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			Dedication

			To Erika L. and Erika F., the Erikas 
who tolerate my dirty books and prod 
me to do even more! I couldn’t do 
it without your support!

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			What a stroke of luck! I had just decided to rent rooms in my house when I saw Rachel’s post on social media. Rachel Mortenson was a fellow teacher at Waterton High School and the varsity girls basketball coach. She was a good friend, and she and her wife were instrumental in making sure my life didn’t collapse around me after the accident. It also helped that Rachel knew basketball so well. We could bond over that. We were both former Division III players and total basketball geeks. So, I immediately reached out to her when I saw her social media post about a friend who needed a rental house. Rachel called me back almost immediately.

			“Matt, I’m so glad you reached out. I didn’t even think how perfect this might be, but Monica Richardson and her husband are divorcing, and she is looking for a rental. Your house might be perfect for her. You are close to where she lives now, and although her kids are in college, you have room for them if they visit.”

			I was amazed. I had discussed my plan for renting out my four-bedroom house with Rachel, but I meant it as an income property. I intended to move out of it first. She seemed to think I wanted roommates. That possibility hadn’t occurred to me, but now that I thought about it, it might be a good change. However, I didn’t know Monica well at all. There was a joke at school about how we had Monica and Rachel as coaches; now, all we needed was Ross and Chandler to join. Monica wasn’t a teacher, so I didn’t know much about her, except for two things. She was the varsity volleyball coach at our school and was the only woman to get my heart racing and my dick hard since I lost my wife. I had only seen her a few times, but every time, I was blown away by her. And I couldn’t tell you why, exactly. I mean, yes, I could tell you that she was unbelievably pretty, with eyes so blue the sky was jealous, and that her long blonde hair flowed down her back in a way that demanded you follow it and admire the volleyball player’s body she hadn’t lost over the last 20 years. 	

			But it was more than all of that. She was kind and nurturing, but serious, which makes sense for a coach. She also had this “I’m no big deal, just a mom and wife in small-town Iowa” kind of humility. She seemed gorgeous and mysterious but very down-to-earth at the same time.

			And, of course, married.

			I had asked Rachel about Monica after seeing the two of them talking in the school office, thinking she was a new teacher.

			Rachel laughed at me and said, “Matt, that’s Monica Richardson. Our volleyball coach. She’s been here for three years. Both of her kids graduated in the last couple of years. She and her husband have been friends of mine for a while now. You need to get out more.”

			When I heard she had a husband, the punch to my gut was very foreign. I was surprised that it upset me. I hadn’t thought about being with any woman in months, and now, all of a sudden, some woman I saw for ten seconds had me feeling jealous and all sorts of other emotions.

			Now, on the phone, hearing that Monica was getting divorced, I tried to hide my emotions and play it cool with Rachel.

			“Jeez, Rachel, I have never considered renting to just one person. But if she needs a place, I have a lot of room. After the renovations, I now have five bedrooms, and four are empty. So, give her my number, and she can call or text me about it.”

			I had renovated my four-story house after the accident. The upper level had four bedrooms, the main level had a kitchen and living room, the lower level had a large den area, and the basement was large and finished. So, I had a lot of room. I had intended to sell it, but after I turned the den area into a huge main suite, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I converted the basement into a mancave with a wet bar, so now the house had five bedrooms and two generous living areas. I felt that if I needed to, I could rent the upper level out to a family or four separate people and make a killing in rent money. Hell, I wasn’t going to turn down the income!

			I sure as hell never considered sharing the house with the one woman I had a massive crush on, however. Sharing my house with strangers sounded awkward; sharing it with Monica might elevate the awkwardness about 20 levels. But this was putting the cart before the horse. Monica might not be interested in renting from me, and maybe already had a place. I would play it by ear and didn’t expect to hear from Monica for some time.

			My phone immediately vibrated with an incoming text. I had only hung up with Rachel three minutes before! I swear that when you think nothing will come of a dilemma, something happens immediately. Monica must have texted me as soon as Rachel texted her my number!

			Her text was a simple message saying she was interested and would like to meet and see the house.

			I told her I was around through Friday, and she said she could come over immediately. I gave her the address, and she said she would be right over.

			And just like that, I would meet Monica and see if she wanted to live with me. I couldn’t believe it. A part of me hoped that this meeting might cure my crush on her. Maybe she wouldn’t look gorgeous, have a terrible sense of humor, or decide to pass after not liking the house and me. Then it would all be over.

			Nope.

			She showed up, looked gorgeous, and was easy to talk with. She loved the old main bedroom, how close the house was to her ex-husband for her kids’ sake, and my renovations. She was all business but still fun and friendly. I was … in love!

			I’m kidding.

			Kind of.

			I hadn’t lost my head completely. But, hell, I couldn’t believe how I felt around her. And, how tight my pants seemed to fit with her around! I worried that she could see the lump in my pants.

			“So, how much?” she asked.

			“What?” I asked, completely lost in my erect thoughts.

			“How much do you want for monthly rent?”

			“Oh, I hadn’t considered a single person renting. I thought $1,200-$1,500 monthly for a whole family to rent the house. What are you thinking? I certainly want to make this easy for you through this transition.”

			“I appreciate that. How about we say $400 a month for me and then work out something more if the kids are ever here long term? They are away at college and might stay at my ex’s house if they visit. My daughter, Ashlynn, is a freshman at Pitt, and my son, Nick, is a sophomore at Notre Dame, but we haven’t discussed what happens when they come home yet.”

			She paused.

			“Sorry, I’m babbling. Suffice it to say, it will just be you and me.”

			This was a fair bargain, and the “you and me” comment was unfair to my throbbing erection.

			She added, “And let’s go month to month because I don’t know how long I’ll be here.”

			“Of course,” I said. “Besides, a woman as attractive as you will have plenty of better men to stay with.”

			I immediately regretted what I had said. Talk about a non sequitur! I tried to be funny, but it was a stupid and somewhat insensitive line. I was more nervous and caught up in my attraction to Monica than I thought. Before anything else was said, I quickly apologized.

			“Sorry. That was a bad joke; it didn’t come out right.”

			“So, you don’t think I’m attractive?” she asked.

			“No. Not that part. I think you are super attractive. I mean, I think you would be a catch for anyone lucky enough … shit, I’m just digging a deeper hole here. Back to talking about the rent! Yes, to the $400, and you can move in whenever. We can pro-rate this month, and then I can pay you a penalty anytime I say awkward things, like just now!”

			She laughed and put out her hand. “Deal.”

			Then, she half whispered, “It was cute to see you squirm like that.”

			I think I blushed. I felt like I had a neon sign above me proclaiming, “I like you! I really, really like you!!”

			Ugh.

			She smiled and said, “Great. I’ll start moving in on Saturday, if that works?”

			“Yeah, if it is in the afternoon. I’m gone Saturday morning.”

			“Sounds good. I am running a volleyball camp on Saturday morning. 1:00?”

			“Sounds great. I can’t wait,” I answered.

			With that, she thanked me and left.

			What had just happened? I had decided this morning to rent out my house. Now, an hour later, I had a roommate—an extremely gorgeous roommate who made sensible conversation difficult for me. This was going to make the school year very interesting.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			I’m an avid biker and love to pedal throughout the summer break. After Monica left, I put in 20 miles, hoping to get my mind off things. My road bike, with a carbon fiber frame, is my baby, and the urge to distract myself powered me on my 20-mile loop around the town. Well, at a distance around the town. A loop directly around this town would only be about six miles. I add some county roads, get some hills in, and usually feel great afterward.

			Today, I returned sweaty and feeling well-exercised. I jumped into the shower and felt good as the water hit my tired muscles. I stood in the stream, letting it hit my back, and thoughts of Monica crept back into my head. I absentmindedly started to touch my penis. It immediately got hard, and the thoughts of Monica consumed me.

			“Matt, I’m here to move in. However, I was thinking of just sleeping with you every night instead. Show me to that bedroom, please. Oh, this is nice but a little warm. It would be cooler if we took our clothes off. That’s better. Oh, you seem to have quite an impressive erection! I sure haven’t seen that in a long time. My ex-husband’s small cock couldn’t get hard without medical help. And trust me, it never lasted four hours. Let me see if I can help you get rid of this. Oh, you are incredibly hard in my hand. Is it okay that I am stroking it like this? Yes? Here, let me get a closer look by getting on my knees. Oh, that’s better. And I may need both hands for this length. Very impressive. But I wonder what it tastes like. Do you mind if I put my mouth around it? No? Umm, that tastes great. Your big head fits perfectly. Let me spend some time with it and see if I can get it down my throat. Wow, that was fantastic, but you still haven’t come yet! Maybe it needs to be down my throat while I play with your balls. Here goes.”

			And there I went. I exploded with a grunt in the shower. I sprayed rope after rope of my semen on the back wall. My worn-out legs buckled, and I lost my balance for a second. I stood in the shower gasping for air and trying to come down after one of the most powerful orgasms I had ever given myself.

			Jeez, what the hell would I be like when Monica was here in two days?

			Honestly, these kinds of feelings were foreign to me. I dated off and on in high school, met Robyn at age 18, and then got married at 21. I hadn’t felt this way, except with Robyn, 16 years ago. I didn’t know how on earth to do any of this!

			Should I hide my feelings or declare them?

			No, telling Monica about my feelings now seemed the wrong time and place. She was coming off a fresh divorce. Hell, she may not be officially divorced yet. Having not reacted to a woman like this in a long time, there was so much I was unsure of, which told me to play the role of gracious host. I decided to go for the slow game.

			Slow game! That made me laugh. I had no “game” to speak of! I had been a widower for a year and married for almost 20 years before that. I didn’t even know what the dating game was anymore.

			Plus, there was another problem: small and gossipy Waterton, Iowa. The whole town would know if one person knew I was interested in Monica. The news she was renting a room from me was only a couple of hours old and was probably already going around town as gossip. People might already think we were an item. I couldn’t wait for all of the questions over the next month. People would think I was a homewrecker. They would think Monica ran away from her husband because of her passionate love for me. And I would have to tell them that not only was that all wrong, but I had only met the woman when she needed a room. I would have to tell them I had only known her for two weeks.

			So now, I only had to let Monica into my home while making sure not to admit my feelings for her, all while trying to keep the small-town gossip from spreading like wildfire. I am glad Waterton is so safe and clean, but I could do without the gossip and questions. Keeping my romantic feelings for Monica a secret would be challenging if my neighbors were constantly asking me if I had them. Ugh. This may not be a good idea. This could be one big backfire for both of us.

			I was starting to feel anxious.

			But then, I thought about this whole thing from a parent’s perspective. Monica was surely struggling with many things right now as her life changed. One of the biggest would be how her kids would be affected by the divorce and changes. As I thought about how I would have done anything for my kids, I realized that this closeness to her ex might alleviate some parenting worries. Plus, she had the same path to work, so her daily commute (a hilarious term to use for Waterton) would not change. That might be helpful.

			Plus, I was reacting as if she had signed a hard two-year lease with me. Our deal was informal, and she might only be here for a few weeks.

			I had no clue what the town thought of this divorce. Maybe they wouldn’t even care that much. Hell, maybe I didn’t need to care that much about what they thought. I sure didn’t after the accident. Some wanted me to start dating again, and some seemed to want me to be in perpetual mourning. No one, except Rachel and my closest friends scattered around the country, told me to take it at my own pace and do what was good for me. I even remembered a conversation with a fellow teacher at the high school, Deborah Valentine, about how you need to be on the same page as your partner, especially as a working adult far along in your career. Deborah and her husband, Lane, seemed very much on the same page as we talked.

			I don’t know why that conversation with Deborah popped into my head—maybe because Deborah and Rachel were friends—but here, a few weeks later, it seemed as if it had foreshadowed a big change in my life!

			So, two days later, on a beautiful August Saturday afternoon, Monica showed up at my door with an SUV full of stuff parked in my driveway. She didn’t have as many things as I thought she would, and I told her as much. She laughed and told me this was load number one—the important stuff for everyday living. For now, much of her stuff was going into a storage unit.

			“I’m just so unsure; I don’t want to move everything now and then decide I’m living somewhere else in six weeks.”

			“Makes sense,” I said.

			“Oh, I forgot to ask; I saw a bed and furniture in that room when I was over the other day. May I use it?”

			“Yes,” I said. “Every room had a queen bed and dresser, so I left them all and bought a new bed and furniture for the new main suite. So, you and your kids don’t have to worry about that.”

			“Thank you so much. I don’t know how to express how much I appreciate this. All of this feels so deadening. I’m just treating everything like logistics at this point. I know I haven’t allowed myself to feel through my emotions, but this eases the load a lot,” she said.

			“I know exactly what you mean. I assume you know why I am in this big house by myself?”

			“Not really. Rachel told me that you would tell me if you wanted to,” Monica said a little sheepishly.

			“Oh, she did, huh?” I asked and laughed. “Well, if you are going to live here, you deserve to know.”

			I hoped to keep this short but didn’t know if I could.

			“The last 13 months of my life have been traumatic and taxing. It started in July of last year. My father, who had been fighting cancer for months, finally lost his fight. This left me without any immediate family, save my wife and kids. I was an only child who had lost both parents to cancer before I had turned 40 years old. The one saving grace about my dad’s death was that we had time. Time to plan, time to get his affairs in order, and time to say goodbye. I mention this because there was also a large inheritance coming my way, and Robyn, my wife, and I decided to put that away and use it for our kids when they were older. This was the only silver lining in the situation with my dad. Especially with my family history, now my wife and kids would be taken care of forever, even if something happened to me.”

			Monica looked at me with a very concerned and attentive face but said nothing. I hoped she would say something to break up my story, but it didn’t happen. 

			I continued, “Unfortunately, it wasn’t me that something happened to. We never could have anticipated what would happen just 32 days after my dad died.”

			Now Monica looked at me with curiosity and sadness, and I couldn’t quite take it. I hurriedly continued with my story, hoping to make it to the finish line without losing it.

			“I’m a high school science teacher, and Robyn and the kids would traditionally take a trip without me at the end of the summer as I prepared for the start of school. It was a combination of staycation for me and time to work. We had done it for years because I spent so much time with the kids during the summer, and my wife didn’t. This year, my wife was taking them to Wisconsin Dells for waterpark fun, cheese curds, and crappy souvenirs. My kids would have fun, and my wife would love that one-on-one time with them. Plus, I would love the solitude to prepare for the school year. It was supposed to be great.”

			Monica still looked at me, never taking her eyes off mine. She seemed so caring, so invested in me, in this moment, and I couldn’t begin to figure out why. We instantly connected as if we had been friends for years, but we had only just met. Suddenly, I felt about five different emotions at once. I felt sadness, grief, strength, and warmth with Monica, and guilt about how deep my feelings of lust for her were. I didn’t know what was going on with me. I had never felt so conflicted.

			Tears in my eyes, I looked at Monica and continued with the hardest line, “Unfortunately, they never made it to their destination.”

			Now Monica had tears in her eyes.

			“Robyn took the kids to Madison to see the city first and then drove North to the Dells. On I-90, north of Madison, a deer ran out in front of a car, and the driver slammed on the brakes. Unfortunately, the semi behind the car couldn’t stop in time and slammed into the back of it. My wife and kids never had a chance. They slammed into the back of the semi at a very high speed. Only the truck driver lived.”

			Monica moved to speak, but I looked down at the floor and continued speaking before she could say anything.

			“I don’t know why, but I always say it like that. I don’t mention my wife and kids. I say that the truck driver lived. I’ve gone through therapy, and it has helped a lot, but I still say it that way. The reality is that I had lost everyone in my family in about a month.”

			Monica said, “Matt,” and I looked up at her. “I’m so sorry. I can’t believe the pain you have gone through.”

			“Thanks,” I said. “The subsequent months have been difficult. Grief would overcome me out of nowhere. I struggled to get good sleep. I couldn’t bear the sight of happy families. Plus, I live in a small town. Everyone knew. I could see the pity in their eyes every time I was out. It made it very hard for me to leave my house at all. I knew I wasn’t in a good place, but I also had the school year to prepare for. I tried to get the school year off on a good note, and yes, the school worked with me as much as possible. They had a long-term substitute teacher stay with my classes full time as I worked on and off to get the year started in that first month, but you don’t get 30 days of bereavement on a teacher contract. I needed to get back to school and move on with my life. At first, I thought that just being around the kids and the work was a good distraction, but then it all hit me two weeks into the year. Thankfully, I have good friends and an excellent school nurse who finally sat me down and gave me the number of a therapist. The nurse insisted that I call, and I did. Thanks to the nurse and the therapist, things are much better now. The school year was the most difficult time of my life, but I made it through with a lot of help. I am in a better place now. I can’t say that I was a new man, but I was now comfortable where I was, physically, emotionally, and mentally. I even renovated the house, but haven’t been brave enough to make other life changes. I finally decided that another change would be good and rented the house out. And now, here we are!”

			I finished what felt like an outpouring of everything I still had inside and just looked at Monica. She wiped tears away from her eyes, and I handed her a Kleenex from the entry table. I had to chuckle at the fact that I hadn’t even let Monica into the house yet. Talk about a very strange greeting.

			“Sorry,” I said. “I haven’t even invited you in yet, and I am babbling my life story. That was not what I intended. Thanks for listening. Do you still want the room, or will you run away from this crazy guy?” I asked and laughed.

			Monica didn’t laugh. She just looked at me, not with pity, but with sympathy and almost pride.

			“No, I am more impressed with my new landlord now. The strength you show in coming through all of that is impressive. And, for someone who just experienced the end of an almost 20-year marriage, I find it inspiring. I am just so sorry for your loss.”

			“Thanks. I appreciate that, but I have to be honest; on the other side of my grief and recovery, I realized that, in some ways, I did have a completely new start. Or maybe, ‘reset’ is a better term. Oddly, as much as it hurts, it became a second chance. I know you have an ex you still need to work with and kids you are still raising and loving, but you may find your second chance. I hope that doesn’t sound cliché. Just know that I am here to help you through this. With this place to live and anything else you need.”

			She looked at me, and I thought she would cry again. I hadn’t intended that, but what I said was honest and from the heart. Our losses were different, but losses were losses, just the same. I decided to change the subject before she had a chance to break down.

			“Come on then, let’s move you in and get you comfortable in your new place. I hear the landlord is a real asshole!”

			“I am starting to think he is really sweet,” Monica said.

			“Maybe, but don’t tell anyone. I want it to be our little secret.” I laughed.

			She laughed, and we went to her SUV. The majority of her belongings were clothes and bedding. She had some other things for work and some pictures, but mostly, she was living with bare bones for now. It only took us about two hours to get everything settled.

			“Home, sweet home, for now,” I said as we stood back and looked over the room.

			She turned to me, nodded, and looked like she wanted to speak, but no words came out. She just started sobbing. I felt for her. I knew these moments well and had no shoulder to cry on when this happened to me. I put my arm around her, and she surprised me by falling into my arms. Falling into my arms sounds romantic, but it wasn’t like that. She was clinging to me and sobbing into my shoulder. I could hear her muttering, “How did you do it?”

			I gently put my fingers on her chin, raised her head, and looked into her eyes.

			“I don’t know. I had help from friends and therapists, but I’m not sure if I did ‘do it,’ if you get my meaning. I am in a good spot right now, but that could change. I don’t know if I am fully there. It takes time. That’s the best I can give you.”

			She kept her wet, red eyes focused on mine for a second longer, then buried her face into my shoulder.

			“You are sweet, you know,” she said.

			I said nothing but just kept holding her. I felt her pain. I knew how important it was to have a shoulder to cry on. I also knew having Monica in my arms was amazing; nothing had felt so good in the last year.

			When Monica stopped crying, she pulled her head back to look at me again but didn’t move from my hold. She started apologizing for her outburst, but I told her there was no reason.

			I said, “Monica, listen, this might be good for both of us. We seem to both have some things to work out, and it might be nice to do it together. I’m not saying we need to go to therapy together, we barely know each other, but we can be here for each other as we work through things. And that will be a good way to get to know each other!”

			She had a different plan to do that. She responded by pressing her lips to mine!

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			This kiss was sweet and loving. It was a kiss that caught me by surprise, and I didn’t give an immediate response. This kiss initially felt comforting, not passionate. It also should have felt foreign and perhaps even wrong, but it didn’t. It felt routine, like I should have kissed those lips my whole life. Perhaps her kiss was meant to last a second, but after that initial connection, it was like a switch flipped in both of us. That sweet kiss disappeared, and we attacked each other’s mouths. Our lips pressed together in an animalistic need for each other. Our tongues opened each other’s mouths, and our teeth crashed together. We explored and tasted like we had no bigger desire in the world. Right then, I didn’t have any bigger desire in the world. Monica tasted so unbelievably good, and the only sensation I could take inventory of was my cock straining at my pants.

			I kept my lips locked on hers until I could take no more. I finally moved down her neck and kissed every inch of flesh I could find as I listened to her moan in ecstasy. I am afraid that I left multiple hickies as I kissed, sucked, and nibbled on her neck. I don’t know what possessed me, but I even bit gently on her earlobe, and she cried out like she had orgasmed. I kept doing that until I needed her mouth again. Our tongues tangled, and the taste of her, the warmth of her, made me even more excited and horny.

			I lifted her shirt over her head and arms and leaned down to kiss her chest. She wore a basic sports bra, not some sexy date night lingerie, and I didn’t care. She came over to move things in, not turn me on. As it turned out, it didn’t matter. Yoga pants, sports bra, and T-shirt didn’t make this woman any less sexy. I stopped kissing her for a second to get her yoga pants off, and as I did, she took her bra off quickly. I gawked at the sight of her amazing breasts. They were incredibly firm and pert, and her amazing nipples, already hard as a rock, drove me crazy.

			Completely distracted, I moved my mouth to her left breast and took it in my mouth, sucking on it like I was trying to inhale it all! She gave a soft moan and finished my job of removing her pants. I then pulled back and sucked only on that left nipple. I could tell she liked this better. I swirled my tongue around the nipple while sucking it. I then thought about her ear lobe cry and applied the same nibbling to her nipple. She cried out and threw her head back. I kept at this, alternating between nibbling and sucking until I felt her right nipple was feeling lonely.

			I then gave it the same action and slowly moved my right hand down into her panties. These were basic cotton panties; for some reason, these clothes made this feel much more exciting and spontaneous.

			Her V of pubic hair was trimmed nicely and felt amazing on my hand as I slid it down between her folds. Her soaking-wet folds, to be precise.

			Now, I would like to regale you with tales of hours of foreplay and Kama Sutra positions, but that didn’t happen. In a move best described as awkward, I pushed Monica back on the bed, slid her panties off, practically ripped my clothes off, and slipped inside her. Again, tales of being very much in control would sound better, but that didn’t happen.

			As I slipped into her, her moan was lost in the volume of mine. She felt wet and tight and, well, fucking amazing! I hadn’t been inside a woman in over a year, and as I sank as deep into her as I could, I stayed there, kissed her, thought about slow lovemaking, and then suddenly forgot all of that as I raised and started pumping in and out of her. I would normally have been nervous about how I was doing, but this felt so good, so in rhythm, so … right. It felt like we were an experienced couple of lovers, not almost strangers. This felt so perfect. I guess Monica felt good, too, because she had a body-shaking orgasm, which I thought might mean I should slow down, but that was not correct. I could tell she didn’t want me to stop. I kept pumping away, feeling her tightness around me until I felt my orgasm build. As my body tightened, I cried out and felt her pussy clench around me. As I exploded deep inside her with a roar, ejaculating rope after rope of my orgasm inside her, I heard her cry and felt her body shake. I collapsed on top of her, and she clung to me. I clung to her, too. As her hold on me released, I rolled off next to her, and we lay there in silence, catching our respective breaths.

			We hadn’t spoken at all. Just moans and cries. What was she thinking? What would she say? Did she want this to happen? Would she regret it? Would she tell me she had been thinking of me this way? Would she tell me feelings that I would be forced to admit I reciprocated?

			I waited. I sensed she was going to say something.

			She caught her breath, and I knew it was coming. I braced for this deep conversation of feelings and emotions—about what had just happened and how seriously we needed to discuss this. I worried she might tell me this was a one-off thing and could never happen again. I didn’t want to have that conversation. I wanted this to happen again—many times again. I braced myself for the return to maturity and seriousness.

			“You know, you’re a lot bigger than my husband,” she said.

			I burst out laughing. I wasn’t expecting that, but I was very flattered.

			“And way better in bed,” she said.

			“Good,” I said. “You make it very easy.”

			I kissed her cheek and rolled onto my side to hold her close.

			“Oh shit!” I said. “It has been so long for me. I didn’t even think of condoms. I am snipped, so we don’t have to worry about that, but I am sorry. I’m sadly so out of practice. Do we need them?”

			Monica looked at me and smiled. She said, “No, we are good there. And if you think you are out of practice, I cannot wait to get more repetitions in with you!”

			I breathed a sigh of relief and pulled her close again. I was surprised by how snuggly we seemed to be. Perhaps we would move on from this quickie, get dressed, and have a few awkward moments figuring out what the rest of the day held. Instead, Monica first surprised me by snuggling up to me, then second, gently pushing me onto my back. She ran her hand down my stomach and straight into stroking my now soft cock. It took one and a half strokes to get me back to rock hard.

			I couldn’t believe what was happening or how good it felt. I had never expected anything like this. I was worried about building a relationship, hiding my feelings to spare her discomfort, and maybe telling her in a few weeks that I was interested in her. Instead, moving-in activities excluded, having mind-blowing sex was how we were starting this relationship. Now, she was stroking me at a wonderful pace. The lubrication on my cock from our quickie gave the perfect lubrication as this hand job felt almost like a massage. It was like she was keeping me at the point of pure pleasure, not allowing me to build to orgasm and finish. It was amazing.

			However, not as amazing as when she mounted me, resumed that perfect friction with her vaginal muscles, and continued the pace.

			Now, a few things had happened here that had blown my mind. My wife and I had not done this position much at all. My wife didn’t like it; I think it went against her prudish nature. Also, I do not wish to say anything against her memory, but it never did much for me, either. But Monica, I don’t know if it was her pelvic structure, vaginal muscle control, or just the angle, but she felt so tight and wet around me. It was like her hand massaging me (but way better), keeping me locked in pure pleasure, making it last forever.

			Additionally, and I had never experienced this, she orgasmed on top of me out of nowhere. It surprised me, and I was afraid this might end, but she didn’t miss a beat. She came with a cry, kept riding me like that, and went on like nothing happened. It so confounded me that I think it helped my stamina. She ended up having multiple orgasms until I finally felt my orgasm coming.

			“Oh my god, yes,” I cried. “I’m going to come. You are so amazing. Come again with me!”

			And she did. She started pumping on top of me faster, and when I couldn’t take anymore, I bucked up into her thrusts, coming deep inside her. I screamed out as my orgasm twisted through my balls and into my stomach, making my legs go numb. My cock seemed to spasm and twitch inside her for the longest time until I dumped her off me onto the bed and rolled on top of her. I slipped my not-softening cock back into her and made very slow love to her as I kissed her so passionately that I wasn’t sure I would ever let her out of this bed.

			Eventually, after we each reached another climax, I rolled over and snuggled in next to her.

			“Yep, so much better than my ex,” she said. “And you even hold me afterward. That prick just rolled over and went to sleep.”

			“Well, you are too gorgeous and wonderful not to be good for. That was amazing. My stomach hurts in a good way. I’ve never felt an orgasm in my stomach. Holy shit, that was amazing!” I repeated.

			“Well, you did mention getting to know each other. This was a fun start,” she said.

			“Yes, it was.”

			“Okay,” Monica said, “let’s tell each other one thing about ourselves that we think no one else knows.”

			“Oh. Okay,” I said.

			“I’ll go first. Let’s see, oh, here’s one. I’m not a fan of the conservative Christian nature of this small town. My husband and his family were very religious, and we always went to church. I fucking hate going to church, and that is one of the many good things about leaving him behind. It always felt like a sham for me to go, anyway. It was all about belief, and I didn’t believe in it. I was more interested in going home and watching football!”

			I laughed. “Oh, you would get along very well with me and my family, but not my deceased wife. She was super Christian. I begrudgingly went along to church. I get what you are saying.”

			“Okay, it’s your turn to tell me something about you that nobody knows,” Monica said.

			“I really like having sex with you and then talking in bed while you are in my arms! Does that count?” I asked.

			“No! But I love hearing that.”

			“Okay. Here goes. This is in your wheelhouse, anyway. You might know Rachel and I are good friends through basketball because we both played in college, but I have never told anyone, even Rachel, that I so regret not getting into coaching. You may understand since you coach, but I didn’t get into it right away, and then, with marriage and kids, I didn’t feel I had time for it. I’ve been playing with the idea of getting into it now.”

			I had been mulling this whole coaching thing over recently, and it felt surprisingly good to share it with someone. This was especially surprising since I was sharing secrets with this woman I met only a few days ago. Talking with someone, hell, snuggling with a gorgeous, naked woman, made me realize that maybe I had been lonelier than I originally thought. Yes, it felt weird, but again, it felt so right, especially with Monica.

			There was a slight pause, and I could tell she was thinking seriously about what I had said. The pause made me worry that I had said something wrong.

			Monica finally spoke. “So, becoming an assistant coach as you get your coaching license would be easy, right? That would let you see how much you like it. Rachel and I could always use the help. Think about that.”

			“No, I never really thought of that. I will think about it. And just so you know, since we are talking seriously, I love lying here with you, and incredibly, since we barely know each other, I like you a lot, but I am not putting any pressure on this. Us, I mean. I’m not calling you my girlfriend now, asking you to sleep in my bed every night, or saying we must be mutually exclusive and official on social media. I want to help you. If you are upstairs in your room one night and can’t sleep, come snuggle in with me if you like.”

			I paused and then added, “Or, if you want to spend every night in my bed having mind-blowing sex, please feel free to pick that option!”

			Monica laughed at this and turned and kissed me sweetly.

			“Again, whatever you need to help you with this transition. I know this sounds super cliché, but I mean it. I’m here for you on whatever terms. Although, holy shit, the sex is amazing!” I said, and laughed.

			She laughed, too, and once again told me I was sweet. She kissed me quickly, and we got up to finish getting her stuff ready at the house.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			That night, we made a quick spaghetti and salad dinner, and Monica left to meet Rachel and Deborah for drinks. This was the last girls night out before Rachel and Deborah went back to the grind of the teaching and coaching year.

			I stayed in and was on my way to bed when Monica came home. She apologized for her lateness, but I told her this was her house, too. I was not here to make rules. She thanked me for that, and we went to bed—separately.

			For now, that was fine. I wanted her in bed with me, but I knew this was not the time. I was sticking to my idea of the slow game, no matter how much I didn’t want it to be slow. I wish it were a story of how Monica came to my bed that night for an all-night lovemaking session, and afterward, we got married, adopted many underprivileged children, and lived happily ever after.

			But instead, the slow game turned into a nothing game. The next day, Monica had to spend the day getting more stuff and arranging things with her ex. I was busy finishing up a lot of summer tasks because the next day was the start of the back-to-school week for teachers. So, I was busy, and Monica was super busy working all day and coaching volleyball at night. I barely saw her on Sunday at all. We did eat breakfast together, and then I saw her for a few minutes that night to hear that her ex was an asshole, and she couldn’t believe she had ever loved him. She was tired and pissed, and we both had to be up early the next day.

			So, as that week went by, we were roommates, and roommates only. We barely saw each other. And if you think that was good for me, you would be wrong! They say absence makes the heart grow fonder, and that may be true, but it was also making me hornier and incapable of getting her out of my mind. I just kept imagining us doing, well, everything. Yes, I was having the dirtiest sexual fantasies about her, but I was also dreaming of talking, taking trips, coaching together, and a list of a million other things.

			It made the teachers week difficult to concentrate on.

			However, Friday was the worst. Well, it started okay. I was finally feeling prepared for Monday’s start of school and keeping thoughts of Monica at bay. All that came crashing down when Rachel stopped in my classroom and said, “Hey, stud. Monica says I need to get you to tell me your secret!”

			Holy shit. Had Monica told her about Saturday afternoon? That I had an orgasm so powerful it made my stomach hurt? Was Monica trying to figure out how I truly felt about her? I was panicking.

			“What?” I asked and audibly gulped.

			Rachel looked at me weirdly.

			“Something about coaching basketball or something?” Rachel said, her voice showing some confusion at my guilty reaction.

			“Oh, that. Yeah. I told Monica on Saturday that I had been regretting never getting into coaching, and now, since the accident, it has been on my mind.”

			“Okay. Two questions here: why didn’t you ever bring this to me, and why exactly are you sharing secrets with Monica when you barely know her?” Rachel asked

			“Well, umm, I guess it just came up.”

			“Bullshit. You are a terrible liar. Especially when you are blushing. Is there something I am missing here?” Rachel said.

			I looked up, almost past Rachel. Like I was talking to an empty room. “Well, shit. Yeah. You are missing the fact that since Robyn and the kids died, I’ve had zero interest in women except one—Monica. I didn’t know her, and she was married, and I didn’t want to let myself go down that road again. Then, your message said she needed help, and I truly want to help her through this transition, but it is all kind of … messy. At least in my head, it is.”

			“Okay.” She paused. “Wow. But why the secrets?”

			“Oh, I don’t know. We were lying there, and she wanted to share something so we could get to know each other and—

			“Wait,” Rachel interrupted. “Lying there?”

			“Oh … shit. Did I say that out loud?” I muttered loud enough that Rachel could hear.

			“Oh, my god. Did you two
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