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 EXCERPT: 

Mr. Mercer still didn't fight back as Molly planted her waist on his. She could feel his breath on her face as he said, “If I do this, I'll have trouble looking at myself in the morning.”

“And you won't be able to look at yourself if you don't either, so why not enjoy it?” 

Kevin gave in, relaxing every muscle as Molly bent down even further. She felt a weakness in her thoughts, knowing that she couldn't revoke or erase her actions beyond this point. But she yearned to have a baby, and Kevin Mercer was her ideal image of what a father should be.

The tension snapped as Molly's favorite teacher pushed his lips into hers. Their tongues met as the spark of mutual attraction arced between them. Everything in the world felt right at that moment. Molly couldn't see the consequences beyond a foggy idea of motherhood. Her connection to the man she had grown to love over the past four years was all that mattered. 

Molly broke the kiss and stood. She mounted Kevin with her sexuality in his face, his in hers. She felt the tightness of her shorts lessen as the button came undone in his fingers. Molly took the opportunity to rush the zipper of his jeans down.

She couldn't believe the speed with which Mr. Mercer pulled her shorts and panties down to her knees. The cold shock of a finger exploring the folds between her legs spurred her onward, pulling Mr. Mercer's cock free of his clothing. The pulsing hardness looked more than ready as she eased her lips onto the head.

Molly begged without saying a word, sliding Kevin's manhood into her mouth to rush the process forward. The warmth of his tongue met her clit. The dreamlike nature of the situation blurred the nagging doubt in the back of Molly's head.

Kevin forced her thighs apart, sending jolts of pleasure into it with each flick of his tongue. With each movement of her head, Mr. Mercer picked up the intensity. The hard shaft lodged between Molly's lips buzzed with each whimper she tried to let out. 


MR. MERCER MADE MY BABY

Molly walked through the halls of Whitebrook High after the school had emptied for the day. She headed for her car to follow the directions in the birthday card she had found in her locker.

Two days from graduating, Molly lacked the usual excitement you'd expect about her future life. A good job at her father's law firm as a clerk was already guaranteed. Still, she knew Mr. Mercer would no longer be a part of her life.

Since that algebra class during her freshman year, Kevin Mercer had taken a liking to Molly. The teaching relationship blossomed into a surrogate fatherhood during tutoring sessions. When Molly became old enough to appreciate his shirtless jogs around town, it became hard for her not to blush in his presence.

The relationship had strained a bit during Molly's senior year. She knew they wouldn't be together for at least one hour each school day for much longer. Distance seemed to be the answer until Molly's eighteenth birthday came around on that day.

The card in her locker from Mr. Mercer read:

Molly,

I want to speak with you about your life ahead, in private. You've been my favorite student, and it would break my heart for you to graduate without us talking first. Meet me at my house an hour after school.

Happy Birthday,

Mr. Mercer 


Settling down and having a baby had become Molly's goal, but only with someone more mature than boys her age. As Molly drove the short distance from the high school to Mr. Mercer's house, she wondered how the two of them would keep in touch. He's only ten years older than I am, and his first year of teaching was my first year of high school. If I was a little older, maybe... 

Pulling the car into the driveway of Kevin Mercer's modest, but cared-for home, Molly felt the blush in her cheeks. What does he want to talk about anyway? As she paced to the front door, she saw no signs of her teacher even being home. 

Molly rapped the back of her hand against the door and waited. She stood there, feeling her heart beat faster with each second. Molly jumped at the sound of a dog barking several houses down. Her palms were already getting moist.

The door opened as Molly raised her hand to try again. The sight of Mr. Mercer's wet, jet black hair and bare chest set something inside her core on fire. He opened the door and explained, “I was in the shower and barely heard the door. Sorry it took so long, Molly.”

The distraction of her teacher's bare pecs kept Molly from noticing that he was wearing a pair of jeans for a moment. The words finally came to her lips. “It's no problem.”

Mr. Mercer smiled and turned away, heading further into the house. Before rounding the corner of the living room, he said, “Come in. Make yourself at home.”

Molly entered and closed the door behind her. She took a seat in the sofa chair, feeling the soft fabric embrace the skin her tiny shorts had left bare. The wind-up clock above her head ticked away as she tried to figure out what kind of man Kevin Mercer was outside of school. Her only clue was the collection of pictures on the wall of Mr. Mercer with the little brother not even half of Molly's age. Kevin had always talked about his “baby brother” and how he was more like a son or nephew than a sibling. He really is a sweet kind of guy. 

Mr. Mercer came back into the room, this time with a white tank top on, to catch Molly staring at the photos from her seat. “Jason's turning eight in a few months. It's hard to think I was just starting college when he was born. It seems like ages ago, but it hasn't been that long.”

Molly felt the heat rise in her face again. “You still haven't introduced me to him.”

Kevin smiled and took a seat on the couch on the other side of the room. He pulled a binder from the coffee table and patted the cushion next to him. “Come, take a seat and be social.”

The thought of sitting so close to him after a year of no contact forced the air from Molly's lungs. She let some of her blonde hair fall into her face as she got up, hoping it would hide the tempest that hormones were churning in her mind. Molly sat, not expecting the overstuffed upholstery to push her into Kevin's shoulder.

Mr. Mercer turned and brushed the hair out of Molly's face with a gentle smile. He focused his attention back on the three-ring binder in his lap without skipping a beat. “I've kept this as a bit of a yearbook. Every time a student does something I'm proud of or that makes me feel like I'm doing my job as a teacher, I put it in here.”

He flipped through the page holders. Molly noticed that a fifth of them held school newspaper clippings that related to her or old assignments he had helped her with. Molly felt reattached to him, carrying on like the past year had never happened. “Do you look at this a lot, Mr. M?”

“Only when I need something to pick me up after a bad day. My students and my brother are my reason for getting up in the morning, and you're the student I've gotten along with the most.” 

The words struck a chord in Molly's head. Not even my dad has ever said anything like that to me before. “Will my graduation make things harder for you?” 

Kevin put the binder back on the table, still opened to the page holding the first honor roll listing Molly had ever made. “What do you mean?”

Molly placed a hand on his bare shoulder and asked, “Will you miss me when I'm gone?”

The strong hand that fell on top of her own set Molly's heart aflame. “Of course. I knew you had potential, and I helped you realize it. As a teacher, it will be one of my happiest days to see you go out and make something of yourself, but as a person, I'll be sad to see you go.” The warmth that overcame the cold gray of his eyes caused something inside Molly to snap.

“We don't have to stay away from each other,” Molly said, suggesting far more than she had intended. She realized this as soon as she finished speaking, but something inside kept her from wanting to take the words back. 

Slight concern drew over Mr. Mercer's face. “Molly... what do you mean by that?”

Really. What did I mean? “Nothing, other than we don't have to be like we have been for the past year. I'd be sad if I couldn't see you again.” Molly's hand moved down Kevin's back without her even paying attention to it. 

Mr. Mercer leaned forward, trying to turn his focus back to the old tests and announcements about the math team. Molly could tell she had put him a little on-edge. He leaned back again, pressing Molly's hand into the back cushions. “Does something seem wrong right now?”

A little voice in the back of Molly's head was screaming for her to stop. Every other part of her brain and body urged her to pass through uncharted territory. “Everything seems just right as they are. I'd like to think we're more than just a teacher and student.”

“Friends?” 

“Maybe more than that, even.” A twinge of wanting in sparked up somewhere between where Molly had shaved religiously and her belly button. She was starting to get the picture of what her body was telling her. 

Mr. Mercer's face kept an inviting expression, even though he tried to lower his eyebrows. He turned and grabbed Molly by the wrists. “I don't know what you're thinking, but you're still one of my students. I can't get involved in whatever you're hinting at.”

Molly pulled up her best pout; the one that had always worked on her father when she begged hard enough. “I don't know what you mean, Mr. M.”

“I can't get into a romantic relationship with a student!” 

She kept her lower lip out and tilted her head down further, never taking her eyes off of Mr. Mercer's stare. “It won't be a problem soon.” She tilted her head a little to the side and added, “And who will notice if we go ahead, but keep it a secret?”

Molly saw Kevin's guard drop a bit as he said, “The school board, for one. Not to mention all your friends.”

“If all my friends are gone for college, and I'm not a student anymore once the school board finds out, can they say anything?” Molly knew enough about that sort of thing from when her father represented another teacher caught with a sixteen year old. Daddy said the board couldn't touch him if he had just waited until she graduated. 

Kevin sighed and dropped his head onto the back of his hands, which still held Molly's wrists in place. She broke free and began stroking his hair, feeling it start to dry out from his earlier shower. He finally spoke. “Molly, you're beautiful and one of the sweetest girls I've ever met, but this isn't appropriate or what I had in mind when I invited you here.”

Mr. Mercer's objection disappeared into the kind words. Molly heard only what she wanted to. “So you think I'm that great?” She ran her hand down to the small of Kevin's back.

“I don't think you know what you're trying to do. Stop!” Mr. Mercer's words didn't match his failure to stand up or get away. It was enough of a signal for Molly to keep pushing him. 

Without hesitating, Molly pulled her hand up and pushed her teacher's shoulder to make him face her. “Do you really think this is wrong?” She bit her lower lip before adding, “I don't know what you're getting so worked up about, Mr. M.”

She watched as Kevin stared back, unable to form words. Molly pushed him further back, trying to get his shoulders in contact with the cushions. As she crawled onto his lap, Mr. Mercer finally said, “I didn't know you'd be so much trouble.”

“I won't be if we both keep our mouths shut for a while.” The want in his eyes was too much for the act of stoicism to hide. 

Mr. Mercer still didn't fight back as Molly planted her waist on his. She could feel his breath on her face as he said, “If I do this, I'll have trouble looking at myself in the morning.”

“And you won't be able to look at yourself if you don't either, so why not enjoy it?” 

Kevin gave in, relaxing every muscle as Molly bent down even further. She felt a weakness in her thoughts, knowing that she couldn't revoke or erase her actions beyond this point. But she yearned to have a baby, and Kevin Mercer was her ideal image of what a father should be.

The tension snapped as Molly's favorite teacher pushed his lips into hers. Their tongues met as the spark of mutual attraction arced between them. Everything in the world felt right at that moment. Molly couldn't see the consequences beyond a foggy idea of motherhood. Her connection to the man she had grown to love over the past four years was all that mattered. 

Molly broke the kiss and stood. She mounted Kevin with her sexuality in his face, his in hers. She felt the tightness of her shorts lessen as the button came undone in his fingers. Molly took the opportunity to rush the zipper of his jeans down.

She couldn't believe the speed with which Mr. Mercer pulled her shorts and panties down to her knees. The cold shock of a finger exploring the folds between her legs spurred her onward, pulling Mr. Mercer's cock free of his clothing. The pulsing hardness looked more than ready as she eased her lips onto the head.

Molly begged without saying a word, sliding Kevin's manhood into her mouth to rush the process forward. The warmth of his tongue met her clit. The dreamlike nature of the situation blurred the nagging doubt in the back of Molly's head.

Kevin forced her thighs apart, sending jolts of pleasure into it with each flick of his tongue. With each movement of her head, Mr. Mercer picked up the intensity. The hard shaft lodged between Molly's lips buzzed with each whimper she tried to let out.

The fingers pulling Molly's curtains apart slipped away as Kevin lunged his face into her. The warm sensation felt right in a way the vibrator she kept hidden from her father could never make Molly feel. The sensation of a long lick from her opening to her clit forced her to moan into her teacher's cock as she cupped his sack.

It was only a matter of time before the sensation began to overwhelm Molly's nervous system. The pleasurable heat spread from her soaking pussy, consuming her waist and racing up her body. Kevin's tongue backed off, giving her a welcome opportunity to catch her breath.

As she let Mr. Mercer's shaft slide out of her mouth, Molly took in deep gasps as his oral assault resumed. The faintest doubt about what she was doing faded away. The intensity of the building climax and her sheer bliss were the only possible fragments of thought her mind could handle.

Molly's petite body trembled as she buried her screams in her teacher's thigh. The slightest flick of her pearl was all it took to release all the pent up desire and pleasure in one sudden outburst. A few more teasing licks almost made the sensation unbearable as Molly tried to pull her folds away from Kevin's face.

Molly regained her composure between amplified heartbeats. Mr. Mercer shifted beneath her. She rolled to the side and into the cushions, still spent from facing the work of an experienced tongue. Molly looked up to see Kevin standing before her, making short work of removing his jeans completely.

The full control of her limbs came back. Mr. Mercer took a seat next to where Molly still rested and ran his fingers through her hair. “You're a strong, beautiful girl, but now I see how vulnerable you are.”

Molly pushed her shoulders up to have a good look at the nude glory that was her favorite teacher. “Is that a complaint?”

Kevin smiled as he said, “It's just a statement. You'd always put on a good show of being secure. What I didn't know is what you wanted from me.”

Pulling herself up to lean into his shoulder, Molly asked, “And what do you think I wanted?”

Mr. Mercer looked away, a flash of regret and fear coming across his face. “A father figure.”

Molly placed a hand on Kevin's cheek and forced his gaze back on her. “That's what I wanted in the past. You don't know what I want right now.”

He chuckled before hazarding a guess. “Sex, based on what I'm seeing.”

It was true, but Molly knew she couldn't leave the answer so incomplete. “That's only the first part of it. Father figures are fine when you're a freshman, but I'm after more than that now.”

“I'm not the best boyfriend material for someone your age.” 

“When did I say anything about a boyfriend?” 

The look on Mr. Mercer's face told Molly all she needed to know – He was on to her game. “The teacher in me wants to yell at you right now-”

Molly cut him off. “But you're not my teacher anymore, and I won't be a student after a few more days.”

Kevin planted a palm on his forehead, using the other hand to begin drawing Molly's tank top up her back. “I'm amazed. You and I both want the same thing, and we're just now coming to terms with it.”

“And what did you have in mind, Mr. M?” 

“You should know by now.” 

Molly didn't want to ask, but she needed to know for sure. She rolled over and rested her back in his lap. “At the count of three we both say what we want. Fair enough?”

Mr. Mercer looked down at the student snuggled up in his lap. “Alright.” He took a deep breath.

Molly smiled and began. “One... Two... Three.”

In unison the couple blurted, “A baby!”

The confirmation of their shared desire shook Molly to the core. Mr. Mercer blushed without looking away from her eyes. How their relationship had gone from strained to this almost felt like too much for the eighteen-year-old to take in.

Kevin broke the awkward silence. “Are you sure about this?”

“If I wasn't, would I let you keep lifting my shirt up like that?” Mr. Mercer's draw of the tank top stopped just beneath Molly's breasts for a second. He smiled and resumed the pull upward. 

“I always knew you were mature for your age, but I didn't know you were anything like this.” 

Molly had to wonder whether he was talking about her desire or the nubile body she had developed over the past several years. Either way, she hated his stalling when her goal was so close. “You know what you have to do to me, Mr. M.”

The invitation was all Kevin needed. Molly felt the cold touch of open air on her breasts and  felt the rush of fabric as it pulled over her head. A feeling of privilege and honor came over her, now presented nude and helpless to the man she wanted most.

The hard shaft poked between her shoulder blades as Mr. Mercer snaked his hand between Molly's thighs. She felt his digit enter without friction. Even with her tightness bordering on a vice-like grip, she was more than wet enough to get the job done.

Kevin's finger slipped out, shining with Molly's excess want. Her heart raced again, knowing that the next move would have to be hers. She felt tested, yet ready to live with her decision.

Rising up and sliding over, Molly straddled her teacher's lap with both legs. Mr. Mercer's cock rubbed against the front of her waist, feeling as hard as steel against Molly's skin. She got past the nervousness in the only way she knew how with a quick tease. “Do you think you can last more than a few minutes? I've never let a boy come inside me before.”

Mr. Mercer pulled her forward by the shoulders for a quick smooch. He locked his eyes into hers. “I'll give it my best shot.”

A corny pun had always been Mr. M's fallback, and Molly knew it. But, she was willing to forgive the transgression. “You're cute when you're nervous. I never noticed that about you.”

“Am I now?” 

Molly pushed herself forward and propped the tip against her opening. She slid down, feeling her walls part without a condom between herself and her partner for the first time. “Mm-hm.”

She slid down the rest of Kevin's manhood at a glacial pace. Molly's pussy adjusted to the new feeling of bare skin stretching her past the comfort zone. She heard Mr. Mercer gasp as he hit bottom. The feeling of being too full faded as she let herself relax.

Kevin scooted himself forward, giving Molly the room she needed to wrap her legs around his back. She squirmed on top of him, feeling the crash of his anatomy into her own. The first whimperings of pleasure leaked from between Molly's lips.

The silky feeling of a complete filling at the height of need streamed through her body. Her goal of receiving Mr. Mercer's biological gift seemed so close, yet far away enough to bring further pleasure. Of all the roads a girl could travel down in search of a reward, Molly had chosen the most satisfying.

Molly felt her teacher's abs tighten as he began thrusting his hips, driving even deeper into her pink flesh. The crash of his head against her cervix reminded Molly of the new feeling to come. The promise of it was doing more to elicit moans of bliss out of her than the physical heaven she was feeling between her young thighs.

Mr. Mercer pulled his shoulders back and rested his hands on Molly's waist. She took it as an invitation to prove her abilities. Molly set to work with the bravado of the talented newcomer. She gyrated her hips into his, giving him the full benefit of every surface within her fertile body.

The satisfied smile on her teacher's face drove Molly further, exaggerating her surges back and forth. Mr. Mercer's cock threatened to fall out with each thrust, never quite achieving a full exit. The last of Molly's stage fright left her mind as he began to gasp with each swing.

Molly tightened her thighs, feeling the entirety of her sex tensing against Kevin's intrusion. The traction was causing Molly's whimpers to shift into full-on screams. As she shifted a bit to the side, she knew the head of her teacher's cock was hitting just the right spot.

Collapsing into Mr. Mercer's shoulders, Molly clung tight and groaned out, “Right there!”

Kevin obeyed the request, forcing Molly up and down his shaft. He pummeled the magical part of her anatomy with the gentle mercy of a jackhammer on pavement. Molly's senses began to drift away.

With an even harder surge, Mr. Mercer unleashed his full swelling of desire. Molly's pussy tried to clamp down, proving no match for gym-sculpted arms. It was too late for her walls to stand in the teacher's way.

Kevin dug in, breaking his way deep inside Molly until the tremors of her climax ripped through her body. As she clenched and spasmed her way to the height of her second orgasm, Mr. Mercer kept slamming her mound against his body. After a final surge, he broke the grip and allowed Molly to collapse onto her side.

The bawling mess of sensations finally subsided, letting Molly think in fragmentary words. She looked up to see Mr. Mercer knelt beyond her curled legs. His shaft looked more than eager to begin the next round.

Molly rolled over to lie prone on her back. The ability to form sentences returned as she uttered, “You're not finished yet.”

Kevin took on a playful smirk as he eased himself down and spread her legs apart. He rested on the balls of his fists. Kevin leaned into Molly's neck and nibbled. Letting go with his teeth, he whispered, “You've been wasting that talent on boys your own age? That's a shame.”

The words struck another fuse of wanting, causing Molly to pull him closer with her legs. The heat from Mr. Mercer's ready cock radiated against her waiting folds. The void of emptiness inside became unbearable.

“You can't come inside me if you're all the way over there.” Molly pulled her teacher's shoulders down, making his chest collapse onto hers. The feel of his chiseled abs against her petite waist made her forget about any previous sexual encounter. 

The head of Kevin's dick prodded and knocked at the entrance. Molly tried to shift herself to force an entry. Mr. Mercer pulled back just enough to avoid penetration. He asked, “Would you think any less of me if I told you I've wanted this more than anything for the past year?”

The confession turned Molly's interpretation of his distance during her senior year upside-down. “If that's what it was, why would you put yourself through that?” She tried to urge him back inside again, achieving the same results.

Kevin leaned into her ear. “They'd throw me in jail for this if we hadn't waited until today.”

Molly bit her bottom lip before asking, “And this is why you invited me over?”

“No, but I was hoping. You don't act like a girl who is just graduating high school. You know what you want, and you do what you have to to get it.” 

“And you knew I want a baby?” 

Mr. Mercer plunged himself back inside. Molly gasped and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I had my suspicions.” A quick draw and another drive forward. “But I couldn't ask for a better mother for my child.”

The warmth of his words overwhelmed Molly's conflicting emotions. The thought that her distanced father-figure had planned it out this way didn't seem to matter. The honor was all hers, and she felt blessed to be her teacher's ideal partner in making a baby.

Molly's body reacted with a fresh surge of wetness, seeming to know that was about to be achieve its biological purpose in life. The notion of impending maternity pushed Molly's hormonal response into overdrive. Sheer happiness and anticipation merged with fulfillment as Kevin sank back in.

The full-body contact between teacher and student was driving Molly insane with lust. She knew there would be no taking back what she had already done, and she had no desire to stop. The goal was within reach, and she knew that Mr. Mercer was on board with her plan.

Without warning, Kevin grasped on to Molly's hips and pulled his torso away. Molly's hands fell from his shoulders as she felt the rapid-fire pumping take off. Each collision with her deepest limit sent a blizzard of nirvana through her head.

“Harder!” she screamed, knowing that her teacher couldn't hold out long enough for her to have more than one more climax. The ramped intensity showed in Mr. Mercer's face as she opened her eyes. With a hint of sadism shading her desire, Molly shouted, “Deeper!” 

Molly's ass lifted from the couch as she bore the brunt of Kevin's strength and endurance. He had risen back on to his knees, holding her hips in the air as he pummeled away. Fucking a man who was out of the practice phase of his sexual career was thrilling Molly beyond comprehension. She brought a curled finger up to her mouth, biting it enough to leave an indentation in her skin.

Mr. Mercer paused long enough to ask, “Do you really want it?”

He picked the pace up where he had left off. Molly was able to catch just enough wind to belt out, “Yes!”

But the question gave Molly a pause in thought. The sudden thought of the responsibility she was undertaking broke through. A baby. Am I old enough yet? 

Molly planted a hand on her teacher's abs. Her conscience was trying to speak, if only it could have gotten a break in the constant barrage of pleasure. The weak sign of resistance only stirred the desire in Mr. Mercer. He let go of Molly's hips and let her fall into the couch.

It was the opening the nagging voice in the back of her head was waiting for. “Mr. M, hold up a min-”

He was having none of it. Molly felt the hard thrust as he reentered, jarring the words out of her train of thought. The good Molly on her shoulder went quiet, enjoying every bit of his girth and length as well.

Without thinking, Molly dug her heels into Kevin's back, pulling him into the reaches where babies are made. Her reservations now banished, she urged him on with a playful squeal. The full grasp of her entire body would have left bruises on a lesser man.

The growing hardness made the message clear with the extra cream of precum. Molly knew her greatest desire was at hand. Her mind went reeling with happiness as the first jolt of a third climax made itself known with a forced scream.

Molly forced a hand down to where Mr. Mercer's cock was making a woman of her, pinching her clit between two fingers. Molly gyrated her hips as she pleasured herself. She gave in to the inevitable crash against the doors of her greatest feeling in all eighteen years of her life. 

Kevin's breathing intensified as he pushed on, shifting himself down to hit Molly's secret spot. He lips parted as she shouted, “Right fucking there! God that feels so good!”

Mr. Mercer could only grunt his approval. Molly could tell he was at the point of no return, and any specific pant or movement on her part could set him off early. She paid no mind to it, knowing that she was going to come with or without him.

“Yes, yes!” Molly's toes curled with delight. The tautness of her nipples felt ready to break the skin. 

The impassioned heaving and labor of her teacher's efforts finally broke Molly's dam. Her pussy gushed with a final explosion of wetness. She could vaguely feel the excess running out of her body. 

With a final shred of comprehension, Molly pulled herself close to Mr. Mercer's ear. “Come... Inside... Ehf... Me.. Please!”

The world went fuzzy as Molly lost all control of her body. He limbs clamped around her teacher as he continued driving her most sensitive areas wild. The fulfillment of her greatest desire was at hand, and her body knew it far better than her mind.

Molly almost missed the sound of her teacher and lover giving out. The warm burst of semen painted her cervix the color of a wish fulfilled. Each continuous eruption peaked her climax even higher, drawing her legs tighter to make sure not a drop would escape.

Mr. Mercer collapsed on top of her as his final two spurts shot from the tip. Molly continued to shiver under the release of her pent up desire. The tangled mess of teacher and student merged into one stationary image of beauty for one glorious moment in time.

Molly rode out the aftershocks of her orgasm, placing a hand on Kevin's cheek. She finally remembered that she didn't need both her nose and mouth to breath. Their lips met and locked together in celebration.

She fought the temptation to get up for the customary clean-up. Molly wanted every chance for Mr. Mercer's gift to take hold, but she knew that wasn't how the reproductive system worked. Just lying beneath the man she had chosen to father her child was reason enough to enjoy having his spent body on top of her own.


Molly rushed into the kitchen. Kevin was filling out the final paperwork for his new job on the table. She knew she would be late for her own day at her father's practice, but the news couldn't wait.

She draped her arms around her former teacher's shoulders and whispered, “I've got some good news. Wanna guess what it is?”

Kevin leaned his head back, brushing his cheek against hers. “There's a man with a giant check for me outside the door.”

The playfulness Kevin had taken on since Molly had moved in with him grated on her, but she was willing to let it slide just this once. “You know how you used to help me pass tests?”

Molly could see the smile develop on his face as he answered, “Yeah.”

She couldn't help giggling before saying, “Congratulations, we're going to be parents.”

There was a sudden warmth that developed in Kevin's cheek. Molly could tell he was reaching into his pocket. The silence was pushing her last nerve.

“Well, don't you have anything to say?” 

Kevin huffed a quick bit of laughter. “Just a question of my own.”

Molly's confusion manifested itself with a quick glance down. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the felt box Kevin was holding.

It had only taken a month for him to know whether he should ask. Her eyes went wide as he finally got around to making his query. “Molly, will you marry me?” The box flipped open to reveal a modest, but beautiful token of his love.

The wind left her lungs for a moment. Molly took the ring from the fold holding it in place and slipped it on her finger. She stood upright and looked down at Kevin. Leaning over him, she lurched over for a kiss as she said, “I'd love to have everyone call me Mrs. Molly Mercer.” 


NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR: 

I hope that you’ve gotten as much enjoyment out of reading this story as I did in writing it. I am always looking to please my readers and give them a bit of an escape from their everyday lives. If I have pulled this off, or if I have failed completely, please let me know with a review. Any honest author depends on reader feedback, and I intend to listen to each review to find out what my readers would like to see more of.

As always, thank you for reading, and I hope to hear your thoughts on this release soon.
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