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Chapter 1








‘N
 o,
 over
 there.
 The
 boxes labelled sale go by the door, the boxes labelled donate go in the back,’ Nora’s losing her mind right now as stacks of books cover every available surface in the small library. There’s not much open space to begin with and the boxes are adding even more confusion to an already frustrating process.

‘Where are the donate boxes going ultimately? Maybe I can put them in my car just to get them out of the way,’ I suggest and she crosses her arms and shakes her head. I can’t believe that there are still books on the shelves at this point and part of me thinks that they’re starting to procreate.

‘Good idea,’ she says and after I lug a few of the boxes out to the Oldsmobile, I start to feel like we’re making some progress. The library is closed for the day and even though this was only supposed to take an hour, it’s almost seven and I’m starving.

‘You’re not from this area, are you?’ I ask as she hands me a couple of large reference books.

‘Is it that obvious?’ She must get that question a lot and I shrug. ‘I moved here after college. There was an ad on one of the librarian job boards and I was ready to make a fresh start in a new place.’

Nora slides her fingers down the spines of the dozen or so books sitting on top of a low shelf, then shifts her gaze to me.

‘What about you? You’re clearly a local, but your grandmother said you’ve been gone for a long time.’ Her voice is light and easy and when she smiles, I feel a jolt of electricity race through me.

‘Yeah,’ I say as I carefully place the reference books in the sale box and wipe the dust off my hands. ‘I was a novice in the Trappist order in the Abbey of St Benedict.’

‘Wow,’ she says, her eyes wide as she thinks about it for a few beats. ‘When I was little, I wanted to become a nun.’

‘Really?’

‘Well, I think every girl who saw The Sound of Music did, it’s like a rite of passage,’ she laughs softly and brushes her fine blonde hair away from her shoulder before moving her attention to the next pile of books. ‘I really appreciate you doing this. Five other people volunteered, but you’re the only one who actually showed up.’

‘It’s weird, I used to come here all the time when I was a kid and the place seemed so big, but I guess it’s not really.’ I don’t know what I’m trying to say, but she nods like she understands.

‘I get it, the magic tends to disappear when you get older, but I’ll always feel the most comfortable in libraries. They’re almost like sacred spaces to me.’ She trails off as she surveys the stacks of books surrounding us and I understand what she means. We continue sorting and I carry another box out to my car before returning and joining her at the impossibly high stack next to the circulation desk.

‘So, how long have you been in Cape James?’ I ask, trying to reignite the conversation.

‘Two years total,’ she says as she squats down to sort through some of the paperbacks. ‘You probably remember Jane, uh, Mrs Tandy- I’m her replacement.’

‘Oh yeah,’ a memory of coming here with my mom and being introduced to the oldest person I’d ever met resurfaces and it’s amazing how sharp and detailed it is. I was eight and needed to find a few books for the school reading challenge that Mom always made me participate in. It was part of our summer ritual. ‘She only retired two years ago?’

‘Yeah- she was something,’ Nora says with a laugh and I join in.

‘She had this arbitrary limit on the number of books you could check out,’ I say as the memories come flooding back; the old woman with a raspy voice, strangely piercing gaze and white hair pulled back into a tight bun staring at me over the checkout counter and lecturing me about responsibility. ‘Like one time you’d come to check stuff out and it would be five books, then the next time it would be two.’

‘That annoyed me so much,’ Nora says as she turns to look at me, then hands over a few more books. ‘Free pile.’ I toss the ratty paperbacks on the stack and Nora stands up, wiping her hands on her jeans and giving me a brilliant smile. ‘I think that’s it for now.’

‘Not too bad,’ I say, looking at my watch. I thought I’d be here longer and my stomach growls insistently as I imagine how good a burger from Lewis Diner would taste right now. ‘Want to get something to eat?’

She grabs her phone and takes a look, then scrunches her face. ‘Could I get a rain check? I have a continuing ed course that I need to finish before the weekend and tonight’s the last chance I’ll have to do it.’

‘No problem,’ I say, mildly disappointed. She’s really nice and I’d like to get to know her better. ‘We’ll do it some other time.’ I watch as she walks behind the circulation desk and grabs her bag, pulling it over her shoulder before logging out of her terminal and switching off the lights.

We walk through the heavy doors and she secures them behind us, glancing around to make sure everything is in order before we stroll to her car in silence. The cicadas are reaching a crescendo in the trees around us and the sound is almost deafening.

‘I’ll drop the books off at the thrift store tomorrow after work,’ I say as Nora opens her car door and we stand there for a few seconds enjoying the cool breeze of the late evening.

‘Thanks, Bobby, I really appreciate all of your help, and I’m serious about grabbing dinner- maybe we can do it this weekend if you’re not busy,’ she says as she raises her eyebrow and smiles.

‘Absolutely. You have my number, just let me know when you’re free,’ I say, closing her door once she’s inside and waving as she drives off. I shove my hands in my pockets and walk towards the diner, hoping Mr Denton hasn’t decided to close early.














Chapter 2








I
 ’ve
 gotten
 used
 to
 working on the water. The early mornings aren’t a huge deal for me and I like Mac, Jose and the rest of the crew. I'm still surprised about how well Mac and I get along, but he's been an amazing friend and at this point, I'd do anything for him.

‘Tricia’s back in town this weekend, you want to come over for a cookout?’ I’m riding with Mac to the pier and just thinking about his sister-in-law is enough for my extremities to go numb. The morning after we fucked, Layla came to pick her up. She had to go back to Raleigh for the week and we haven’t really had a chance to talk.

‘Yeah,’ I say, trying not to sound as excited as I feel.

‘Has she, uh…,’ Mac starts as he lights up a cigarette and rolls down the window. ‘You know what she does, right?’

‘She told me,’ I reply, not in the mood to talk about it right now. Honestly, I'm bothered by it, but I don’t think it’s a good idea to start telling her how to live her life.

‘Layla can’t figure out why she’s still doing it. She’s a smart girl, but for some reason she’s convinced that stripping’s the only way she’s going to be able to make enough to pay for nursing school.’ Mac exhales and stares at me for a second. ‘She’s not like a skank or anything and I love her to death, but I don’t want to see you get hurt, you know?’

‘I appreciate that, man.’ I’m happy that we’re at the pier and that this discussion is over. My logical mind is telling me that I should stay as far away from Tricia as possible, that she’s trouble, but everything about her just feels so right.

‘We’re seeding the empty enclosures today, so grab the rake from the truck bed. You and Jose are in charge of that.’ Mac yells out as I head towards the boat and help Jose lug the buckets of seed clams from the truck. I wave at Mac as his crew speeds off to empty the dozens of crab traps scattered around the perimeter of the creek.

Summer is almost here and the warm breeze blows across my face as we skim through the water and towards the clam beds. Inventory is based on demand and Mac got a huge order for Cherrystones last week so we moved a chunk of the Little Necks to the Cherrystone beds.

‘Fuck,’ I hear Jose shout as he inspects the nets around the seed enclosures. ‘Looks like something got tangled up in here last night. Could you grab one of the six foot nets?’

I look through the pile of supplies on the small boat and find what he’s asking for, then wade through the knee high water to bring it to him. There’s a massive hole in the current netting and it takes us about thirty minutes to successfully untangle it. By that time, the tide is rolling out and we get a good look at the damage.

‘Shit, that’s a lot of seedlings lost,’ he says with a whistle and I notice how bare the bed looks. Normally there would be an even spread of tiny clams, but I see huge gaps where something came through and devastated the crop. Fortunately it’s only one enclosure out of dozens, so the impact shouldn’t be too devastating for Mac.

We resecure the nets, making sure that they’re tight enough to avoid being pulled away by tidal shifts or predators looking for an easy meal and by the time we’re done, the sun is high in the sky and the sulfurous stench of the stirred up mud lingers in the air. The other guys wade back through the shallow water towards the boat and we all pile in, work done for the day and ready to head back to shore.

‘How many lost, do you think?’ Mac’s leaning against the bed of his truck, talking to Jose.

‘A few thousand, it wasn’t a total loss. I think a skate got tangled up and some crabs came to enjoy the buffet.’ Jose says as he shrugs and Mac pinches the bridge of his nose and exhales.

‘I’ll need to decide if it’s worth reporting to insurance,’ he says as he waves goodbye to Jose and we stand around for a few more minutes, shooting the shit as we wind down from the morning’s work. Something buzzes in my pocket and it takes me a few seconds to realize that it's the phone I finally got a few days ago. I pull it out and take a look, a message from an unknown number waiting for me.


Let's talk. I’ll be at the bakery until 3. Come by if you can.















Chapter 3








‘T
 hanks
 for
 coming,
 Bobby.
 I’m kinda surprised that you're here,’ Jen says as she shifts her gaze down to the wooden countertop. The afternoon sun is piercing through the window and a sliver of light cuts across the storefront.

Jen looks incredible and I can’t get over how much she’s changed. She was an athlete in high school and always hated the fact that she was a bean pole, but whatever happened gave her the curves she always wanted and my eyes involuntarily drift to the deep swell of her breasts as they push against the low cut tank top she’s wearing.

‘I…I feel really bad about the way I reacted the other day. I was so happy to see you, but things have been crazy lately and...’

She’s rambling and knows it, allowing her words to trail off as we stand in silence for a few minutes. I look around the industrial kitchen, inhaling the familiar scent of freshly baked bread and relax. I’ve missed that part of living in the abbey more than I want to admit.

‘It’s fine, I get it,’ I reply, hoping we can move on. We were really good friends at one point and I hope we can get back to that. ‘So, you took over your mom's bakery?’

‘Yeah,’ she says with a smile. ‘My days are filled with donuts, cakes and cupcakes.’

‘Do you bake bread? I used to work in the bakery at the abbey,’ I say, feeling like the connection we used to have is returning.

‘Wow, really? That is not something I can imagine.’ Her voice takes on that sarcastic tone that I remember so well and I shrug.

‘I can show you if you want,’ I offer and she looks at the clock on the wall, then back at me with a smile.

‘Sure, let’s see it.’ I’m more than willing to show off and rattle off the short list of ingredients.

‘I need flour, salt, warm water, yeast and sugar,’ I say, leaning against the counter and watching as she procures the items and arranges them neatly on the wooden counter in front of me.

‘Here you go,’ she says, her eyes challenging me as I pick up the flour to make sure it’s the right type. ‘Mixing bowl, measuring spoons?’

‘Nope, I go au natural
 .’ I finally get a laugh out of her and I’m reminded of the way she used to be and how we’d crack each other up over the stupidest shit. ‘Ok, let’s make some monk bread. First, the flour,’ I say as I dump the flour onto the wooden counter and add the yeast, a pinch of salt and more than a pinch of sugar. Then I form a well in the middle with my fist. ‘This is the part where the magic happens.’

I pour some of the warm water into the center of the well, then begin swirling the flour into it, forming a sticky mixture before pulling more of the flour in. Then I make a hole in the center of that ball and add some more water, then pull in more flour, repeating the process a few more times as Jen watches.

‘Now we let it rest for a few minutes.’

‘So, this is what you did when you were a monk?’

‘Yup, every morning,’ I say as I pull the ball of dough off the surface, then push aside the excess flour, coating the wooden surface with a thin layer before beginning the kneading process. ‘There was a lot of other stuff too, but this was my favorite part,’ I say as she watches me intently. ‘Want to take over?’

Jen nods, then joins me at the counter. She starts working the dough and I watch. ‘Use your wrists more, you don’t want to work it to death, there should be a few clumps of flour left, that’s what helps it rise.’

That’s what Brother Mortimer told me when I first started: the lumps are what give the bread its personality. The full meaning of his words hits me like a ton of bricks and I shake my head as I take the dough and demonstrate.

‘Like this,’ I say before sliding it back to her and she eases up, giving the dough time to rest. It feels good to be spending time with her and I’m reminded of why we got along so well.

I form the dough into a ball and set it on the counter. ‘Turn the oven to 400, we'll let it rise a bit more while we wait.’

We stand in awkward silence for a few minutes as the large oven begins to get warm and Jen starts to clean up the mess. I watch her movements as she wipes down the counter and dumps the remainder of the flour into the garbage bin before returning her attention to me.

‘How’s your grandmother?’ Jen asks with a grin. ‘What did you call her?’

‘Gummy,’ I say, embarrassed that she remembers.

‘She was always so weird, but she loved your mom.’

‘Well, I think my mother had a rough time when she first got here, you know how insular everyone is,’ I say, not needing to tell Jen.

‘I don't know why they're like that,’ Jen says and I nod in agreement. ‘Maybe they're just afraid of change.’

She's probably right. The world around this place is moving forward and Cape James is still firmly stuck in the past. The oven beeps and Jen pulls out a baking sheet, covering it with parchment paper before delicately placing the dough on top and sliding it into the oven.

‘So, what about you? What happened after graduation?’ I ask. She looks away and I suddenly feel like I’m prying.

‘You know, the usual: college, job, forced to return to the place you hate,’ her words are bitter and she shakes her head. ‘Sorry, that came out way worse than it should’ve.’

I take a step towards her, wanting to kiss her so badly that it hurts. Her dark hair is falling over her forehead and she’s got a smudge of flour on her cheek and I use that as an excuse to touch her, sliding my finger across it, then showing it to her to prove something was there.

‘Thanks, I’m a mess,’ she says and I get the feeling that she’s not talking about the flour. We stand in silence for a few seconds, our eyes locked and when the oven beeps, the moment is gone and we return our attention to the bread. Jen pulls out the baking sheet and puts it on the counter, the smell of freshly baked bread filling the room as she pushes against the crusty top.

She tears a piece away from the loaf and a cloud of steam escapes. She blows at it, then places the crust into her mouth and her eyes widen. ‘God, this is so good,’ she says and I feel weirdly proud. ‘Would you mind if I start making it and selling it here?’

‘Yeah, sure- I mean it’s pretty simple, just some flour and water.’ I say, grabbing a piece and giving her a smile. ‘You know, I’ve really missed you.’

‘Me too…’ she says as the memories of the events surrounding my mother's death come rushing back. I want to tell her how much she hurt me, but I'm actually shocked when the words come spilling out of my mouth.

‘You know it was really shitty when you left me to fend for myself after mom died.’

I can’t believe I actually said that and when the expression on her face shifts from warmth to an annoyed glare, I realize that maybe I’m not the only one who’s upset.

‘What the fuck are you talking about Bobby?’ She stands and wipes her hands and if emotions were actually palpable, I'd have a black eye right now. ‘I tried, I wanted to help you but you just pushed me and everyone else away.’

‘That’s not what I remember,’ I say, the memories flooding back as she glares at me. ‘I needed someone and you and Travis and everyone else just disappeared.’

‘Because you pushed us away. Don’t you remember?’ Her eyes soften as she says that and I wonder if she’s right. I always blamed them for not being there for me, but could it have been my fault?

‘You told me that I couldn’t understand what it was like and that you didn’t appreciate being talked down to
 ,’ she says, using air quotes. ‘I felt awful, I mean I loved your mom too- she was an amazing person, but something inside you snapped and you turned into a prick.’

My blood freezes and time stands still as I remember the phone conversation she’s talking about. She called to ask if I wanted her to bring something over for Dad and I to eat, that her mom made a casserole and that she was worried about me.

‘You quit coming to school. You didn’t return my calls. You basically fell off the face of the earth,’ she says, exhaling as she wipes the flour off the counter and that painful period of my life comes rushing back to me. I felt so alone and needed her, but maybe all of it was my fault and I’ve spent the last ten years blaming everyone but myself for what I went through.

I stare at her, desperately wanting to apologize, but not knowing how to make up for something that happened a decade ago. There were so many points where things went wrong, where I could’ve stopped what I was doing and made it right, but at every turn, I chose the wrong option.

‘I’m sorry for that, but I was hurting. I don’t think that anyone understood how dark it got,’ I shiver as I think about it, the funeral, the wake, the empty platitudes- or at least I thought they were empty at the time.

‘I know, Bobby, but it’s like you wanted to be miserable and refused to let us help you,’ she takes a step closer and I can see the frustration in her eyes and wish I could roll back time and make everything the way it was. ‘I liked you so much, but it was like a wall went up and nothing we did could bring it down.’

The silence in the bakery is deafening and I want to say something to make it all better, but I don’t know how to do that so we just stand there, staring at each other as we try to figure out what happens now.

‘Mommy!’ A child’s voice pierces through the silence as I take a step back and stare at the door. Jen’s mom walks in and when a toddler runs across the open space and jumps into Jen’s arms, a wave of confusion hits me like a bolt of lightning.

‘Hey, baby,’ Jen says as she kisses the boy’s head before returning her attention to me and looking slightly embarrassed. ‘Bobby, this is Kevin. My son.’














Chapter 4








I
 try
 to
 push
 everything that just happened aside as I cruise down the back roads and crank up the music. She has a kid. That never factored into the equation and even though the old feelings are resurfacing, I'm not sure if it’s something I want to deal with.

Mac invited me over for dinner tonight and I relax as I think about seeing Tricia again. She has my number and sent a few texts but nothing serious and I hope what happened between us wasn’t a one time thing. It wasn’t just the sex, I feel a connection to her that I can’t explain and I really hope that it’s not just my dick talking.

‘Hey Bobby,’ Tricia’s voice greets me as soon as I get out of the Oldsmobile and warmth spreads through my body as I get closer, her spicy scent wrapping itself around me as she gets on her toes to give me a kiss. She takes my hand and leads me towards the deck where Layla is painting her fingernails.

‘Tricia, could you go inside and check on the kids? My nails are still wet.’ Layla asks sweetly and Tricia gives me a smile before disappearing inside the trailer.

‘Where’s Mac?’ I ask, feeling the daggers shooting out of Layla’s eyeballs as I take a seat across from her.

‘He’ll be back soon. We need to have a little chat,’ she sounds serious and I lean back in my chair, knowing exactly where this is going.

‘It’s about Tricia. I know she’s a hot mess, but she’s my cousin and I love her and if you break her heart, I’ll cut off your balls and shove them down your throat. Understand?’ Layla looks absolutely serious as she says this and I swallow and nod, believing every word.

Mac pulls up in his truck a few minutes later and I’ve never been so happy to see someone in my life. Dinner goes smoothly and I can tell that Tricia’s as ready to leave as I am.

‘Ready?’ Tricia asks as she emerges from the sliding doors with her purse and grabs my hand, dragging me down the stairs and towards my car. I wave goodbye to Mac before opening the passenger door and letting Tricia inside. She slides onto the vinyl seat and I close the door behind her, swallowing as Layla’s eyes follow me and I try not to think too much about her threat.

I get into the driver’s seat and turn the ignition before putting it into reverse and backing up, then head down the pitted driveway towards the main road. I’m feeling way more nervous than last time and Tricia pulls herself closer to me and slides her finger down my earlobe as my skin prickles.

‘Now, last time was a pretty one way experience and I was ok with that, but if you want this situation to continue,’ Tricia says, motioning between the two of us. ‘You’re gonna need to work on a few things.’ Her voice is husky and I’m willing to do whatever she wants to be with her again.

‘Yeah, okay…’ I say as I lower my arm, wrapping it around her shoulders as her body heat radiates into me. Her scent is bringing back memories of how she looked and felt and how I want to be with her again more than anything in this world. ‘I mean, you have way more experience than me, so I’m cool with whatever you want to do.’

Her expression immediately turns cold and she slides away. ‘I don’t have that much experience.’


Fuck.


‘I didn’t mean,’ I start. ‘Come on, I mean- you’re a, you know…’

‘What? Because I’m a stripper, I’m a slut?’ she crosses her arms and as we turn onto the highway, I feel like the temperature in the car dropped twenty degrees. ‘I show off my tits for money, Bobby, that doesn’t mean that I’m fucking a bunch of random dudes,’ she scoffs and leans against the passenger door. ‘Maybe I should just go back to Layla’s. I thought that maybe you were different but this whole thing is obviously a bad idea.’

‘I’m sorry,’ I say as I pull the car over on the shoulder and put it into park. ‘I’m an idiot, I shouldn’t have assumed.’

‘It’s a titty bar, Bobby, not a whorehouse. Some of the girls do extra work on the side, but I don’t and whenever some guy decides to get fresh, I punch him in the dick,’ she says defensively. A laugh escapes my throat and she gives me the dirtiest look I’ve ever seen. ‘What?’

‘Sorry,’ I say, holding out my hands like she’s a wild animal about to pounce. ‘I’m sincerely apologizing and it’s not just because I really want to fuck you again.’ Her eyes narrow and I wish I would just shut up, but my mouth and my brain are working independent of each other and I’ve lost total control. ‘I do want to fuck you again, but I also like you, a lot.’

She softens slightly and I hope that maybe she’s realizing that I’m just a dumbass, not a jerk.

‘I’m not judging you, I mean it's kinda hot, you know?’

‘No, Bobby, I don't know,’ she says and exhales. ‘It's a goddamn job- one that pays well and gives me a lot of time off.’ I feel like she's had this conversation a few times and is sick of talking about it. ‘I’m gonna quit at some point and move on with my life and I'm looking for someone that’s ok with my past.’

‘I really don’t care about it, Tricia, I mean, I wouldn’t mind taking this further and at that point it might bother me…’ she gives me an indecipherable look and I don’t know if she wants to hit me or kiss me and I hope I haven’t stuck my foot in my stupid mouth again.

When she leans forward to kiss me, I realize that for once I said the right thing and relief washes through me.

‘I know you’re a good person, Bobby,’ she whispers when she pulls away, her eyes soft and her hot breath brushing across my face. I’ve never wanted anything as badly as I want her right now. A truck speeds past us on the road and the car jolts, bringing me back to the present as I put the car in drive and head towards my house.

She seems to have gotten over what happened earlier and I grab her hand as we walk towards the porch and drag her towards the swing in the corner. The sun is going down and the mosquitos are starting to come out, but the screen blocks the worst of it and as we sit down, she exhales.

‘God, this is nice,’ she breathes as I wrap my arm around her and she rests her head on my shoulder.

It is nice and I enjoy the sound of the swing as it creaks and I kiss the top of her head. Her hair smells like flowers and when she looks up at me, I kiss her, relishing the feeling of her lips against mine as it intensifies and I pull her closer, ready for more.

‘What?’ she asks with a giggle and I’m confused. ‘Let’s just do this for a while, we’ve got all night for everything else.’

She’s right and as her lips meet mine again, I get it. This is perfect and when she straddles me, causing the swing to creak angrily, I feel my heart begin to race. She cups my cheeks with her hands and her spicy perfume weaves around me as her hips grind slowly against mine and I move my grip to her thin waist.

‘You’re getting better at kissing,’ she murmurs and her praise causes me to shiver pleasantly. I grab her ass and pull her closer, hoping she can feel how hard she makes me as she guides my hand to her breast and I squeeze the soft mound.

My tongue tangles with hers and her breaths are sharp and sweet. She pulls her shirt off and I take one of her nipples between my lips, sucking it softly as she pulls me closer. I want to fuck her so badly, but I want to show her that I can hold back.

‘Let’s go upstairs,’ she whispers and when she hops off my lap, she sheds the rest of her clothes and grabs my hand, leading me to my room and pushing me onto the large bed in the center.

‘You know, I didn’t tell you the whole truth earlier,’ she says as she unbuttons my jeans and slides her hand inside. I’m suddenly worried. Was she lying when she said she just stripped? Is she also fucking the guys she dances for?

‘No, it’s not that,’ she says as she wraps her fingers around my cock. I’m suddenly worried she can read my mind and she laughs. ‘God, you’re like an open book, Bobby. You’d be an awful poker player.’

I can’t help but laugh as she says that and she helps me undress, pulling off my t-shirt and leaning over to kiss me, her nipples brushing against my chest as she slowly strokes my cock.

‘I told you that I don’t like stripping, but that’s not completely true,’ she murmurs, her words soft and silky as she lays beside me and grabs my hand, pushing my fingers between her legs and into the soft wet skin nestled inside.

‘I like getting naked in front of other people,’ she says as my fingers slide through her folds and I feel her getting wetter by the second. ‘I like them looking at me and lusting after me, but that’s not the same as wanting to fuck them, do you understand?’

I nod as I lean over to bite her nipple, the one with the barbell and she gasps. She’s grinding herself shamelessly against my hand and she’s so wet and I can’t wait to bury myself inside of her sweet, tight pussy.

‘You only want to be with me, right?’ I ask, feeling bold as I tease her, causing her body to writhe beneath me.

‘Maybe,’ she says as my finger slides over a tiny bump at the top of her slit and she quivers. ‘But you’re gonna need to earn it.’

‘I’ll do whatever it takes,’ I say, meaning it completely and she smiles, lowering my head towards the damp flesh between her legs and I slide my tongue through it, savoring the taste and the smell as she spreads her thighs and tangles her fingers in my hair.

‘Make me come, Bobby,’ she says and I inhale her scent, kissing her lips and flicking my tongue across her swollen clit. The pick skin glistens in the dim light and I continue my assault, using her light moans as a guide.

‘Use your fingers,’ she murmurs and I push my index finger inside her. ‘Two,’ she says as she bites her lip. ‘Now curl them.’

I do as I’m told and her hips jerk and she hits me in my nose and I let out a grunt.

‘Shit, are you ok?’ She asks and I nod as she pulls me towards her and kisses me. ‘Sorry, it just felt really fucking good.’

‘I’m ok,’ I say as I push her against the pillows and spread her thighs apart, sliding myself into her as her body adjusts and my mind goes blank. She feels so goddamn perfect and everything else in my life just falls away as I thrust, needing her more than she could ever imagine.

I kiss her neck and her breasts as I thrust harder and deeper and faster and her moans fill my room as she clenches around me and I let go, my head spinning as my balls empty and I collapse on top of her.














Chapter 5








S
 omeone’s
 pounding
 on
 the
 front door and I roll over, trying to wake up as Tricia groans. It’s so nice to wake up next to her and I pull aside her hair and lean over to brush my lips across the soft skin of her neck before getting dressed and going downstairs.

‘Morning, sunshine.’ It’s Jen and she hands me a loaf of bread.

‘Hey, Jen. How’s it going?’ Even though I invited her over, I didn’t expect it to happen so soon. ‘Come in. Do you want some coffee?’

‘That sounds so nice,’ she says as she looks towards the porch swing and sees Tricia’s shirt hanging off the side. ‘This isn’t a bad time, is it?’

‘No, it’s fine, come on in.’

She follows me into the kitchen and I place the bread on the counter and turn my attention to the coffee maker when I hear a pair of footsteps and turn to see Tricia enter the kitchen. She’s wearing one of my old t-shirts and nothing else.

‘Hi, I’m Tricia,’ she says, extending her hand as Jen stares at me with confusion.

‘Oh God, I’m…I’m so sorry.’ Jen says as she reaches out and shakes Tricia’s hand, then looks at me.

‘No, Jesus, uh…’ I didn’t realize that she’d come now and even though I’ve got nothing to hide, this feels like the perfect recipe for a disaster.

‘Want some tea?’ Tricia asks, seemingly completely unfazed by the entire encounter.

‘I can come back later if you want…’ Jen’s voice trails off and I hold up my hands.

‘No, it’s fine. I’d love some tea, Tricia. Thanks.’ Tricia smiles and kisses my cheek as she turns to boil some water and I pull out a chair for Jen and motion for her to sit down. Jen’s eyes shift between me and Tricia and I shrug, not really wanting to get into it now.

We sit in silence as Tricia rummages around the cabinets and starts boiling the water, finding three mugs and putting them on the table in front of us before resting her gaze on Jen.

‘Oh, shit,’ Tricia says as she stares at the other woman. ‘You breastfeeding?’


What the fuck?


‘Yeah, why?’ Jen asks as she takes a sip of tea and looks at me again, her cheeks flushing bright red.

‘You keep shifting around like you’re uncomfortable. One of the girls at the club got mastitis and she did the same thing. She said it hurt like hell.’ I have no idea what they’re talking about and decide to stay quiet. At least they’re not clawing each other's eyes out.

‘They’re, uh, sore. I’ve got an appointment with my doctor next week, so I’ll just have to deal with it until then.’ Jen takes a sip of tea and winces again as her arm brushes against her breast.

‘I mean, I can help you out if you want. I’m about halfway done with my RN degree so I’m not just talking out of my ass,’ Tricia says and Jen looks extremely uncomfortable with the suggestion.

‘Thanks, but I’ll just wait.’ An excruciating silence descends on the kitchen and Jen looks around. ‘This place is exactly how I remember.’

‘That’s because it’s exactly how I left it,’ I say and Jen laughs as she wraps her hands around the mug, taking another sip. The conversation dies again and I try to think of something to say.

‘So, how do the two of you know each other?’ Jen asks and I stare at Tricia for a second before answering. She’s being extremely cool about this situation and I feel bad for assuming so much about her.

‘Mac introduced us; she’s Layla Thompson’s cousin.’

‘Oh, really?’ Jen asks and I can tell that she’s making all sorts of assumptions from that piece of information. When you live in a small town, every detail of your life is up for dissection and Layla was the subject of a lot of dissection.

‘I’m here helping Layla with her new baby,’ Tricia says. ‘Meeting Bobby was a nice bonus.’

‘He can be a good guy, when he wants to,’ Jen says. I really need to take a leak, but I’m scared to leave the two of them alone. ‘Hey, do you still have our Senior yearbook? I was thinking about this girl the other day, but I couldn’t remember her name.’

‘Yeah, it’s upstairs, I’ll go grab it,’ I say. They seem to be fine and I need to piss and give Tricia a half smile before heading out. After rummaging around my old room for twenty minutes, unable to find the fucking yearbook, I skip back down the stairs hoping they haven’t ripped each other to shreds.

‘Sorry, I couldn’t find the uh, the….’ My voice trails off when I walk into the kitchen and see Jen on the counter with Tricia massaging one of her breasts.

‘Bobby, where are your dish towels? Jen needs a warm compress to get this swelling down,’ Tricia says matter of factly as she reaches under Jen’s shirt, the other woman putting up a slight protest at the invasion before giving in.

‘Uh, they’re uh…’ I try to pull my mind out of the gutter and remember where the goddamn towels are, but my brain isn’t functioning normally. ‘Try the bottom drawer to the left of the sink.’

Tricia starts rummaging around and I look at Jen, who shrugs and I notice a wet spot on the front of her shirt, but try not to stare at it.

‘I’ll heat this up and show you how to deal with it yourself. It takes too damn long to see a doctor and you need to treat this before it gets worse,’ Tricia says as she starts the hot water and holds the towel under it, then returns her gaze to Jen. ‘Oh shit, you’re leaking.’

‘Oh, uh…’ Jen looks down and I see her cheeks flush as Tricia returns to the other woman and pulls up her t-shirt, giving me a flash of Jen’s rosy nipple and causing Jen to shriek with embarrassment.

‘Oh shit, sorry,’ Tricia turns around to glare at me and I feel frozen in place. ‘Bobby, get the hell out of here, and close the door behind you.’

I do as I’m told, turning and leaving and gently closing the swinging door behind me as I wait outside and pretend to be occupied with some paperwork from a drawer in the table beneath the old rotary phone in the hallway.

‘Doesn’t that feel better?’ Tricia’s voice floats out and I try not to stare through the crack in the door, but can’t help it.

‘Yeah,’ Jen says as she moans softly.

‘You use a pump, right?’ Tricia asks. ‘Good, you’ll need to make sure you massage when you’re pumping, so you get everything out. Do like this, ok?’ Tricia says and when I see her lean over and take Jen’s puckered nipple between her lips and start suckling, I feel like I’m going to come in my pants.

‘Oh god,’ Jen moans as she pulls Tricia closer and I force myself to walk outside and towards the abandoned pile of wood in the backyard. It’s probably been like this for years, but I pull the rusty axe out of the stump and start swinging it at one of the large logs like a madman.

I can’t get what I saw out of my mind and when I see Tricia and Jen on the porch, I wave, unsure if I can even talk like a lucid human being at this point.

‘Good to see you, Jen,’ I yell, waving as she kisses Tricia on the cheek, gets into her car and drives off. Tricia watches her go, then joins me by the pile of wood, a devilish grin curling her lips.

‘You spied on us, didn’t you?’ she asks as she narrows her eyes and bursts into laughter when I don’t even bother lying. ‘Pervert.’

‘I’ll show you a pervert,’ I say as I grab her hand and lead her upstairs, ready to take out my sexual frustration on an incredibly willing and eager target.














Chapter 6








I
 recognize
 Father
 Vasquez
 immediately and give him a warm smile as I walk between the pews and into the heart of the church. It takes a few minutes for the older man to recognize me, but when he does, he comes closer, sticking out his hand and shaking it fervently.

‘Bobby Hatton. You’re the last person I expected to see tonight,’ he says as I follow him towards the back row of pews and he motions for me to sit next to him. The smell of incense is thick and in the dim lighting the space is awe inspiring.

‘Yeah, the whole monk thing didn’t exactly work out,’ I say awkwardly and he shakes his head.

‘I know, your abbot told me what happened. I felt like it was only a matter of time before you realized that you had made a mistake.’ His words infuriate me for some reason and an inexplicable frustration rushes through me.

‘What? Why? How did you know?’ I feel the vein in my head pulsating as I take a deep breath in an attempt to calm down.

‘You were lost, Bobby, remember?’ His voice is warm and measured and he stares at the pulpit. ‘I told you to really think about your decision, that most people don’t have the temperament for a life like that.’

I think back to the night I decided to devote my life to God. It was a few months after mom had died and I felt so alone. Dad and I had been fighting over something stupid, my grades or the colleges I was applying to or some other bullshit that we always argued about and I realized that I couldn’t deal with it anymore.

‘You made a rash decision with no calling and now you’re paying for it,’ his words hurt. I lean back in the pew, staring at the altar, the intricate painting of Mary Magdalene with Christ positioned on her lap behind it and realize that I feel nothing, that I might as well be in a museum.


He’s right and I hate him for it.


‘You used monastic life as a way to escape your problems, not to enrich your soul or the lives of others,’ Father Vasquez’s words are damning and hurt more than I want to admit. ‘Abbot Herman sent me regular reports detailing his concerns about you and I knew that you left the order.’


Jesus.


‘Why didn’t you tell me this before I made the decision to join?’ A surge of irrational anger wells up inside of me as he calmly crosses his legs and rests his arm on the back of the pew. The door opens and closes behind us and a parishioner enters the space, approaching the votive stands in the back then lighting a candle before settling closer to the altar.

‘It wasn’t my job to tell you what to do, Bobby,’ his voice is softer and I lean closer so I can hear him. ‘My purpose is to offer support and council. It is your responsibility to make decisions for yourself.’

‘But if you knew I wasn’t cut out for it, why didn’t you warn me?’ I say a bit too loudly and the other parishioner turns to stare at me. Father Vasquez takes a deep breath and crosses his arms in front of his chest before giving me a stern look.

‘When I was twenty, I decided that I wanted this life. I prayed, spoke with God, asked him for guidance and ultimately made the decision after nearly a year of sincere introspection. How long did you contemplate your decision?’

I exhale, thinking about his question as the weight of what he’s saying presses down on me. My father was a staunch atheist and converting felt like a way to escape his shadow, to forge my own path.


Did I ever believe in what I was committing to? Do I believe now?


‘It’s not an easy realization, Bobby, but the sooner you come to terms with the situation, the sooner you can move past it and finally start living your life.’ The woman walks out of the church and once she’s gone, he continues. ‘I’ve seen what happened with you a lot in my ministry. I know how your father was, we got into more than one discussion about his views on religion.’

I never realized that they were aware of each others’ existence and Father Vasquez’s revelation is a complete surprise. A laugh escapes my throat as I imagine the two of them interacting and I wish that it was something I could’ve witnessed myself.

‘It happened after you left. He blamed me for your decision and I told him that I didn’t encourage it, that it was your calling,’ the priest sighs and shakes his head. ‘He was a good man, even if his stubbornness outweighed his ability to empathize with what you were going through.’

‘Tell me about him,’ I say. ‘You know, how he was at the end.’

‘I’d like to say that he found God and asked for forgiveness, but you would know I was lying,’ the priest says as he laughs and I try to imagine my father asking for absolution, but coming up blank. ‘I did visit him in the hospital and asked if he wanted me to hear his confession, even if he didn’t believe in it and he told me to go fuck myself.’

I laugh so hard that tears roll down my cheeks and I feel genuinely bad for the old priest.

‘That tracks,’ I say and he scoffs.

‘If he had asked for forgiveness, I would’ve known something was wrong, but he resisted my help until the end. The one thing he asked was for me to tell you how much he loved you and that he regretted being so distant after the death of your mother. I hope you can forgive him for that, Bobby.’

Father Vasquez’s words echo in my mind as I get into the Oldsmobile and sit in the driver’s seat for a few minutes, resting my hands on the steering wheel as I try to figure out what to do now. I feel like a weight has been lifted off of me, that my father didn’t hate me and that at least he realized he bore some responsibility for everything that happened.

I take a deep breath before starting the car and driving home.














Chapter 7








‘I
 have
 to
 go
 back to Raleigh today,’ Tricia says as she rolls over and slides her pink fingernail down my chest. She stayed over last night and I don’t think I’ve ever been happier than I am at this exact moment. When she leans over to kiss me, my lips curl into a smile and she lingers as her hand slides lower and I feel myself getting harder as she inches closer to my dick.

‘When will you be back,’ I ask as she grips me and starts slowly stroking, bringing me back to life as her nipple brushes against my arm and chills race through my body.

‘Mmm, maybe next weekend. I have an exam on Thursday and I’ll see if I can take a few days off work so I can come see you…’ her voice trails off as her lips meet mine again and I roll her onto her back, kissing her neck before taking her pierced nipple between my lips and biting it softly.

‘Bobby!’ I hear my name as the front door slams shut and immediately freeze. ‘Where are you, baby? I brought you some leftovers from the Rotary dinner!’

‘Fuck,’ I groan as I roll onto my back and Tricia pulls the sheets over her body. ‘Coming!’ I yell and give Tricia an apologetic shrug as I fall out of bed and pull on my jeans and a dirty t-shirt.

I can’t believe this is happening again.

‘Sorry, it’s my grandmother,’ I say softly as I lean down to kiss her. ‘You can come down if you want to meet her, but it’s totally up to you.’

‘Bobby!’ Gummy is getting insistent and I reach for the doorknob and force myself to leave the bedroom. I’ve managed to get the house into decent shape and as I hop down the stairs, I notice a crack in the wall that I’ll need to repair this week. I walk into the kitchen and see Gummy rearranging the contents of my fridge before straightening herself out and shaking her head, obviously unhappy with what she’s found.

‘Morning, Gummy,’ I say as my grandmother pulls me into her arms and gives me a bear hug. She takes a step back before sniffing and pulls a face.

‘You smell like a whorehouse, Bobby. What’s going on?’ Her expression conveys exactly what she’s feeling and I don’t know what to say.

‘I, uh, had a friend over last night,’ I say, feeling my cheeks turn bright red.

‘Hmmph,’ she scoffs disapprovingly. ‘Is it that Culver girl?’

‘No, uh,’ I look around the kitchen and my eyes rest on the glass dish sitting on the table. ‘Did you bring me something to eat? It looks delicious.’

‘Don’t change the subject, Bobby. I swear you get more like your daddy every day,’ she grumbles and my blood freezes when I hear a creak on the stairs.

‘Well, I really appreciate this casserole, but, uh, I’ve got a lot of stuff to do today.’ I feel a cold sweat break out on my brow as Tricia enters the hallway, then peeks into the kitchen and smiles mischievously.

‘Morning, Bobby,’ she coos as she comes closer and gives me a kiss. Gummy’s eyes widen unnaturally and this entire situation has disaster written all over it. Tricia turns to face my grandmother and sticks out her hand. ‘Pleasure to meet you, I’m Patricia.’

‘I’m Bobby’s grandmother
 ,’ Gummy says, with an extra emphasis on the word grandmother. ‘It’s very nice to meet one of his friends.’

The tension in the room is thick and I motion for Tricia to take a seat, hoping that this doesn’t end in a complete and total nuclear meltdown. She awkwardly sits and I offer to make some coffee, but Gummy declines.

‘I’ve got to go to the grocery store,’ she says as she tries to stare at Tricia discreetly. She’s not doing a very good job, though, and Tricia gives me a look that I can’t decipher.

‘I’m ok, too,’ Tricia says as she looks at her watch. The tension grows thicker and I wish someone would say something.

‘Uh, Tricia lives in Raleigh,’ I blurt out and Gummy nods, shifting her wedding band on her finger as I continue. ‘She’s, uh, Layla Thompson’s cousin.’

As soon as I say that, I realize it was a huge mistake as Gummy’s eyes widen and she instantly makes up her mind about Tricia. While the class differences in Cape James aren’t as pronounced as they once were, there’s still a barrier up for the older generation, and Layla’s family falls on the far side of that wall. Silence descends again and I give Tricia an apologetic shrug.

‘Anyway,’ Tricia says as she stands up and takes a few steps towards me for a chaste peck on the cheek. ‘I’d better be going, Layla’s expecting me back to help with the kids this morning.’

‘Ok,’ I say to her, squeezing her hand as Gummy glares, but I try to ignore it. My grandmother has every right to her opinion, but I’m an adult and she needs to understand that she can’t control everything. Tricia smiles and waves and as she walks through the front door, I’m annoyed that the introduction didn’t go better.

‘Well she’s a fresh little thing, isn’t she?’ Gummy says with a hint of irritation in her voice as she arches her eyebrows. ‘What about that nice girl from the library, what’s her name?’

‘Nora.’ I mumble as I walk towards the counter and start a pot of coffee. This is not how I wanted to spend the morning, but it is what it is and I exhale loudly as I find a filter and press the start button. It starts brewing and as Gummy rattles off the virtues of Nora, I try to brush off her lack of enthusiasm about Tricia.

Even though I wouldn’t mind more, the fact is that Tricia and I are just having a good time and I need to stop looking at it as anything else. Getting too involved with her right now would be a bad idea and maybe I need to take a few steps back before I get my heart broken.

‘Yes. She’s sweet and pretty and so polite. By the way, did you ever give Bill Williams a call?’ Gummy asks as I pour two mugs of coffee and sit at the kitchen table next to her.

‘Is his name really William Williams?’ I ask idly, not wanting to deal with this right now. Inheritances have always struck me as morbid and if there’s any money involved, I figure it will still be waiting for me six months from now.

‘Well, yes, I suppose it is…’ Gummy’s voice trails off as she seriously considers this revelation and I hope that we can move on from this discussion. ‘Anyway,’ she says loudly, not willing to be distracted from her ultimate goal of nagging me to death. ‘It would be good to take over the deed to this place since Malvina Thomas has been making noise again about her and your daddy and some sort of agreement, even though I told her a dozen times that you’re back and taking over.’

‘Ok, I’ll go see him tomorrow,’ I give in and lean back in my chair as she gives me a rundown of her plans for the week.














Chapter 8








I
 pull
 up
 in
 front of the lawyer’s office.

It’s almost 4pm and the gravel parking lot is empty. I walk inside and give my name to the receptionist who somehow manages to find me in the nearly empty appointment book and gives me a broad smile as she smacks her gum like a cow chewing its cud.

‘Have a seat, honey, Bill’ll be with you in a few minutes.’

I sit down in one of the faux leather chairs and grab a magazine, noticing that it’s five years old but laughing when I realize that it’s basically all new to me anyway. I read about some celebrity who ran out on her husband and the name sounds familiar, but I toss the magazine aside and look around at the diplomas on the wall.


I’ll be goddamned. His name really is William Williams.



What the fuck were his parents thinking?


‘Robert Hatton!’ the receptionist calls out loudly, even though I’m the only one in the office. I get up and walk through the heavy door at the end of the hall and into a large, dark room that resembles a library. The walls are lined with thick books and an elderly man with silver hair is hunched over a heavy wooden desk.

‘Bobby, how you doing, boy!’ The old man maneuvers out of the squeaky chair and sticks out his hand. I shake it and we both sit down. He leans back and gives me a good look, his raspy voice heavily infused with the familiar coastal drawl. ‘You know, you’re a spitting image of your daddy when he was your age.’

‘Uh, thanks, I guess,’ I laugh nervously as I watch him rifle through the chaos on his desk and chatter about my dad and how sad it was that he passed.

‘He was as sharp as a whip, your daddy. Little Billy always told me that he couldn’t believe he came back here,’ Bill rambles on and I try to figure out exactly what I’m doing in this stuffy, smoky office. I look at the clock and realize that I’ve only got an hour before I’m supposed to meet Jen for dinner. Hopefully this won’t take too long.

Dad was flat broke except for the house and I can’t imagine that my grandparents up north had much, even though Mom never really talked about them. Regardless, I doubt they would leave it to the only child of the daughter who abandoned them for a life with my father.

‘Yes, so, you’ve got quite the inheritance waiting for you. I’ll just need to get you to sign a few things and we’ll transfer over the accounts and deal with the other odds and ends,’ he says as he adjusts his reading glasses, leaning back to get a better look at the piece of paper he’s holding two inches in front of his nose.

‘It’s just Dad’s house, right?’

‘Well, uh, yes, there’s also the money from your grandaddy up north,’ he says as he slides an account statement across the desk and I can’t believe the number I’m seeing. ‘This is after the government took their bite and lawyer fees and whatnot.’

‘But I never met these people, why would they…’ I pick up the piece of paper and stare at it, unable to comprehend the number I’m seeing. Right now I’ve only got the cash in my pocket and that’s just a few hundred dollars.

He has to be fucking with me.

‘From what I understand, you’re their only grandchild,’ Bill keeps flipping through papers and slides another across the desk. ‘This is a copy of the deed for the townhouse in Boston and they’ve got a house on Cape Cod that was supposed to go to you as well, but you’ll need to talk to the lawyer up north to get the keys to that.’

He keeps talking but the words are meaningless as I attempt to process what he’s told me and how it’s going to change my life in ways that I’m not prepared to deal with.














Chapter 9








‘Y
 ou
 look
 great,’
 I
 say as I slide into the booth across from Jen.

It’s the truth. Her dark hair is loose and falling over her bare shoulders and the flowery sundress she’s wearing fits her voluptuous body perfectly. The memory of Tricia sucking on her tits immediately crashes back into my mind and I realize I’m staring at her chest when she clears her throat.

‘I’m up here, Bobby,’ she says with a laugh as she points to her eyes. It was just supposed to be a casual dinner, but now that we’re here together, it definitely feels like a date.

‘Sorry, it’s just, you know…’ I wish there was a hole in the ground that I could crawl into right now, but at least she doesn’t seem too pissed.

‘Yeah, I know, they’re huge,’ she says as she rolls her eyes and grabs the menu from the end of the table. ‘The doctor says they’ll go back to normal once I stop feeding Kevin, but honestly, I kinda like them the way they are.’

Her easy laugh fills the space between us and it’s almost like the years have melted away and we’re at Lewis Diner having burgers and shakes with our entire lives ahead of us. This time it’s not regret that I’m feeling, more like anticipation and excitement for what lies ahead and as she starts talking about work, I pull myself back into the present.

‘That bread is amazing, by the way,’ she says as she puts the menu down. ‘We just got a standing order for a few dozen loaves from the primary school and one of the nursing homes is considering starting a weekly order for their residents.’

‘Good,’ I say with a smile as I wave over the waitress. ‘I’m glad it worked out.’ It’s nice to feel like I’m able to help.

We place our orders and Jen leans back in the booth, staring at me as she idly fiddles with the paper straw wrapper on the table. An awkward silence descends and I desperately search for something to say.

‘So, uh, how’s Kevin?’ I ask and her face softens into a smile.

‘He’s good,’ she responds neutrally and I realize that I still don’t know anything about his father. ‘You know, just changing every day.’

‘Are you, uh… is his dad around?’ I ask, hoping I’m not stirring up something that I should leave buried.

‘No, he’s dead.’ Her voice is flat and the waitress brings over our plate of nachos and Jen shakes her head.

‘I’m sorry,’ I say, waiting for her to take the lead. She grabs a napkin and dabs at the corner of her eye as I get up and slide into the booth next to her, wrapping my arm around her as she shakes her head.

‘No, it’s fine. We were estranged and I had already filed for divorce.’ She sits upright and gives me a smile. ‘He had some problems and I couldn’t deal with them so I left him and he went into a spiral.’

‘Still, I mean, you were married, you had a kid together…’

‘He was an addict, Bobby. He wasn’t the same person I married,’ she says as I let her get it out. ‘If you’ve never experienced it, it’s like a switch. The person you knew becomes someone completely different.’

I think about my dad and how he started drinking heavily after Mom died. He had always been sullen, but afterwards, it was like he morphed into someone else right in front of me and that was a person that I had no interest in dealing with.

‘That’s terrible,’ I say. Jen never saw the worst of Dad and I don’t want to drag my problems into whatever she’s going through, so I leave it at that.

‘He would get so angry, over nothing. It’s not like he hit me or anything, but he would start screaming over the most ridiculous bullshit,’ she says as she takes a sip of her drink. ‘I’m sorry, it’s just all coming back. Thanks for listening.’

‘No, it’s fine,’ I say as I pull her closer and kiss the top of her head. We sit like that for a few more minutes and when the food arrives, I move back to my side of the table. It’s almost like she needed to tell me what happened and the rest of the evening is relaxed, even though I can’t stop thinking about what she said and I feel so bad for her.

We talk about our old circle of friends and where they are, but I don’t care- I’m really only interested in her. It’s getting late and by the time we’re done eating, the restaurant is closing down.

‘So, are you going home?’ I ask as we walk outside into the warm evening. It’s not that late and the sky is still dimly lit with the moon creeping up over the row of houses at the end of the street. I’m not sure if this is a date or we’re just hanging out as friends, so I don’t want her to feel pressured either way.

‘I don’t really feel like it yet. Mom’s taking care of Kevin and this is the first night I’ve had to myself in a while,’ she turns to face me and arches her eyebrow expectantly.

‘You can come back to my place if you want to watch TV or something,’ I say, pretty sure that the old TV is broken, but having nothing else to offer.

‘That sounds nice,’ she murmurs as she leans closer and her lips brush against mine and I grab her hand, squeezing tightly.














Chapter 10








W
 e
 take
 my
 car
 and ride in silence as we make our way through the empty back roads towards my house. The grass is wet and I open the front door, letting us inside the old farmhouse. I need to tell her about Tricia, but I’m not sure what to say. When she kisses me again, I lean in, stroking her soft cheek with my hand as her tongue penetrates my lips, but I manage to pull away.

‘It’s just, you should know… Tricia and I…’

‘I don’t give a shit, Bobby, I need this,’ she says as she pushes me against the wall and wraps her arms around my neck. ‘It’s been a while and there aren’t exactly a lot of options here, you know.’

‘Thanks for the vote of confidence,’ I murmur as she laughs and tilts her head as we come together again. Her kiss feels different than Tricia’s. It’s slower and less assured, but indescribably sexy and I want more. The dim light from the kitchen illuminates the hallway and I slide my hand down her back, cupping her round ass as she presses herself against me.

‘I always thought you’d be my first,’ she murmurs as her breath brushes across my cheek and I remember thinking the same, needing her so badly that it physically hurt, but wanting to wait until she was ready.

The irony was that when she finally was, I suddenly wasn’t.

‘Want to go upstairs?’ I ask, unsure of how far she wants to take this. ‘I mean, can you…’

‘What do you mean?’ she asks, narrowing her eyes incredulously.

‘Like, is it too soon after… and you know, if you’re still having problems with, uh, I don’t want to screw anything up,’ my mouth is dry as I say that and she stares at me.

‘Yes, Bobby, I can fuck. Do you not want to or something?’


Goddamnit.


‘No, I mean yes, I really want to be with you but I don’t want to hurt you…’ As I say that, her expression softens and she smiles.

‘You’re not going to hurt me, I promise,’ she says and I feel better. Relief surges through me as I kiss her again, then motion towards the kitchen. ‘Want something to drink?’

‘Sure, what do you have?’ she asks and I open the door of my fridge and look inside.

‘Beer or water.’

‘I’ll take a beer,’ she says with a nervous laugh and I grab the last two cans, opening one for her and handing it over. ‘Maybe this will help me relax. I’m feeling weirdly nervous right now.’

Her confession makes me feel better and I tap my can against hers and take a drink, fortifying myself as my gaze drifts over her body. She’s definitely curvier than when she was in high school, but back then she was a stick.

‘What?’ she asks and I shrug.

‘Nothing, just thinking about how beautiful you look,’ I say.

‘Really?’ she beams.

‘Yeah, I mean you were always hot, but you look even better now,’ I say, hoping I don’t piss her off. I really need to shut up, but it’s like my mouth has a mind of its own and casual conversation is a lot harder than I remember. She stares at me like she wants to ask something and I wait, happy to let her take over.

‘So what exactly is going on between you and Tricia?’ she asks and I shrug.

‘Honestly? I don’t really know,’ I say, hoping the discussion ends there. I’m already feeling slightly guilty about this date, but Tricia never gave me any indication that we’re exclusive and I’m not going to cut off my other options hoping that she comes around.

‘It’s just, like…,’ she starts, resting her hand on her head as she turns to stare at me. ‘This is so weird and embarrassing.’

‘What?’ I’m curious what’s got her so flustered.

‘I just can’t stop thinking about the other day, when we were in the kitchen. I’ve never even thought about being with another woman, but it felt so fucking good and I can’t stop thinking about her. God, I feel so ridiculous even saying that.’

Jen bursts into laughter and buries her face in her hands as she lets out a laugh.

‘It was really fucking hot,’ I confess, the scene replaying itself in my mind unbidden and I hope she doesn’t notice that I’m getting stiff.

‘I’ve just felt like such a cow after having Kevin and that was the first time I felt good like that,’ she chews on her lip as she stares at me and shakes her head. ‘It’s not something I can explain, you know.’

I don’t know, but I put my beer down and lean over, cupping her face in my hands as I kiss her. Her body melts against mine and I run my hand across her breast, the thin fabric of her dress not offering much protection as her nipple tightens beneath my touch.

‘Wanna go upstairs?’ I murmur as her eyes widen and she nods. I take her hand, leading her through the kitchen, unable to believe that this is actually happening and hoping that I don’t disappoint her.

My room is disheveled, but she doesn’t seem to care as she sits on the edge of the bed and stares at me as I pull off my t-shirt. She runs her fingers through her dark hair and cocks her head.

‘You’re looking better, too, you know,’ she says as she raises her eyebrows and I flex my muscles like I’m some sort of meathead. Manual labor agrees with me and I’ve definitely noticed a difference since I started working for Mac.

I sit down on the bed next to her and kiss her, my mind racing as I realize how badly I want this and how happy I am that she’s back in my life. I pull down the strap of her dress, exposing her full breast and look down, unsure about what to do now. She pulls down the other strap and stares at me expectantly, then giggles.

‘You can touch them,’ she says and I’m flustered as I slide my finger across her thick, puckered nipple. I don’t know what to expect, but exhale when nothing happens and she laughs. ‘They’re not going to explode, Bobby.’

‘Yeah, right,’ I say nervously, licking my lips as I lean over and take one between my lips and she exhales.

‘That feels good,’ she murmurs as she relaxes against the pillow and I readjust my lips to take more into my mouth and suck. Nothing happens and I feel weirdly relieved. I slide my hand down her stomach and into her panties and the soft wet skin between her thighs.

She gasps from my touch and a stream of milk fills my mouth.

‘Jesus, I’m so sorry,’ she says as she sits up and covers her mouth with her hands. ‘I pumped before I left home, I thought...’

‘No, it’s fine,’ I say, licking my lips as I swallow the sweet liquid, leaning over for more. This time I know what to expect and when it flows into my mouth, I enjoy it, melting under her touch as she strokes my hair. Her body is so ripe and I kiss down her stomach, pausing when I get to her panties to make sure she’s still ok with what’s about to happen.

Her smile is enough to let me know that she’s enjoying herself and I pull off her panties, spreading her legs apart before kissing the soft skin on the inside of her thighs. The little moans that escape her lips tell me everything I need to know and as I slide my tongue through her slit, she grasps the sheets and arches her back against the soft mattress.

‘Did they teach you this at the monastery?’ She teases and I laugh, realizing how far I’ve come since I left and wonder how I ever thought that life was for me. This is where I belong and as I push a finger inside of her and kiss her again, I’m more confident than ever about my decision.

‘No, Tricia taught me how to do it,’ I say and instead of getting pissed, Jen moans softly and I ease myself inside of her as she wraps her legs around me.

‘What else did she teach you,’ Jen murmurs and I can’t believe she actually wants to hear about this, but I turn her onto her stomach and push myself inside of her, the sensation mind numbing as she whimpers beneath me.

‘She taught me this,’ I breathe as I kiss her neck and squeeze her legs together, pumping faster as Jen’s breath comes in short bursts and the room fills with her satisfied moans. I feel her tighten around me, but manage to hold off as her body jerks softly and she exhales sharply, quivering from the pleasure I’m giving her.

‘You should thank her,’ Jen says as she rolls me onto my back and straddles me, her heavy breasts swinging above my face as I take one of her nipples between my lips and suckle her, pulling out a mouthful of her milk. Her hips move in a frenzied rhythm as she grinds her clit against me and moans sharply, her body relaxing as an orgasm rips through her and she leans back onto her heels.

Her body is coated in sweat and I roll her onto her back, sliding my fingers across her cheek as I push inside, leaning down to kiss her as I take what I want and she wraps her legs around me, holding me in place as I come, exploding inside of her before falling onto my back and catching my breath.

‘So, was it everything you thought it would be?’ I ask with a cocky grin and she rolls over, burying her face in the pillow as she lets out a loud yelp.

‘Mmhmm,’ she murmurs when she looks at me and her eyes crinkle as she smiles. ‘What about you?’

‘I’d do it again,’ I say and she slaps me on my arm. I stare at the ceiling for a few minutes, considering telling her about what the lawyer said and deciding against it. Instead, I pull her into my arms, the cool evening breeze blowing across our naked bodies as we fall asleep.

***
The phone buzzes on the nightstand next to me and I let out a loud groan. It’s dark outside and Jen’s still asleep, snoring softly and I roll over to take a look at the screen.

I usually get the weekends off, but there’s a message from Mac.


Would you mind going out on the boat with me this afternoon? There’s a big hurricane incoming and I need to secure the clams.



Get more at
 
tate-bull.com

 .















Also by Tate Bull
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The Secret Boyfriend


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DW8L1NMB





When my girlfriend broke up with me, my life felt pointless. She was everything and my world was turned upside down.




That all changed when I decided to go out one night and met Alice. I couldn't believe that someone this hot could possibly be into me, then she introduced me to her business partner, Claire.




They have plans for me and now I have to decide if I’m ready to become their next Secret Boyfriend.



***
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Harem Air: The Complete Series


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3NMRB6F






My life was great. I was married and living in Chicago and had no plans to ever go back to the life I left behind in Alaska.




Unfortunately, things have a way of blowing up in your face and now I'm back in the rural town where I grew up, trying to figure out how to get my future back on track. My old flame, Meg
 , has returned and when we reconnect, everything begins to turn around.



Once Hannah
  comes into my life, I wonder if the three of us will be able to make it work and realize that three definitely isn't a crowd. Of course, that's before Dana
  blows into town, offering to sell my father's prized airplane and throwing a wrench into everything.



I never dreamed that things could be this crazy, but I've never been happier than I am right now.






















OEBPS/Image00005.jpg
A SLIGE OF L Ifa AREM FANTASY

TATE BULL





OEBPS/Image00003.jpg
TATE BULL





OEBPS/FONT00001.ttf


OEBPS/Image00002.jpg





OEBPS/FONT00000.ttf


