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	Bianca & Dawson 

	 

	Dating was a disaster for Bianca Martinez. She was traditional in most ways. Bianca was a true sweetheart, and all she wanted was an intriguing connection with one great guy. A knock on her door will change things. Bianca didn’t know the new repairman, but her service request will lead to a late-night conversation with Dawson Flint. Bianca will find out he’s more than building maintenance. 

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	1. For Love’s Sake 

	 

	 

	 

	Bianca Isabel Martinez 

	(Paradise) Las Vegas, Nevada

	 

	My favorite coffee cup was held close. The last line of the book was perfect in every way. Like so good. I carefully held my coffee while snuggling into my comfy chair. Relaxing with a book was my favorite thing. Tiny sips happened while reading the last scene again. Her love interest was stern, rough around the edges, but still so understanding. The best thing about their story was him being so taken with her. She got crazy spoiled, and I loved reading every single line. Oh, how great would it be to have a guy like him? So great. I was absolutely sure of it. 

	Another wistful sigh happened. Nothing was better than getting lost in a heartfelt love story. Seriously, it was the absolute best. My dating life wasn’t great after my ex-boyfriend. Brett was a real piece of work. It had been four months, and thinking about him still made my head hurt. We were finished, but Brett kept circling back. He had way too many habits. Brett’s issues were his own. 

	Dating was a disaster. I went through the motions, feeling hopeful until the requests for dirty talk happened. One guy asked if I could ship myself overseas. He got blocked without a second thought. Men were sending pics of their junk, and requests for webcam sex were too much. 

	Frustration didn’t begin to describe my experiences. My love life was nonexistent, but my friends were keeping my spirits up. Sometimes, I wanted to imagine being with a great guy. Choosing and being with guys with toxic traits happened too much. I couldn’t keep doing it. Dealing with emotional manipulation was exhausting. 

	Roxy said flirting was the same, so I was unknowingly manipulating men too. She was a poker player. Bluffing and carrying on, like all the time, so her judgement was really questionable. I said so. Roxy laughed, and I did too.

	Honestly, affection was super important, and I was traditional in some ways, well, most ways, for sure. Jinx understood. We met when Roxy and I went to Gypsy. We thought her bar was open. It wasn’t. Renovations were being done, but the décor was beautiful already. I did suggest a few touches, and Roxy knew all there was about the world’s most expensive liquors. We stayed to help Jinx with Gypsy, and we’ve all been inseparable ever since. 

	Jinx said people used dating sites for different reasons. My profile was matched based on compatibility, so I would’ve been a phone sex operator or blushing bride turned naughty housewife if that were true. 

	My frustrations were ongoing, so I decided to let my membership expire. Everything was getting deleted when Liam sent a message. Our chats were nice, and I liked learning new things. We had interests in common too, so our phone conversations went by with a few good laughs.

	Everything was okay when Liam asked to meet for coffee. It was a great idea. I wanted to link up there, but he wanted my address. I wasn’t comfortable giving it to him yet. Liam turned into a different person. His ranting didn’t sit well with me. I said that and ended our call. It should’ve been the end of it, but Liam started calling at odd times from different numbers. The last time was at four in the morning and his rant was extra crazy.

	 Liam was stalker creepy. Way too much happened in so little time. I told the girls while we were hanging out at Gypsy. Roxy teased a little until she found out how serious it was. Jinx asked for his phone number. Whatever she said worked because I didn’t hear from him after that. 

	Jinx helped in a major way, but it was too much hassle, not to mention, I was still screening my calls. It was better safe than sorry. Trying my luck again so soon? No. 

	My phone chimed. Mom was calling. Everything was end-of-the-world dramatic with her. I answered, and she started talking before I finished saying hello. 

	“Sweetie, I miss you so much. Your brother said there are openings at his job. Not that you should consider it. You don’t need to work. Come home.” 

	The more she talked, the worse it would get. I respectfully let her finish and then spoke in Spanish. 

	“Mom, I have a job, and my apartment is perfect.”

	“We’ll find a quaint place here. Something with lovely Terracotta tiles and French doors leading to a nice veranda. How about blooming cacti? The landscape can be how you want. Aren’t you tired of living in Las Vegas?”

	My heart was in Arizona. My life was in Nevada. I didn’t want to leave my job or give up my beautiful rental. 

	“Mom, you were excited about my moving here.”

	She sighed, “Are we still talking about Cameron?” 

	“Yes, I’m not coming home,” I told her for the one hundredth time. “You know what happened with him.” 

	My relationship with Cameron ended when he slept with his co-worker. She left a thank you message on our home phone the day after their thing. She knew we lived together. That was probably the point of her doing it. I moved into my own place a few weeks later, and Cameron went back to Arizona. His mom and mine are friends, but I drew the line whenever Mom started talking about him. 

	“Bia, I didn’t call about Cameron. Currently, he’s avoiding your brother. I don’t know why he’s doing that. Anyway, there’s someone else. He’s perfect for you.” 

	I groaned, “No. Mom, I’m not interested.” 

	She kept talking like I didn’t say a word. Hearing the guy worked with Matthias was a surprise, but my brother didn’t agree. He was talking in the background. 

	“Matías!” Mom started fussing in our first language. She kept right on going. Mom was doing so much this morning. 

	Matthias did a series of maneuvers because he had the phone. I was ready to start chatting away. My brother didn’t judge, no matter how terrible my choices were.

	“Hey Bia, how’s my favorite sister?”

	“I’m your only sister. Let’s hope.”

	Matthias laughed, “Prayers were sent. I’ll be painting next weekend. Do you wanna drive down and hang out?”

	Mom was in the background talking up a storm without taking a breath. “What? Is Bia coming home? What is she saying? Blanca! Matías! I want to hear the conversation!”  

	I sighed, “I’ll visit, but she’s playing matchmaker with the guy from your job. His name is Carlo. I think.”

	Matthias chuckled, “It’s not. You weren’t listening. I’ll give him a heads up. Mom is friends with his tía.”  

	“We’re not a good fit. The number one reason is because Mom chose him. First his aunt and then who knows. No way am I meeting his family. No frigging way.” 

	Matthias couldn’t stop laughing. I groaned and then groaned some more. “Matías, give your wife my love.” 

	He chuckled more. “Sofía will call later. She likes living vicariously through you.” 

	“Hush. Sofía is beautiful and has so much going for her there. She’s not worried about my life at all.” 

	“Says you,” Matthias teased. “You’re living in the Entertainment Capital of the World. Sofía talks about how exciting it must be.” 

	I laughed, “She does not.” 

	Matthias chuckled, “She does. She wants to visit.” 

	“We have so many incredible hotels here. Stay at the Schön Hotel & Resort. Roxy and I have brunch there, and it’s fantastic. Sofía will love it! Matías come visit!” 

	I kept rambling until Matthias teased about there being truth to my having a thrilling life. I didn’t. The glitz and glam was what the Vegas Strip was known for. 

	Mom sensed our conversation was about to end. She got to fussing. Matthias couldn’t stop laughing when she snatched the phone.

	 “Bia, what are you two planning? Why is Matías talking about Las Vegas? Never mind. Are you coming home? He will be helping with the porch. He’ll stay for dinner too.” 

	“Who is coming to dinner?” I asked and then waited because Mom couldn’t remember his name. Matthias wasn’t helpful, and that made everything worse. I said no and reminded her that my life was fine the way it was. 

	Mom was disappointed, but Matthias wasn’t allowing her to do a full guilt trip. No one frustrated her quicker than my brother. Mom finally said goodbye. She ended the call. It wasn’t the end. Not even close. She had plans on calling later when Matthias wasn’t around. 

	I shook my head. Mom thought marriage equaled happiness, well, it did for her. She never had to work a day in her life. Dad took care of her until he died, but Mom was lost without him. We taught her how to budget Dad’s life insurance and pension. Mom wanted marriage and children for me, but it might not be the life I wanted. 

	I cleaned while listening for the door. A service request was in for the shower. Mister Stanley would probably knock soon. He did all my maintenance requests. Mister Stanley had a calm voice, and a warm smile that reached all the way to his eyes. He reminded me so much of Dad. 

	Thinking about Papá always caused bittersweet tears. He was my favorite person. I missed him more and more. My mood was super weird after talking to Mom too. I was somewhere between being sad or irritated and upset. I dabbed at my eyes while hoping with heaps of extra hope that my shower would get fixed. Dad and Matthias taught me the basics, but I didn’t want to use the pliers yet. 

	There was a knock on the door. I rushed to open it, “Hi, you’re early,” my smile faded when I saw my ex-boyfriend.

	Brett was grinning. “Did you miss me?” 

	His words sounded clipped because I tried closing the door in his face. It didn’t shut because his foot was in the way. Well, it wasn’t the first time a guy tried it. I opened the door a bit. Brett was tricked into thinking I was being welcoming. He relaxed enough for the door to slam shut. Another fast little move. Brett cursed when the lock turned. He kept cursing with each click. Deadbolt too. 

	“Slide my key under the door.” I glanced down. “Wait. That won’t work. Leave the key in the hall and go.”  

	“Come on. Bianca, let me in.”  

	“Do you think I’m playing with you? I’m not. It’s too early for this nonsense. I’m calling Security.” 

	He groaned, “Why? I’m not threatening you. I won’t hurt you. Can we talk without a barrier?” 

	I warned him, “You’re not making it past the hall. Brett, I’m serious. Leave before you get thrown out.”

	He sighed, “I don’t wanna argue. Open the door. Bianca, I love you. It was once, okay, I cheated one time. It was at a bachelor party, I swear it. Come on, Bianca.”

	 “Liar. How many women have you slept with since?” 

	Brett didn’t answer, and I honestly didn’t care, but it proved my point. “I want my key. I want my key now.” 

	“We were making plans! We were making real life fucking plans! Is this about the drinking? The partying? I don’t need rehab. I’m fine. Come on!” He kept banging on my door. “Bianca! Come on! This is crazy!”

	Brett was being outrageous. Every loud thump seemed to shake the lovely frame around my beautiful front door. My neighbors might report the disturbance. A migraine was on the way, but I called Security while silently saying a prayer. Thankfully, Kevin answered. 

	“Hi, this is Bianca Martinez in three-seventy-one.” 

	I explained the situation with Brett and then answered Kevin’s questions before ending the call. I had a full blown headache. Well, my day couldn’t get any worse. 

	
 

	 

	2. Work Order

	 

	 

	 

	Dawson Flint 

	Flint Construction

	 

	My day started too damn early, but the coffee’s rich flavor helped. I sipped again and checked the time. A meeting was scheduled with potential clients. My afternoon would be spent at a construction site. I tapped my desk phone. 

	“Good Morning Mister Flint,” Tiffany teasingly answered. “Your day started early. What do you need?”  

	“Did my one o’clock confirm?”  

	“No, not yet. Should I reach out?” 

	“Yes. Have them reschedule if they’re not enroute.” 

	Tiffany answered in her precise way. Our call ended. My mobile vibrated. “Dawson Flint.”  

	“Hi, umm. Good Morning, it’s Helen” 

	My smile came easy, “I know. How are you Miss Helen? What’s wrong?” 

	“I’m doing well, but your uncle didn’t come to work.” Her voice shook uncontrollably, “I called the house, and Stanley is not sounding too good. I tried talking him into seeing a doctor, but he won’t do it. He won’t, Dawson.” 

	Miss Helen’s soft rambles happened until she ran out of words, no doubt frustrated with Uncle Stanley. 

	“Thanks for calling. Uncle Stan has been pushing himself too hard lately.” 

	Miss Helen sighed, “He has. I keep telling him that.” 

	“He’s hard-headed. Send his schedule to me. I’ll make sure all his requests are handled. I’ll give him a call too.”  

	“Okay. I didn’t want to bother you. I’m so sorry.” 

	She was too precious. I couldn’t stop smiling, “Miss Helen, it’s no trouble at all. I’ll get him sorted.” 

	“I sent his maintenance schedule to you.” 

	“Thanks. I’ll check on him. Don’t worry.”

	Miss Helen ended the call. She cared about Uncle Stanley, but he was too stubborn to be in love. He kept fighting it at every turn. Uncle Stanley was retired, but he worked when he wanted.

	My uncle was probably ignoring calls and texts. I called the house and let the line ring. Uncle Stanley answered, but he had a coughing fit. I spoke, “You’re in bad shape. Miss Helen is right to be worried. I’m calling the doctor.”  

	“Why?” Uncle Stanley kept coughing. He went back to being grumpy. “I’m fine. I can’t miss work.” 

	“You can and you will. This is not up for discussion.”  

	“Look people need their repairs done.” 

	“I’ll take care of it. I’m having food delivered from your favorite place too.” 

	Uncle Stanley kept dry hacking and muttering. “This is nothing but a con.” 

	“It is. You need to take it easy,” I glanced at my office door and then motioned for Frank. “Is it a deal?” 

	“Deal? What deal?” Uncle Stanley coughed more. “You’re saying it like I have a choice. I don’t.” 

	“It’s good you know it. The building is fully staffed. I’ll work through the afternoon. You’ll be caught up, but nothing else will get assigned to you. Decide.” 

	Uncle Stanley finally agreed to my terms. I left a quick message for his doctor. An urgent house call was needed. 

	Frank was relaxing. “How is Uncle Stanley?” 

	I went to my closet, “Miss Helen is close to tears, and Uncle Stan is at home, being cranky and difficult.” I took a uniform shirt off the hanger. “His doctor will stop by. How did the meeting go?”  

	“They have a million-dollar project but want it completed on a hundred-thousand-dollar budget.”

	“Your recommendations were solid.”  

	“Never doubt it. They refused to make changes.” 

	“We won’t compromise quality,” I changed my shirt. “Their business will be refused. I’ll call them.”   

	Frank nonchalantly shrugged, “They were warned. Perhaps, they’ll come to their senses before it’s too late.” 

	Someone lightly tapped on the door. Tiffany stepped into my office. “Dawson, I couldn’t cancel because they were walking into the lobby. So, your one o’clock is here, but it looks like you’ll be building maintenance.” 

	“Tiff, don’t encourage him,” Frank told her and then shook his head. “Dawson built a multi-million-dollar company. He manages the responsibility but hates wearing a suit. Dawson would rather be at construction sites or his investment property fixing broken toilets.” 

	I grinned, “It keeps me humble.” 

	Frank chuckled. “Tiff, offer them coffee and tell them Mr. Flint is not available. I’ll take the appointment.”

	“Okay,” Tiffany said while trying not to laugh at how annoyed Frank was. “Dawson, do you need adjustments made for any meetings?” 

	“Not at the present. I’ll let you know.”  

	Tiffany left my office. I sat on the leather couch to pull on my work boots. Frank wasn’t letting it go. 

	 “You have Maintenance Staff.”  

	“Stop giving me grief. Uncle Stan has his own work load. I’m handling it. My tenants are important.” 

	“Nothing is more important than your word,” Frank sighed, “Understandable, but you should delegate more.” 

	“I don’t have to. You’re here. Problem solved.” 

	 “How are things with Lacey?” Frank was gauging my reaction. “Are you satisfied with the results?” 

	“Results, meaning? I wanted to move on.” 

	“You answered with a question. Satisfied. Yes or no?”  

	“Lacey was offered a settlement. Four hundred and fifty after fees. She was given the Henderson house.” 

	Frank groaned and then shook his head, “So, you’re out one point two million, give or take. Damn.” 

	“Thanks for the sentiment. I did what was best for our company. It was peace of mind. For me and my sanity.” 

	Frank knew my history with Lacey, so he didn’t press the subject. Frank straightened his tie and left. Updates would get sent after his meeting. Frank was thorough. 

	I left my office. The building was designed with expansion in mind. The future held possibilities. 

	Miss Helen got a brief update. She was relieved to know Uncle Stanley would get seen. Miss Helen quickly went over his workload and then she ushered me off the phone. 

	I was in my truck and hitting the hands-free option to call Uncle Stan. He answered, still sounding gruff, so the doctor was there. I listened on the drive. It was only a chest cold, but I had to keep my end of the bargain. 

	Food was ordered from Uncle Stanley’s favorite place. He settled in to wait for the delivery. I parked near the apartment building. My tool bag was grabbed, and the utility belt was fastened. 

	Miss Helen was in the lobby, clutching her hands, and hoping for good news. I smiled, “Uncle Stan will be good as new in a week or so. He has a cold.”  

	“Okay, thank goodness. I’ll get the request forms for you,” Miss Helen rushed to her office. She was feeling much better. Uncle Stanley needed a talking to when it came to matters of the heart. Miss Helen was stunning. Women like her didn’t come along often. 

	Kevin was at the Security desk. He chuckled, “Your uncle is not liking this at all.” 

	We talked until the phone rang. Kevin answered the call as Miss Helen came out with a clipboard and forms. The phone call sounded important. Kevin ended the call to grab his walkie. “I’m going to unit three-seventy-one.” 

	I checked the list, “What’s going on?”  

	“Miss Martinez called. Her ex-boyfriend is in the hall. She’s locked in and safe, but he won’t return her entrance door key. That’s how he got up there in the first place.” 

	“I’ll take it. I have a request for that unit.” I grabbed a walkie and went to the elevators. The button was tapped for the third floor. I checked the maintenance schedule. Miss Martinez had her locks changed a few months back. Maybe she had a problem with the guy before. 

	I adjusted my tool bag, left the elevator, and went down the hall to unit three-seventy-one. 

	
 

	 

	3. Feeling Safe 

	 

	 

	 

	Bianca

	 

	My head was pounding. I had a full-on migraine, and Brett’s voice was annoying me. Who was he talking to? He sounded muffled, but it was still so bad. I groaned. Medicine cabinet or peephole? Definitely the door because I would be beyond embarrassed if Brett kept carrying on. My neighbors shouldn’t have to deal with him. They didn’t need the drama. No one did. 

	Someone was in the hall. The other person’s voice was calm. Well, Brett wasn’t making it in. That’s all I knew. 

	Please let it be Security. 

	A silent prayer was said while checking the peephole. Brett was talking to someone. I moved in closer, wanting to get a better view. The little circle in front of me wasn’t helping and then he was closer. The guy had on a uniform shirt. He worked in the building, but I didn’t know him. 

	Brett was super loud. “My girlfriend lives here.” 

	“Miss Martinez called Security. Return her door key and leave.” He still sounded so calm. 

	Brett raised his voice like five octaves. “This is between us. Like I said, she’s my girlfriend. What are you gonna do? Escort me out. No, you won’t. You’re a handyman.” 

	Oh no he didn’t. Brett wouldn’t be disrespecting anyone. I made a snap decision. It wasn’t thought through. My understanding of that happened when the door was already open. Brett saw his chance. He tried
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