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Chapter 1




Online dating. Bailey never thought
her personal life would come to a dating profile. Five-five,
twenty-eight, and looking for a relationship. She ran her fingers
through her curls, biting at her lower lip.

The couch groaned as Bailey adjusted in
her seat. Noelle, her best friend, shook her head. It was her idea
to sign her up. If only she hadn’t complained about being
single.

Even Noelle’s boyfriend proposed to her
three weeks prior. She would move after they married in the New
Year. What would Bailey do without her best friend living across
the hall from her? She wouldn’t be able to visit as often, but she
would call her as much as she could.

Bailey didn’t mind being the maid of
honor as long as her friend was happy. She had bounced on her heels
when her friend flashed her engagement ring to her. “Is this
necessary?”

“You’ll thank me later.”
Noelle typed away on Bailey’s cell. “Favorite movie?”

Bailey looked upward. What was more
appealing? A romance or an action movie?

“It doesn’t matter. You can
be honest.”

“How about... the
Taken series with Liam
Neeson?”

Noelle tilted her head to the side. “No
romance?”

“A woman can like other
movies besides romance.” Bailey folded her arms across her
chest.

“Other women, but we’re
talking about you here.”

Bailey rolled her eyes.
“Okay.”

“How about we skip that
one?”

Bailey inched closer to see her
profile, but Noelle scooted over on the couch.

“Not yet,” she said.
“You’ll talk yourself out of it again.”

“Why did I let you talk me
into this?”

“It’s another way to meet
people, that’s all.”

“What about those crazy
stories we hear on the news?”

“That’s people. Be careful
either online or in person. This site is safe, and it verifies your
matches for you.” Noelle’s thumb glided across the screen one final
time. “Done.”

Bailey reached for her phone, this time
retrieving it from her best friend. There she was. Online. Her
stomach rumbled in disbelief. “I hope I don’t regret
this.”

“If you don’t like it, you
can always delete it later. Who knows, you may meet a nice guy
tomorrow at the grocery store. This is you keeping your promise to
me to step out of your comfort zone.”

Bailey’s phone chimed, and Noelle
shrieked.

“Looks like you have
matches!” Her best friend clapped her hands.

“Already?” Bailey tapped
the screen. “Wow.”

“See what happens when you
take a chance?” Noelle winked.

Bailey’s lips parted. “Swipe left for
no and right for yes?”

“Exactly.”

Bailey examined the profiles. The first
man looked decent. Nice face. Pleasant smile. Was that enough? Her
phone chimed again with a message. Already?

“Well?” Noelle
asked.

“I don’t know if I should
answer.”

“You don’t have to marry
the guy. If you’re not comfortable, you can delete the match
later.”

Bailey swallowed. Typing a response to
the first man who sent her a message. The man wrote back in no
time.

Wanna meet up this
weekend?

“That’s soon, don’t you
think? I thought we could at least talk.”

Noelle leaned over and looked at the
man’s profile. “Yeah, I wouldn’t. At least talk first.”

Bailey replied.
Not yet. Would like to talk.

The man responded.
I see why you’re still single.

“Seriously?” Bailey rolled
her eyes.

Noelle grabbed her phone. “Well, he’s
blocked.”

Bailey slouched on her
couch.

“It’s only one guy. There’s
more out there.”

“I don’t know why I even
agreed to this. I know I vent now and then, but I’m
fine.”

Noelle handed her back her phone. “If
you want to delete it, it's fine, but I’m proud of you for getting
out there. Give it time.”

Bailey rubbed the back of her head.
“Sure.”

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2


 


Bailey’s glass hissed as the waitress
filled her cup. She gave a small smile as the music thumped through
the speakers. It was open mic night at Mac’s Nightclub and
Lounge.

As the music died down, she stared as a
singer took the microphone in her hands on the stage. She
captivated the crowd with her soprano voice. The harmony between
her and the guitar player was incredible.

As the lights dimmed, she drew in the
tranquil melody. If only she had the courage to sing in public, but
her voice wasn’t ideal—so she thought. Some called it raspy. If
only she had a higher range as other vocalists.

Bailey hummed along to the music
anyway, recalling the familiar tune she listened to in the 90s. She
further rocked in her chair as she sang along. Was that her voice
she heard? She swallowed and looked around the room. A few people
noticed and smiled, but she instead gripped her drink.

Once the song ended, she applauded with
the rest of the crowd. Some cheered while others whistled. Bailey
blew out her cheeks, grabbed her cell, and stared at the
notifications from the dating app. She had over fifty
matches.

It should have excited her, but her
heart deflated like a beach ball. The first guy—a jerk, but that
didn’t discount the rest. She promised Noelle she’d be
open.

That was progress compared to her
attitude towards love the year prior. News traveled in the small
town of Bridge Point, Texas. Her ex marrying a break out actress
spread like wildfire. Questions of why didn’t they work out died
down, but seeing the power couple on the red carpet on television
only reminded Bailey of their failed relationship.

She moved on with her life. Besides,
other matters filled her thoughts. Did she want to continue working
in her mother's hair and nail salon? She made a decent living as a
nail technician. Decent living. Was that enough? There was music,
but she couldn’t do it. Yet, why did it speak to her
soul?

Melodious sounds filled her ears as the
band played. She smiled to herself recalling her childhood learning
the piano from her father. Play in public? Sing in front of an
audience? Her stomach burned at the notion. Yet, she lip-synced
along with the next song in the band’s set.

Closing her eyes, she envisioned
herself on stage. The music would flow through her like the sea
whose waves were set in motion by the winds. The audience would
cheer for her, begging for an encore. No way.

Besides, her number one fan was… gone.
No one understood her love for music, except her father. He had
even showed her his photos when he played in a band in college.
Then he met her mother, and he put his dream on the
shelf.

Dreams didn’t pay the bills, and those
who made it had courage and persevered. Bailey didn’t love music
that much. Did she? Her father didn't since he gave it up. Once
reality set in, he must have taken responsibility for his
family.

Reality too set in for Bailey. Her
first and last performance was in middle school. She panicked and
choked. The laughs of the kids had rang in her ears like blasts of
trumpets blown in wars.

It was for the best since her mother
didn’t approve. Strange how her mother didn’t care much for music.
Why did the music only play louder in her mind? So, Bailey settled
for the open mic nights and her personal playlist.

“Can I get you anything
else?” the waitress asked.

Bailey shook her head. “No,
thanks.”

The waitress nodded and walked away.
Bailey checked her watch. She had an early client at the salon in
the morning and needed to leave. She sipped the last of her drink
and left a cash tip on the table. Turning her back on the music
meant so much more than leaving the table. So much more.

****

Jackson Mills’ foot tapped underneath
the table. Spices and hot peppers filled the air of the Italian
restaurant. He hummed to the music that played in the background,
believing it would relieve the tightness in his chest. At first he
thought online dating was a good idea, but sitting across from a
woman whose mouth wrinkled at the mention of his profession as a
musician… a bad idea. He wasn’t rolling in the millions with a
record contract, but restaurants even booked his keyboard skills
during the holidays for live music.

“So... you actually don’t
have a real job?” she asked.

His pulse quickened. He scratched at
his beard. “I said I’m a musician.”

“You have a record
deal?”

“Not yet.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don’t see how
you can make a living without a record deal. You’re not expecting
me to pay for dinner, are you?” The woman flipped her blonde
hair.

He forced a smile. “I’m a
gentleman.”

The woman inspected her long
fingernails. “So, anyway. I have one more semester before I get my
graduate degree. Dating is hard nowadays. Besides, I don’t think a
woman with goals and dreams should intimidate a real
man.”

“No, but I
think—”

She waved away his
response. “Seriously, it’s not the 1950s. Women have come up in the
world and a real man should respect that.”

Hair stiffened on the base of Jackson’s
neck. He didn’t mind an independent woman. A woman pursuing her
dreams attracted him. Why wasn’t this date going well? He huffed a
breath. His date wasn’t listening to him. It had been about an
hour. He tried his best to listen, but couldn’t she let him
talk?

Jackson poked his tongue into his cheek
and inhaled a long breath. “I think maybe—”

“I’m not done.” The woman’s
expression looked pinched. “If a man’s willing to do that, we can
talk.” She sipped from her water glass. “So, what’s next after
dinner?”

Jackson grabbed his wallet from his
pocket and took out cash for the meal. This wouldn’t work. No sense
in forcing it. “I hope you find what you’re looking for. Nice
meeting you.”

“That’s it?” the woman
asked. “You’re leaving? What about dessert?”

“I wish you the best.
Goodnight.” As he exited the restaurant, he saw the neon signs of
nearby stores. He breathed in the crisp air as he walked to his
royal blue Chevrolet Camaro. The remote of his car beeped, and he
slid into the driver’s seat.

Turning on the radio, Christmas music
played through his speakers. He bobbed his head as he pulled out
the parking lot. Where would he go?

He made a U-turn and drove to one of
his favorite places. He needed to play, and Mac didn’t mind him
playing on open mic nights. Jackson tapped his fingers on the
steering wheel.

Fifteen more days. Once his month was
up, he would delete the app. Why did he let his sister persuade him
to give online dating a try? He hadn’t been in a serious
relationship in a year. Robin, his ex-girlfriend, didn’t support
his life as a musician. She didn’t listen and refused to understand
him. So, he broke up with her.

Pulling into the parking lot of Mac
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