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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance,
for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one
part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m
not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do
participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Dedication

 For anyone who has ever tried online dating –

Good luck and God bless.


Prologue

 I counted them again, and I wasn’t sure if the number made me bold, a
free-thinker, or pathetic. It was anyone’s guess, but I was going
to choose bold. I liked bold, and there was a certain amount of
admiration in trying to take control of your life and putting
yourself out there. Although, one could argue that six could seem a
bit more than just putting yourself out there. It could be akin to
running across the freeway during rush hour traffic.

Blind.

Granted, when
I had started out on this particular adventure, I honestly
hadn’t had any idea of what to
expect; I’d been a novice, a newbie, an amateur. However, I had
also been idealistic, eager, and excited. I had been excited about
the endless possibilities, and I’d been certain that there was no
way in which I could lose. I mean, how could I?

However, I
had lost.

Time
and time again, I had
lost.

Staring at the apps on my
phone, I could admit that all my experiences hadn’t been bad.
Stale, maybe, but not all bad. Some had been real eye-openers, and
others had been cringeworthy, but I hadn’t been looking for all
that’d been offered my way.

I had
been looking for
love.

Plain
and simple.

Growing up,
society had pushed me into
believing that all anyone really wanted was for someone to love
them unconditionally. Well, that was a load of crap, and it was a
load of crap that I’d had to learn the hard way. Now, while I
wasn’t a love-hater-in fact, quite the opposite-I had learned
rather quickly that not everyone was looking for love. Some people
were looking for sex only. Some people were looking for ego boosts.
Some people were looking to cheat ‘safely’. Some people were
looking for casual dating. Some people were looking for friends
only. Hell, the possibilities were endless. Unfortunately, there
were also people out there who were looking just to mess with
someone’s emotions, and there were a lot of those assholes out
there.

Still,
it hadn’t been all bad. If
nothing else, it’d been entertaining as hell most nights. There’d
been Frankie Dolson, the guy who had to keep lifting his stomach
out of the way for the best dick pic angle. There’d been Patrick
Racine, the guy who had mentioned that bodily fluids were
unnecessary during sexual intercourse. There’d been Trevor Anders,
the guy who had insisted that women’s rights dictated that I should
pay for dinner should we meet. Also, there was no way that I could
forget about Pete Holland, the guy who didn’t know the difference
between inches and centimeters and had quite forcefully informed me
that I had no idea what I was talking about.

The trouble
with online dating-besides the
obvious-was that it wasn’t the horny men that were the problem.
With the horny men, what you saw was what you got. There were no
additional expectations with them. While they should stick to the
personal sites that were strictly for hookups, they were still
honest about what they wanted, and you really couldn’t fault
that.

No, see, my problem was
with the guys that liked to play games for no purpose other than
breaking some girl’s heart. The men who said all the right things,
led you on with promises of not being like all the others, then
turned out to be worse.

Why?

What was the
point? What was their endgame?
Why string a woman along? What did they get out of catfishing a
girl or ghosting her? What did they get out of any of it? Had they
been betrayed in the past, and that was their petty revenge against
women? Were there really that many narcissists out
there?

I
just didn’t get it.

Taking a deep
breath, I tapped on the first
dating app that I had ever signed up for and deleted my account. It
wasn’t enough to just delete the app off my phone, I had to delete
my account, and it actually felt like a sad goodbye, though it
really wasn’t.

A few minutes
later, all six dating profiles
and apps had been deleted, and I felt a little weird about it, but
a lot relieved.

No more drama.

The next thing
to address was all my social
media accounts. It was time to make things clear about who I was
and what I wanted.

It was time to
be bold again.


Chapter 1


The Request~

I liked working the
graveyard shift, though many
people hated it. However, for me, it fit perfectly with my life. As
a single mom, I was able to work while my daughter was sound asleep
at home with no worries. The graveyard shift also made it possible
for me to get off work, send my child off to school, sleep without
interruption, then spend time with her when she came home from
school.

Now, to say
that I was a single mom might
give off the impression that my daughter’s father wasn’t in the
picture, and that wasn’t entirely true. Oscar was a weekend dad,
and a good one for the most part. However, his weekends were only
every other weekend because he worked out of town a lot, so it
could be a challenge at times. Still, I loved Jackie to pieces, so
no serious complaints with the custody arrangements.

Oscar Abbiati had been a
casual thing, a friend of a friend of a friend sort of thing, and
we had ended up hooking up more than once. After a while, we had
become friends with benefits, and everything had been going great
until he had ended up meeting Holly, a really sweet girl that he
had ended up marrying. However, almost two months after we had
called it quits, I had missed my second period, taken that dastard
pregnancy test, then had called him to break the news. Unplanned,
but not unwelcomed, Oscar, Holly, and I had sat down together and
had discussed what my pregnancy would mean for everyone, and it had
miraculously turned out well. Holly and I got along great, and she
treated Jacklyn as well as she treated their other two kids.
Jacklyn also got her fill of being a big sister without any
pressure on me.

At thirty-seven, I wasn’t
looking to have more kids. While I had nothing against them, I was
too old to try to tackle a newborn, and with Jackie already
ten-years-old, the idea of a newborn was enough to make me break
out in hives.

Still, even
though I didn’t want to have
any more children, that didn’t mean that I was closing the door on
love. I wanted someone that I could come home to. I wanted someone
to share my day with. I wanted someone to discuss my troubles with.
I wanted someone that I could team up with when problems arose.
While I did consider Oscar and Holly my friends along with being a
great support system, I still wanted someone for myself.

My phone
pinged with a notification, and after grabbing it, I saw that it was a new request from the
latest dating app that I had created an account for. With a
fulltime job and young daughter, going out wasn’t much of a
possibility for me, so online dating had been the better option.
Even though Oscar took Jackie every other weekend, those two days
and nights were usually spent catching up on sleep, running
errands, or taking care of things around the house that needed
taking care of. While my dad was a huge help in that regard, I was
doing my best to be a grown woman and handle my own
responsibilities.

Giving
the monitor screens a quick once
over, I opened the app to see what the new request was all about. I
wasn’t addicted to my phone, so I wasn’t on it all night at work. I
took my job seriously, and I kept my phone with me just in case
there was an emergency with Jackie or my father. Hell, even if
there were an emergency with Oscar, Holly, or their kids, Oscar Jr.
and Lena.

I’d been online dating-if
that’s what you could call it-for about two years now, so I knew
the drill. Bringing up the profile, I checked out the phone and the
details that may or may not be true.

Hal Garland.

His picture
boasted of blonde hair that was kept short and neatly styled, dark blue eyes, and a
clean-shaven face. The photo was angled from the chest up, so it
was easy to tell that he was in good shape. However, experience was
telling me to be wary of the good-looking Hal Garland.

See, as a
general consensus, sexy or
gorgeous people had no reason to be on dating sites like the rest
of us. Why would they need to be? Of course, that wasn’t true for
every person or every situation, but when you looked like Hal here,
it didn’t make sense to me. Plus, while I wasn’t exactly roadkill,
and provided that Hal Garland wasn’t a serial killer, he could aim
a little higher than a woman who thought that daily makeup was a
chore.

My
medium-brown hair was usually thrown up in a ponytail because it suited my professional
needs. My eyes were a lighter shade of brown and could probably
look pretty if I tried, but I didn’t try much unless it was a
special occasion. Plus, at thirty-seven and with one child under my
belt, I had a body that looked thirty-seven and like it’s had a
kid.

Now, most people would
think that I was putting myself down, but I wasn’t. I just
preferred to live in reality, and reality was that Hal Garland
could probably do a little better.

So, why did he send a request to me?

 


*****

 


When I first got this
job eight months ago, I
thought that I was going to hate it. While I had nothing against
being a security guard, everyone knew that the night shift was
rough. With nothing really going on, it made for a long shift
sometimes. Still, it worked for what I had going on at home, so I
couldn’t complain.
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