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About the Author

PREFACE

Let me preface this book by saying the dating world is rough! I have put some of my own dating experiences in this book.  Now, I’m not gonna tell you which ones they are.  But, know this, the struggle is real!

One thing to take away from this part is to stop being phony and fake.  Be real people!  Stop the lies.

That said, I met some wonderful men during my dating experiences.  I formed real friendships with some of them.  I even thought I could see a future with one of them.  Well, at least the person they initially presented themself to be.  But bottom line, it was all a lie.  

The most negative thing about online dating is the annominity.  On-line, you can be who you want to be.  Say anything you want to say.  You are hidden by the cloak of being anonymous.  The people you are talking to don’t know who you are.  You also can cut off conversations and “ghost” people whenever you want. 

Dating sucks.  It seems fun or interesting at first, but really, over time, it just sucks.  It becomes too much work.  

I’ve always believed we are all created to be in partnership with another person.  We are all created by the love of God, to love, and be loved in return.  Mankind has ruined this aspect, however.

Relationships should not be so much work.  Yes, you must work at them, but it shouldn’t be as hard as it is.

Okay enough of my soapbox! 

I want to thank my sister, Henrietta, for always being a source of comfort and hope.  She listens to all of my dating woes and spectacles.  I must admit, some were downright hilarious. She always gets a good laugh.

I also want to thank Crystal, Netta, JoAnn and Lisa for staying on me to write another book.  Thank you to all of my friends and supporters.  I appreciate it. 

Special thanks to my nephew David and niece Chica.  I appreciate you both more than words could ever say.
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Christine watched through her tears as she battled within herself.  On one hand, she was overjoyed for her friends. This was a day of celebration as her godchildren, Riley and Matthew Jr were baptized.  

On the other hand, she was feeling sorry for herself.  Once again, she was alone.  The odd woman out.  While all her other friends had found their soulmates, she was still alone and looking for hers.

Chris looked around at their small group of friends and her heart sank.  Mac McGuire and Alexx Cavanaugh-McGuire along with their twins, her godchildren.  Next was Benjamin Johnson II, aka Hawk and Katrina Deveroux-Johnson with their three children, Angel, Benjamin III and Madison. Next to them was Rio Rodriguez and Bridgette Watson-Rodriguez with their children, Nicholas and Maria.  Last, but not least, but the most unlikely, was Quinn Sinclair and Madison Silvers-Sinclair with their children.  Quinn had two children, TJ and Parker with his first wife.  She died shortly after the birth of their daughter Parker.  Currently Maddi and Quinn are pregnant with their first child together.

Christine thought of them as the most unlikely because Maddi fought the love Quinn freely offered her with everything she had.  She finally surrendered her heart to him, and they were ecstatic about the new baby.  Maddi was so proud of her growing baby bump.  It was obvious to everyone that the two were in love.

Chris widened her smile as the babies were passed around.  They all met at Mac and Alexx’s after the service for lunch.

While everyone socialized, Chris went outside for some alone time.  She walked to the gazebo and stood just staring out at nothing.

She wanted what her friends had, short and simple.  She was past desperate and afraid she was coming across that way to men as well.

She wanted so badly to have her own love.  Her own person.  Someone to share her life with.  Someone to love her, to want her, just her, Christine.  Was that asking too much?  She smirked.  Evidently it was because she didn’t have her person.

Every time she met someone that she thought could potentially be “the one,” they turned out to not be “the one.”  She had gotten her feelings hurt so many times.  She had been rejected and at times had to be the rejecter.  She was tired of trying, but she was also lonely.

She’d watched her friends fall one by one.  They’d found “their person.”  Their special someone to love and to be loved by.  She knew she was wallowing in self-pity, but she really couldn’t help herself.  She was hurting so badly.  The guys she dated wanted to have sex with her, but that was it.  She wanted more than sex.  She wanted love.

“So deep in thought pretty lady.”  A rich baritone voice startled her out of her revelry.

She turned and smiled at the person with the deep voice.  

Glenn worked for Hawk and Rio.  He was also good friends with Maddi.  

“Hey Glenn.”  She greeted with a smile.

“What’s going on lady?”  He asked.  “The party’s inside, why are you out here all alone?”

“No reason.”  She replied.  “I just needed some air.”

“You look so sad.”  He came closer to her.  “What’s wrong?”

“I was just thinking about life.”  She laughed.  “To be totally honest, I was feeling sorry for myself.  And a little jealous of my friends.”

He nodded.  “Kind of hard always being the third wheel, isn’t it?”

“Yeah.”  She nodded her agreement.

“Tell you what, next time we can pair up. You and me.  Will that be okay?”

“Me and you?”  She asked surprised.

“Yes, unless you think that’s a bad idea?”  He frowned.

“Why would you do that?”  She asked.  She could feel her face and neck heat up.

“Out of pity?  You pity me?” 

He looked stunned by her reaction.

“Pity?  You’ve got to be kidding me!”  He walked closer to her.

“I’ve wanted to ask you out since Maddi and Quinn got together.  But you flit about with so many different men, I couldn’t get close to you.”

All she could do was stare at him.  Where was this coming from?  She had no idea Glenn was attracted to her.  He had never said anything to her other than hello.

“You know what?”  He continued, now angry with himself as well as her.  “Just forget it.  Forget I said anything.  Keep doing what you’ve been doing.  Let me know how that works out for you.”

That said, he stomped off.  Chris watched him leave in a state of shock.  He was angry at her?  Who did he think he was?  She thought as she headed back towards the house.

She sat through lunch and conversations with her friends.  She even managed to coo over her godchildren.  All the while she was formulating a plan of action.  

When she got home that evening, she got a shower and put on comfortable pajamas.  Pouring a glass of wine, she got her laptop out and started her search. She decided to sign up with an online dating service.

First, she had to create a profile for herself.  She had to give herself a cute little online name. Chrissy4U?  Sounds good, she laughed.  When it came to what she was looking for, she was honest.

She wanted someone that got her, understood her, that would cherish her and love her.  She wanted someone that wanted her, just her, not only in bed, but in life. The total package.  Her with all of her awesome imperfections.  Someone that didn’t want to change or control her.  Someone that just let her be her.  Someone kind that would hold her hand on walks, snuggle with during movies.

She was having a problem providing a description of herself.  She wrote that she was a medical professional on staff at a large hospital.  She was social, but not overly fond of the bar and club scene.  She liked dining out, going to movies, long walks as well as having quiet times at home with a special someone.

The more questions she answered, the more depressed she felt.  She got another glass of wine and started looking through pictures of herself to put on the site.  She picked out what she thought were cute photos and attached several to her profile.  She sat back and finished her wine.

Within ten minutes of setting up her profile, she had several flirts and messages.  She opened each one instantly rejecting some, sending a response to others.  She set up a couple of “interested” and winks.

She’d show Glenn, she didn’t need his pity.  She’d get her own dates.
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WITHIN THE FIRST WEEK, she had messaged, emailed and spoken with many of the guys from the site.  She started setting up dates.

Her first date was Joseph.  She texted him that she was at the restaurant they agreed to meet at.  He texted her back to wait outside for him, but since she was already inside, she decided to wait for him by the door.  

When Joseph entered the restaurant, she could tell he was upset.  He was tall, slim, not bad looking with dark hair.

“Why didn’t you wait for me outside like I asked?”  He snapped at her.  “I wanted to open the door for you.”

“I was already inside when I got your text.”  She responded.

“Well, I like to treat my woman like a lady.”  He sniffed.

“We’re kind of jumping ahead of ourselves, aren’t we?”  She asked seriously, but light heartedly.

“Let’s just sit.”  He answered.

Once they got past that awkwardness, the date was pleasant enough.  But the more she talked with Joseph, the more she could tell he was off kilter.  She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but something was off about him.

He was an intelligent man, an entrepreneur.  He owned several properties and businesses.  He was well spoken and knowledgeable on a variety of topics. 

Then the conversation took a strange turn.  Joseph asked her if she believed in aliens.  When she tried to laugh his question off, he got a little heated.  He went on to tell her how he knew aliens were real.  She didn’t commit either way.  He took the conversation up a notch, seeming to get angry at her lack of commitment.

“Joseph, perhaps we should agree to disagree on this subject.”  She tried to interject.

“No!”  He yelled.  “You need to admit you’re wrong.”  He frowned at her.

Okay, she didn’t consider herself a snob, but really?  Was she this hard up?  Everyone needed love, but seriously!

“You know, Joseph, I think it’s time for me to leave.”  She got up to leave.  “This has been different, but don’t call me again.  I don’t think we’re suited for one another.”

When she got into her car, she breathed a big sigh of relief.  I dodged a bullet on this one.  Goodness, what a nut!
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SHE AND HER NEXT DATE text and spoke to each other several times before meeting.  She wanted to make sure he wasn’t also a nut.  They agreed to meet at a local bar and grill. When she arrived, her date was not only seated, but already eating.  She thought, well this is a little rude.

“Hey lady.”  Donnie greeted her wiping his hands on a napkin.  He got up and hugged her.

“I was hungry and couldn’t wait.  I hope you don’t mind.”  He told her picking his burger up and taking a huge bite.

“Order whatever you’d like sweetheart.”  He told her.  

Watching him eat, her appetite disappeared.  She ordered the spinach dip and a glass of water.

“So, tell me about yourself.” He prodded in between bites and gulps of his beer.

“Well, I’m a neonatal surgical nurse.  I work long hours, but it’s very satisfying work, saving babies.”  She answered.

“What do you do for fun?”  He asked.

“The usual, movies, dinner out, live music.”  She replied.  “What about you?”

“I like going out.”  He paused to take a long drink from his beer.  “I hang out with my boys. I like to go dancing. I miss having a good woman in my life.  You know, someone to come home to.  Someone that will have a home cooked meal waiting for me. Someone to pat on and roll over and have sex with.”

“Wow!” She said quietly.  Their phone conversations did not go this way. “So, are you looking for a casual or a more permanent relationship?  She asked.

“Well, that depends.”  He responded with a smirk.  “Would you agree sex is the most important piece in a relationship?”

“I agree sex has its level of importance in a relationship, but it isn’t the most important component.  I feel communication is a must, trust would come next, emotional attachment, then sex.”

“I hear you, but sex has to be higher on the list for me.  I’m not going to be able to wait five or six months for us to get to know each other better before we have sex.  Hell, I want to make love to you right now.  Right here, right now.”  He stated leaning towards her.

“So, you’re looking for a quick hook up then?”  She asked.

“Are you offering?”  He arched his eyebrows suggestively.

This guy was a piece of work, she thought.  She looked him over.  He was on the short side, stocky, not very handsome, but okay looking.  The fact that he was eating when she walked in was a major turnoff. Compiling that with his attitude, made him more unappealing.

“Just kidding.”  He laughed.  “I wouldn’t say that’s all I’m looking for.  I just wanted you to know what my expectations are.”

“I see.”  She responded as she gathered her jacket and purse.  “Well, I wish you good luck in your search.  I hope you find what you’re looking for.  I’m not her.”

She stood.  “It was interesting meeting you.  Have a good day.”

With that, she walked away leaving him to stare at her in disbelief.

[image: ]

CHRIS’ NEXT DATE WAS with Carlos.  Carlos was ten years older than she was.  She thought, maybe just maybe he’s mature. They were meeting at a coffee bar.  When she walked in, he smiled.  

“Hello beautiful.”  He greeted her standing and kissing her cheek.  She returned his greeting with a smile.  Things are looking up she thought to herself.

“Your pictures don’t do you justice.”  He told her with a grin.  “You are absolutely beautiful.”

“Thank you!”  She responded with a smile.  She sat back to check him out.  His complexion was fair, his hair was dark.  His best feature was his beautiful green eyes.

He went on to tell her about himself.  He had been married twice, had two children from his first marriage that he didn’t see or have a relationship with.  

He still maintained a friendship with his second wife.  He was in business for himself.  He was a contractor.  He said he was very picky about the work he took on.

He told her when his mom died, he had sunk into a deep depression, becoming suicidal. His mother had lung cancer and he moved her in with him and his second wife so he could take care of her.  His father was deceased, and he was never close to him growing up.  He had a brother and a sister that he also didn’t have a relationship with.

He started seeing a therapist for help getting past his mother’s death and was committed to a psychiatric ward for a seventy-two hour hold after saying he was suicidal.  He felt his wife wasn’t supportive enough during this time, so he divorced her. 

As the evening progressed, her spirits dropped.  He had so many issues!  He had several physical ailments.  He suffered with arthritis, heart disease, asthma, numerous allergies to name a few.  He was currently sleeping on a friend’s couch after his latest break up.  He lived in her home and of course she put him out.

She thought, OMG!  What was really going on here? He was a nice guy, but he had too many issues for her.  She felt sorry for him but didn’t see a relationship with him happening.  There were too many red flags!

He moved from sitting across from her to sitting next to her.  He started kissing her shoulder and held her hand, kissing her fingers.

“You are so beautiful.”  He murmured.  “I want to get on my knees and dine on you. Too bad we’re in public.”

Grabbing both her hands, he lowered his voice.  “Christine, can we go somewhere else, maybe back to your place?”

“Carlos, we don’t know each other well enough for that.”  She frowned at him untangling their hands.  “You don’t even know my last name.  I think it’s time we brought this date to an end.”

He remained seated looking stunned while she stood.

“It was an experience meeting you.”  She told him.  “You have a good night.”

“Wait!”  He said.  “I didn’t mean to turn you off.  I’m sorry.  Don’t leave.”  He pleaded.

“It’s okay Carlos.”  She told him.  “It’s late and I have an early shift tomorrow.”

“Can’t we go to your place so we can get to know each other better?”

“That’s not going to happen.”  She snapped.  “You have a good night.”

She fumed as she drove home. It seemed every man she met just wanted to have sex. It was getting sickening.  She had a lot more to offer than just sex.  She had a brain, for goodness sakes!

When she got home, she undressed and showered.  After turning in, she put her face into the pillow and screamed and sobbed.  She was lonely and tired of it.  

What was wrong with her?  Was she so hard to love or so unlovable that she was doomed to be alone?  She was an excellent nurse, beautiful, never seen without perfect makeup with every hair in place, a nice person, easy to converse with.

The problem was no one had ever fallen in love with her. She was starting to worry that no one ever would.

She wanted her own man, her own family.  Was that asking too much?  She didn’t think so.  Then what was the problem?  Maybe it was time to stop waiting for a man to love her and to embrace as well as celebrate the single life.  She ended her night by crying herself to sleep.
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Kingston watched her walk through the lobby of his building as he had done so many times before.  She was stunning! He wasn’t sure why, but he knew he had to meet her. He got into his private elevator and went down to Katrina Deveroux’s suites.

He passed several beautiful women on his way to Kat’s office.  The receptionist watched him as he walked towards her desk.  She sat up a little straighter and had to fight the urge to fan her face.

Now this was a good-looking man, she thought.  King was six foot five inches tall and two hundred twenty pounds of muscle.  His chest looked like an impenetrable wall.  His arms looked like trees. His hands were huge, smooth and manicured.

Her eyes darted back up to his face. His hair was jet black and worn in a long single braid down his back.  His complexion was dark and ruddy. His eyes were jet black also and piercing.  His nose was broad and proud as were his full, kissable lips.

“Good morning.”  King smiled at her knowing full well the effect he had on women.

“Good morning.”  Carol smiled back at him. “How can I help you Mr. Kingston?”

“Can you check and see if Ms. Deveroux is available?”  He replied.  “I just need a few minutes.”

“Sure thing.  Hold on.”  She dialed Kat’s extension and informed her boss that Mr. Kingston was in the reception area and needed a few minutes with her.

“She’ll be right out.”  She informed King.  “Can I get you some coffee, water, tea?”

“No thank you sweetheart.”  King smiled again.  “I’m fine.”

Yes, you are, she thought swooning at his smile.

“King!”  Kat exclaimed walking towards them.  “What a lovely surprise.”  She kissed his cheek.  The two embraced as King returned her kiss.

“Kat.”  He sighed holding her hand and looking at her.  “As beautiful as ever.”

“Come back to my office and tell me what I did to deserve a visit from such a busy man such as you.”  Looping her arm in his, she led him to her office.

“What can I offer you King?”  She asked.

“You do know, every time I see you, I’m stalled by your beauty.”  He smiled.

“Sure, thing King.”  She laughed. “You bring your pretty face down to my floor and I guarantee when you leave, the reception area will be full of women just waiting for a glimpse of you.”

“You exaggerate Ms. Deveroux.”  He laughed in return.  “I want, no I need, you to introduce me to a friend of yours.”

“Really?”  Kat’s interest perked up.  “And just who might that be?”

“Sable.”  He answered.

“Sable.”  She looked thoughtful.  “Why Sable, King?”

“She’s stunning.”  He replied.  “I know she’s also intelligent as well as beautiful. I just know I must meet her.  Will you introduce us?”

“Sure, I’ll introduce you, but I can’t guarantee she’ll be receptive.  She’s kind of a loner. She’s not a very social person. I mean, she’s not a recluse or stuck up, she just doesn’t take time out for herself and dating.  She works all of the time.”

“Well, I intend to change that.”  He responded.

“Okay, when would you like to meet her?”

“Now.”  He answered.

“Now?”  She asked eyebrows raised in surprise.

“Yes.  Isn’t she meeting with Maddi now?”

“I don’t know.”  Kat sat back.  “You tell me.”

“Well, she arrived a few minutes ago and went to Maddi’s office.”

“My, my.”  Kat purred.  “He’s got it bad.”

King smiled broadly and blushed a little.

“I saw her on the cameras when she came in.”  He told her sheepishly.

“Well, come on then.”  Kat stood.  “Let’s get you two introduced.”

King stood as well.  He was trying to curtail his anxiousness, but knew he was failing.

Kat laughed and led the way to the elevator.  In the reception area, she put a hand on her hip and raised an eyebrow.  “Ladies!”  She exclaimed.  “I’m certain you all have somewhere else to be?”  The women stole one last look at King then scattered.

Once inside the elevator, she turned to him.  “What did I tell you pretty man?  If this works out with you and Sable, you’ll have to name your first daughter after me.”

“No problem, Kat.”  

Once on Maddi’s floor, they walked into her suite.  Her office door was open, and her assistant was absent from her desk.

“Maddi?”  Kat called as she walked to the open door.

“Hey Kat.”  Maddi responded.  “Come on in.”

Maddi and Sable were having a cup of coffee and chatting.

“Hey!”  Maddi grinned.  “You brought Kingston with you. Where’d you find him?”  She asked as the big man filled her doorway.

King returned her grin.  “Actually, it was I who found Kat.”  Walking over to Maddi, he took her hand and kissed it.

Maddi laughed and swatted his arm.  “Such a charmer, aren’t you Kingston.”

At his raised eyebrow, she went on to inform him.  “Now you know I don’t call any man King except for my man sugar.”

“Perfectly understandable.”  He responded.  “You look good Madison.  I think married life agrees with you.”

Maddi was eight months pregnant with her first child with her husband Quinn.  They also had two other children from his first marriage. The children’s mother died shortly after the birth of their second child.  Maddi couldn’t love them more than if she had given birth to them herself.

“Thank you, sugar.”  Maddi responded.  “I’m happy. Quinn and the children make me very happy.”

“If you two are finished....”  Kat cut in.  “Sable, sweetheart, I’d like to introduce you to our friend, Kingston.  King, this beautiful woman is Sable Devine. King owns this building as well as many other properties across the country.  King, Sable is the CEO and president of Simply Devine Cosmetics and Fragrances Company.”

King turned his full focus on the woman he came to meet.  Taking her hand, he bent over and kissed her palm.

“Ms. Devine.”  He said her name as if it were a fine wine.  “What a pleasure it is to meet you.”

Sable, who up until then had been observing the exchange between this very fine man and Maddi with humor, turned her attention to him.  Even with his suit on, she could tell this man has one of those bodies you see in fitness magazines, but his eyes!  They were coal black but warm, kind and soulful.  The kind of eyes you can’t help but fall into.  His smile was warm and sexy.  It was impossible to not be attracted to him.  But she was trying to hold back on acting on that attraction.

When he kissed her palm, she felt a jolt of electricity shoot from her hand up her arm. When he turned his full attention on her, she got lost in his eyes.  She felt warm and flushed.

“Mr. Kingston.”  She returned his greeting a little breathlessly. 

“Just Kingston or King.” He replied, still holding her hand while moving his thumb lightly over her wrist.  

She was having a hard time thinking while he did that. She pulled her hand back and immediately felt the loss of warmth from his hand.

Kat and Maddi watched the exchange in silence.

“Sable.  May I call you Sable?”  King began.  “I’d like to get to know you better. If it’s all right with you, I’d like to take you out to dinner, lunch, breakfast?”

King watched her closely, trying to gauge her reaction to him and his invite.

She shook her head slightly.  “I don’t normally go out with people I don’t know.”  She responded.

“Ask me anything so you can get to know me quickly.  I promise you I’m safe and I won’t ask you to pay the bill.”

As if remembering Kat and Maddi were still in the room, King looked around at them.

“These ladies can vouch for me.” He looked at them pleadingly.

Sable looked at the ladies as well. 

Smiling, Kat spoke up.  “King’s a good guy Sable.  I wouldn’t have introduced you if he weren’t.  Go out with him and see what happens.”  

“What about coffee?”  King asked.  “We could go downstairs to one of the coffee shops.”

“Okaaay.”  Sable said looking between King and Kat.

“Good.”  King replied, looking relieved.  Smiling broadly, he extended his arm to Sable.  “Glad that’s settled.  Ready?”

“Oh, you mean right now?”  Sable was taken aback.

“Of course.  This will eliminate the opportunity for you to blow me off.”  King’s smile broadened.

Nodding at Maddi and Kat, he smiled.  “Ladies, enjoy the remainder of your day.”

Once they left, Maddi looked at Kat.  ”Girl!  What the heck was that?”  she fanned her face.

“I know right!”  Kat responded laughing.  “He disrupted my office this morning almost begging me to introduce him to Sable.  He even knew she was down here in your office.  I think the big guy has gotten bit by the love bug.”  

Maddi laughed.  “He’s got it bad.  Now if only the bug will bite Sable.  She’s so anti-social.  I mean, I love her and all, but anyone outside her inner circle gets the Ice Queen.”

“She can be a bit standoffish.”  Kat responded.  “But she can also be warm and loving.  And I think King is just the man to thaw her out.”

The ladies spent a few more minutes chatting until Kat went back to her floor so they could both go back to work.
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KING AND SABLE RODE the elevator downstairs in silence.  Once they were seated in the coffee shop and King had gotten them coffee, King sat back and smiled at Sable.

“Tell me about Sable.”  He asked.

“Well.”  She responded.  “I own and operate Simply Devine Cosmetic Company.  The company was started by my grandfather Henry Devine.  He groomed me almost from birth. I worked from the bottom up under his tutelage.  He turned the company over to me a few years ago.”

“I met your grandfather a few years back.”  King told her. “Very wise man.”

Her eyes lit up when she started talking about her grandfather.  It was obvious she loved him dearly and held him in high regards.

“You met my grandpa?”  She asked.  “At an event?”

“Yes, it was the Black Men in Business luncheon.  Your grandfather was the keynote speaker.  He wowed us all with his business savvy and knowledge. Quite an amazing man.”

Sable watched King as he spoke.  She was fascinated with his face.  His lips, framed by mustache and trimmed beard, were sensually full and sexy.  They looked like they wanted to be kissed and kissed deeply.  She shook her head slightly and felt a faint blush spread across her face.

Get it together girl!  She told herself.  Stop lusting after this man.

King saw both the shake and the blush and smiled. 

She talked more about her grandfather while he continued to watch her.

She forced herself not to look at his mouth again and instead focused on his eyes.  This proved to be a major mistake.  His eyes were as sexy as his mouth or even more so. They were long and slanted some.  They were jet black like his hair.  With the braid going down his back, he had the distinct look of a Native American.  She wondered if this was his heritage.  His nose was straight with a small bump in the middle.  It was just the perfect size for his face.

“Look at me going on and on.”  She smiled at him.  “I apologize.  Tell me more about yourself Mr. Kingston.”

“Just King, sweetheart.”  He grinned at her.  “No mister.  And I could listen to you talk forever.”

“I’m pretty much an open book.  A regular guy.  Down to earth, very private.  I have a limited, select group of friends.  My parents were killed in an auto accident when I was ten.  Drunk driver that walked away unhurt.”

She reached across the table and touched his hand.  “I’m sorry for your loss.  My parents were killed in a similar fashion when I was two years old.”

He turned his hand over and enveloped hers.  His hands were large, fingers long, nails tapered and buffed.  He wore a wedding band on his pinky finger.

“Thank you.  That’s an awful thing to have in common.”  He said moving his thumb over her wrist while looking into her eyes.

She looked deep into his eyes and felt as if she were falling under a spell.

“I was raised by my paternal grandparents.  You’ve probably guessed, they were Native American.  My grandfather taught me everything.  How to be a man, how to love a woman, how to be a man in business, how to make my dreams come true.  He was my hero.”

Her hand tightened on his.

“He sounds like quite a man.”  She said quietly.

“He was.”  He responded.  “He died three years ago.  A part of me died with him.  But my granny is still alive and kicking.  I see her regularly and speak with her every day.  I’d love for you to meet her.”

His voice had gotten soft as he spoke of his grandparents.

“With my parents gone, my grandpa is all I have.”

“I’m hoping to change that.”  He told her looking into her eyes.  She pulled her hand back.

“And how do you plan to change that?”

“Well, I plan to spend as much time with you as you’ll let me.  Once you fall in love with me, you’ll have me also.”

“Wow!”  She whispered.  “You sound quite certain that I’ll fall in love with you.”

“That’s because I am.”  He responded with a grin.

“Okay, I’m curious.  How do you plan on doing that?”

“Well, to start with, I’ll prove to you that I’m a good man.  A loving and kind man.  A loyal man, a man of honor.  A man that won’t cheat, won’t lie.  A man that is faithful, honest, supportive, understanding, comforting, objective, in your corner.  I will always have your back.  You will be MY queen and I will be YOUR king, your partner, your lover, companion and friend. I will be that listening ear, hand to hold, shoulder to lean on. Your greatest fan and loudest cheerleader.  Your ally in battle, your warrior defender and protector, your student, your teacher, your accomplice, your seducer.  I’ll be whatever you need me to be.  Anytime, anywhere, anyhow. I won’t try to change you or control you.  Most of all, I won’t hurt you.  I’ll love you and only you. I’ll belong to you, and only you. This is my commitment to you.”

“Again, wow!”  She breathed.  “That’s a lot to lay on someone you just met.”  

She looked so stunned, King couldn’t help but take advantage.  He grabbed her hand and kissed it.  Opening her hand, he kissed the palm then started kissing her fingertips.

She tried to pull her hand back to no avail.  He wouldn’t let go.  Laying her hand over his heart with his hand on top of hers, he asked her, “Do you feel that?  That’s my heart beating strong for you. I know this is a lot to take in, but I don’t believe in wasting time.  Life is short Sable.  I’ve watched you come in and out of this building for months.  In my heart, I was compelled to meet you.  I knew you were the woman for me.”

“You are so enchantingly beautiful. Please forgive my boldness but sitting here looking into your captivating eyes and at your heart shaped lips, I feel like a schoolboy having his first crush. Your smile is more radiant than a rainbow in June.  I would be at your door with dozens of roses daily just to see your smile. You have a rare and unmatched beauty, and I would be honored to just stand in your light.  If I didn’t tell you with my words how incredibly beautiful you are daily, my eyes would betray me and tell you instantly. I envy any man who has known the warmth of your embrace. I knew the first time I saw you, that you were my queen.”

He let her pull her hand away.  

“I don’t know what to say.”  she said softly.

“Don’t say anything.”  He responded.  “Think about it for a while.  I’ve had longer than you to digest this.  As soon as you give me the okay, I’d like to meet with your grandfather.”

“My grandfather?”  She exclaimed.  “I don’t understand.  For what?”

“To ask for his blessing.”  He answered.

“His blessing?”  She shouted drawing the attention of other patrons in the coffee shop.

“Yes, his blessing.”  King sat up then leaned towards her.  “We can’t plan a future, let alone get married without his blessing.  I’m kind of old fashioned like that.”

Sable started to wonder just where and when this conversation had taken such a strange turn.

“Kingston, it’s been a long morning and I have other appointments.  So, I’m going to have to get going.”  She started to gather her things.

King rose to his feet.  Putting his hand out, he helped her to her feet as well.

Placing his hands on her shoulders, he leaned down to look into her eyes.  “I know this is a lot to lay on you at one time.  I apologize for my lack of tack.  I’ve learned that life is way too short. When I see what I want, I go after it and get it.”

“Kingston, I’m not a possession.”  She backed up from him.

“That I know, sweet lady.”  He told her.  “Let me walk you out.”

He put his arm out for her to hold.

“I have to say Kingston, your grandparents did an excellent job with you.  Except for the me being your queen conversation, you are quite the gentleman.”

“Even including that part, my queen, my grandparents did good by me.”  He responded with a laugh.  “As you get to know me, you’ll get used to how I am.  Speaking of getting to know me better, when can I see you again?”

“Let me check my schedule and I’ll get back to you.”  She replied.

He reached inside his jacket pocket and pulled out a business card.  He wrote a number on the back of the card.  “This is my private cell number.”  He said handing her the card.  “Call me with a date and time for our next date.”

“Oh?”  She arched one eyebrow haughtily.  “Was this a date?”

“Yes, sweet lady.”  He smiled at her.  “It most definitely was a date.”

Leaning down to her ear, he said softly, “Oh my sweet queen, this is going to be so good and so much fun.”  He kissed her hand and escorted her to her car.

As she rode back to her office, she thought on her ‘coffee date’ with King.  People often asked her when she was going to settle down and get married, have some kids.  She felt she had plenty of time for that.  She didn’t date much.  It was difficult to tell who wanted her, or who just wanted her money.  Besides she had other things on her mind including the cosmetic company.

Her grandpa trusted her.  He was eighty-two years old and not in the best of health.  He founded the company, and she ran it like he would with some tweaks here and there.  They discussed business each evening and he gave her his advice.

Kingston wouldn’t be after her money, he had plenty of his own.  

She thought about him throughout her day.  She had to rein her emotions in.  She didn’t know this man.  He was a total stranger to her.  A stranger that she felt such a connection with.  It was almost immediate.  

She wished she could be less of a thinker.  She tended to over think everything.  She wished she were more of a risk taker.  But she wasn’t.  She was super cautious and not very trusting.

Finally, her last appointment ended, and she could go home.
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At work the next day, Christine was quiet.  Her friend and co-worker, Doctor Alexx Cavanaugh-McGuire was concerned.  

“What’s up Chris?  You’re so quiet.  Usually, you’re a chatty Cathy.  Today, you’re silent Sarah.  What’s wrong?”  Alexx asked with a frown.

“Nothing really.”  Chris responded.  “I’m just having a private pity party Alexx.  It’s nothing.”

“A pity party?”  Alexx was surprised.  “But why?  That’s so unlike you.”

”My life sucks Alexx.” Chris’ eyes filled with tears.  “I want what you and the other ladies have. You know, a loving husband and children.  What’s so wrong with me that I can’t have that?”

Chris was Alexx’s surgical nurse.  They were also best friends.

“There’s nothing wrong with you sweetheart.  You’re perfect.”  Putting her arm around Chris’ shoulders, Alexx assured her.  “It’s just that the right man hasn’t come along yet.  He will though, give it time.”

“Oh please!  How long am I supposed to wait?”

Chris responded.  “Seriously, I’ve been trying for years.  Trying to meet the right guy, trying to make relationships work, trying to find my other half, my person.  I’m tired.  Maybe it’s time to quit the ‘my person’ hunt and spend time on me and finding out what makes me happy.  You weren’t even looking or waiting for anyone, and Mac walked up to you and asked you to marry him.”

Mac, aka Matthew McGuire saw Alexx walk into a coffee shop one morning and followed her. When he saw her, he knew she was the woman for him.  He pursued her relentlessly and wore her resistance down.  They married, had two beautiful babies and were living their happily ever after.

“And what about Maddi?  We all go to a concert; the star of the show sees her and falls in love.  He ended up singing to her!  Who does that? And why can’t that happen to me?  She didn’t even want him.  She pushed him away at every opportunity.  Now they’re married and pregnant!”

“Come on Chris.  You’re a wonderful woman.  Any man would be lucky to have a woman like you.  You’re warm, caring, giving, loving and sexy to boot.  It hasn’t happened yet, but it will.  I promise.”

Chris heard what her friend said, but she wasn’t sure she believed it.  She was just so tired of being hurt and disappointed.  

She put a smile on her face.  “Of course, it will!”  She responded cheerfully.  “How are my beautiful godchildren?”  She asked to change the subject.

“They’re wonderful!”  Alexx’s smile was big and bright.  “But don’t think I’m not aware you just changed the subject.”

When Chris got home that day, she had received several messages on the dating site.  She didn’t read them all.  She was tired of it all ready.  She showered and got dressed for her date that night.

Her date that night was named Jeffrey.  Jeffrey was an architectural engineer.  They agreed to meet at an upscale restaurant downtown.  

She dressed in a short, sleeveless black dress that was fitted above the waist and flared from the waist down.  She accompanied her look with a pearl necklace and earrings.  Completing the look with some very high black heels.  She looked good.  Grabbing her purse and jacket, she left to meet Jeffrey.

She felt no excitement over meeting this guy.  She never thought she’d see the day where she’d get tired of meeting men.  She understood the premise of kissing a few frogs to get to a prince, but damn, how many frogs did she have to get kiss?  This was ridiculous!

Walking into the restaurant, she saw Jeffrey sitting at the bar.  He was very good-looking with brown curly hair and a clean-shaven face.  His smile was warm and welcoming.

He watched her as she walked over to him.

“Jeffrey.”  She stuck her hand out to him.

Standing, he took her hand in both of his.

“Christine.”  He leaned down and kissed her cheek.  “It’s great to finally meet you.  I believe our table is ready.  Shall we?”

Taking her arm, he led her to the hostess stand.  With a smile, the hostess escorted them to their table.

Once they were seated, Jeffrey stared at her smiling.  “Your photos don’t begin to do you justice.”  He stated.  He had a beautiful British accent.

“Well, thank you.”  She responded with a smile.

They chatted and laughed throughout their meal.  Occasionally, Jeffrey would reach across the table and hold her hand.

He was very charming and entertaining.  She found she was enjoying herself very much.  Time passed and even after three hours, they were still enjoying each other.

When he walked her to her car, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her forehead.

“I had such a good time Christine.”  He told her.  “I’d like to see you again if you’re agreeable?”

“I’d like that.”  Chris responded with a smile.

“Good. Good.”  He returned her smile.  “I’ll call you this week and we’ll set something up.”

She nodded her agreement.  Jeffrey opened her car door, and she got in.  They waved goodbye as she drove off.

Finally, a normal guy, she thought.  This was a nice date.  A very good date.  The conversation was good, the company was great.

The man was not only good looking, but an excellent conversationalist.  And that accent?  She felt she were speaking with her own personal James Bond.

Things were finally starting to look up.  She felt optimistic for the first time in a long time.

The date opened the door to multiple text messages, phone calls and more dates.

Jeffrey had to go out of the country on a job to design an office complex.  He expected to be gone for a couple of months.  They text back and forth during this time.  At first his text messages were sweet.  He sent pictures of flowers and poetry.  

After the first month, the messages became more of a love nature. He started ending his messages with “I love you” whereas before, he ended them with “Your friend Jeffrey.”

Chris began to feel uncomfortable with his messages and didn’t respond to all of them.  Jeffrey started pressuring her to commit to dating him only and not see anyone else.  He also asked her to cancel her subscription to the dating website.  He told her he canceled his already.

When she didn’t respond, he demanded her id and password.  He wanted her to allow him to cancel her subscription and deactivate her membership.  He felt this would prove that she was ready to trust and commit to him.  That she would love him and be his only. He wanted her to join him in this phase of them focusing on each other only.

This angered Chris.  She couldn’t believe his nerve.  When she told him how she felt, he exploded and went into a rant about how she was playing with his feelings and not committing to them.  He felt he was special and wasn’t going to compete with other men.  He defended his love for her and willingness to express his feelings.  This didn’t make him a weak man.

She told him that she wouldn’t allow anyone to control her, and she felt he was going a little far in his request.

He assured her he wasn’t trying to control her but wanted her to promise him that she would disable her account.  She ignored him.

He started referring to himself as her husband and her as his wife.  That’s when she cut him off.  She had never let him come to her house or have her address, which he started pressuring her for.

He was planning on returning within the next month.  He wanted to send his luggage to her house and come directly to be with her.  She told him she wasn’t comfortable with this idea and that angered him.

She didn’t regret her decision to let him go, but once again experienced disappointment.  She was so tired of feeling that way. 

She was a simple woman with simple needs.  She wanted a little time, a little attention and respect.  She wanted to be loved and wanted.  Those two things seemed to constantly elude her.

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: ]

GLENN WOULD SEE CHRIS from time to time. He still wanted to ask her out, but it didn’t go well the last time they talked, so he ignored her instead.  He pretended she didn’t exist.

Whenever Chris would see Glenn, her eyes would follow him hungrily.  She regretted her reaction to his suggesting they partner up, but she had let too much time pass without telling him.
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Sable decided to give her friend Alexx a call as she had a similar situation with her husband Mac as Sable was having with King.  Mac asked Alexx to marry him when they met.  King said Sable would be his wife.

“Alexx, girl!”  Sable began.  “How in the world did you handle this stranger asking you to marry him when you met?”

“I thought he was a nut!”  Alexx laughed.  “I was right!  As it turns out, it was a very romantic thing to do.  He backed it up and continued to woo and romance me.  He proved to me that he was for real and that he loved me.  I’ve not regretted my decision.  Mac is a very good man.”

“Mac is a good man, and it is so obvious that he loves you.  I don’t know this Kingston man.”

“Kat and Maddi know him, and you know Maddi doesn’t play.  If you’re concerned, have Hawk check him out.  I know he’ll tell you the real story.”

“That’s a good idea. I’ll do that.  Thanks Alexx.”

“What are you going to do if King checks out and he continues to woo you?”

“I don’t know.  I really don’t.  You know the funny thing is, he’s offering what I want.  I want someone to wine and dine me.  To romance me and woo me.  I just want it to be real.”

“I don’t know sweetheart, but I think King might just be the real deal.”        

“Well, I guess time will tell.  I’ll be sure to keep you updated.  Thank you for your input.  It helps.”

“Anytime honey, anytime.”

She called Hawk next.

“Speak.”  He barked his usual greeting.

“Hawk, this is Sable.”

“Lady Sable,” His tone softened.  “What can I do for you?”

“You provide security for a man named Kingston. What can you tell me about him?”

“King is a cool guy; rich, scary smart, laid back. Why do you want to know?”

“I had coffee with him after he convinced your wife to introduce us.  He came on pretty strong.  He says he intends to marry me.”

Hawk bellowed out a laugh. “You ladies are something else.  These guys lay their eyes on you and are helpless against your womanly wiles. They meet you and immediately want to lock you down!  I’m so glad I’m married already.”

Sable laughed at him.  “You’re one to talk.  I believe that even though you were afraid of commitment, you didn’t let my friend go until she married you.”

“I know!  I’m telling you; I need to get all of you married right away.  You ladies are rough on the men maintaining their singleness.  Now when it comes to King, go for it. The man is loyal to a fault.  He’s honest and kind.  I don’t think you’ll regret it.  You deserve the best Lady Sable, and you’ll get it with him.”

“I love you Hawk.  You’re the best!  Thank you!”

“Of course, you’re family. I got nothing but love for my family.  Let me know how it goes.  If you need my help, you know where to find me. 

She sat back and pondered Mr. Kingston.  She didn’t date, but she was going to give King a try.  He came with glowing recommendations.  At the very least, she’ll get out, have a few meals, attend some events.
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“I’M NOT TAKING ANY medicine!”  Henry Devine yelled.

“Oh yes you are, you old goat!”  Marie replied.  “You’ll take these pills or else.”

Sable smiled.  Marie was the only one that could talk to Henry like that.  She had been with him for years.  She was more than a housekeeper; she was a loving but stern mother figure for Sable and a strick general for Henry.

Sable found them in her grandfather’s study.  “Hello you two.  Fighting again?”  She leaned down and dropped a kiss on her grandfather’s weathered cheek.

“This old goat won’t take his medicine.”  Marie responded.

“This old battle axe won’t leave me alone.”  Henry returned.  “I don’t need any pills.  I’m healthy as a horse.”

“And stubborn as a mule.”  Marie shot back.

“Come on Pop.  Take your pills.  Do it for me.  Please?”

“Okay Sabie.”  He smiled at her.  “I’ll take the pills, but not because you used your charm on me.  I’ll take them because I don’t want to hear her mouth anymore.”  He nodded his head towards Marie with a frown.

“Okay Pops.”  Sable smiled at him.  “Whatever you say.” 

He took his pills while glaring at Marie.  “Sit down Sabie and tell me about your day.  You met with Franks today, correct?”

Whenever they discussed the company, he seemed to perk up.  Henry started the company as a young man.  He was a chemist and invested the little money he had in his own business.  He started with perfumes, hand lotions and shampoos.  He moved on to cosmetics and beauty aids.

Sable introduced lingerie, a line of intimate apparel and swim wear.  Henry totally supported this idea.  He and his wife Lily wanted to introduce these lines into the company years back, but when Lily got sick, the plans were pushed aside.

As Sable talked about her meeting with Franks, Henry let his mind wander back to when his granddaughter first came to him and Lily.  He and Lily had only one child, a beautiful daughter, Sheila. Sheila married a fine young African-American man, Paul.  Paul and Sheila were so happy together and over the moon when Sable was born.  

One afternoon, while on their way to Henry’s, there was a head-on collision. Both Paul and Sheila were killed instantly.  Sable was thrown clear.  Paul’s parents were both deceased.  There was no one else left to take the baby.  At first Henry didn’t want to take her.  His heart hurt too badly from losing his daughter.  He felt he and Lily were too old to raise a two-year-old child.  But after he took one look at her, he knew he couldn’t bear not to have her with them.

So, he and Lily along with Marie, took on the raising of the child.  He of course, spoiled her every chance he got.  It was hard not to.  As a child, Sable could charm anyone into or out of anything.  She still could.

His beautiful Lily died when Sable was five years old.  Without Sable, he wasn’t sure he could have survived, losing first Sheila and Paul and later Lily.  He literally lived for the child.

Sable was such a beautiful baby and grew into a pretty girl.  Pert little nose like Lily and Sheila. Her mouth was like his, lips full and sensuous.  Big beautiful black eyes that appeared navy in color when she was angry and deep purple when she was happy.  

She had an exuberant personality, friendly, caring and charming like Lily.  Her skin the color of caramel like her father’s, her hair was long, black and wavy, also like her father’s.  She wasn’t that tall, just average, five foot five inches. 

Henry’s energy and business savvy flowed through her.  The company had doubled since she took it over four years ago.

“So, I met Kingston today.”  She was saying.

“Ah, Kingston or King as he likes to be called
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