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CHAPTER 1
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The darkness was cold enough to make Fiona Thompson cough after she inhaled sharply upon waking. Known as Flo to her friends, family, and work colleagues, she remained in a sleepy daze for a long moment before her full alertness kicked in. 

Stretched out horizontally, Flo became aware of the hardness she was lying on. Another sense told her that she was in an enclosed space. Tentatively, she reached out sideways with both hands. She didn't reach far. At almost the same moment, both hands found the silkiness of a fabric. Pushing her fingers against it, she could feel the padding that lay beyond, and the hardness beyond that. There was no warmth in the fabric or whatever it hid. She suspected that wherever she was - and whatever she was in - there was cold wood to either side of where she lay. 

As panic began to set in, Flo forced herself to move her hands once more, this time upwards. There was no surprise in them finding the silkiness of satin, the softness of padding, and the cold solidity of a hard outer shell again. As one last test, she curved her fingers in on her right hand, presented her knuckles to the ceiling of the space she was in, and knocked. At first, there was hardly a sound. When she repeated the movement, she could hear the dull thud that assured her it was wood beyond the pretense of softness. 

Her heart heavy with the resolution of what could be happening, she raised both hands and tried to push against the firmness that covered her. Nothing. It didn't move at all. Once again, she tried, this time with as much strength as she could gather. Still nothing. If there was a way for her to escape her confine, that wasn't it.

As her deep fear began to sink in, she felt past her head and then stretched her feet downwards. Whichever way she reached, the result was the same. There was only silky, padded hardness to feel. There was only cool air to breathe. There was only the dark that she could see. Not even a sliver of light entered around her. 

Her logical mind began to work. She knew she was in some kind of wooden box. The cold and the dark left her resolved that she was possibly under the ground, buried. Thinking back to two months earlier when she'd attended her grandmother's funeral, her imagination extended to a further possibility. She remembered looking at her grandmother in her coffin. It had been a peaceful scene, despite Flo's fears of seeing the first dead body she'd ever seen in her life. To her surprise, her grandmother had only looked as if she were sleeping. The tranquility of that had been highlighted by the softness of what would be her final home. Silk, ribbon, and lace had surrounded her, providing a level of feminine prettiness that Flo would never have associated with her grandmother, as the staunch woman she had been. 

The thoughts of her grandmother produced the onset of tears. Her grandmother's death wasn't any factor in what was presently happening. It did, however, remind Flo of that coffin, and make her wonder if she was now in one herself. Maybe she wasn't even alive. Maybe something unexpected and evil had happened to her, leading to her now being in her present state. Could it be? Was she dead? If so, what possibly could have happened to her? 

She breathed in long and deep. Once again, she moved her hands around in silent exploration. No, she couldn't believe she was dead. If she was, she'd surely find a way out in ghost form. She had no beliefs either way about whether spirits existed, or if people sometimes got stuck between life and death, not able to go into the light, or whatever it was that people believed. She'd always respected the beliefs of others. More logical herself, she maintained a quiet unknowing about things she could neither prove nor disprove, and she'd always been quite alright with that.

As she lay where she was, her mind active in ways that ultimately wouldn't matter at all at that moment, the absurdity of what could have happened to her almost made her laugh. How many times since meeting Daniel had her friends and family told her that he wasn't the person she saw him as? How many times had people said that it wasn't going to end well? And just how many times had her best friend, Stacey, joked that she might end up like one of those victims off any of the crime shows they'd often watched together - those poor victims who had been buried alive. 

Air thin and panic well set in, Flo began to laugh. She'd been warned about this very scenario. Instead of heeding those warnings, she had persisted in her pride in believing that she was right about Daniel and everyone else was wrong. How she'd argued with them that they didn't know him as she did. They hadn't seen his soft side ... his caring side ... his loving side. Of course, they couldn't see him as she did. They didn't know him. She did - or so she had thought. Maybe that was an illusion too - the biggest illusion of all. Just how well did she even know her husband?

Yes, it was a strange moment to laugh, but still, she did. She let a shrill sound leave her mouth, its pitch high. 

That was before Fiona Thompson, better known as Flo, began to truly scream.
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24 Months Ago

"I'm just so lonely!" Flo cried passionately to her closest friends during their monthly dinner date. Stacey, Grant, Toby, and Christine had each expressed at least one opinion so far. Flo suspected that each had far more to say yet about what she'd just told them. That didn't deter her from further making her plea for them to understand. "You guys know that it's been almost two years since Brent and I broke up. I don't know why you're so surprised by this, or why you're making such a big deal about it."

Hearing Flo's voice almost break as she mentioned the name of her ex-boyfriend, Grant moved around the dining table and placed his arms around Flo protectively from behind her chair. 

"It's not that you're so eager to meet someone that has us worried, Flo," he said gently as he leaned in, close to her ear. "It's that you're choosing this particular way to meet someone that's the concern," he continued. "There are psychos out there who are using dating apps as a buffet to find their victims."

Flo sighed, then laughed loudly. 

"Well, there are psychos everywhere," she said. "There always have been. If they're looking for me, they hardly need to sign up to Tinder, Bumble, or any other dating realm to find me, do they!" she exclaimed in exasperation. 

She loved her friends, and she appreciated that they, in turn, loved her. It was bittersweet knowing that they meant well, all the while driving her crazy with their over the top attempts to keep her safe. She was 23 years old, after all. Surely that was old enough for everyone to back off and let her live her life, mistakes and all.

Grant hugged her again from where he stood behind her. He could sense the tenseness that emanated through her rigid shoulders. That didn't make him feel good. As always, the four of them had expressed their concern that came with their love for Flo. As always, it seemed to have the exact opposite effect and reaction from her as what they'd expected or intended.

With her back to him, Flo was oblivious to the look Grant gave to the others seated around the table. Knowing him as well as she did, if she'd seen it, she would have accurately interpreted the look as one of intense sadness.

"Well, I think you are very brave, Flo," Toby pitched in. As was usually the case, he was in support of her current venture. Consistently, he was a loyal supporter of anything she attempted. He always had been. It was one of the many things she loved about having him as her long-time friend. "Everyone else is doing it, so why shouldn't you? Don't listen to these old fuddy-duddies. They don't know what they're talking about," he continued as he reached across the table and touched her hand with his. "The best advice I can give you about this online dating lark is to simply be careful. Grant wasn't exaggerating when he said there are nutters out there. Use your common sense, and I have no doubt you'll be perfectly fine."

In response to his passionate words, Christine turned toward him. 

"Oh, yeah! You mentioned a while back that you were going to do the online dating thing," she said, happy to divert the conversation away from the hard time Flo had been getting. She, too, had expressed her concern, but there always came a time to change the subject. In her opinion, that time had come. "What happened to that? Did you go through with it?" she asked, the mischief-maker in her wanting to push him into defensive mode. 

As a group, they didn't get together very often, but when they did, they all had their personality quirks that shone brightly. In general, Christine knew she was the person of the group who understood the concept of 'pushing someone's buttons'. She could push someone enough until they threw up their hands in almost craziness before that person would realize what she'd done and end up laughing with the rest of them. 

"Oh, yes, I did," Toby replied as he grinned broadly. "It's like a ... hmm, what word did you just use, Grant? Buffet?" he asked, letting loose a loud laugh as he did. After he spoke, he waited, knowing how to bring his friends to the point of desperation in needing to know what he had been up to.

"Well, come on then!" Stacey said in very evident exasperation. "Shit, you're a bugger for only throwing the fishing line out and teasing us with your scant details! What kind of friend are you, always making us beg for information?" she continued, grinning widely.

Toby laughed again as he nodded. 

"L-O-L, you! Some things a gentleman never tells," he said as he winked, tapped the side of his nose, and continued to smile. "But I will tell you that since our last catch up, my friends, I did put up a profile, I did get a load of matches, and I did take the plunge and meet seven people in person. Most of them were even normal, I'll have you know."

"Most of them were normal?" Grant asked, laughing. "What about the others? Are you implying you met some abnormal people in the bunch that you met?"

"Well, yes, actually. A couple were a bit over the top ... for me, anyway," Toby said, his voice and face sobering. "One of them I chatted to for a couple of weeks. We got on okay, and to be honest, I was really looking forward to meeting her," he said before pausing for effect. Always one for the dramatic.

"Oh my god! And??" Christine asked, exasperation evident in her tone.

"And!" Toby continued, smiling at her before growing serious again. "And then she went a bit loopy. Well, loopy probably isn't the right word. One minute, it seemed like we were just chatting, checking in each day to say hi and have a short conversation before signing off. A couple of times, we tentatively arranged to meet up, but then I had to cancel because of work, and then she had to cancel because of something to do with her kids." He took a moment to contemplate. Everything looked different in hindsight, and even more different when explaining it to others. 

"Anyway, I was pretty relaxed about it, but one night she sent me a message asking how my day was, and I didn't reply for a couple of hours," he continued. "By the time I picked up my phone and checked my messages, she'd gone from asking that question to asking where I was and what I was doing, and then into complete interrogation mode. All up, she'd sent 17 messages, each one reading more desperate than the last. The last couple were pretty nasty, saying I'd been purposely leading her on to make her develop feelings for me, without any intention of ever meeting her, let alone having a relationship with her." He paused a moment as he looked around the faces of each of his friends. "It did leave me feeling a little worried about her at first. After that, I just felt pissed off that someone had made an assumption about me that was completely wrong. She'd made it all up in her head. I hadn't even had the chance to respond to the conversation before she'd moved onto the next level of paranoia."

Flo watched his face as he spoke. She didn't particularly like what he was saying, but she was drawn to listen. 

"Did you reply in the end?" she asked.

"I did," Toby said. "But only to send a message telling her I was sorry she felt that way, but I sincerely hoped she would find someone more suited to her. I haven't contacted her or heard from her since." 

For a moment, Toby wondered if that particular online dater had found someone. He hoped so. He hadn't enjoyed reading someone's words that appeared to have been spoken from lonely desperation. 

"Anyway, that freaked me out a little bit but didn't deter me," he continued. "I kept my profile up, kept chatting to people, and just got on with it."

"Okay, but that's only one example of someone acting over the top," Grant said. "What's the other one?"

Toby looked at him and began to speak again. 

"One of them found out where I worked and turned up there," he said. "We'd only met one time, and a couple of days had passed without either of us having made contact again. I thought that since I hadn't heard anything, we were both equally uninterested in seeing each other a second time. Unfortunately, that wasn't the case at all."

Flo felt mesmerized by his words. She found herself midway between wanting to know all about other people's online dating experiences, and not wanting to know anything at all.

"What happened then?" she asked tentatively, not sure she should hear the details if she was going to embark on a similar journey as her friend had.

"Well, I don't know really," Toby replied. "I mean, we only messaged in the app. I don't give out my mobile number to anyone before I meet them, and with her, I didn't even give it out after I had met her. Even though I did give her my real first name, I never mentioned my last name. I did tell her that I worked in retail, selling menswear, but I specifically didn't say the name of the shop I worked in. I don't have any idea how she found me," he said, thoughtful.

Stacey joined in the conversation, beginning to feel intrigued. Well settled into a four-year relationship with her high school sweetheart, the entire concept of online dating seemed foreign to her.

"Wait! Backtrack," she said. "You met this girl ... and ... how was the date then? What made you think you didn't want to see her again?"

Toby turned toward her. 

"I love how you guys are interested in the dates I've had that haven't been enjoyable, instead of the ones that have been," he said with a serious look on his face even though his voice betrayed a slight amusement. 

"Toby!" he heard all four of his friends exclaim at once, making him laugh softly.

"Okay, okay!" he replied. "Oh, I mean, at first sight, I could tell that she was the person in the profile I'd seen, but the photos she'd used obviously weren't recent. Why chicks do that, I have no idea. It only makes things extremely uncomfortable when we come face to face," he said before turning to look directly at Flo. "Don't you do that! I can't see it would ever end well for anybody doing the online dating thing!" he continued, pointing at her. 

Flo shook her head while trying to maintain a solemn expression on her face. 

"I won't, I promise," she said. "Now get on with the story. I need to hear these things before I start meeting people. If anybody wants to meet me, that is. I've heard there's no shortage of women who look like models in there. Maybe nobody will even like how I look. I'm just me."

"Don't be silly, Flo," Toby said. "There are women in there who are all shapes, sizes, and ages. I have no doubt whatsoever that you'll be popular. That's exactly why I'm sharing my experience with you. I wouldn't be doing that if I thought you weren't likely to get any matches, would I!"

"Okay, sorry," Flo replied as she smiled at him. "Tell us more about the date itself ... please."

"Actually, as far as dates go, it was okay," Toby continued. "We met at Best Café after work, just for a coffee. Like I said, I was a bit surprised by what she looked like. I don't mean she was unattractive or anything, but she'd been pretty stupid to only show old photos. It was obvious that she is older now, and that put me off quite a bit, not because of what she looked like, but because she'd been so dishonest. It's a bit sad really because as she is now, she's quite nice to look at. I can't look past dishonesty, though. It might be different if I just wanted a shag, but I was meeting people with the hope that I might meet someone I'd at least want to date for a while. If someone can't be honest just in the simple act of showing what they currently look like, what else are they likely to lie about?"

Everyone waited patiently as Toby let out a sigh and remained quiet for a moment before continuing. 

"Anyway, I endured the date, but all I kept thinking about was that she wasn't who she'd presented herself to be, and that was like a huge red flag being waved at me. After an hour or so of chatting, I made the excuse that I had to get going. Before I left, I thanked her for meeting me and told her I'd enjoyed our chat. I left her at the café doors. She went one way, I went the other, and I really thought that would be that," he said. "That was on a Thursday night. A few mornings later, she walked into my workplace. It was so weird. I mean, she didn't look like she was just strolling around town, looking for clothing and checking out each store. When she walked in, she downright looked as though she knew I was there. She entered and seemed to see me straight away. I didn't even have time to hide out back."

"She can't have been so bad that you had to hide!" Grant said. "You just said you had an enjoyable date with her!"

"Oh, well, it was alright - like it wasn't bad. That didn't mean I wanted to see her again. You know my feelings about honesty," Toby said quietly. "Anyway, she walked up to me, hugged me, and talked a mile a minute, as if she considered me her boyfriend or something. It freaked me out no end!"

Stacey smiled at what seemed like an over exaggeration to her. 

"Oh, come on! A girl talks to you, and you assume she thinks you're her boyfriend?" she teased. "Why do guys make that assumption? Man, you guys have one weird paranoia about that stuff. Sometimes a girl is just being friendly."

"Yeah, maybe," Toby said. "But her saying that she wanted me to go with her that night to her parents' anniversary dinner still freaked me out. I mean, who asks someone they met only once to go to a family event like that? Come on, that's weird!"

"So what did you do?" Flo asked. 

Toby turned to her and gave a sad smile she was well used to seeing. 

"I told her that I had enjoyed her conversation, but I didn't feel like I wanted to pursue anything with her," he replied. "Then she burst into tears. No lie! Right there in the middle of the store - my workplace - she burst into tears and kept asking why. Why? Why? Why? She kept saying it over and over. Bloody hell! I started to freak out myself. All I could do was keep trying to talk to her, telling her she was attractive and would have no trouble meeting someone else, but we weren't right for one another. After a while, she seemed to accept my compliments and calm down. I guess she just needed some validation or something," he said, shrugging his shoulders. "I don't know. It was enough to make me nervous about meeting more people, though. Strange chicks showing up where I work isn't something I want."

"And you have just told Flo that she should do this too? Are you crazy?" Christine asked. 

"But that's my point, Christine!" Toby replied. "I met that person, and yes, she freaked me out, but then I met five other people, and they were all great! There was no deception about their photos, or anything off about them at all."

"That you know of," Christine said.

"Yes, that I know of, Miss Negative Nelly," Toby responded, teasing her before he turned to face Flo. "What I learned about that is that it's really good to monitor my conversation to make sure that I'm not giving away any clues that could put me in that situation again from a first date. I still don't know how that woman figured out where I work or what days I work, but I guess I must have given something away that she latched onto. Since then, I've been more careful on the first date, reserving opening up about too much until I see someone a second time."

"So ... you're seeing someone now?" Flo asked tentatively.

"No ... well, maybe?" Toby replied, grinning. "I don't know. Three of the seven I've met, I have seen more than once. I'm happy taking it slow and seeing if I can build a friendship first. They each know that's what I'm doing."

"And they each know that you are seeing several people?" Christine asked.

"Oh, yeah, of course. I've made it clear that I want to meet people - plural. I'll keep doing that, just as I expect them to as well," Toby replied before pausing for a moment. "When I've gotten to know someone, and it feels right, I'll happily pull my profile down and not meet anyone else. Right now, it's too early for me to make that call about the women I've met."

He looked at Flo, watching her facial expression and body language. He could tell from their years of friendship that he'd put her into a minor state of worry.

"Flo, you'll be fine," he said to reassure her. "You just need to use your gut instinct and make sure you don't meet anyone while you have your rose-colored glasses on. It's easy to see what we want to see - to imagine a person fitting into our lives exactly how we'd like someone to. It's far better, especially in online dating, to try and keep your sense of reality intact. Being lonely or wanting to find a partner is no reason to be with someone just because they might show they want to be with you. I think lots of people make that mistake. They place far too much importance on whether the other person wants them. They forget that the best and only assessment they need to make is whether that person is right for them, not whether they are right for the other person."

Flo considered his speech. Throughout their eleven-year friendship, he'd consistently shown his serious side and his caring side. The five of them, as a group, were close, but with Toby, Flo had always felt a slightly stronger bond. 

"You've given me a lot to think about, but thanks," she said. "Hearing even just this little bit about your experience makes me see I have to really think about what I'm doing."

"You'll give up this idea then?" Grant asked. 

"No, I want to get back into dating, even if just for the sake of building up some confidence in dating itself. But I will be careful, so don't worry about me," Flo replied as she looked around each of the faces she knew and loved so much. "I'm a big girl. I can do this."

"Wow, I feel so old," Christine said. "See, this is exactly why I need you guys and love you so much. I just have to live vicariously through you!"

Grant laughed as he wrapped an arm around Christine's shoulders. 

"You're the same age as all of us, silly!" he teased her.

The five friends laughed. As they did so, Flo felt sadness at the thought that one day they might not all be able to meet up together anymore. 
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Flo stared at the screen of her mobile phone. 'Enter user login name', the dating app said as it seemed to look right at her, waiting for her response. That, in itself, seemed a huge thing to consider in the moment. 

Several days had passed since her catch up with Grant, Christine, Toby, and Stacey. Even though she had decided, before she'd caught up with them, that she would do it, she'd wanted to take her time in mentally preparing to embark on her online dating journey. Of most importance, she'd wanted to take time to consider why she even wanted to do it. Was she lonely? She didn't feel like she was. Sure, she didn't see her best friends very often, but she knew they were always there for her if she needed them, just as she was there for them. Day to day, she had good neighbors in her apartment block, and two older sisters who she saw for brunch at The Black Rock Café every Sunday. That, combined with her job as a writer for the local newspaper, certainly provided her with people in her life. 

When she sat down and considered who she was as a person, she accepted that she did like solitude. She'd never been someone who needed people close by all the time. Her ex, Brent, had been well suited to her in that way. They'd had their individual lives away from each other. That had worked well until she'd learned that a fair amount of his 'independent time' had actually been spent with another woman. It was only two years that Flo and Brent had stayed together. He'd been screwing someone else for a quarter of that time. In truth, Flo suspected that maybe he'd been unfaithful the entire time they were seeing each other. She no longer cared if that were the case. Cheating was cheating, no matter how long it went on for. 

Brent. Yes, she'd thought he was the one. He'd charmed her so much at the beginning. After a few months of dating, he'd pushed the idea of them getting a place together, so eventually, they had. For one year, they'd dated while living apart. For the second year, they'd jumped in and set up home together. Flo was just glad that they'd agreed to live together at the place he'd lived in since before they'd met. That had made it easy for her to simply move out. The possible alternative of having had to ask him to move out of her place if they had done things that way would have been far more uncomfortable. At least she'd only needed to pack up her meager belongings, hold her head up high, and simply walk out the door. 

She could still clearly remember that day. As soon as she'd found out from Christine that she'd seen Brent kissing another woman passionately outside a restaurant, Flo had begun investigating his movements. It had gone against who she was as a person, being so paranoid and not trusting the man she was involved with. She'd hoped Christine had been mistaken. She hadn't been. It had all been true. Flo had gotten the truth out of the woman who had been seen, and then she'd gotten the truth from Brent himself. It had then been logical to pack up and walk away. 

That day, she'd walked out of their shared apartment, climbed into her car, and driven to the home of her oldest sister, Kim. Her sister hadn't hesitated in quickly setting up a small bed in the office of her home, insisting Flo could stay as long as she wanted to. 

For weeks, Flo had remained in that room, in that bed. She'd had a broken heart. It was the first time in her life that she did feel like her heart was physically breaking. Her chest had ached whenever she'd thought about Brent. In that first month, there had been plenty of times when she'd considered contacting him and asking him - begging him - to start over with her again. She never had done it though. Along with her heart breaking, so had their relationship. Brent had done that, not her. He'd proven he didn't love her, and she would never be able to trust him again. That was the core reason why they could never be together. 

Two years had passed since then. They'd had no contact for the first year and a half. During that time, they literally never spoke or ever saw each other, even in passing. Then the text messages had started. 

At first, the messages had been just of the 'how are you?' variety. Flo hadn't asked why he was messaging her again. With every 'how are you?' she'd received, she had replied politely but briefly. After a few weeks of that, the invitations had begun. He'd said he missed her and wanted to see her. He asked her on dates that she never accepted. He told her he'd made a mistake. She never believed him. 

When she'd last heard from him two weeks ago, he'd asked her to consider the two of them rebuilding their relationship. Flo had surprised even herself when she'd so easily replied with a simple, 'Thank you but no. Our time is done. Move on." She hadn't had any response to that, and she was glad. She'd cleansed him from her life two years earlier. There was no aspect of her life in which she ever wanted to go backward. Moving forwards - that was the only direction she wanted to go.

'Enter user login name,' the screen in front of her persisted, patiently waiting. Flo hesitated. Was she absolutely certain that she wanted to put herself out there on the internet for the entire world to be able to see? It was a scary prospect. There was reassurance, however, that at least Toby had sound experience in the online dating process. It was good to consider that she had a male friend she trusted implicitly. It was also good to have a male friend who could offer dating feedback from a man's perspective. 

Finally, she began to type. 'FloMo97'. Next, she entered a password. After that came the requirements to enter her gender, say what she was seeking, and finally do the dreaded photo upload. Remembering Toby's stern direction to make sure she only used current photos, she decided to make them as current as she possibly could. Walking around her apartment, she took five photos of herself in various poses, selected them in the app, and clicked 'upload'. It was as easy as that. Painless really. Ten minutes of her life had passed in profile creation and dubious photography. Now she was out there, waiting for an entirely new world of adventure to begin. 

Despite what she was doing, she knew she had a great life. There was much to be thankful for. Was she lonely? No, not in the standard sense of the word. Did she want to date again? Yes, she was ready to share her life with someone again. That someone was out there somewhere. All she had to do was find him.
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"You're gonna be okay," Flo heard Toby reassure her when she called him an hour before her first date. "Hell, you are going to be more than okay. Just keep your primary focus on safety and remember that everything else is just fun. Go with it and don't feel any pressure to do anything you don't want to do."

Flo smiled, even though he couldn’t see it. 

"Thank you, Toby," she said. "I love and appreciate your friendship so much."

"I know," Toby replied. "Me too. Now stop chatting to me and go pamper yourself. Have fun tonight. If you need to be saved, in any sense of the word, call me, no matter how late it is."

"I will. Thank you," Flo replied before the call was disconnected. 

As she stood before the bathroom mirror, staring at her reflection, she briefly wondered if the guy she was meeting would like the look of her. Then she thought about Toby. What was it he'd said to her? That's right - it was important to focus on whether she liked the guy, and not focus on whether he liked her. Yes, that was wise advice that she probably wouldn't have even considered herself. It made sense, though. The person who had to be most pleased with what happened in her life was her - nobody else.

She had just under an hour until she met candidate number one - Tom. Since setting up and activating her profile, she'd matched with 34 men. Of those, she'd unmatched the five who had expressed very blatantly they wanted one-time sex only. At first, she'd felt bad unmatching anyone. It had certainly become progressively easier with each one, and faster too. In her short time of being active in an online dating app, she'd already honed her skills in clicking that little 'unmatch' button. 

That left 29 remaining. Of those, 23 had started chatting to her. The other six had remained persistently silent even after Flo had reached out to them. With that situation, it seemed pointless being matched, but she wouldn't unmatch them yet. It just meant she could focus on only 23 conversations instead of 29. There was nothing negative in that.

Tom was the first she was meeting. Although she'd have loved to have considered him the first she wanted to meet, in reality, he was just the first guy who had asked her. There were no red flags about him. He seemed perfectly normal and nice. Flo was curious and eager to see if they got on as well in person. Being a writer, she knew how to converse through the written word. She had yet to find out if she could be so eloquent in person with someone who was just a stranger, no matter how many typed words had been exchanged. 

In an attempt to relax the feeling of butterflies in her stomach, she smiled at herself in the mirror. She was ready for a new chapter to start in her life. Who was to say that it might not start on that exact night, through the modern-day age of digital matchmaking? 

She had to admit, Tom hadn't inspired any particular feelings in her yet. That didn't mean he wouldn't. The possibility was something to smile and be excited about. 

Turning away from the mirror, Flo turned on the shower. It was time to move on and see just how much happiness a simple mobile phone app could bring her.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A POWER MOORE INVESTIGATION TALE

I ¥






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





