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Chapter One​: Mistake or Chance
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"Can I help you?" I asked as I approached my car.

"Oh," the startled woman looked at me. "Yes, I can't get into my car."

I laughed. "This is my car," I hit the trunk button, and the trunk lifted.

"Oh, well now I feel embarrassed," she chuckled.

"Hit the panic button," I smiled at her.

She hit the panic button, and behind us on the other row of cars, an identical car like mine started going off.

"I am so sorry," she apologized. "Have a million things going on inside my head."

"It's okay, it happens," I told her as she waved and apologized again as she headed for her car.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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A few days later, I was working out in the gym, and I saw the same lady from the parking lot working out on a set of machines.

I also saw some of the gym bros checking her out. Usually, I hated when women would say guys were checking them out and the guys were not, or they were just passing by, but this time it wasn't that sort of situation.

These guys were notorious for making comments and sneaking a way to get pictures on their phones of women working out, even though the gym had a strict policy of no taking pictures.

I sighed and put down my weights and cleaned up my area. I slowly walked over to her and blocked their view of her.

"Hi, again," I waved as she was finishing up a set.

"Hey babe," she smiled and quickly got up and hugged me. "Thank you," she whispered as she hugged me.

"No problem," I whispered back.

"How are you doing?" I asked.

"Nearly finished and then we can go, if that's okay with you?" she asked.

"Sure," I replied. Keeping myself between her and them.

I could hear them talking, and none of it was good, especially since this woman was white and I was black. Most of the new comments could not be repeated in general conversation.

As she finished her set, I followed her to the ladies' room and told her I would meet her outside.

"Linda," she introduced herself as we met outside.

"Ray," I introduced myself as we headed into the parking lot.

"This time I know where I parked," Linda grinned.

"That is funny how both our cars are the same color and make," I smiled.

"It is," Linda grinned. "A very nice coincidence."

We reached her vehicle, and she smiled as she put her things away.

"Have a good one," I waved as I headed to my car.

"Ray?" Linda called for me. "Since this is the second time you have come to my aide," she approached me. "I would like to say thank you."

"I think you just did," I smiled as I stood looking at her.

"I mean a formal thank you," Linda stated. "Here is my number, we should arrange something more..."

"Formal," I finished her sentence.

"Absolutely," Linda grinned.

I took her number and gave her mine. We texted each other right away and smiled.

I walked back to my car and started thinking about what had happened.

Linda was obviously a looker; many of the guys that passed us in the parking lot looked our way as she stood before me.

I noticed other things about her. She was a mother, there was a child seat in the back seat, there were many toys and food wrappers thrown about, both in the front and back seats. There was no ring on her finger, so she was either a single mother, or she had taken her ring off.

I decided by the time I got home that I would see where things went, but I wasn't ready to jump into something, anything, even friendship with a single mother. That was a land mine ready to go off with a single misstep.

I didn't want to deal with the baby daddy drama, or the co-parenting drama, or any of that kind of thing. If she were still married, I didn't want to be the other guy, no matter how many erotic porn or my so-called bar friends said being with a married woman was top notch. It wasn't my thing.

If I wanted to be in a relationship, I wanted full attention to me and the relationship. It was one of my many rules for dating: no kids, no others, no competition, and especially no drama, which included friends, family, and especially ex-husband or boyfriend drama.

I had never been married, had no kids, and there was zero drama in my life, and all those things I was expecting in my next relationship.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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