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This book is dedicated to the ones who loved deeply and lost anyway.

To the women and men who gave their hearts fully,

who felt something real, something rare,

only to have it taken too soon.

To those who still look for them in quiet moments,

in songs, in memories, in the sky.

And to those learning how to keep living

while carrying a love that never left

This is for you.

Because love like that

never truly dies.
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Prayer For Healing and Encouragement
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God,

For the hearts that are still hurting,

for the souls that feel like something is missing,

for the love that ended before they were ready

We ask for healing.

Not the kind that erases the memory,

but the kind that allows them to carry it

without breaking.

Give them peace in the quiet moments,

strength in the heavy ones,

and reminders that love, real love

never leaves, it only transforms.

Wrap them in comfort when grief feels overwhelming.

Remind them that what they experienced was real,

was meaningful and was not in vain.

And when it feels like they’ll never feel whole again,

whisper to them gently

That they are still here for a reason.

That love will meet them again.

And that even in loss

they are still chosen.

Amen.
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This story is not just about love.

It’s about timing.

About what happens when two people find something real, not when life is perfect
but when life is already complicated.
Aaliyah and Marcus didn’t meet at the “right” time.

They met at a gas station.

Between past pain.
Between responsibilities.
Between healing and uncertainty.
But sometimes

Those are the moments where the deepest love is born.

This book explores what it means to love someone fully,
even when time isn’t guaranteed.
To choose connection despite fear.
To open your heart again after it’s been broken.
To build something meaningful knowing it may not last forever.
And more importantly

It explores what happens after.

After loss.
After silence.
After the person you thought you’d have forever... is gone.
Because love like this doesn’t end.

It changes form.

It becomes memory.
It becomes strength.
It becomes legacy.
This is a story about Black love,
about vulnerability, growth, passion, and purpose.
And most of all

It’s a reminder that even when love is lived on borrowed time, 

It is still worth everything.
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CHAPTER 1

Pump Number Six
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The Texas night still held onto the heat like it wasn’t ready to let go. Even with the sun long gone, the air wrapped around her skin, thick and warm, carrying the faint scent of gasoline and pavement that had baked all day. The kind of night that made everything feel slower... heavier... like time itself was stretching.

She exhaled as she pulled into the gas station, her headlights sweeping across the empty lot.

“Just my luck,” she muttered, glancing at the nearly empty tank. “Right when I say I’m done for the day.”

The soft hum of her engine filled the silence as she parked beside Pump 6.

The place was quiet. Too quiet.

One flickering overhead light buzzed faintly, casting a dim glow over the concrete. Somewhere in the distance, a car sped past on the highway, the sound fading almost as quickly as it came.

She sat there for a second.

Hand still on the steering wheel.

Mind... somewhere else.

You ever feel like something about to change... and you don’t know why?

She shook it off, grabbing her card and stepping out the car.

The heat hit her again, wrapping around her body like it had been waiting.

“Alright, quick in and out,” she whispered to herself.

She walked up to the pump, slid her card in

Nothing.

She frowned.

“Don’t start with me tonight.”

She tried again.

Still nothing.

Now she tapped the machine lightly.

“Come on... I’m not in the mood.”

“That one be actin’ funny sometimes.”

The voice came from behind her.

Deep. Calm. Unrushed.

She turned.

And for a moment

Everything slowed.

He wasn’t doing anything special. Just standing there, leaning slightly against his car like he had nowhere else to be. Like time didn’t matter to him.

Dark shirt. Simple jeans. Nothing flashy.

But it wasn’t what he wore.

It was how he felt.

Grounded.

Still.

Like peace in human form.

She blinked, catching herself staring a second too long.

“Yeah?” she said, turning back to the machine. “Or maybe it just don’t like me.”

He let out a soft chuckle, pushing himself off the car and walking toward her.

“Nah,” he said, stepping beside her. “Machines don’t got feelings.”

She smirked slightly. “You sure about that?”

“I’m a data engineer,” he replied. “I deal with systems all day. Trust me... it’s not personal.”

She raised an eyebrow, glancing at him.

“Oh, so now you diagnosing the pump?”

“I’m just saying...” he reached past her, not too close, just enough and pressed a button with a calm, steady motion. “Sometimes you gotta slow down and let things respond.”

The machine beeped.

Approved.

She paused.

Then looked at him.

“Okay,” she said slowly. “Now that was a little weird.”

He shrugged like it was nothing.

“Or maybe it’s just timing.”

There it was again.

That word.

Timing.

She didn’t know why, but it sat with her.

“Appreciate it,” she said, pulling the nozzle out.

“Yeah,” he nodded. “No problem.”

But neither of them moved.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward.

It just... existed.

The sound of the gas pumping filled the space between them, steady and rhythmic. She could feel his presence beside her, not overwhelming, not intrusive... just there.

And for some reason, it felt familiar.

Too familiar.

“You from out here?” he asked.

She shook her head. “Nah. Been here a few years though.”

“Same,” he said. “Texas got a way of keeping people longer than they planned.”

She laughed softly. “Yeah... I’m starting to realize that.”

He glanced at her, really looking this time.

Not in a way that made her uncomfortable.

Just... seeing her.

“You always out this late?” he asked.

“Not usually,” she admitted. “Just had a long day.”

“What you do?”

“I braid hair,” she said. “And I’m in school.”

He nodded, impressed without making it a big deal.

“That’s a lot.”

“It is,” she smiled. “But I like it. Keeps me busy.”

He looked out toward the dark highway for a second, then back at her.

“Busy don’t always mean fulfilled.”

She paused.

That... hit.

She turned slightly, studying him now.

“And you?” she asked. “Besides fixing gas pumps and reading minds?”

He smirked.

“Data engineer,” he said again. “Used to be in the Army.”

Something about the way he said it told her there was more to that story.

But she didn’t press.

Instead, she nodded slowly.

“That explains it.”

“Explains what?”

“The calm,” she said. “You don’t move like everybody else.”

He looked at her for a second—longer this time.

Like she had just said something he wasn’t expecting.

“Most people don’t notice that,” he admitted.

“I’m not most people.”

He smiled.

Not big.

Not loud.

Just enough.

And somehow... it stayed with her.

The pump clicked.

Full.

Neither of them reached for it right away.

“You ever feel like...” he started, then paused, like he was deciding if he should finish the thought.

“Like what?” she asked.

He looked at her.

Not past her.

Not through her.

At her.

“Like you meet somebody,” he said slowly, “and you just know what’s supposed to happen and means something to you.”

Déjà vu..

Her breath caught.

Just for a second.

Because she had felt it.

Standing right here.

Right now.

But instead of saying that.

She tilted her head slightly.

“You say that to all the girls at the gas station?”

He laughed, soft, genuine.

“Nah,” he said. “Just the ones at Pump 6.”

She smiled despite herself.

And just like that something shifted.

Something quiet.

Something undeniable.

Something neither of them could explain.

But both of them felt.

And as she got back into her car, glancing at him one last time, 

She didn’t know it yet.

But that moment

That random stop.

That one conversation.

Would become the beginning of a love.

that time itself couldn’t hold onto.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

Something About Him Stayed
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The drive home felt... different.

Not because the roads had changed.

Not because the night had shifted.

But because she had.

Her hands rested lightly on the steering wheel, eyes forward, but her mind.

Her mind kept going back.

To him.

To the way he spoke.

To how calm he was.

To how he didn’t rush a single word, like time wasn’t something he was chasing... but something he understood.

She exhaled slowly.

“Girl...” she whispered to herself, shaking her head. “It was just a conversation.”

But it didn’t feel like just anything.

It felt intentional.

Like something had aligned just right for that moment to happen.

The red light ahead stopped her car, bathing the inside in a soft glow.

And without meaning to...

She replayed it.

“That one be actin’ funny sometimes...”

Her lips curved slightly.

Why did she remember that first?

Out of everything he said... that’s what stuck?

She tapped her fingers lightly against the wheel.

Then

“Or maybe it’s just timing.”

There it was again.

That word.

Timing.

She frowned slightly, her thoughts deepening.

Why did that feel like it meant more than it should?

Why did he feel like he meant more than he should?

The light turned green, but she didn’t move right away.

A car behind her honked.

“Okay, okay,” she muttered, pressing the gas.

But even as she drove he stayed with her.

By the time she pulled into her apartment complex, the night had settled into a quiet stillness.

The kind that usually brought her peace.

But tonight?

It brought reflection.

She grabbed her bag, stepping out of the car, her sandals lightly scraping against the pavement as she made her way inside.

The hallway smelled faintly like someone had cooked earlier—something warm, something familiar.

But she barely noticed.

Because her mind was still at that gas station.

Still at Pump 6.

Still... with him.

Inside her apartment, she dropped her keys on the counter and kicked off her shoes.

Silence greeted her.

Usually, she’d turn on music.

Or the TV.

Or something, anything to fill the space.

But tonight...

She didn’t.

She just stood there for a moment.

Thinking.

Feeling.

Remembering.

“You don’t move like everybody else.”

Her own words echoed back at her.

And she realized...

She meant that.

There was something about him that didn’t feel rushed.

Didn’t feel surface-level.

Didn’t feel temporary.

And that scared her.

Just a little.

Because the last time she felt something different about someone,

It didn’t end well.

Her chest tightened slightly at the thought.

“Don’t do that,” she whispered, walking toward her room. “Don’t start making something out of nothing.”

But her heart didn’t listen.

It rarely did.

She changed into something more comfortable, pulling her hair up into a loose bun before walking to the kitchen.

She grabbed a bottle of water, taking a slow sip as she leaned against the counter.

And then

Without even realizing it

She smiled.

A small one.

But real.

Because for the first time in a long time...

Someone had sparked her interest without trying too hard.

Without forcing anything.

Without making her feel like she had to prove something.

He just...

Met her.

Where she was.

“You ever feel like you meet somebody... and you just know...”

She closed her eyes for a second.

Why would he say that?

Why would a stranger feel comfortable enough to say something like that?

Unless...

He felt it too.

Her eyes opened slowly.

“Okay...” she whispered. “Now you thinking too much.”

She pushed off the counter, grabbing her phone and heading toward her bed.

But even as she scrolled through her notifications...

Nothing held her attention.

Not social media.

Not messages.

Not anything.

Because her mind kept drifting back.

To him.

“What if I never see him again?”

The thought came out of nowhere.

And it hit harder than she expected.

She sat up slightly, frowning.

“Why would that even matter?”

She didn’t know him.

Didn’t have his number.

Didn’t even catch his name.

And yet

The idea of never crossing paths with him again felt...

Disappointing.

She fell back against her pillows, staring up at the ceiling.

The fan spun slowly above her, the soft whir filling the quiet.

And for a moment...

She let herself feel it.

That pull.

That curiosity.

That something.

“Pump 6,” she whispered, almost laughing at herself.

Out of all places.

A gas station.

Late at night.

Hot, random, inconvenient...

And somehow

Meaningful.

Miles away...

He was thinking about her too.

He leaned back in his seat, one hand resting on the steering wheel, the other tapping lightly against his leg.

He hadn’t turned the radio on.

Hadn’t reached for his phone.

Hadn’t done anything but drive.

Because his mind...

Was full.

Of her.

“I’m not most people.”

He let out a quiet breath, shaking his head slightly.

“No... you not.”

There was something about her.

Something that didn’t feel forced.

Didn’t feel rehearsed.

Didn’t feel like the usual interactions he had grown used to.

She was present.

Aware.

Different.

And he noticed it immediately.

He pulled into his driveway, cutting the engine but not moving right away.

Just sitting there.

In the quiet.

In the stillness.

In the moment.

“You ever feel like you meet somebody...”

He rubbed his jaw slightly, exhaling.

He shouldn’t have said that.

Or maybe...

He said exactly what he was supposed to.

Because the truth was

He felt it.

The moment he saw her.

The moment she turned around.

The moment their eyes met.

There was a recognition there.

Something unspoken.

Something deeper than attraction.

And that...

That made him nervous.

Because he knew something she didn’t.

Something he hadn’t told her.

Something he wasn’t sure he would tell her.

He finally stepped out of the car, locking it behind him as he walked toward his house.

The night air was quieter here.

Still.

Peaceful.

But his mind wasn’t.

“Timing...”

He said it again under his breath.

But this time...

It didn’t feel light.

It felt heavy.

Because if there was one thing he understood better than most

It was that time...

Wasn’t promised.

And for the first time in a long time...

He wondered if meeting her

Right then.

Right there.

At Pump 6

Was a blessing...

Or something that was going to hurt more than he was ready for.

Back in her apartment...

She finally drifted off to sleep.

But even in her dreams...

She saw him.

Heard his voice.

Felt that same calm presence standing beside her.

And somewhere between sleep and reality...

Her heart made a quiet decision.

Before her mind could catch up.

She wanted to see him again.
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CHAPTER 3

Not By Accident
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The next morning didn’t feel like a new day.

It felt like a continuation.

Like something had started... and hadn’t quite settled yet.

She woke up slowly, the soft light from her window stretching across her walls.

For a second, she just lay there.

Still.

Quiet.

Half in a dream.

And then

She felt it.

That same thought from last night.

Him.

Her eyes opened.

“Seriously?” she mumbled, rolling onto her back. “First thing in the morning?”

She covered her face with her hands, letting out a soft laugh.

“This is crazy.”

But even as she said it...

She smiled.

Her phone buzzed beside her.

A message from one of her clients reminding her about an appointment.

Reality.

Responsibility.

Routine.

She sighed, sitting up.

“Alright... back to life.”

A couple hours later, she stood in her small workspace, fingers moving skillfully through thick strands of hair.

Her client talked nonstop stories, gossip, life updates but her responses were automatic.

“Mmhm.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s crazy.”

Because her mind?

Still drifting.

Still replaying.

Still wondering.

“You ever feel like you meet somebody...”

“Girl, you even listening to me?”

She blinked, snapping back.

“Huh? Yeah, I’m listening,” she said quickly.

Her client gave her a look through the mirror.

“You sure? Cause you been in your own world for like ten minutes.”

She laughed it off.

“Just tired, that’s all.”

But she knew better.

By the time she finished her last appointment, the sun had started to dip low again.

Golden light stretched across the sky, painting everything warm and soft.

She stepped outside, stretching her arms above her head.

“Okay... I deserve food,” she said to herself.

She thought for a moment.

Then grabbed her keys.

She didn’t realize it...

But she was heading in the same direction.

The same road.

The same turn.

The same gas station.

As she pulled in, her heart did something unexpected.

It skipped.

Just slightly.

Her grip on the steering wheel tightened a little.

“Why am I nervous?” she whispered.

It was just a gas station.

Just like last night.

Nothing special.

Nothing different.

Except...

He was there.

Leaning against his car.

Same calm posture.

Same still energy.

Like he hadn’t moved since she left.

Her breath caught.

“No way...”

She parked slowly, eyes flicking toward him again.

And this time

He was already looking at her.

A small smile pulled at his lips as he pushed himself off the car.

“Was wonderin’ if I’d see you again.”

Her door opened slowly, like her body was still catching up to what her mind was trying to process.

“You were wondering?” she said, stepping out.

He nodded, hands sliding into his pockets.

“Yeah.”

She studied him for a second.

Then glanced around the nearly empty lot.

“Or you just be at this gas station every day around this time?”

He let out a quiet laugh.

“Not every day.”

She crossed her arms slightly, tilting her head.

“So this just... coincidence?”

He stepped a little closer, not too much, just enough to close the space slightly.

“Do you want it to be?”

Her lips parted slightly.

Because that wasn’t a simple question.

And he knew it.

She looked away first, shaking her head with a small smile.

“You always answer questions with questions?”

“Only when the answer matter.”

She let out a soft breath.

“Okay... you a little dangerous.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Dangerous?”

“Yeah,” she said. “You talk like you know what you doing.”

His expression softened slightly.

“Maybe I just know what I feel.”

There it was again.

That weight behind his words.

That depth.

That intention.

It made her chest feel... full.

She walked toward the pump, trying to regain a little control of the moment.

“So what,” she said casually, “you just happened to pull up again at the exact same time as me?”

He watched her for a second before answering.

“Not exactly.”

She paused.

Turned slowly.

“What that mean?”

He stepped closer, his voice calm but honest.

“It mean I thought about you after you left.”

Her heart skipped again.

“And?”

“And I wasn’t really tryin’ to leave it up to chance if I saw you again.”

Silence.

But not the empty kind.

The kind that fills up with meaning.

“So you planned this?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

He shook his head slightly.

“Not planned... But I came back.”

Her lips pressed together, trying not to smile too hard.

“That’s... bold.”

He shrugged lightly.

“Life too short to act like you don’t recognize something when you feel it.”

That word again.

Short.

This time, it lingered.

But she didn’t catch it fully.

Not yet.

She turned back to the pump, sliding her card in.

This time

It worked immediately.

She glanced at him.

“Okay now that’s just disrespectful.”

He laughed.

“See? Timing.”

She shook her head, smiling despite herself.

The gas began to pump again, filling the quiet between them.

But this time...

It didn’t feel unfamiliar.

It felt like a continuation.

Like they had already started something the night before...

And this was just the next page.

“So,” she said, glancing at him, “you got a name?”

He smiled slightly.

“Thought you’d never ask.”

She rolled her eyes playfully. “Don’t push it.”

He stepped a little closer.

“Marcus.”

The name settled between them.

Strong.

Grounded.

Fitting.

She nodded slowly.

“I like that.”

“And you?”

She hesitated for just a second.

Then

“Aaliyah.”

He repeated it softly.

“Aaliyah...”

Like he was testing how it felt.

Like he was committing it to memory.

“Yeah,” she said, trying to play it cool. “Don’t wear it out.”

He smiled.

“I won’t.”

But something about the way he said it...

Felt like a promise.

Aaliyah glanced up at the sky as the first stars began to peek through the fading sunlight.

Soft.

Distant.

Endless.

She exhaled slowly.

“I like this time of day,” she said. “When everything just... slows down.”

Marcus followed her gaze.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “Me too.”

They stood there for a moment.

Side by side.

Looking up at the same sky.

Different lives.

Different paths.

Same moment.

And neither of them said it out loud...

But they both felt it.

This wasn’t random.

This was the beginning of something.

neither of them were going to be able to walk away from.

Got it, this will flow like one continuous moment, no breaks, no jumps... just them sliding into something deeper without realizing it.
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CHAPTER 4

Stay A Little Longer
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The sound of the gas pump clicking off should’ve been the moment everything paused.

But it didn’t.

It just... kept going.

Aaliyah pulled the nozzle out slowly, placing it back into the pump, her fingers lingering there for a second longer than necessary like she was deciding something without saying it out loud. Marcus didn’t move. He just watched her but not in a way that felt heavy, but in a way that made her aware of herself. Of how she moved. Of how she felt standing there.

“You always this quiet after you get what you came for?” he asked, his voice low, almost teasing.

She glanced at him, a small smile tugging at her lips. “You always this observant?”

“Only when it matter.”

She shook her head softly, grabbing her receipt before turning toward her car, but she didn’t open the door right away. Her hand rested on the handle, her body angled halfway toward him like she hadn’t fully decided to leave.

“You know,” she said slowly, “most people would’ve just said hi and kept it moving.”

“I’m not most people,” he replied, calm, steady.

She looked at him again, really looked this time. There was no rush in him. No pressure. Just presence. And for some reason, that made it harder to walk away.

“Clearly,” she said under her breath.

Silence settled between them again, but it didn’t feel like an ending. It felt like a question waiting to be answered.

“So what now?” she asked, lifting an eyebrow slightly. “You just gonna keep showing up at gas stations hopin’ I pull up?”

Marcus let out a quiet laugh, stepping a little closer, closing just enough space to make the moment feel intentional. “Nah,” he said. “I think I did enough waiting.”

Her heart picked up just a little.

“And what does that mean?”

“It mean,” he said, looking at her like he wasn’t trying to hide anything, “I wanna get to know you... outside of pump six.”

She crossed her arms lightly, not defensive, just holding herself together.

“And if I say no?”

He nodded once, like he’d already thought about that possibility. “Then I’d respect it.”

“And if I say maybe?”

A small smile touched his lips. “Then I’d ask you what you in the mood for.”

She exhaled through a soft laugh, shaking her head like she was trying not to give in too easily.

“You don’t waste time, do you?”

His expression shifted slightly, still calm, but deeper.

“Not when something feel right.”

There it was again. That weight. That quiet honesty that didn’t feel rehearsed.

Aaliyah looked at him for a moment, then glanced toward the small convenience store attached to the station. The glow from inside spilled out onto the pavement, warm and inviting in contrast to the deepening blue of the sky.

“I haven’t eaten,” she admitted.

Marcus followed her gaze. “Me neither.”

She hesitated just long enough to make it feel like a choice.

Then she nodded toward the store. “They got decent snacks in there.”

“Snacks?” he repeated, amused. “That’s your first move?”

She shrugged, finally opening her car door just to grab her wallet, then closing it again. “Don’t judge me. It’s been a long day.”

“I ain’t judging,” he said, stepping aside to let her walk past him. “I’m just saying... if we doing this, we can do better than chips and a soda.”

She paused mid-step, turning back toward him. “Oh? And what you got in mind?”

He tilted his head slightly, studying her like he was reading more than just her words. “There’s a spot not too far from here. Real laid back. Good food.”

She narrowed her eyes just a little, playful but cautious. “You say that like you take all your gas station connections there.”

He chuckled. “You the only one I doubled back for.”

That did something to her.

Something she tried not to show.

But it showed anyway in the way her shoulders relaxed just a little, in the way her eyes softened for a split second before she caught herself.

“You always this smooth?” she asked.

“Nah,” he said. “Just honest.”

Aaliyah looked at him, then up at the sky again. The stars were clearer now, scattered across the darkness like quiet witnesses to whatever this was becoming.

“You really believe in that?” she asked suddenly.

“In
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