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        From USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn comes the Blue Collar Daddies series, where the men are older, the women younger, and everyone gets their very own Daddy.

      

        

      
        Fake.

        It's just a name.

        It's what she's always called me.

        Not Dad, Daddy, or hell, my name—Cort.

        No, she's a brat and likes to remind me we aren't blood.

        My darling good girl.

        She's always scheming. Up to no good.

        Darling Lavigne is not my daughter.

        Once upon a time, she was. For about a year.

        It feels like a lifetime since I’ve seen her.

        Now she’s all grown up into a stunning woman,

        Wanting to call me Daddy,

        And have all my babies.

        Who am I to say no?

      

        

      
        From the Author: Fake Daddy is filled with good girl vibes, plenty of begging, and when our heroine finally gets what she wants, do you think she's ready? I do!
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      Humming to myself as I mix colour for my client, I feel a wave of nostalgia wash over me. My mom used to let me work on her hair when I first showed an interest in becoming a stylist. Since then, something happened, and she’s decided I’m not good enough anymore. I don’t know what, but it’s been six years without any kind of interaction that hasn’t devolved into a screaming match where she tells me everything that’s wrong with me.

      I’m too flamboyant with my multi-coloured pastel hair that I’ve had for over three years now.

      My career choice isn’t good enough because it’s not some high-paying CEO job or something.

      I should be married to a rich guy by now.

      The list is endless.

      This past year, I’ve kept my distance more often than not. Even when she calls or texts me, I give curt answers and always have a reason not to see her. Honestly, it’s for my own mental health.

      When I was seventeen, I slit my wrists after she spent a month bullying me incessantly and then began to withhold food because she said I was getting too fat. I’m five foot three, and at the time, I was a hundred and ten pounds soaking wet.

      She’d left for a weekend trip with some new man, and I was alone. I was so entrenched in my depression and not expecting company, so I took a straight blade to my wrists and cut deep enough I swear I saw bone. It was at that moment that my father decided to surprise me for dinner and arrived just as I passed out. He saved my life that night and took sole custody of me after I spent some time in a psychiatric facility.

      Once I graduated from their program, Dad got me a tutor to help me finish high school, and I attended beauty school, graduating at the top of my class. Life with Dad had always been ten times more wonderful than life with my mom.

      I have so many fears due to my lingering depression. Living on my own is the biggest one. The intrusive thoughts are suffocating at times. They attack and attack until I’m drowning, and there’s no end in sight. And so, we share a house.

      Dad refuses to take money from me for the mortgage or bills. He says being his daughter is enough. Plus, he gets a lifetime of free hair care.

      “Darling?” My boss, Linda, touches my arm. “Are you alright?”

      I smile at her. “Sure, why?”

      “Well, you’ve been staring at that bowl for a couple of minutes now. Just wanted to make sure.”

      Linda was one of my teachers in beauty school and offered me a position as soon as I graduated. She’s one of the few people who knows about my history with depression, and she’s always so kind to me.

      “Lost in the swirls, I guess.” I force out a laugh. I’m content. This week has been especially good for me, so I’m not entirely lying.

      “All right, well, Mary is waiting.”

      She smiles as she walks away, and I turn towards my client. Something about her is familiar, but I can’t put my finger on it.

      “Okay, Miss Mary, let’s get you transformed!” This time, my smile and excitement are genuine. I love my job. I love helping other women, and sometimes men, create a change in themselves.

      “You seem very familiar, Darling. Have we met before?”

      Parting and sectioning her hair in preparation for her foil highlights, I tilt my head to try and remember, but nothing connects.

      “I had the same feeling,” I respond. “But nothing is coming to me.”

      “Hmm. We must just have those familiar types of faces, then.”

      Placing some foil to her head, I lather the dye along her hair and agree with her.

      I’m halfway through her colour when she snaps her finger in an aha moment. “You’re Kelly Lavigne’s daughter, right?”

      I freeze at my mother’s name, and as I glimpse myself in the mirror, I see I’ve gone pale, as well.

      “I am.” Inwardly, I’m freaking out and trying to convince my body to carry on like a bomb hasn’t gone off.

      “She was married to my ex, Cort Baker, for a short time about–”

      “Twelve years ago,” I whisper in horror. Not that there was anything wrong with Cort, he was always kind to me, but he wasn’t around for long.

      “That’s right. I think we only met a time or two. You have grown into a gorgeous young woman.”

      “Thanks,” I murmur, dreading the rest of the afternoon now.

      “Hey,” Mary says softly. “I didn’t mean to dredge anything up. Ignore me. I’m just a silly woman who’s shocked to remember anyone from so long ago.”

      “Thank you,” I reply, quietly continuing my work but hating myself for shifting the mood.

      I apologize to her after finishing the colouring and wrapping of her hair before taking her to one of the heat machines. “It’s not you or Cort. He and your boys always treated me well. I’m just in shock, is all.”

      As we stand face to face, Mary grips my hands in hers. “The boys always had wonderful things to say about you, too. They were sad when they didn’t see you anymore.”

      I nod in response because I don’t know what to say, and then I lead her over to one of the dryers to continue the process.

      “Can I get you anything to drink or a magazine?” I really need a minute to breathe. I hadn’t expected my past to come back for me.

      “A coffee would be lovely, dear. Just black is fine for me.” Her smile is still so kind and genuine that I feel like an ass for being so edgy.

      “You got it. I’ll be right back.”

      After double-checking that the timer is right and her hair is all tucked in, I head to the kitchen in the back for her drink. Thankfully, Linda had the forethought to start a fresh pot, and it’s just completed brewing as I grab a mug.

      Once I’ve got Mary settled, I take a dip out back to breathe and try to quell the mounting anxiety. I don’t understand why I’m so unsettled about seeing Mary. The Baker family was genuinely kind to me for the short time I knew them. Maybe it’s because that was the last time I felt any sort of love in our house.

      Cort and Mary were always friendly with each other, a contrast to my parents, and I envied it so much. I wanted to be loved. Not just by my dad, but in the romantic sense.

      I want the husband, the kids, the white picket fence, and a dog. I want it all. I’m just terrified I’m too broken to achieve it.

      “You want to tell me what’s going on?” Linda asks as she walks up behind me in the alley.

      “Mary’s ex-husband is also my mom’s ex-husband. I wasn’t expecting a blast from the past today.” Or the way it would make me feel.

      “You seemed congenial.”

      I lift a shoulder casually. “She was nice to me. No reason not to be.”

      Linda nods, her eyes acknowledging my internal freakout. “Look, Darling, I know you work for me, but you can always talk to me when you’re having a hard time.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind. Thanks, Linda.”

      She’s gone again, and I head back inside to grab a bottle of water and a granola bar before checking on Mary again. Afterwards, I clean up my station so I can get her washed, styled, and out the door without any more meltdowns on my part.

      By the time I finish up, Mary’s timer has gone off, so I take her to wash her hair and then back to my station for a blow-dry and curl.

      “What do you think?” I ask when I’m done, and she can really notice the multi-hued highlights.

      “Wow!” she gushes, turning her head left and right to take it all in. “You are incredible. This is stunning.”

      She stands up, gives me an impulsive hug, and I freeze before allowing myself to relax and reciprocate the gesture.

      “Thank you, Mary. I’m pleased you’re so happy.” I truly am. It’s gratifying to have a client leave with a smile on their face.

      “Would it be alright if I brought the boys by for haircuts? Evan has been dying to colour his hair, but I wouldn’t know where to start. Maybe you can give him some guidance so we can come back when you have time in your schedule?”

      She’s so hopeful that I have difficulty saying no.

      “Sure, Mary. Let me check the calendar and get them on my schedule.” After processing her payment and the way-too-generous tip, I peruse my calendar. “I have time for the two on Saturday if that’ll work for them?” She agrees, and I schedule them for cuts and a consultation first thing in the afternoon before saying goodbye.

      I’m exhausted after she leaves. Drained emotionally, and all I want to do is go home, grab a bottle of wine, and binge-watch the Jurassic Park movies for a day or two. Unfortunately, I have another client.

      “Mrs. Green, why don’t you follow me on back?”

      The woman is in her seventies and loves to gossip about the other residents in her retirement home. She comes twice a year for perms and once a month for a good wash and styling. She’s one of my oldest clients and sometimes reminds me of my Nana.

    

  

OEBPS/images/image-21.jpg







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/lovers_lineart_5.jpg
F\ \





OEBPS/images/fake-daddy-ecover.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-76.jpg





OEBPS/images/bcd-logo.jpg
* Kk kKX







