
  Best Friends Forever


  A Big Boy Romance by L. Moone


  They’re perfect for each other. Too bad they’re just friends.



  Jill: Damien and I; best friends forever. Short of matching bracelets, that’s exactly what we are. We share so much—a love for superhero movies, reality TV, and even the same sense of humor. In two years, we’ve never once run out of things to talk about.


  But, as they say: opposites and mystery attract, right? He seems to agree, because when I drunkenly suggest we add certain ‘benefits’ to our friendship, he reacts with complete shock. Best to stuff those confusing emotions back in the closet where they belong.


  When I find out he’s started dating again, I know for sure that I’ve missed my chance.


  Damien: It’s nearly two years to the day that I first fell in love with Jill. As interns and now coworkers on the same TV production crew, we’ve spent many long days and nights in each other’s presence. So near and always out of reach. I’m nowhere near her type, so she’d never consider me as anything other than her slightly overweight and nerdy best friend.


  After a particularly awkward drunken conversation one night, I realize it’s time to get past my unrequited obsession and take control of my love life before I ruin all the good stuff we do have. Jill might be the woman of my dreams and my soul mate, but that’s just it. A hopeless dream which could never come true. Or can it?


  Best Friends Forever is a steamy body-positive friends-to-lovers romance featuring a cute, shy teddy bear of a plus-sized hero and an independent heroine who loves him exactly for who he is. They just don’t realize it yet…
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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 hereto grab another Dad Bod Romance, completely FREE!



  * Jill *


  What started as any other day, shooting a popular cooking show at Pinewood Studios in Iver Heath, has turned into an impromptu crew meeting. This is going to suck. The news that our executive producer, Claire, plans to announce couldn’t be any worse.


  I’ve just finished rounding everyone up, when Claire begins her announcement.


  “Guys! You might have been wondering why we went off schedule today and where I’ve been all afternoon.” She pauses to allow the swell of chatter to die down around us.“The rumors are true. It was nice while it lasted, but I’m sorry to announce that Decadent Desserts is no more.”


  The tension is palpable, and as a result, I can feel a nervous giggle getting stuck somewhere halfway up my throat. Not now, dammit!


  I glance around the crowd of two dozen fellow crew members to distract myself as well as figure out what everyone must be thinking. Some look surprised, others, not so much. One girl—Nicole, who does the make-up—has a smug smirk on her face. Weird. For all she knows, she’s about to lose her job along with the rest of us.


  Finally, my eyes land on Damien—my favorite person in the world—and I relax. Although he’s the tallest guy in the room by far, he’s doing his best to blend in. Of course he fails. Hard as he may try, he’ll never be just one of the crowd.


  Our eyes meet for just a second, and the corner of my mouth starts to twitch with the beginnings of a smile. A smile is still better than actually laughing out loud like I normally would at the worst possible time. Considering the gravity of what Claire has just announced, it would just be misinterpreted.


  I warned Damien earlier that something big was going to happen today, to ensure he wouldn’t be taken by surprise. He guessed the details from there. So now he’s looking at me already in support, during what he knows is a stressful situation for me.


  We look out for each other like that. That’s what best friends do. Short of secret handshakes or matching bracelets, that’s exactly what we are and have been, ever since we started interning together a couple of years ago. Looking at how comfortable we are around each other, you’d think we’ve known each other forever, and not just since college.


  Once the rest of the crew calms down, Claire carries on. “I want to make it very clear that I don’t blame anyone here, and neither does the network. We delivered excellent work on the previous season, and this season was on track to become a winner as well. Byron’s career has run its course, in part due to his own attitude and behavior, and in part—well, I don’t need to tell you what was really going on here. The full story will hit the tabloids soon enough, so you can all read up on it in your own time. The big news for us is that the network will launch Ethan to fill Byron’s time slot after rebranding. I’m sure I speak for everyone here that we wish him all the best, because he truly deserves it.”


  A murmur travels around the crowd. Many of my colleagues nod solemnly.


  Although it was supposed to be Byron Ainsworth who was the star of Decadent Desserts, nobody liked him. No one. He won’t be missed. Claire is right. Ethan earned his big break. It helps that the mouthwatering recipes featured on the show were his all along.


  “So, what’s the timeline for the rebrand?” our director of photography, Gavin, pipes up.


  Claire clicks her tongue. “That’s the catch. It could be a few months. It depends on what the suits decide. In any case, I won’t be around for that project. Craig will be back from paternity leave by then, so he’ll handle it. I’ve informed him of the change already.”


  “Are they changing the whole look: everything?” Stevie, the set designer, asks.


  Claire nods. “They want to give Ethan a fresh start, so yes, there will be a completely new set. The exact direction for the new show hasn’t been decided yet, but I’m sure Craig will reach out to you once he gets more details.”


  I exhale sharply. Tough crowd. But then, Claire knows how to handle these things. I’m glad she briefed me in advance, or I would’ve freaked out by now. It’s a tough gig, being an executive producer. I don’t know how she makes it look so easy. Maybe one day I’ll be as chill as she is.


  “Unfortunately, that means that for now, all our contracts stand cancelled. We simply don’t have a show to shoot anymore.”


  Now the news has hit home. The intensity of the whispers around the room has swelled again.


  “But—” Claire raises her voice in an attempt to get everyone’s attention again. “There is a tiny little silver lining! While the rebrand takes place, I’ve been given a small budget to sign a few of you on for a reality show…”


  “Fucking hate reality TV,” Gavin complains. “The hours are too long.”


  “The hours won’t be too bad, as it’s going to be shot episodically,” Claire says.


  “How many of us?” one of the post-production team, Susan, asks.


  “The contract is only for a short six-episode season to test the waters, so it’s going to be a small budget and hence a tight crew. We’ll wrap it up within a couple of months, and then we’ll see.” Claire turns to me and points at the sheet of paper in my hand.


  My heart is racing now. It’s my last chance to get what I want. I glance at the short-listed names Claire had given me earlier and lean in close enough to have a word with her.


  “Hey, I really do think you’re going to need someone else on camera,” I whisper. “No matter how compelling the material is, if the camera work is too basic, we’ll never get renewed for a second season.”


  She stares at me for a second, then nods. “Fine. Damien is in. But that means I won’t have the finances to hire help for you. So…?”


  “I’ll do it all. Just make sure you get Damien,” I urge her. “You’ll thank me later.”


  Claire straightens herself. “Gavin, if you’d do me the honor?”


  “No odd hours or complex locations?” he asks.


  “Promise. Single location. Fixed camera angles. Regular schedule. No funny business.”


  “Done.”


  “And your man, Damien,” she says.


  Gavin shrugs and folds his arms. Sweet relief. I knew I could get my way with Claire, so the only remaining kink in my plan was Gavin, who could have vetoed Claire’s request.


  I keep my eyes trained on Damien, who meets my gaze across the room and smiles. Yep, he’s realized that I made this happen. After everything he’s been telling me about saving up to move out of his cramped house share, I simply had to. And even otherwise. I’m friendly with the entire crew, but things between Damien and I are at another level. I live for the little breaks we spend together every day. The chit chat about pop culture, life, or even the weather and the chance to just be myself with another person who would never judge me for it.


  “Luke on sound. Stevie, I’d like you to be in charge of the set. Susan and Kate, I need you for post-production and story development. Nicole will be doing the make-up, and last but not least, Jill, will be my ever-present eyes and ears and fill in anywhere else.” Claire turns to me and winks.


  I know she means it. Anywhere else. Fine. As long as Damien is on the crew, I’ll do it. I’ll do the recruiting. The babysitting of contestants. The paperwork. Talking people down when they’re inevitably having a meltdown. Fetching refreshments. Anything.


  “I wish I had better news for the rest of you. Hopefully the rebrand will happen quickly and you can all sign on with Craig for Ethan’s new show eventually.”


  Claire clears her throat again. “Guys, everyone! We’ve got until tomorrow evening to pack up the set and clear out. Let’s do what we can today and grab a few drinks tonight as sort of a farewell before finishing up in the morning.”


  Most everyone murmurs in agreement before going about their business. Come rain or shine, great ratings or cancellations, the show must go on. The more seasoned members of the crew are used to the drill by now. Some might even be glad to get the time off.


  Soon enough, only Claire’s new skeleton crew is left standing in a semi-circle around her.


  “What’s the concept?” Luke asks. “It’s not a bloody talent show, is it? Because in that case I’d need extra resources.”


  “It’s a dating show. Nothing you couldn’t manage in your sleep,” Claire says.


  Luke just shrugs. Gavin and Stevie have also got their poker faces firmly on.


  Now that Damien is on the team, I’m getting more and more excited, though. Dating reality shows are my guilty pleasure. The long hours we tend to work don’t leave much time for vegging out in front of the TV, so it’ll be good fun helping create one.


  And a tiny little part of me is wondering if following around a bunch of singles actively trying to find love is going to invite Cupid back into my own life. I hope so. I’ve been single for a couple of years now; it’s well beyond time for a change.


  “Well, this is all I’ve got for the moment. Expect a call from me soon. Meanwhile, let’s get back to it!” Claire says, ending the meeting.


  Damien takes a position right next to me and gently bumps into my shoulder. This brief contact between us makes me feel warm and fuzzy inside. “Thanks for putting in a good word, hey!”


  I smile awkwardly. “Don’t mention it. You would have done the same thing.”


  “What was the catch? Don’t think I didn’t notice the little negotiation between you and Claire.”


  “Ah, it’s no big deal.” Only my very own assistant. A chance to outsource all the irritating menial tasks that need doing for a show like this in favor of taking on more responsibility in influencing the actual creative direction. It’s a worthwhile trade-off, though. I love having someone on set who will always be on my side.


  “Liar,” he says.


  “Fine. Claire was going to hire another assistant.”


  Damien scoffs. “Cutting down on cinematics in favor of an extra production assistant would have been a bad call.”


  I smile briefly. Only a camera operator would say that with so much conviction.


  “That’s what I told her. It’s all in the interest of the show,” I say, the cheer in my voice sounding a bit more forced now. I wish we could just skip past this conversation. I did a thing. No need to make a big deal about it.


  He stares at me a little longer than normal, making things even more awkward. I don’t even know why I’m uneasy about it. Damien is the sweetest person I know. But right now, a certain weirdness hangs in the air which I can’t wait to get rid of.


  “I’d better get to work now like Claire said. You’ll come to the pub later?” I change the topic.


  “Wouldn’t miss it!”


  A quick smile and nod later, I leave him standing there and leg it after Claire, who is already heading for the editing room. We’ve got a lot of work to do before we can even think of getting out of here.


  She pauses and turns towards me just before she opens the door. “Jill, see if you can get a hold of Ethan. He’s been such a good sport throughout, it would be rude not to ask if he wants to come along in the evening. And we’ll also have to get his stuff out of here by tomorrow, so make the necessary arrangements with him.”


  “Sure thing.” I turn on my heels and head straight for the prep kitchen that has been Ethan’s domain up until now. I wonder what must be going through his head. The big break the network is planning for him couldn’t have happened to a nicer, more deserving guy. And his cooking. Oh. My. God. The entire crew had figured out an age ago that Byron was just a bag of hot air and Ethan was the real deal.


  I knock on the door, more as a formality than anything else, but predictably the prep kitchen is dark and abandoned. Of course he’s not here; he found out about the cancellation before anyone else, I’m sure. Duh!


  After taking a quick look around, mentally assessing how long it’ll take to pack up all the equipment and supplies, I fish my phone out of my pocket and dial his number.


  It takes a while, but he picks up eventually.


  “Hey, Ethan?” I say. “Claire asked me to call you. Congratulations, first of all!”


  He mumbles his thanks, but it’s obvious that he feels awkward about it. I’m about to go into pep-talk mode, when I remember that that isn’t really my job anymore. Plus, he’s got plenty of time to let the news sink in, so I pivot to the real reason for my call.


  “Actually, I’m supposed to arrange for your stuff to be packed up. If you can text me your address, I’ll have it delivered to you tomorrow,” I say. “And also, we’re all wondering if you’d like to join the crew for farewell drinks tonight…”


  He is quick to agree. Claire was right to include him. He might be on the verge of a major career upgrade, but for the time being, he’s still just one of the crew. It’ll be nice to be able to congratulate him in person tonight.


  Chapter Two


  * Damien *


  Okay, that was weird. Not that Jill got me onto Claire’s team, that was quite… Well, she was right. I would have done the same for her, except nobody ever asks the junior camera operator if he has any recommendations for assistant producers. That’s just not how these things work.


  But her reaction when I tried to thank her was odd. Awkward. Like she was regretting it a little.


  It’s been a confusing few months. Ever since Claire took over the Decadent Desserts set from Craig, Jill has cemented her position as Claire’s number two, and they have become nearly inseparable. Good for her. She’s earned it through hard work and complete dedication. Jill is the sort of person who always goes the extra mile.


  We might have started as interns at the same time after graduating in Film & TV Production together. But Jill’s career is making quick upward progress, and mine seems to have stagnated for now. Not that that’s necessarily a problem. I love my work, most of the time. And Gavin has recently started giving me more autonomy as well as occasional mentoring sessions to develop my very own cinematic style, so I guess he thinks I have some potential too.


  I just… Jill is such a bright star who can infect an entire set with her enthusiasm and passion for her work. Not in an obnoxious, crass way, but with quiet persistence. I really admire that, along with so many other things I admire about her.


  But how long will it take before Jill outgrows our friendship? Before she moves on to bigger, better things and can no longer orchestrate a way for me to tag along wherever she goes. Or maybe she’ll no longer even want to be stuck with me. Because everything she is, I am not. I’m not an optimist. I’m not chatty and sociable and comfortable around a lot of people like she is. I’m like a great big geeky anchor: happy to stay behind the camera, but also keeping her from soaring on her own.


  It’s that possibility that’s been in the back of my mind for a while now, but more so today.


  She didn’t spell it out, but I immediately understood that she would have been in charge of the other assistant Claire wanted. It would have meant a promotion. No more fetching coffees or lunches or any of the other stuff junior production assistants usually get saddled with. But she chose me instead. It’s humbling. And panic-inducing.


  How am I supposed to deal with that? How can I ever repay her?


  I’m lost in thought while dismantling the lights set-up towards the right side of the stage. As a result, I don’t notice Gavin when he tries to talk to me.


  A finger snap near my face finally forces me to focus on his presence.


  “Oi! Where’s your head


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
