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The Hot Single Dad Next Door


“Brad! Oh my god, Brad!” I screamed as I
watched as my son get pushed by the bigger kids at the bus stop. It
was my fault that I was late. Work held me over and I couldn’t get
home until now. I pushed my legs as fast as I could to reach him,
but honestly as a plus sized woman, I can’t run as fast as I wanted
to.

As I ran, there was another girl, who stood
next to the group of boys fighting. She was screaming for her
father. Who was making his away over to him too. He towered over
the kids as he broke up the fight.

“Get off him. Get off!” He yelled as she
shoved the kids aside.

The kids scattered, leaving just my son on
the ground. The man helped him up and dusted him off.

When I arrived, I heard him say, “are you
okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. Thank you.” He said.

The man nodded.

“Yes, thank you.” I gasped, trying to catch
my breath. He stood up and faced me. My jaw dropped as my son’s
hero was handsome. Trust me, I’ve seen good looking guys before,
but he took the cake. Middle aged, strong jawline, scruffy beard,
and broad shoulders. It was almost like a perfect model saved my
son. I was speechless as I stared at him. Looking at his fingers I
didn’t see a ring either making my heart leap.

He’s single too! I squealed in my
head like some deranged schoolgirl.

“You’re welcome,” he replied in a deep
voice.

“I ugh…” Damn what was wrong with me. I’ve
spoken to gorgeous men before, why is it that this one makes me
into a pile of goo.

He grinned and touched my cheek, “are you
okay? You seem out of breath. I’m a doctor. Did you want to sit
down?”

“I ugh…umm…” I stuttered.

A doctor too? Did I die and go to heaven?
What are the odds that I’d met a single sexy male doctor?

“No…I’m fine.” I finally managed to spit
out.

“Oh, okay.” He gave me a strange look but
didn’t push the issue further. “Just let me know, okay?”

I nodded and then he turned his attention to
my son.

“You put up a good fight little man. Four
against one is bad odds but you held your own.”

“Thanks, I’m Brad by the way. That’s my mom
Charlotte.” He replied, pointing towards me.

“Hi, Charlotte. I’m Adam. That’s my daughter
Deena.” The hot single dad squeezed his daughter’s hand, as he
introduced her.

“Hi,” I waved.

I smiled at her and then looked back at
Adam. “Are y’all new to the neighborhood? I haven’t seen you before
at this stop.”

“Yes. We just moved in on Sunday. It was
Deena’s first day at the elementary.”

“Oh, okay. Welcome to the neighborhood.” I
cheerfully said.

“Thank you. So, I guess I’ll…I mean we’ll be
seeing y’all more often.” He stuttered. I couldn’t help but notice
the small smile on his face as he stared at me. That’s when I
realized that he might like me as much as I liked him. I found that
odd. Men don’t usually like a plus sized single moms like me. I had
everything going against me, yet this perfect Ken doll finds me
attractive. The thought alone gave me butterflies in my
stomach.

“…you know…since our kids go to the same
school.” He finally spat out.

“I mean…I guess so. It’s just me though.” I
told him, as if I was advertising that I also was single. “So, it’s
hard for just me be at the bus stop on time.”

“Trust me I understand. As a single dad it’s
hard to keep track of everything.”

Oh, trust me, I know that your single, that
ring finger was the first thing I checked however I played if off
as some ditzy blonde.

My mouth dropped. “You’re single? How could
that be?”

“My ex-wife divorced me three years ago. All
she wanted was the money, and didn’t want the responsibility of
being a parent, so me and my little buttercup…” he squeezed his
daughter’s hand and she smiled at him. “…Moved and started our
lives together. I recently stared a new
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