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Chapter 1

After finishing college at the age of 22, slightly younger than usual in this day and time as most grads are at least 23 or more, I was more fortunate than most of my classmates as I landed a job right out of school.  Human Resources was my major at the university I attended, and I was super excited to be starting work as a recruiter for a very large alcoholic beverage distributor, despite the fact that I had to relocate to get the job.  Now in case you don’t know it, recruiter is not the most desirable position in the human resources family of jobs, but it is a way to bigger and better things and I was glad to get my foot in the door.  I’m really not sure how I got hired as a recruiter, but I suspect it all goes back to the part in the interview when I was asked if I had any experience in the alcoholic beverage sales field.  My response to the interviewer was that I had several years of alcoholic beverage purchasing experience, which actually referred to me buying it for personal use.  I was pretty lucky that they did not follow up and ask for more details, otherwise I would still have been looking for a job, versus starting the one I had been so fortunate to land.

Anyway, I eagerly moved to the city of Madisonville, which is a suburb of a very large metropolitan area in the United States, where I got an apartment and started my new life as a member of the community and needless to say, the local workforce.  Life was good as I quickly made friends, plus I really liked working for my new employer.

After moving to Madisonville, I began dating, hoping to meet a really nice guy as I had always wanted to find Mr. Right, settle down, and have a family.  In college I had hoped I would meet someone but no such luck, as most of my experiences had been with a bunch of boys just looking to have a good time, and that was not my cup of tea.  So, here I was in a new town with new opportunities and I was hoping for the best.

Two years later I had not had any luck finding Mr. Right as all the guys I kept meeting were all so immature.  Millennials, my peers, were not impressing me in the least, and I had decided to give up my search and just be celibate, which I hated because I really do like having sex.  A lot!  Yes!  Nice girls need to get laid too, just in case you did not know that.

It was a lazy Saturday and I decide to stop in at the local coffee shop just down the street from my house for a cup of hot chocolate.  It was quite chilly outside, and a mug of hot cocoa sounded like something that would really hit the spot.  I entered the shop and quickly realized that everyone else must have had the same idea as I did because the line was quite long.  I stood there patiently playing with my smartphone to try and pass the time, as the queue inched forward ever so slowly.  I started to ask myself if it was worth waiting in line so long to buy a $4.00 to $5.00 cup of cocoa and was seriously considering bailing out versus waiting only God knows how long.

As I turned around, now checking out the door behind me and plotting my escape, little did I know that my life was about to change forever.  Directly behind me in line was a good-looking man about 5’11, great build, dark brown hair, with blue eyes, who returned my gaze and shot me dazzling smile.

At this point my plan to bail out was on hold and probably getting ready to get cancelled, as the quality of my fellow customers had just improved dramatically.

“Long line today,” he said.  “The cold weather really makes this place fill up.”

I smiled back at him and nervously said, “Yes it does.”

Not knowing what else to say I stood there silently wishing I had the courage to continue speaking to this handsome man but I just did not know what to say.  At this point I was thinking that he probably believed I was stuck up or was not interested in talking to him which was the furthest thing from the truth.  Why was I such a bundle of nerves?

“I’m Kevin,” he said as he extended his hand to me.

“Oh hi, I’m Monica,” I replied, as I shook his hand.

“It’s good to meet you Monica.”

“And it’s good to meet you Kevin.  Come here often?”

That was stupid, why did I even ask that?  What a corny pickup line!

“Sometimes.  I live close by so this place is convenient.”

“Me too,” I said.

“There’s lot of young professionals that live in the area because it’s a so centrally located and there’s plenty of apartment, condos, retail, and public transportation” he said.

“You’re right Kevin, it’s really a nice neighborhood and a great place to live.”

“Lived in the area long?”

“About two years now.”

As we continued to stand there our conversation really started to take off and I began to find out more about this guy.  I could tell by looking at him that he was a little bit older than me, okay, about 15-20 years older than me, but I was really attracted to him.  He was good looking, had a great personality, was mature, professional, and a quick ring scan showed he was available.  Houston, we have ignition!

Despite that, I really needed to find out if he was available, so I asked, “So Kevin, how long have you and your wife lived in the area?”

“About five years, but I’m not married.”

YES!

“That sounded like I was being nosey Kevin, I’m sorry.”

I’m really not sorry.

“Not to worry.  One of the reasons I live in this area is that it’s also a great place for singles, and I’m about as single as they come.  What about you Monica?”

“I’m right there with you.”

Looking at me he said, “I find that hard to believe.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“You’re too pretty to be single,” he said as he smiled at me.

Standing there I could feel what was between my legs starting to tingle a bit and I was pretty sure that my nipples were starting to harden as well, but I was not about to look down to confirm my suspicions and get caught.

At this point I did not know if he was for real or a player, but I knew one thing, I was going to find out, and he was not going to get away until I’d had a chance to vet him.  And besides, even if he was a player he probably needed to settle down and I was just the gal to do it.

“Thank you, I bet you say that to all the girls,” I replied.

“Only the pretty ones,” he said.

Staring directly into his dreamy eyes I said, “You know exactly what to say to get a girl’s attention Kevin.”

“Good.  That was the effect I was going for.”

We both laughed at his comment, and as we finished chuckling our eyes were locked in a gaze with one another.

Deciding that I needed to break this up and lighten the mood just a bit I then asked, “So, do you work in the local area as well?”

“I do.  I’m a network security engineer.”

“Wow,” I exclaimed, “That sounds exciting.  What company do you work for?”

“I’m self-employed and I work from home.  I used to have a job with a big company, but I decided I wanted a little better quality of life, so I decided to slow it down a bit.”

At that point he handed me his business card and said, “If your company ever needs any assistance in its I.T. department give me a call.”

I then handed him my card which he took in hand and looked at and said, “You’re a recruiter I see?”

“That’s right.”

“Great.  At an alcoholic beverage distribution company.  Sounds fun.”

“Well, it’s not like we get to drink on the job or anything,” I said.

Why did I just say that?

He laughed and said, “You’ve got a great sense of humor Monica.”

As the line continued to move, we kept chatting and before we knew it, we were at the front of the line and had placed our orders.  After we got our drinks, we ended up sitting down and talking for a while longer.  Kevin was a very interesting man and we actually had a lot in common.

After about an hour Kevin said, “Monica it’s been fun, I’ve had a fantastic time.”

He and I both stood up and ended up shaking hands and I said, “It’s been great.  Maybe I will run into you in here again.”

“That would be great.  Well I’ll see you later,” and then he turned and headed toward the door.  However, before he got to the door and he turned and took a couple of paces back toward me and asked, “Monica I hope you don’t think I’m being too forward, but can I call you sometime?”

Thinking to myself I’m like heck yeah!

At this point my heart was racing as I choked out the words, “Sure that would be nice.”

“Cool, then I’ll talk to you later,” he said as he turned away to head back out the door.

“Wait Kevin.”

As he turned back around I said, “My business card has my work contact information.  Let me give you my cell phone number instead.”

After scribbling my cell phone number on the back of my business card and returning it to him he finally headed out the door.  God he was cute.  He’s fifteen to twenty years older then me but he’s drop dead gorgeous.  Was I ready for a May to December relationship? Or was I just lonely?  Or horny?  Or both? What would my family say about me having an older boyfriend or husband?  Wait, husband?  Maybe I’m getting a little ahead of myself.  Anyway, my family are all great people but not a one of them are satisfying my sexual cravings, so they’ll just have to get over it if it’s an issue.

Anyway, I was so attracted to him I was going to go out with him anyway, provided that he asked me, and at this point I was confident that I had not heard the last of Kevin, as I had a feeling that he was as interested in me as I was in him. 


Chapter 2

After I finished up at the coffee shop I headed over to the grocery store which was just across the parking lot.  Today was one of my two days off from the regular nine to five grind so it was either today or tomorrow where I would get the pleasure of stocking up on food for the coming week.  Being that I was already close to the supermarket when I walked out of the coffee shop, and that I did not have a hot date planned tonight, nor even a cold one, and that it was way easier to get in and out of the grocer today, versus tomorrow when all the procrastinators would be present, I decided to go for it.

Pushing my cart, I started up and down the aisles selecting the best of what my local grocery store had to offer.  Hopefully this would not take too long, and I would soon be stocked up and ready for the next seven days, until I returned here again.

In the wine section I was scoping out some nice bottles of red that had been aged in bourbon barrels, according to the label anyway.  As I was standing there reading the back of the bottle I heard a voice that said, “Have you tried it before?”

I looked up and right there in front of me was Kevin.

“Hi Kevin, long time no see!”

“Absolutely.  Shop here often?” he asked.

I laughed and asked, “What kind of pickup line is that?”

We both laughed at my comment, which was actually better than the one I used earlier at the coffee shop where I had asked him if he came there often.

“So, you recommend this wine Kevin?”

“I certainly do.  If you like red I think you will like it.”

Right about that time I heard, “Hey Monica,” and as I turned around I saw my co-worker Samantha.

Samantha worked in my department as a benefits coordinator at the plant and was a good friend.  She was 5’3, had dark hair and eyes, and a great figure and was always dressed to the nines, even when she was off work, like today.  Her timing could not have been worse because she was totally messing up my action with my new dreamboat boyfriend.

“Hey Samantha, how’s it going?” I asked.

“Good, just picking up a few things,” she said, as she looked at Kevin.  “I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

“Not at all, this is Kevin.  Kevin, this is my co-worker Samantha.”

“Great to meet you Kevin,” she said smiling at him with her perfectly straight pearly whites and batting her long eyelashes.

“Well it’s nice to meet you as well,” he replied.

Right about that time her cell phone rang, and she looked at the screen and said to us, “I am so sorry, will you please excuse me, I have to take this.”

As she stepped away to take her phone call I could see Kevin doing a quick derriere check, as her black slacks fit her perfectly.  I swear she had just been poured into them or something.

“So that’s your co-worker?” he asked.

Knowing that Samantha was single too and she had caught his eye I had to think fast.  Otherwise this bitch might be running off with my man.

“She’s a very nice girl Kevin, but probably not your type.”

“And how’s that?”

“Kevin, I would really rather not say, she’s my friend and co-worker and I have a lot of respect for her.”

Looking at me with a grin he said, “Okay Monica, you’ve started this, now you have to tell me.  What’s the deal?”

“Promise you will never breathe a word to anyone, especially her?  Ever?”

“You have my word.”

“She’s a lesbian, so she probably would not be interested in you,” I said.

“She is?” he asked in disbelief.

“Yes.”

“Wow, she sure doesn’t look it.  Well, then again, how does a lesbian look? Right?”

We both chuckled briefly at his comment.

“Not only that but she’s a massive militant lesbian, and she has a jealous girlfriend who is an ex-con.  You can do what you want but if I were you, I would steer clear,” I said. 

“No Way!”

“She’s very flirty with men but trust me, she’s bad news.”

“I appreciate the warning Monica, I would never have known.”

Once again thinking fast I said, “Here she comes, just go along with what I say, okay?”

“Will do.”

Walking back over to us she said, “Now, where were we?”

“Anyway, Kevin and I were just talking about what wine we were going to have with dinner tonight?”

“That’s great,” she said.  “Well, I will let you two get back to what you were doing.  It was good meeting you Kevin.”

“Good meeting you too Samantha,” he said.

“See you at work on Monday Sam,” I said.

“Great.  See ya then,” she replied.

As she walked away and was behind him she turned and mouthed to me silently he is so hot.

I nodded my head lightly acknowledging her comment.

“So, Monica, did you mean what you said?” he asked.

“What’s that?”

“That we are going to have dinner tonight?  Or do you have other plans?”

“As a matter of fact, I am free for dinner tonight.”

“Fantastic.  8 o’clock okay?”

“Perfect,” I said.

“Are you in the mood for anything in particular?”

What I was actually in the mood for was standing right there in front of me, however, I think he’s probably talking about cuisine.

“I like just about everything.”

“There’s a little Mediterranean place right by the coffee shop we were at earlier.  How about that?”

“Great.  I know the place and will meet you there,” I said.  “And by the way, it’s a BYOB place so I will bring this bottle of wine.”

“Then dinners on me,” he said.  “See you at eight Monica.

As he walked away I was in disbelief that not only had I met him today, but I was going out on a date with him tonight.  This day could not have been any better.
 


Chapter 3

I had spent more time than normal getting myself ready for my big date as I was wanting to make a good impression. So, I put on a purple off the shoulders short sleeve high low cocktail skater dress which hugged my petite figure perfectly, and slipped on a pair of peep toe mules, which matched my toe nails, lipstick, and dress to a T.  As I stood there in front of the full-length mirror, with my long blonde hair resting on my shoulders and my emerald green eyes sparkling back at me, I felt truly alive and was excited like I hadn’t been in some time.  Tonight, was going to be a great night!

Walking to the restaurant I had to admit that I was a little bit cold, as my dress and heels were not totally conducive in keeping me warm, especially with the cold front that had moved in earlier that day.  I also became worried that the cold was going to make my nipples stand up, and the last thing I wanted was to walk in the door of the restaurant looking like I was ready to make an adult film.  So, I arrived with my bottle of wine in hand just before 8 p.m. to meet Kevin for our first date.  When I walked in the door I saw that he had already arrived and was standing at the front of the restaurant waiting for me.  As I looked at him I saw that he was even more handsome dressed up, as he was wearing a black suit with a blue shirt and even had a blue pocket square in place.   

Stepping over to me he scanned me from head to toe and said, “Monica, you look absolutely breathtaking,” and then kissed me on the cheek.

Little did this guy know that comments like that would get him everywhere.

As I looked back at him I smiled and said, “Thank you, and Kevin, you look very handsome tonight.”

“Thanks,” he replied, as I gazed into his eyes.

Right about that time a young woman dressed in black walked up to us and said, “Kevin, party of two? Your table is ready.”

Kevin looked at me and said, “After you,” and we followed the hostess to our table, or booth rather, which happened to be in the back of the restaurant and was perfect as far as I was concerned, as I was looking for a nice quiet place to get to know my date better.

The two of us settled in, ordered some appetizers, and began to enjoy that bottle of wine I had picked up at the grocery store earlier.  During dinner I discovered he was exactly eighteen years older than me, that he was an Aries and I was a Sagittarius, which is a perfect astrological match just in case you didn’t know, and that he had never been married.

After he told me that he was still single I asked, “So Kevin you’ve never been married?  At all?”

At all?  Why did I just ask that?

“That’s right.”

“I guess you spent a lot of time on your career and just never got around to it?” I asked.

I was really setting up the question to extract more information out of him and find out the real reason why this super cute guy had never gotten hitched.

“I did spend some time on my career when I was younger, plus I was not worried about it because there was always going to be more time.  Years ago, there were women I had relationships with but I refused to commit because I was simply not in a hurry as there was always tomorrow.”

“Do you regret letting any of them get away?  I hope that isn’t too personal of a question.”

Looking at me and shaking his head he said, “No it’s fine.  They were two of them and both of those relationships were over a long time ago.  One lives in London with her British husband and the other in Montana with her wife.”

I looked at him and tilted my head slightly and then he said, “I know, I didn’t see that one coming either,” and we both started laughing uproariously.

“Okay Monica, enough about me, let’s talk about you.  What’s your story?”

After taking a sip of wine I asked, “You mean why am I not in a relationship at present?”

“Well, I actually meant just tell me a little more about yourself but since we are on the topic…...”

He had asked a good question, and one that deserved answering as he had just told me everything about why he was not in a relationship, and now it was my turn.  Looking down briefly and then raising my eyes I paused for several seconds before I responded.

“I’ve just not met the right guy,” I said while looking into his beautiful blue eyes and then I smiled softly.

“Fair enough,” he said.  “I guess in a way that’s been my story too.”

“Then I guess we have something in common, don’t we?”

The rest of the evening was absolutely perfect, and I really enjoyed getting to know Kevin better.  He was so smart, funny, and had a great sense of humor, but the big thing was that he knew how to make me laugh, which I absolutely loved.

After dinner was over we walked to the front of the restaurant, which was fairly deserted at this point, so we could say good night.

“Kevin, I had a great time.  Thanks for dinner.  It was really good.”

“Me too Monica.  I hope we can do it again sometime.”

“That would be great,” I said.

At that point Kevin gave me a big hug which I gladly returned.  As we broke our embrace he was still holding me close and our eyes met, then he gave me a kiss on the cheek and said, “I’ll call you.”

I then gave him a big smile, stood up on my tiptoes and gave him a peck right on the lips and said, “That would be nice.”


Chapter 4

It was exactly two weeks later, and Kevin and I had just completed our third date and I had decided to let him walk me to the door of my apartment.  We had gone to one of those cinemas where you can eat a full meal, and have drinks while enjoying a great movie, which was fun to do, once in a while anyway. 

Arriving at the door of my apartment he said, “Monica, as usual, I had a great time.”

I’d had a great time with him as well and I sure hated for the evening to end, as he was such a pleasure to be around.  I reached into my purse and pulled out my key and then decided to break my own rule, which was to never let a guy come into my apartment before date number four.  Standing there looking at Kevin I could not help noticing how handsome he looked so I asked, “Would you like to come in?”

Looking somewhat surprised he said, “Sure,” and followed me inside.

We went in and sat down on the couch and continued to chat.  On top of all the other great qualities he had, he was so easy to talk to, which was unlike any man that had ever been in my life previously, from a romantic relationship standpoint that is.  I was really feeling comfortable with him and was hoping he would kiss me in the not too distant future.  As we continued to sit that on the couch and talk, I began to twirl my hair, hoping he would pick up on the cue, and notice that I was interested in him. 

Then he suddenly said, “Monica, there’s something I want to tell you,” in a friendly, but attention getting tone of voice.

Not knowing what to expect I listened attentively hoping he was not going to tell me that he was married, was really gay, or he worked part-time as an axe murderer.  All three of those would be total deal-breakers, and I would be back to square one on the dating circuit, provided I lived that long.

“Monica, I really like you.  You are so much fun to be around, and I have a great time every time we are together.”

“Kevin,” I replied, “I feel exactly the same way about you,” and I edged over toward him and then leaned forward in his direction.

He moved forward and kissed me gently on the lips for a few seconds pulled back, and then continued to gaze adoringly at me.

“That was very nice,” I said, “But I don’t think I got the hang of it.  Could you show that to me again?”

Still smiling at me he moved closer and kissed me once again, but this time longer and more passionately.  We continued kissing as we had been for another minute or so and then I opened my mouth, inviting him inside, and he wasted no time joining me.  Our tongues swirled like crazy and as we continued I was getting more and more turned on.  I don’t know where he learned to kiss like that but I was absolutely loving it, and was certain he graduated at least Summa Cum Laude.

He stopped and then began to kiss my neck while running his hands up and down my back.  He then slipped his hands under my shirt and continued his massaging technique but now it was flesh on flesh, with no pesky material in the way.

We continued kissing and I have to tell you, I was absolutely on fire, especially after he started to massage my breasts.  Reaching inside and releasing the snap I freed my girls, so Kevin could have full access to them as it was only fair each of them receive equal attention.  Moving my hand downward I checked and found that my date was just as ready for me as I was for him, either that or he was storing a piece of granite in his pants, which I highly doubted.  I moved my hand up and undid his belt and released the snap on his pants and lowered the zipper, letting him spring free from the prison which had been incarcerating his manhood.  This was apparently the signal we’d been waiting for as we were both completely unclothed in about ten seconds, give or take a few seconds, but who’s counting.

He joined me on the couch where he lay down on top of me, and we continued kissing as we had before, our mouths joined and our tongues darting back and forth as our hands continued to explore one another.  I moved my legs apart and as I did so I could feel his manhood began to press against me, and the feeling of it turned me on even more.  He knew exactly how to use what he had been born with and massaged my entrance very gently and very slowly, and as he did so I could feel myself ready to take him.  Just as I was thinking that I couldn’t wait any longer, and I wanted him right now, he entered me with one quick thrust, which filled me with delight and caused me to whimper.  Somehow the sensation of him fully inside completed me on an emotional and physical level that I had never experienced before.

“Oh Kevin, that is fantastic,” I cried out, as I pulled my hips back as far as they would go, wanting nothing more than to feel him pushing himself as deeply inside me as he could.   

The sensation of us moving in perfect rhythm was absolutely incredible and was like nothing I’d ever had with a man before, as he knew exactly how to make love to me, mind, body, and soul.  The rocking motion of our love making was absolutely perfect as we moved back and forth together, and our bodies were building with insurmountable excitement.  At this point the pleasure was about to overtake me as I was moaning like crazy, not knowing how much more I could stand.  Finally, able to contain myself no longer I cried out loudly as I climaxed, and as I did so a wave of pleasure travelled through my body from head to toe.  I could tell that Kevin was getting close as he was moving faster and faster, and I wanted him to be as pleased as I was, so I decided to employ a little naughty talk to him, which I think he liked.  Right about that time Kevin released and I could tell by the expression on his face that he was as satisfied as I was, either that or he had just stepped on something sharp.

Afterward we were both exhausted and lay there on the couch trying to catch our breath after the incredible round of sex we’d just had.  He and I gently kissed one another and held each other and talked for some time, before retiring to the bedroom, where we made love twice more that night and once more the next morning. 

I’d just had sex with a man eighteen years older than myself, and I had liked it.  Despite that fact that he was old enough to be my father did not matter, as I was really digging this guy and could potentially see myself with him long term.  He was everything I had been wanting in a man, and if I had to take a guy a year or two older than me to get exactly what I wanted then so be it.  Not only that but I was falling in love with him quickly, I just wondered if he felt that same way about me.  Now the big question was, how will my family and friends react to me having an older boyfriend?  After all, he would be old enough to be my mom’s classmate, if she were still alive.  My mom passed away the summer after I graduated from high school, and to this day I miss her more than I can even say.  I wish my mom was alive because I would really like to pick up the phone and talk to her about this and hear what she had to say, whether I liked it or not. 


Chapter 5

After dating for six months Kevin and I took a holiday weekend trip to California, which was our first journey together outside of the local area.  We had also taken off Friday so we could have an extra-long weekend, plus we flew out Thursday night so we could have as much time away as possible, which I was looking forward to. 

The Coachella Valley, also known as the greater Palm Springs area was where we would be spending the next few days.   Initially when Kevin brought the whole subject up, I asked, “Palm Springs?”

“I know it may see a bit out of the ordinary, but it’s the perfect getaway.  It used to be the playground of the stars and the scenery is breathtaking. Plus the weather is perfect this time of year compared to what we have here right now.  I’ve got enough miles saved to fly us out and back first class, plus my uncle manages a casino/hotel and we were going to be able to stay there for free, with our own suite to boot,” he said.

I had never even been to California before, but the fact that we were going for free was good enough for me.  I would simply do some research and find out what there was to do in the local area, and I was sure that we would have a great time.

After arriving at the airport, I whipped out my phone app and lined up a ride to the hotel.  After all, if Kevin had everything covered, this was the least I could do.  Pulling up in front of the hotel we were greeted by a bellboy who took our bags and followed us to the reception desk where we checked in, and then went up to our room.  Our suite was extremely nice as it had a king-sized bed, a full living area, and a balcony overlooking the indoor pool.  It seemed that this trip was off to a fantastic start.

Over the next couple of days, we took in the best of what the local area had to offer and gambled a bit in the hotel casino where we were staying, visited museums, saw a very cool zoological park, and we even played a round of golf.  Hey, what’s a trip to Palm Springs without playing golf?  Sure we aren’t Arnold Palmer or Tiger Woods, but we did alright.  Additionally, I took my first trip to a date farm and also tasted my first date.  The gift shop at the place seemed to see a variety of date related products, which I did not even know existed.  When we left, I elected not to purchase any date type souvenirs as the experience was enough.  Anyway, everything I do with Kevin is always fun, as I just love being with him.  Plus, he really knows how to treat a woman, which I absolutely love, and I reward him for it every chance I get, if you know what I mean?  What most guys don’t really know is that if you love your woman all day long, she will love you all night long.  Think about that guys.

There is an incredible breathtaking view at the top of the San Jacinto Mountain range that is something everyone should try and see if in the Palm Springs area.  To get there you take the Palm Springs Aerial Tramway which runs from the bottom of the Coachella Valley all the way up to the top of the mountain where you arrive at Mt San Jacinto State Park.  Once you arrive at the station there is a restaurant with a view overlooking the valley, which is actually very romantic, and that’s where we had come for dinner. 

After being seated they brought us the wine list and Kevin picked out a nice bottle for us, which the waiter brought promptly.  I was still working on my first glass when I noticed that he was on his second, which got my attention.  Maybe he’s just thirsty I thought, as he’s not a huge drinker in the first place.  Watching him I did think he was a little on edge or something, but I was not totally sure.

“Kevin, is everything okay?”

“Sure, why do you ask?”

“I don’t know, it just seemed that maybe you were a little upset or nervous about something.  Am I wrong?” I asked.

Looking at me seriously he said, “I’m not upset, but maybe nervous is a good word.”

“Sweetie, what on earth is there to be nervous about?  Everything is perfect, and we are having a great time.  Here, have some more wine,” I said as I topped up his glass.

“Monica, I have something I need to talk to you about and it’s serious.”

Wondering what the heck had him on edge got my attention, as I had no clue what he was on his mind.  Being the typical paranoid girlfriend who was wanting to hang onto this guy I was hoping he was not getting ready to tell me that he needed some space, as we all know what that means.  If he was, I would be throwing his ass over that balcony railing just outside the restaurant which was a drop of 8516 feet.  He would be leaving the state park we were in and travelling non-stop back to Palm Springs in a matter of seconds.

Regaining my mental composure, I asked, “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“Well I, I just, I just don’t know how to ….”

Looking at him seriously I said, “Kevin.  What is it?”

“How long have we been going out Monica?”

“About six months,” I replied.

“And what do you think about our relationship so far?” he asked.

“I think you are the most wonderful man I’ve ever known.  You’re sweet, funny, kind, and just overall fantastic.”

I had never seen him to tense, as he typically is cool, calm, collected, and nothing at all bothers him.

“I feel the same way about you, which is what makes this so difficult, as this is the hardest thing I’ve ever done in my life.”

All of a sudden my paranoia took over as this had all the warning signs of a break up.  Feeling teary and asked with my voice crackling, “Oh my God, are you breaking up with me?”

“No baby, no.”

At that point he pulled a small black box out of his pocket and opened it, and there was my grandmother’s engagement ring.

“You Aunt Lucy gave it to me to give to you,” he said before he continued speaking.  “Monica, will you marry me?”

At this point I was speechless, and the tears were running down my face like Niagara Falls.  I was happy beyond belief and I could not believe that this was happening.

“Monica, I’ve been so worried that you might say no as we’ve only been going out for six months.  I know this may seem fast but the one thing I know is that I want to be with you each and every day for the rest of my life.  You’re the first thing I want to see when I wake up and that last thing I want to see when I go to bed at night.  If you will marry me, I will work hard to be the best husband ever.”

At this point he got down on his knees and was looking up at me with the ring box open waiting on my response.

After being unable to speak for several seconds from crying I finally got out the words, “Yes, yes, yes I will marry you Kevin,” and he slipped the ring on my finger.

Then we both stood up and as we did so he kissed me, and the entire restaurant applauded, which surprised us as we did not know everyone was watching us.  If I had, I would have charged admission.  We then returned to our seats where we continued to talk.

“Oh, Kevin I love you so much,” I said while still trying to regain my composure.

“Monica, I love you too, and I mean what I said.  You know you are the most important thing in my life.”

“Kevin stop, you’re going to start me to crying again,” I said before asking, “By the way, tell me how you got the ring from Aunt Lucy.”

“Well, when we were at her house a couple of months ago she said to call her if I ever needed anything.  So, I called her about three weeks ago and told her I wanted to marry you and asked her permission.”

“That’s very romantic,” I said.  “And clearly she gave you her permission?”

“She did and said that she was sure that you loved me, and she thought I would make you a good husband.”

“And I promise you that I’m going to be the best wife ever and work every day to make you as happy as I can.”

I could barely believe how the day had turned out, because when I had gotten up this morning, I had never imagined that at the end of the day I would be engaged, and to an absolutely wonderful man who I loved deeply.  In my heart I was so glad that he asked me to marry him, as I had already been thinking about it and had decided that if he ever asked me that I would say yes.  Things were going so great for me and I could not ever remember being this happy in my life.


Chapter 6

Kevin and I were married within a few months after the trip, and I had the honor of being a June bride, which was pretty cool.  However, I would not recommend it as it is almost impossible to find a place to get married in June, so if you’re smart you will take my advice.

Nine months to the day after our wedding we had our first child Max.  Yes, I know what you’re thinking, and you are right, we did not waste any time.  But hey, with a smokin’ hot guy like Kevin, you’d be pregnant too.  Anyway, Max was the spitting image of his dad and was a fantastic young man, and I’m not just saying that because I’m his mom. 

Three years later we had a beautiful baby girl who I named Lynn, after my mom, and rightfully so since she looked so much like her, especially with her blonde hair.  As my children grew older I wished so badly that they could have known their grandmother because they would have loved her so much, and she them.

The years continued to pass and the next thing I knew I was 32 years old with a 7-year-old son and a 4 year old daughter, and at this point Kevin is 50, but he’s still as good looking as ever.  The entire time I had been married to him we could not go anywhere without some bitch flirting with him.  Initially it really bothered me, but as time went on I learned to accept it and developed the attitude that if all these women want him, that’s the highest compliment I can receive.

Throughout the years Kevin and I would have conversations about where our families immigrated from to the US.  He believed his family came from England and I was always told that my family came from Scandinavia.  Anyway, one day I was watching TV and saw a commercial for a company called My Kinfolks and got the brilliant idea that we could determine where we were from by taking this simple test.  So, I got online and ordered a test for each of us and they showed up in a few days.

“Kevin,” I called out.

“Yes baby.”

“Our DNA test kits arrived,” I announced and then handed him a box.

“How does it work?”

“I think you just spit in the tube, but read the directions,” I advised.

“Have you taken it yet?” He asked.

“I was getting ready to but I stopped.  After I get the kids squared away and put to bed I’ll finish up.”

Well, after I got Max and Lynn put to bed I completed my test by spitting in the tube, sealing it up and putting it in the box.  There was a simple registration process that was not too difficult that I had to do as well.  Kevin did all of his required steps as well and we were all set.  The next morning Kevin and I dropped our tests in the mail and then forgot about it for the next three weeks.

It was a Saturday morning about three weeks later when I got an email saying that my test results were ready.  I was really excited and started yelling for Kevin.

“Kevin, where are you?” I called out.

Walking into the kitchen he said, “I’m right here.”

Seated at the kitchen table with my laptop I said, “Hey I just got an email and my DNA test results are in.  I’m really excited to see what they say.”

Kevin looked at his phone and said, “Hey, I just got an email too saying that my results are ready as well.”

“How cool is that?  We’re both getting ready to find out where we are really from!” I exclaimed.

After logging into the website with the user id and password I setup when I did the test there was a ton of information that popped up offering to show me my DNA history, as well as people that were my matches, plus a bunch of other stuff.  With Kevin sitting beside me we looked at the map that showed supposedly where my ancestors originally came from.  I was 82 percent Scandinavian, as I suspected with roots in Denmark, Norway, Sweden, and Finland.  I was also 12 percent German, and 6 percent Iberian, which I guess makes me part Hispanic.

Kevin then said, “Hey, look at your DNA matches and see if any of your family pops up.”

I clicked on DNA matches and then started scrolling down and the first name I saw was Kevin’s, and right underneath it said that he was my father.

“Kevin, I must not be understanding what I’m looking at here because it says you are my father.”

Looking at the computer screen intently he said, “I’m confused as well, but it sure as heck says that doesn’t it?  Why would it say that?”

Logging out of the website I slid the computer over to him and said, “There’s got to be a problem, you login and let’s see what your results say.”

After logging in he went straight to DNA matches and started scrolling downward, and the first name listed was Monica and it said that I was his daughter.  At this point the two of us could not believe what we were seeing and were also thinking that maybe we were not understanding what we were viewing. 

We called the DNA company and talked with the lady who answered the telephone and explained that we were a married couple, had recently taken the test and needed help interpreting what we were seeing.  The employee pulled up our results and then asked us, “You say you are husband and wife?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I’ve pulled up both of your tests and they show that you are father and daughter,” she said.

Kevin asked, “Is it possible that this is an error?”

“Well,” she said and then paused, “Anything is possible.  Personally, I’ve not ran across anything like this before but there is always a first time.  The only way to be sure would be to take another test.”

“So, the test results say that my husband and I are father and daughter?” I asked in disbelief.

“The only thing I know is that the test results show that the two people who took these tests are father and daughter.  It is the weekend and we have a minimal crew on Saturday and Sunday, but you are welcome to call back and talk with a supervisor on Monday morning,” she said.

We thanked her for her time, hung up the phone, and sat there at the table in disbelief wondering what could have happened, as this was unreal.

“Kevin, surely this was some kind of mistake,” I said.

“You’re right, it’s got to be an error of some kind.”

Sitting there pondering for a moment I asked, “Did you ever have any relationships with anyone when you were 18 years old?”

“Well, yes I supposed I did, but not until I went off to college.  I was a little shy when I was in high school.”

“There’s no way you could have know my mom in college, she went to North Central State University and you went to Southern State College, so that’s out,” I said.

“You know that I went to North Central State my first year?”

“I didn’t know that.”

“Yes, after that first year I transferred to Southern so I would be a little closer to home,” he said.

“So, you had a relationship when you were in college when you were about 18 years?” I asked again.

“Yes.”

“Do you happen to remember any of the girl’s?” I asked.

Thinking for a moment he said, “There was a girl I met about half way into my freshman year who I saw until she graduated in the spring, then she left school and we lost touch.  I remember her well, she had beautiful blonde hair and I was crazy about her.  I tried writing her after she left but never heard back and assumed that she was not interested in me any longer.  I figured her being three years older that she didn’t have time to wait for me and needed to move on.  I was crushed when I never heard back from her.”

I sat there looking at him intently after he finished talking.

“Looking at me he asked, “Monica, are you thinking that’s your mom?  I’ve seen pictures of your mother and they did not look familiar.”

“I’ll be right back.”

Returning with a shoe box from the bedroom I returned to the kitchen and placed it on the table where I opened it and started digging.  After finding a picture of my mom in her early twenties I showed it to Kevin and asked, “Does she look familiar?”

Taking the photo in hand a look of astonishment came over his face he said, “Oh my God, that’s her Monica.  Is that ….”

“What was her name?” I asked.

“It was Stacy Smith.  Oh Monica!  No, it can’t be.  She looks nothing like the other photos you showed me over the years.”

“Mom told me that at college she went by Stacy, which was her middle name, and that after she graduated she decided to start going by Lynn again, her first name.  Then in later years mom started dying her hair dark, had started wearing contacts, and had picked up a couple of pounds, so she did look somewhat different.  Plus, there’s no way you could have picked up on the last name because Smith is so common.”

“What did your mom tell you about your father?”

“She said that my father had died in an accident just after they met, and that she had very little to tell me as he was an orphan with no family,” I said.

“Did she have any pictures of him?”

“Mom said that she did have photos but they were burned in an apartment fire and they were destroyed.  Clearly there was no way to get any others.”

After I finished talking we sat there silently for some time before I asked, “Kevin, what if it turns out that you are my father?  And I’m your daughter?  My God, we’ve got two little babies!  What do we do?”

Not responding immediately he said, “Those same thoughts were just running through my head.


Chapter 7

Kevin and I did not talk much the rest of the day as I think we were both in shock.  It was unusual because he and I are best friends and chat all of the time about absolutely everything under the sun.  This whole thing was weird and I was hoping that it would soon pass, we would find out it was a mistake.  The alternative was that we find out that we are really father and daughter, which would complicate matters to say the least.

After putting the kids to bed Kevin and I sat down in the living room in front of the fireplace which was roaring as tonight was quite chilly.  I had gotten us a couple of glasses of brandy to sip on as we sat there on the couch and talked about the events of the day.

“Monica it’s been a weird day, don’t you think?”

“I would say that’s the understatement of the last 32 years of my life.  Today I found out that you used to be my mom’s boyfriend, which is the least of my worries, that there is an extremely high probability that you are also my father, and you are not only our children’s father but also quite possibly their grandfather.  Aside from that it’s been a normal day.”

Sitting there for a bit before responding he asked, “Monica, what happens to us if we find out that this is true?”

I did not respond.

“You know that I had no idea that I might have a child, and I sure did not know anything about your mother being pregnant.  I promise you,” he said.

Looking at him I said, “I know, there’s no way you could have.  It was simply a twist of events, and there was nothing either of us could have done to have prevented any of this.  The only thing that could have would have been if we hadn’t met at that coffee shop eight years ago.”

Kevin smiled at my comment and then looked back down at his glass briefly before looking back at me and said, “We’ve had some great years haven’t we?”

“We have had some wonderful years, and as a matter of fact, I think we’ve had a fairy tale marriage, don’t you?”

Nodding his head he said, “Yes, as a matter of fact we have.  Everyday that I’ve gotten to be with you has been great.”

“I feel the same way.  Kevin, in the event that we are father and daughter….”

He sat there looking at me waiting on me to finish my sentence.

“I mean, I don’t want to sound incestuous….”

Raising his eyebrows and nodding his head he said, “Monica are you trying to say ….”

Cutting him off I said, “What we’ve got is special, and Kevin you may think I’m a freak and there is something wrong with me, but I love you, and I don’t want to give you up under any circumstances.  This is so unfair.  That stupid DNA test is messing up everything and it’s all my fault.”

At this point tears were rolling down my face and I was crying like crazy, and as I continued to weep Kevin sat there on the couch and held me.

“Monica, this is not your fault.  You know that I love you too,” he said.  “And besides, if this is true, who says we have to split up, destroy our lives and orphan our children for something that was totally beyond our control and we didn’t know about.  You are the absolute love of my life, now and forever, and I’m staying with you until you throw me out, which I hope is not anytime soon.”

I chuckled and then looked up at him I said, “I am so glad to hear you say that, because I’ve been so brokenhearted thinking that I might not have you in my life because of all this.  I love you so much and I don’t care who you are, I just want to be part of your world and have you as part of mine, each and every day.”

Looking deeply into my eyes he said, “I love you Monica.”

We sat there for a bit and finally I asked, “Did you love my mom?”

He looked at me and smiled and said, “Yes.  She was actually my first great love.”

Pausing I then said, “I’m glad.  She was lucky to have you for the time that she did, and she should have hung onto you because you’re quite a catch.  However, I’m glad that things turned out the way they did.”

“Me too baby.”

Sitting there for a little bit I then asked him, “If this is true, are you sure you’re okay with this?  After all, you’d be having sex with your daughter on a regular basis.”

“Well, it wouldn’t be anything that I haven’t been doing already, right?”

We both started laughing and I then said, “You know, I must be a naughty girl or something, because now that I’m thinking about it, it’s actually kind of exciting thinking about having sex with you, daddy.”

“Is it now?”

“With a father like you, no girl would be able to resist,” I said and then we both burst out laughing.

“Okay, if we find out this is true, we are in agreement that we never tell anyone at all.  Agreed?” he asked.

“Great minds think alike, I was just getting ready to say the same thing.  We don’t want to end up in jail for incest now do we?”

We both chuckled at my comment.

Looking upward and then back at me he said, “I think that’s only for people that do it intentionally, and we do not fall into that category.  However, staying quiet will protect me, you, and the kids so we can continue our plain old boring life here in the burbs.”

“Which I would not trade for anything my love,” I said.

“Ditto Monica.”

“By the way, I want to show you something,” I said.

I reached over to the end table to grab an item I wanted to show Kevin.

“That looks like a pregnancy test Monica.”

“It is,” I said.

“Monica!”

“Yes, we are having another baby.  You’re getting ready to be a daddy again,” I said excitedly, and then he leaned over and kissed me passionately.  At this point I realized that if he was my father, ah screw it!  I was okay with this, and as a matter of fact I liked it.

At that point I reached back over on the end table and grabbed a plastic bag.

“What’s in the bag?” he asked.

I pulled out a couple of boxes and handed him one and kept one for myself.

“These are those DNA tests like we took before.  Where did you get them?” he asked.

“I noticed them when I was grocery shopping today and I thought it would be faster to pick them up there versus ordering them online and having them mailed to us.”

I popped my box open and took out the vial and held it between my fingers and said, “We are still together and in love no matter what the results are mister!”

He looked at me and smiled and said, “Yes, this test won’t affect that under any circumstances.”

Right about this time I noticed Lynn walking across the room toward us and I asked, “Hey sweetie, what are you doing out of bed?”

“I had a nightmare mommy.  I’m afraid.”

She crawled up on the couch and got right on dad’s lap which was one of her favorite places to be as she was truly a daddy’s girl. Looking over at me she said, “Mommy, can I spit again?”

“What baby?” I asked.

Pointing at the vial I was still holding she asked, “Can I spit in that tube again?”

At this point Kevin and I were looking at each other in disbelief.

“Lynn, did you spit in the other tube mommy had like this one a couple of weeks ago?” I asked.

“Uh huh.  Can I spit in this one too?”


Chapter 8

Within three weeks we got the results back and we confirmed that Kevin and I were not father and daughter.  We figured out that the reason that the test came back the way it did was because my precious angel Lynn spit in the test tube which altered the DNA analysis.  Thinking back to the night I started to take the test, I remembered setting the tube down, running off to do something and then when I returned, I spit in it, and sealed it up.  Little did I know that Lynn had spit in it just before I did.

Kevin and I both agree to this day that even if it had turned out that we had been father and daughter that we would have stayed together, as we love each other deeply, and neither one of us are willing to give that up.

We are also extremely excited that we’ve got another baby on the way and are looking forward to her arrival.  Oops, I was supposed to be keeping the fact that it’s a girl a secret, so don’t tell anyone, okay?  We don’t have a name picked out yet, but I’m thinking about Stacy, which was my mom’s middle name, and I know that would make her happy.

I would like to finish by saying that before you order a DNA test for yourself or your loved one please consider all the possibilities, because in your search to find out about your past you may find out more than you bargained for.  After all, you could end up in a spot that is
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