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My friend Amy talks about how hard it is to find a guy who likes her dog. I mean, seriously? That’s your big problem? Other women talk about how impossible it is to find a guy if they have a kid. I’m not impressed.

When I was in high school, I had an attitude. Okay, I still do. When I was six, my father said I had a smart mouth, and if I didn’t learn to defend myself, I’d get beaten up a lot. So, he had me take martial arts training – specifically in Brazilian Jiujitsu. I hadn’t wanted to, of course, but he persisted. I’m glad he did.

It changed the type of person I would become. It gave me more confidence in dealing with people, especially guys. Because if you’re smaller, you’ve always got the possibility of violence, or at least force, in the back of your mind when dealing with guys who are unhappy.

And guys are usually unhappy around me. Mostly because I either won’t date them or won’t give them what they want on a date. I had a bit of a reputation as a tough girl, and somehow, they translated that to mean ‘whore’. Which I most definitely was not.

To me, whores are pathetic girls who give themselves to boys seeking approval, trying to get a boyfriend, trying to get status. I eschewed all of that. I had confidence in myself that didn’t require a studly boyfriend on my arm so that people would be impressed.

And, well, let’s face it, some of that confidence was also that I look pretty hot. I’m small compared to guys, but I’m taller than most girls. The martial arts gave me a very fit, athletic body. I’m good-looking, and I have nice, full, rich, thick, soft hair.

Yes, I’m proud of it. No, it’s not blonde. I wouldn’t want to be a blonde. They get targeted by the worst kinds of guys who equate hair color with sexual desirability and permissiveness. Yes, every blonde is a nymphomaniac. Didn’t you know? I didn’t, but then, I’m not a horny guy from the third world.

In fact, all guys have this thing about blondes and have this clichéd idea about blondes. But everyone who isn’t white seems to have a lot more of it. Black guys think blondes are a big status symbol to have on your arm. Hispanics think so too, but not as much. Africans think blondes are these unearthly creatures of sex they’ve been watching in porn videos since they hit ten. Indians and Arabs – just... forget it. They’re crazy.

Anyway, back to high school. I had attitude. I wore leather jackets. I was jaded. I was unimpressed with life. I’d seen it all. Even as a virgin. I don’t really know why I created that persona, but it seemed to work for me. I got a lot less bullshit from people as a result.

I wasn’t exactly the class cop, but everyone knew I wouldn’t tolerate much shit around me, including bullying. It irritated me, and so people who did it irritated me. It’s best not to irritate me. Because in addition to my black belt, I still have a smart mouth. My tongue has a black belt, and I’m not referring to oral sex. I can and do cut people down fast with just a few insults.

Getting into a verbal battle with me isn’t a good idea. I know lots of put-downs and have a great memory and a quick, flexible mind. People in my class learned that early.

So, I became a cop. Oh, not to boss people around (although I don’t mind that), but because it comes with a six-figure salary and I didn’t even need college. Hey, I started four years early and have no student loans to pay back!

Dangerous? Naw. Let me tell you, despite what you see on TV and in the movies, or even on the internet, ordinary cops don’t usually arrest many people. And when we do, 99% of them just come along peacefully. Mostly, what we do is take reports, write tickets, referee arguments between people, and order annoying people out of various retail and drinking establishments.

This also comes with a lot of time spent writing reports at the station. You can spend hours there if you arrest a drunk. 

So really, it’s a job with a lot of variation to it, sometimes some excitement, but not overly dangerous. Being a cop has never been on any top ten lists for most dangerous professions. Logging, fishing, roofing, heck, even being a garbage man is more dangerous. The biggest danger to police is having a traffic accident or being hit by a car while writing a ticket.

So anyway, back to getting dates, to meeting guys, I mean. I have two main problems. One is that my reputation is important to me. Which means, I’m not about to date somebody I work with. Cops are notorious gossips. What else do you have to do, driving around all day? 

The second problem, of course, is Kacey. Now, Kacey is kind of my opposite. She’s four feet, eleven inches tall, has long blonde hair, and wears a 38D bra. She also has a kind of squeaky, little girl's voice, while mine tends to be deeper and huskier.

And, while I did say it was a cliché, Kacey actually is kind of a nympho. Although that’s partly my fault. With a voice and body like hers, you know she was teased and bullied a lot in school. Up until I got there a month into the school term. Mrs. Henson met me at the door. I was transferring in October. She sent me in to the only empty seat while she talked with the vice principal.

When I walked up the aisle, this girl behind her was roughly jabbing her in the back of the head with a ruler. She was ignoring it, or trying to. I just snatched the ruler out of her hand and threw it out the open window next to us before sitting down.

I didn’t know Kacey, but the other girl, I’d met her kind before, and I’d never liked them.

Kacey was like this annoying puppy at school after that, trailing after me, eager for affection, not to mention protection from bullies. I put up with her. And yes, I tried to toughen her up a little, but she was hopeless. I tried to give her advice about guys, too, but she was way, way too gullible. 
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