile in here, I hope?" I tentatively lift up the bag. Not nearly as heavy as it looks.




  He shakes his head.




  I stow it into the luggage rack overhead and shove my much heavier little suitcase in next to it.




  Then, I take my time observing the man—my seat neighbor—from the corner of my eye. He's not paying me any attention while I take off my wet coat and put it up there in between the bags; he's too busy trying to adjust the armrest to find a more comfortable position. Maybe he should have bought two seats for himself; he would have had more space. At least he could have sat with his legs spread out so his knees don’t touch the seat ahead of him.




  But hey. That's hardly my problem now. I'm not giving up my spot, no matter what. I deposit my phone in the little net attached to the chair in front of me and take a seat, while covertly eyeing him up and down once more.




  Late twenties or early thirties, a full head of strawberry blond hair and a beard that wouldn't be out of place on the set of Vikings. He has a pleasant face, despite or perhaps because of the softness around his jaw and cheeks.




  He's big, in every possible way. He's wearing some baggy jeans and a black long sleeve t-shirt that's just slightly tight around the waist while he’s sitting down. Something in his mannerisms and the way he's avoiding my gaze tells me he's not used to company. Like he doesn't want to be here, but he hasn't got a choice.




  That makes two of us, buddy.




  My wry observations about the tight spot he’s finding himself in are wearing a little thinner. Not enough to try and find myself another one, but… It’s not his fault they make these seats too tight for taller people like him. He’s a literal giant! And trains don’t give you the option to opt for extra leg room like planes do.




  "We could fold that up, if you want." I point at the arm rest that's causing him so much trouble.




  He glances in my direction. "Are you sure?"




  I force a smile at him and nod. I'll still have my seat, and feel a little less guilty about causing him discomfort. That's already a win. Plus, I could think of worse ways of spending my three hour train ride than sitting next to a larger than life Highlander teddy bear. Assuming he isn’t a creep.




  A girl can dream, right? Even one who has been properly burned before.




  He tugs at the armrest but isn’t getting anywhere with it, so I gesture at him to lean over to the other side, allowing me to fold it up. His thigh immediately ends up partially in my leg room once he gets space to spread out.




  He smells so nice. Lord have mercy.




  I take a seat next to him and pretend not to pay too much attention to his thick leg, which is now resting against mine. Or his arm, which encroached onto my side far enough I could conveniently have a nap on his shoulder in this position. He's so warm. Or I'm so cold; I don't know which. Either way, it puts my whole body on edge. It’s been a while since I’ve found myself in such close proximity to a guy, and for very good reason.




  "I'm sorry," he mumbles, while trying to shift further to his side.




  "I'm okay if you're okay," I tell him, while folding my arms to keep us from touching too much. It's rather hopeless, though. "Got a long way to go?"




  "All the way to Edinburgh, yeah." He has a hint of a Scottish accent, but may have been living in London long enough to shed most of it.




  "Same."




  He clears his throat and looks out the window. Or pretends to, because when I glance over at him, our eyes meet in the reflection. Is he checking me out? Or is he just annoyed, because he was hoping this seat would stay empty?




  "Well, at least we won't have to get adjusted all over again with any new arrivals along the way, huh?"




  "Right."




  Okay, that was an awkward thing to say. I should just pop my ear buds in and listen to a podcast or something. Only, my earbuds are in the front pocket of my bag, which is up in the luggage rack. And I'm in no mood to have to get up again.




  "Business or pleasure?"




  "Huh?" he asks.




  God. I'm really no good at small talk.




  "Where you're going," I clarify.




  "Oh, uh, neither."




  Guess he's even worse at making conversation than I am. I pick up my phone and start panic-scrolling. His leg is so warm and inviting. Or perhaps the air in the train is crazy cold, plus I'm all wet because the rain soaked through my coat earlier. That early September downpour I encountered before I reached the station really did a number on me. It didn’t help that my umbrella upended and tore in the wind. I find myself relaxing little by little until our arms are touching a little more. God, he's so warm there too, it makes me shiver.




  "You, umm..." he starts.




  "What?" I turn to face him, only to find him staring at our arms and legs touching. Surely he doesn't have the audacity to tell me to move over, when he's literally the one who's spilling over into my seat!




  "You seem cold," he says.




  I force myself to breathe calmly again. At this rate, cold is an understatement. If only I'd had the forethought to wear a waterproof jacket. Or packed another warm sweater. Instead, I just had to be stylish and packed not one but two outfits for tomorrow. Ugh.




  "It started to pour and then my umbrella folded over with the wind…" I explain.




  "Do you, like–"




  Does he ever just finish a sentence on the first attempt? Yeah, he’s even worse at peopling than I am, and that’s saying something.




  "Do you want to borrow a hoodie, or something? I've got one in my bag. At least it’ll be dry," he says at last.




  I cock my head to the side while looking over at him. Is he trying to make a pass at me? His expression sure as hell doesn't suggest it. It actually looks like he's regretting his question. That means he's genuinely trying to help, bless him.




  Could it be? Have I encountered the rarest of breeds in the wild; a genuinely nice guy?




  "Aw, that's so sweet! I think I'll be fine, though," I say, while rubbing my icy hands together and blowing into them. That only makes me shiver more, though. "Surely they'll crank up the heat once we start moving."




  He sighs. "Yeah, I'm afraid the heating is out. We had an announcement about it just before you got on."




  "Fuck." Lucky me; I booked a seat on Freezer Express. At this rate, I'll definitely catch a cold by the time I get to Edinburgh. That’s going to be fun. Sniffling and sneezing my way through tomorrow’s fancy dinner. I might as well cancel right now.




  "In that case, I'm going to accept your offer after all, if you don't mind."




  "Be my guest." He awkwardly gestures up at the luggage rack, which he obviously has no hope of reaching with me still in my seat. I guess I'm getting up. And if I'm up, I might as well get the bag down myself.




  I hand it to him, and watch as he digs around in it. He hands me a humongous hooded sweatshirt with one hand, and his substantially emptier backpack with the other.




  I swiftly put it back in the rack. Then, I take a seat with the hoodie in my lap and try to get out of my clingy wet sweater. It's a struggle, and I'm in real danger of flashing this stranger along with the rest of the train carriage.




  "Umm... If it's not too weird, can you hold on to the bottom of my t-shirt for me? Everything’s so wet, it’s sticking," I tell him, while gesturing down at myself.




  His brow furrows in tense concentration as he carefully holds on to the hem of my top, and I finally manage to wiggle out of my sweater. The t-shirt I'm left with is a bit low cut; more so now that it's clinging to my bra. You can see everything right through the thin fabric, down to the exact floral pattern of the lace trim that surrounds the cups.




  I follow his gaze down into my cleavage, where it lingers briefly, before he looks up at me. He's blushing, which turns my annoyance into amusement. He seems completely out of his comfort zone. It's kind of endearing. I've had my fill of players for this year already.




  "I'm sorry," he mumbles.




  "Entirely my fault for putting the girls on display," I say.




  He's trying really fucking hard not to look again. Little beads of sweat appear just along his hairline. God, it's actually adorable. And I’d be lying if I didn’t appreciate the attention at least a little. Mainly because he doesn’t strike me as the sort of guy who would ever actually try anything. He can barely get through a complete sentence before losing his nerve!




  I quickly get up, pop my wet sweater up on the luggage rack, then put on his hooded sweatshirt. It's so big, it drapes halfway down my thighs. I wrap myself up in it tightly and sit back down. "That's so much better, thank you. Umm... What's your name, anyway?"




  "Chris."




  "Thank you. You're a lifesaver, Chris. I'm Violet." I stretch out my hand and find myself shivering all over again when his great big warm hand grasps mine before giving it a singular shake.




  He withdraws much too soon, and clears his throat while fixing his gaze on the window again. Our train has started moving, leaving London St. Pancras behind. I look at it too for a moment, then wrap my arms around myself and snuggle into the sweatshirt. It's so soft and inviting. A bit like him, I guess. It's got a fluffy liner in it, which is just perfect for my current condition. And it smells just as nice as the rest of him does. Finally, I can feel the tension in my shoulders fade.




  Chapter Two




  * Violet *




  "I'm going to a funeral, actually," Chris says, jerking me out of my moment of Zen. I think I very nearly dozed off just there. "You asked: business or pleasure."




  "Oh shit, I'm so sorry. Are you okay?" I ask.




  He shrugs. "We weren't close. At least not lately."




  The silence between us has become loaded now. Do I ask the obvious question? He mentioned the funeral first. That suggests he wants to talk about it. I glance in his direction. The color has faded from his cheeks again, and he's twitching his leg—the further one from me—rather tensely.




  "Whose funeral? If you're comfortable telling me..."




  I don't know what I'm expecting in terms of an answer. It's fifty-fifty between being told to mind my own damn business or a grandparent, considering he looks just a few years older than me.




  "My dad."




  That's not... Fuck. I'm so flustered, I instinctively reach out for him and put my hand on his knee. That's weird, right? I mean... I don't know him. But seeing as I'm already pressed up against his leg and wearing his clothes, we're well beyond weird already.




  "I'm so sorry, hey," I stammer.




  In the window, I see his expression twist as he tenses his jaw. He's so not okay, no matter what he says. Now I know why he's on this train, looking like he'd literally rather be anywhere else. And I thought I was having a hard time lately! Crap, it breaks my heart.




  I wish I could say something to help. But, what? We’ve only just met. Who the hell am I to offer words of comfort to a total stranger!




  "Want to talk about it?" I ask finally.




  He shrugs. "What's it matter? Not going to bring him back, is it?"




  I shake my head. "No. It sure won't."




  Wow. This is going to be an awkward four hours at this rate. Open mouth, insert foot, indeed.




  "I'm just so fucking angry, you know?" he says after a brief pause.




  "Yeah..." I mumble, though I'm not sure what he means.




  I turn my hand palm up and wait. He grabs it, almost on autopilot. Jesus, still so warm. I stare down at it, and at how his t-shirt sleeve has shifted slightly, revealing part of a strange round scar.




  "You're resentful that he’s gone?" I wonder aloud. Then again, he said they weren’t close. Maybe there was unfinished business between them.




  "When I was little, he and I would go get lunch. Or we'd catch a game at home. Once he took me camping in the Highlands, but that was a long time ago."




  "Sounds nice."




  Chris scoffs. "If he was so nice, then why didn't he keep me safe, huh?"




  My heart is racing now. Shit, did he used to hurt him? Is that what that scar is about? It looks pretty old. I try to sneak a better look at it while squeezing his hand.




  "Then why did he let her get away with everything she did?"




  "Chris... I'm really sorry," I tell him, though I'm still not entirely sure what we’re talking about.




  He turns to me with tears in his eyes. This poor guy is having the worst time. Something tells me I'm the only person he's opened up to about this. Awkward as this conversation is, I'm also glad to be of help. He seems like a good person. He's going through so much and his first instinct after I sat down next to him was to offer me something to wear because I was freezing. Even if he looked damn nervous asking, or probably because of it. That's a heart of gold, right there. Maybe my instincts about men aren’t as bad as I thought.




  "I know it must sound hollow and stupid right now, but it will get better… eventually," I tell him, while fighting the tears welling up in my own eyes.




  He glances at me and inhales sharply through his teeth. "Fuck, now I've made you cry. I'm just going to shut up."




  I shake my head. "No, no. It's fine. Don't worry about me. We can talk for as long as you want. At least for the next four hours and however many minutes, 'til we get where we're going." I force a smile.




  He presses his lips together and nods briefly. "Thanks."




  "Thanks for the sweatshirt. I totally owe you for that." I squeeze his hand again. He squeezes back. That little gesture warms me from the inside out.




  "Forget it. You can keep it."




  "When is it; the funeral?" I ask.




  "Tomorrow morning."




  "You'll be okay. You can vent to me now, so that you can go there with your head held high, okay? Fuck whoever hurt you. They're not worth shit and they can't do it anymore."




  His bottom lip trembles. He sniffles loudly and shakes his head.




  "Everyone will be on my case to move back home now that she’s on her own."




  "Your mom?" I wonder aloud.




  He closes his eyes and his expression tenses. Was she the one who hurt him when he was a child? And his dad let it happen? That’s really fucked up. No way should he move back in with his childhood abuser. But then, who the hell am I to tell him what to do?




  "She's always had a temper. With Dad too. And he always just let it happen. And then he'd take me for fried chicken afterwards."




  "That hardly makes it okay."




  "Right? And I never got to ask why he didn't—why he didn't stop it? Or, why he never left her, got me out of there. When I was finally old enough to leave on my own, I was so pissed off I didn't speak to either of them. Not for the last ten years."




  "Can’t blame you, but now it's too late," I conclude. No wonder he's messed up about it. He's not getting any closure now, at least not from his dad. He must have so many unanswered questions.




  "What about..." I take a deep breath, swallowing the worry that I'm about to hugely overstep. "What about confronting her about how she treated both of you? It’s no use keeping her secrets anymore," I ask.




  He stares at me for a moment. There's a range of emotions written on his face. Shock, fear, maybe. But mostly a hefty dose of frustration, probably at me for suggesting shit I don't know anything about. Which is fair.




  "I don’t think I could. She had everyone else fooled. The rest of my family has been after me to patch things up. And I’ve been ignoring all of their messages for years." He shrugs and shakes his head.




  "But you know better. And your dad knew better too, but he can't speak for himself anymore."




  "You don't know how she can be. She will know exactly the thing to say to shut me up. And there's tons of material for her to work with."




  "You can't move back in with that woman, though," I say.




  He stares at me blankly. "I guess he did always act like a buffer. Without him there... I don't know how I'll face her."




  "What if..." I bite my bottom lip. I'm about to say something even stupider. Something I might regret immediately, because it'll sound so ludicrous. Still, at least it’ll give me something to do to take my mind off of my own issues. "What if I tag along? I'll be your buffer. A neutral party."




  He opens his mouth, then closes it again before finally voicing his protest. "You cannot be serious!"




  I make a face. "I know, this sounds wild. And I'm not a big fan of funerals, I mean, who is, right? But... I just really want to help."




  "No way. That's... That's..."




  I look down at our hands, still clinging onto each other for dear life. Me and my big mouth. I don't like meeting people's families when they're nice, and I want to walk into that snake pit voluntarily? For some guy I just met twenty minutes ago? Why? All because he let me wear his sweater?




  Am I really that easy? Or that starved for male attention? Am I really dreading Irina’s engagement party that much, that I’d literally rather attend a stranger’s funeral?




  "How would I even explain your presence?" he mumbles.




  "Oh that's the easiest part. You’d tell them I’m your girlfriend, obviously," I blurt out.




  He stares at me. It's so awkward, I can't help but avert my gaze. Me and my big fucking mouth. Then he lets out a chuckle and shakes his head.




  "Literally nobody would buy that."




  "Why? Are you gay?" I ask.




  That makes him laugh out loud. Well, at least laughter is better than tears.




  "No, but..."




  "Then? Not your type?" I pry.




  "I don't exactly—I don't have a type."




  "Bullshit. Everyone has a type," I say.




  "In that case, everyone will plainly see that I'm not your type," he says. "Most of all, Mom. She'll see right through us and it'll all go to hell from there."




  I glance over at him and purse my lips. "You could be, you know? My type."




  "I don’t buy it."




  "You don't know me well enough to know my type," I argue.




  "Good point. I don't know you at all. But I know me."




  "Oh yeah? Enlighten me." I don’t even know why I’m arguing so hard. I guess I don’t like it when people make assumptions about me.




  His eyes narrow as he looks at me. I guess he's done laughing and is instead getting annoyed with me now.




  "I'm nobody's type, okay? I'm a comic book nerd who spends too much of his spare time playing video games. This is probably the longest conversation I’ve ever had with a girl."
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