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“How did it go last night?” Sheila asked.

“I think it went well,” I smiled. “We went out to eat and then we talked for a very long time.”

“Told you!” Sheila remarked proudly.

“Yeah, I was talking for that,” I shook my head.

Sheila had been telling me about online dating for a long time, and I was skeptical about it. Most of the reviews of the dating app weren’t positive; most of the reviews mentioned online hookups and abuse, as well as other nasty things.

After my divorce from Kayla, all I wanted to do was find a friend who could lead to more eventually, and being a workaholic like me, I didn’t have much time for the dating scene.

I wasn’t into single mothers, which was all I found when some of my friends tried to convince me about blind dates.

So, Sheila told me about a dating app for workaholics. That’s how I met Tandy; she was like me, except she worked in the Emergency Room of the hospital, and she worked more hours than the average person, so we were perfect for each other.

Like me, she had just recently gotten out of a bad marriage and was just looking for friendship, with the opportunity for more down the road.

Tandy was also like me, where we weren’t exactly in the best shape of our lives, and we weren’t making efforts to be. I was aware I needed to get fitter, and my doctor often reminded me to lose some weight.

I was comfortable with the way I looked, and I didn’t mind a woman who was just like me. I wasn’t one of the guys who were round as a keg but wanted a swimsuit model as a girlfriend.

“So, when are you seeing her again?” Sheila asked.

“No idea,” I shrugged.

I worked as a news journalist and was constantly on the move for the next big story, which could be at home or abroad.

That’s why my past relationships had failed; I was constantly packing my things and heading out, catching planes or driving to the middle of nowhere.

I loved my job, seeing new things and not knowing when the next story would take me. My ex-wife hated it, especially when I was put into harm’s way, like in the middle of a warzone, or in a country filled with terrorists.

Once I got taken by jungle terrorists in the middle of the rainforest, it took four months for the authorities to find and rescue me, but I got to tell a great story from their side. They weren’t just terrorists and vigilantes as the government portrayed them. They had kids, families, and homes, which were getting cut down by the big commerce industry, who were trying to tear down the forests that they called home.

That story won me many awards, but that was also when Kayla told me she had enough, that she wanted me to quit and find a safe job that was close to home.

I couldn’t give that to her; I couldn’t do that to myself. This job was who I was, and I knew she couldn’t accept that, so I gave her the divorce she wanted.

I told Tandy everything, and she was happy that she wouldn’t have to be tied down either, and her long hours at the hospital had led to her divorce as well.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~
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I usually did most of my work from home when I wasn’t away on a story. The bone I was grinding on now was a corporate scam, and I knew I was getting close because of all the threats I had been getting lately.

Someone had broken into my remote home, they had gone through everything, trashed the place, and left with nothing.

I had many remote homes and kept my information in many places, never giving access to anyone but Sheila. Sheila was the only person I trusted with anything. We had known each other since high school, and since her father was a well-known celebrity and her mother was just as famous in the religious circles, no one dared to get near her.

I sent my stories directly to many news stations as well as online tabloids, the internet, and social media, making things easier than the dark days of papers and television. Now all I needed to do was stir the pot, and the internet took care of the rest.

It was how things got done in these times. Many people around the world would be glad to see me dead and forgotten.

I breathed a sigh of relief as I got to my home away from home. A nice hotel room on the first floor of a lavish hotel.

I always picked the first floor, never any other of the other floors. If someone wanted to harm me, they would have to do it with a crowd. I always picked the rooms next to the lobby or near the elevators, with plenty of foot traffic.

I also picked hotels that had families coming and going, never any seedy motels or hotels that were too expensive for the common person. I had done that in the past, thinking that the extra security they provided would deter anyone from coming for me, but security could be bought or fooled. Trying to fool the couple with the screaming kids was much harder, and no one wanted to cause a scene.

I booted up my laptop and attached my decryption device to it. I always carried around four different decryption devices and changed which laptop they would unlock. The only person to know which one to use was me; I didn’t use a program or write anything down.

‘You stirred the hornets’ nest on this one!’ my host warned me.

‘Don’t I always,’ I smiled.

‘There are many hands in the honey pot on this one, are you sure you want to do this?’ they were paranoid. I could tell by the way they paused. “These are very powerful people!’

‘Absolutely, it’s time the public knew where their money was going,’ I drank from my water bottle.

‘Okay, how much do you have?’

I grinned.

I had been rattling cages for months on end, and I was getting close. I already had the names of senators and other high-profile CEO’s that were involved in this massive money scam that had been going on for decades.

‘I will have everything you will need to blow this open this time next week,’ I told them.

‘Good, talk to you in a week, if you last that long!’

I turned the laptop off and brought out another one. Breaking that one open out of its new box and destroying the other. I always broke or destroyed a laptop after a few uses, as they could be tracked easily. A new one took time to hack. It took a while for me to load the base programs I needed, and then I got to work.

‘It was a great first date, hope I will see you again soon!’ a text read.

It was from Tandy. I smiled and replied that I was busy this week, but I would love to see her again, soon.

There was no reply for a few minutes, then she sent a thumbs-up emoji. I shrugged and put my phone away.

Relationships weren’t my thing; I was very bad at getting close to people, and that was because of my distrust in humanity as a whole.

Humans always thought they wanted the truth, but the reality was that even when they got it, they denied it.

My professor in college once asked us if God himself came down to earth and showed us that he was truly the maker of all. He wanted everyone to change their ways, politics, religious, personality, and everything that we held dear to us. He stated that ninety percent of the population would not do it.

With all my travels and seeing how stubborn and thick-headed humanity could be, I moved that percentage up to ninety-nine percent, would tell God to fuck off! People believed in what they wanted, and no amount of truth that was shoved in their faces made them change in any direction.

So, why did I do what I did? Why did I try to put the truth out there? Why did I risk my life and the lives of those who are close to me? The truth was, I liked it. I liked the danger. I liked knowing the truth, no matter what it was, no matter the costs. The truth needed to be found and put into the light, even if it hurt people.

I sighed and rubbed my eyes. I was tired, beyond tired, I was physically exhausted. I hadn’t slept well in almost a week. I knew I would probably get two to three hours tonight, with the sound of the elevator and the people going back and forth outside my door and the couple having sex in the room next to mine. I knew sleep would not come easily, but after this story was out, I would find a good, quiet place in the middle of nowhere and sleep for a day or two, until the next story.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Tandy!” I exclaimed seeing her at the airport.

“Hi,” she waved at me.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“Heading to my sisters,” she smiled as she approached me.

“Right, she is having her kids,” I nodded.

I remembered her telling me that her sister was having twins, her first time being pregnant. Tandy was going to help her for a few weeks.

“You?” Tandy asked. “Off to some remote place for a huge story?”

“You know it,” I grinned.

Airports were the worst, planes were the worst, but driving alone was suicide. My mentor had been killed on the side of the road after he swore that driving alone and being cautious was much better than flying. Well, he stopped at a gas station outside a small town and went to the bathroom. When he came out, someone was lying in wait and put a bullet in his head.

I hated being around so many people, because any one of them could be someone sent to silence me, but as long as
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