

    
        
          Unexpected Plus One

        

        
        
          1

        

        
        
          Alphia

        

        
          Published by Alphia, 2025.

        

    


Table of Contents

Unexpected Plus One (1)

Chapter One: The Engagement Call

Chapter Two: Dinner at the Littles’

Chapter Three: Morning Light

Chapter Four: Unspoken Goodbyes

Chapter Five: More Than a Weekend

Chapter 6 — Back to Tennessee


Unexpected Plus One

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Engagement Call
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Bailey Little’s Thursday afternoon was like any other meetings, deadlines, and a cup of coffee that had gone cold hours ago. She was halfway through an email when her phone lit up with a three-way call: Aly and Mom.

She sighed. This can’t be good.

“Hey, Bailey!” Aly’s voice was full of sunshine and excitement.

“Hey, sis. Hey, Mom,” Bailey said, leaning back in her chair. “What’s going on?”

Mom chuckled on the other line. “You’re about to find out.”

Bailey frowned. “Find out what?”

Before she could finish, Aly squealed. “I’m engaged!”

Bailey froze, her mouth falling open. “Engaged? Wait like engaged engaged?”

Aly laughed. “Yes! He proposed last night! I wanted to tell you first, well... you and Mom. We’re having the engagement party this weekend, and you have to be there.”

Bailey’s head spun. “Wow. I mean... congratulations! That’s big, Aly.”

“I know, right?” Aly said dreamily. “Oh, and bring a date. It’s going to be couples only.”

Before Bailey could protest, Mom jumped in with her usual teasing. “Now you know your sister doesn’t have a date, Aly. Bailey’s too busy working.”

“Mom...” Bailey warned.

Aly giggled. “Love will come for you and Mom both one day.”

Their mother chuckled. “Maybe for me. But Bailey? She’s married to her career.”

Bailey rolled her eyes and straightened her blazer. “For your information, I do have a boyfriend.”

Both voices went silent.

Aly gasped. “You do?”

Mom chimed in next. “Since when?”

Bailey hesitated, her brain scrambling for words. “Since... three weeks ago.”

Aly squealed again. “Finally! I can’t wait to meet him. You better bring him to the Engagement Party Saturday night!”

Bailey’s smile faded as soon as they hung up.

She didn’t have a boyfriend. Not even close.

But now she had forty-eight hours to find one.

Bailey stared at her phone long after the call ended, the words “You better bring him to the rehearsal dinner” echoing in her head.

She didn’t have a boyfriend.

She didn’t even have time for one.

And now she had less than two days to figure it out.

“Hey, Bailey,” a familiar voice called from her office door.

She looked up to see Dominick James, her coworker and friend, leaning against the frame with his usual easy smile. His teeth were perfect bright white against his warm brown skin and his broad shoulders filled out his dress shirt like he’d been carved from confidence. He used to play college football before an injury ended his season early, but the charm? That never left.

“You okay?” he asked. “You look like you just saw a ghost.”

Bailey blinked, forcing a laugh. “Something like that.”

Dominick stepped closer. “You want to go to lunch? There’s that new Italian spot around the corner.”

She was still half in a daze. “Wait, what did you say?”

“I said, you want to go to lunch?”

Bailey stared at him at that perfect smile, the easy energy that always made her forget she was stressed. Then suddenly, a wild idea formed.

Maybe she didn’t need to find someone new.

Maybe the solution was standing right in front of her.

Bailey smiled slowly. “You know what, Dominick? Lunch sounds perfect.”

“Good,” Dominick said with a grin. “Let’s go before you change your mind.”

They walked down the street together to a cozy Italian café. The lunchtime crowd buzzed softly around them as they found a small table by the window. Bailey tried to focus, but her mind was still spinning from that phone call.

Dominick handed her a menu. “So,” he said, “how’s the new account project going?”

“Huh?” she blinked, completely lost.

He laughed lightly. “The new accounts, Bailey. The ones you’ve been stressing about all week. Are you okay?”

Bailey sighed, dropping her menu. “Honestly? No. My sister just called. She’s getting married.”

“That’s good news, right?”

“It is,” Bailey said, stirring her water with her straw. “But my mom made a joke about me always being single, and I kinda... lied. I told them I have a boyfriend and he’s coming to the rehearsal dinner.”

Dominick leaned back, eyebrows raised. “Whoa. That’s... a lot.”

“Tell me about it,” Bailey groaned. “I don’t even know what I was thinking. I panicked.”

He smiled, that easy grin that always made things feel lighter. “Well, lucky for you, I’m great under pressure. I’ll be your boyfriend.”

Bailey’s eyes widened. “What? No. I can’t ask you to do that.”

“You didn’t,” he said, smirking. “I volunteered. You can, and I will. So...” He leaned forward, resting his arms on the table. “Tell me everything I need to know so I can make this look good.”

Bailey hesitated, then laughed. “Okay, fine. I’m a Capricorn, I hate surprises, and I’m the oldest. Aly’s the baby, and she’s always been Mom’s favorite.”

Dominick nodded seriously, pretending to take mental notes. “Capricorn. Oldest child. Control issues. Got it.”

She playfully rolled her eyes. “You forgot perfectionist.”

“Oh, trust me,” he said, smiling. “That one was obvious.”

They both laughed, the tension melting between them.

“Okay, my turn,” Dominick said. “My family’s from Atlanta. My mom’s a teacher, my dad runs a small auto shop but now they both retired. They’ve been married thirty-two years. Two younger sisters who think they run my life.”

Bailey smiled softly. “Wow, your family sounds amazing.”

“They are,” he said, his voice warm. “My parents... they’re pretty great people.”

Bailey looked at him for a moment longer than she meant to. Maybe this fake boyfriend idea wasn’t so crazy after all.

“Wow,” Bailey whispered. “That’s rare.”

He chuckled. “Yeah. My mom says I got his heart but her stubbornness.”

They both laughed. For the first time all day, Bailey felt the tension in her shoulders ease.

“So,” Dominick said, setting his drink down and leaning forward, “tell me what I’m walking into. What’s your family like?”

Bailey let out a deep sigh. “Messy, loud, loving... and a little judgmental. My mom thinks being single means something’s wrong with me. My sister’s the golden child pretty, carefree, and getting married in six months. Meanwhile, I’m the one they call when something goes wrong.”

Dominick smiled softly. “You sound like the glue.”

“Or the tape that keeps coming undone,” Bailey muttered.

He laughed, shaking his head. “Nah. You’re the glue. And for what it’s worth, I’d be honored to meet the Littles.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You sure? Once my mom starts asking questions, there’s no turning back.”

“I can handle it,” he said confidently. “Just tell me what I need to know. What do you like to do, what’s your favorite food, where’d we ‘meet’ you know, the basics of our love story.”

Bailey smiled despite herself. “Okay, let’s see. I love sushi, hate horror movies, and we met at the office.”

“Perfect,” he said, pretending to jot notes in the air. “I’ll say I liked you from the first time I saw you but didn’t make a move because you looked too focused.”

Bailey laughed, covering her mouth. “You’re good at this.”

He winked. “You have no idea.”

Bailey shook her head, still smiling. “You know this is ridiculous, right?”

“Maybe,” Dominick said, leaning back with that easy grin. “But it’s also kind of fun.”

She looked at him, really looked at him the way his brown eyes softened when he smiled, the quiet confidence in his voice, the kindness underneath the teasing.

Maybe this fake boyfriend idea wasn’t going to be such a disaster after all.
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Later that evening, Bailey sat on her couch in sweatpants, a bowl of leftover pasta on her lap and her laptop open but untouched. She couldn’t stop thinking about lunch about Dominick’s easy smile, the way he didn’t judge her for lying, and how he offered to help without hesitation.

Her phone buzzed again Aly.

Bailey smiled and answered, trying to sound calm. “Hey, bride-to-be.”

“Hey, sis! Just checking in,” Aly said brightly. “I know earlier was kind of crazy with Mom and everything.”

Bailey laughed softly. “You think?”

“Don’t mind what Mom said,” Aly said, her tone softening. “You’re amazing, Bailey. I have faith in you. Love finds people like you when the time’s right.”

Bailey’s chest tightened. “Thanks, Aly. That means a lot.”

“So,” Aly teased, her voice perking back up, “are you really bringing this mystery man Friday?”

Bailey hesitated, glancing at the empty spot beside her on the couch. “Yeah... I am.”

Aly squealed. “Finally! I can’t wait to meet him. Send me a picture!”

“Not yet,” Bailey said quickly. “Let’s keep it a surprise.”

Aly laughed. “Alright, sis. But if he’s cute, I’m telling Mom you got lucky.”

When the call ended, Bailey leaned back and sighed. Her heart raced a little not from fear, but from the strange excitement of what was about to happen.

She looked at her phone again, scrolling to Dominick’s contact.

Her thumb hovered over the message bar before she finally typed:

“Hey... thanks again for lunch. You really saved me today.”

Within seconds, he replied.

“Get ready, fake girlfriend. Saturday gonna be fun .”

Bailey smiled to herself, shaking her head.

What could possibly go wrong?

Friday flew by in a blur of meetings, emails, and nervous thoughts. Before Bailey knew it, Saturday morning had arrived and with it, a long drive to her sister’s engagement weekend in Tennessee.

Dominick pulled up right on time, looking sharp even in a simple white tee and jeans. Bailey slid into the passenger seat, her overnight bag on her lap and butterflies fluttering in her stomach.

“Four hours,” she said with a laugh. “Plenty of time to make this fake relationship look real.”

He smiled, starting the car. “Guess we better get to know each other then, huh?”

The early morning sun painted the highway gold as they drove, soft R&B playing in the background. After a few miles, Bailey relaxed into her seat, the rhythm of the road easing her nerves.

“So,” Dominick said, glancing over, “what kind of music do you like?”

Bailey
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