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  Chapter 1


It doesn’t feel real. 
‘I’m so sorry about your grandma, Bobby.’ 
Someone in the crowd of people surrounding me repeats the familiar mantra. I’m not really paying attention at this point and the endless stream of empty platitudes flow like a river of sorrow through my mind. I smile and nod and thank them and move on, losing track of who’s spoken to me.
The funeral was less than an hour ago and I’m still numb. Gummy was laid to rest in the plot next to my mom and my dad and my grandfather and I spent the entire funeral staring at the empty space next to them, the one that’s reserved for me. They’re together and I’m the only one left and I try to push away the dreary thoughts that consume me and force myself back to the present and the necessity of continuing my life, even though it all feels so pointless.
Travis is standing in the corner of Gummy’s living room, along with a few other high school buddies and I thank them for coming and ask them about their jobs and their kids and their spouses and their lives, but inside I’m screaming and I don’t know how I’m going to get through this ridiculous exercise without breaking down completely.
I look around the room, my eyes drifting over the faces of the people who had nothing better to do on a Saturday afternoon than attend this morbid gathering. I know some of them, others were Gummy’s friends, the rest are strangers. None of them deserve to be in her home, my refuge, and as I walk towards the kitchen, someone squeezes my shoulder.
Jen's been indispensable. She's the one who took care of the funeral arrangements and organized the repast. People stare when she gives me a hug and the small crowd around us disperses. I lock eyes with Lisa Williams as she leans close to the man standing next to her and whispers something in his ear.
I don’t care.
I’ve been on autopilot since Gummy died. I get up at four, go to work, come home, drink too much then go to sleep. I tell myself I’m going to do better the next day, but I don’t and I’m falling further and further into an abyss that I don’t know how to escape. This situation has been impossible to process and my mind keeps going in directions that it shouldn’t as I’m constantly reminded of the fact that I’m now completely alone.
I see Mac standing in the corner, the wrinkled button-down shirt and tie he's wearing obviously put on by force. Jen squeezes my hand and leaves me to grab something for the food table and I drift in his direction. I told him I didn’t want to talk about it after it happened and he’s respected that, but it’s unavoidable here and I can see the gears grinding in his head as he tries to come up with something to say.
‘I remember Charlene pretty well from when she volunteered at the library,’ Mac says uncomfortably as he slides his finger between the tight collar of his shirt and his neck. ‘She was a good lady.’
He’s right, she was a good lady. Too good for these people and definitely too good for me. Mac gnaws on his lip uncomfortably and crosses his arms as his eyes shift around the crowd and he lowers his voice and directs his attention to me.
‘Look, you should take some time off. Bubba's back from rehab and I'm gonna have too many guys to pay, anyway.’
I know he's lying, but appreciate the offer anyway. If there’s one thing he never has enough of, it’s reliable labor.
‘Work’s the only thing keeping me sane right now,’ I say and Mac nods. I can tell he’s jonesing for a cigarette and when Layla comes over with the baby and narrows her eyes at me, I want to break down, to crumple into a pile of flesh onto the floor and sob.
‘Anyway, thanks for coming,’ I say as I pat Mac on the shoulder. ‘See you on Monday, ok?’
Mac nods, taking this as permission to finally leave and I watch as he and his family file out through the side door.
I wish I could go too.
I walk into the kitchen, ostensibly to retrieve something from the pile of food on the table, but decide to sneak into the back pantry. The shelves are full of canned goods and food and boxes upon boxes of those nasty hard cookies Gummy loved and I have no idea what I'm going to do with it all.
I don't want to think about any of that right now and sit down on the floor and enjoy the brief respite I've granted myself.
Gummy’s last few weeks were spent in a medically induced coma in the hospital. They brought her out of it for a few hours, then she slipped back without saying a word, almost as though she didn't want to bother anyone with being sick. The doctor told me she wouldn't wake up and even if she did, surgical intervention to repair the damage would be too much trauma for someone her age.
I got a second opinion, and a third. They all said the same thing: there was nothing they could do, and it was best to let nature take its course. 
Every morning, I went to work and spent the rest of the day at the hospital. Tricia tried to help me, but I said some awful things that I can never take back and told her to leave. She stormed out and told me to go to hell and I hated myself and the fact that I hurt her in the same way I promised I wouldn’t. I couldn’t stand to have anyone around and told Nora to go home, too. She tried to talk me out of it, but ultimately respected my wishes, leaving me alone in my father’s empty house with nothing but my misery.
‘It’s my fault,’ I say to Jen when she sits cross-legged on the floor in front of me, smoothing her long dress over her thighs as she tries to get comfortable. ‘Maybe she’d still be alive if I had the phone on when we were at the beach. She was still responsive in the ambulance…’
‘Bobby, I love you but you’re being stupid. Your grandmother’s heart was a ticking time bomb. The only thing that would’ve fixed it was if she had gone to the doctor for checkups like she should’ve,’ Jen exhales with exasperation as she throws up her hands and leans against the wall. ‘You people are so goddamn stubborn, I swear.’
Despite myself, a laugh escapes my throat as her words hit me in the gut. There’s a running joke around here that the old farming families work until they drop dead from something completely preventable.
‘Do you want me to tell everyone to leave?’ Jen asks. I nod. I want them out of Gummy’s house. They don’t deserve to be here. I feel my breath catch. I haven’t let myself cry so far and I will not start now. I bite my lip and stare at the floor, steeling myself, wishing I could be anywhere but this place.
She grabs my hand and gives it a squeeze, then stands up and walks through the door. The clock ticks the seconds away above me and I hear car engines start en masse, then a few minutes later, silence.
It feels so good and I close my eyes, so happy that they’re gone and I don’t have to listen to any more of their empty condolences and meaningless words.
I actually considered going back to the order, begging the abbot to allow me to rejoin, but I knew that it was impossible. Once I left, it was over and I was on my own. Father Vasquez wasn’t much help, either, and I left the church feeling emptier than when I went inside.
A deep sense of dread fills me and the nagging reminder that I’m next is inescapable, following me through my daily activities as I attempt to convey a sense of normalcy in my otherwise deeply miserable life.
‘What did he say to her?’
I’m still hiding in the pantry and Jen and Nora are cleaning up the mess in the kitchen. I know I should go help them, but I feel frozen. Part of me wants their consolation, their support, but the other part doesn’t want to be reminded of everything I’ve lost and how I now need to pick up the pieces and just move on like it never happened.
That was the worst part of my mother's death and I'm reminded of my father and what happens when you refuse to accept your new reality.
I don't want that for myself.
‘I don’t know, but it was bad.’ Nora’s voice drifts into the pantry and I cringe, wishing I could turn back time and do things differently.
Nothing can excuse my behavior and I’ve texted Tricia so many apologies that she’s stopped looking at them. I doubt she’ll ever speak to me again and I deserve it. 
‘Jesus. No wonder she left.’
It’s like I’m seventeen again and I’m forcing everyone away, only this time I’m an adult and I should be able to handle this like one instead of being a petulant child. I sit in silence, hoping they all go away and that I don’t have to answer for what I’ve done or said, but it doesn’t work like that and I need to face up to the fact that I’ve been an asshole and no matter how hurt I am, my behavior has been absolutely inexcusable.
‘He’s in there,’ I hear Jen say and a few seconds later, the door opens and Nora walks into the enclosed space. She’s wearing a black dress that falls to her knees and folds it under her thighs as she sits next to me and wraps her arm around my shoulder. 
‘Bobby…’ she says and I lose it. I fucking break down like a baby and start sobbing and I hate myself. I want her to go away, to leave me alone and let me stew in my misery, but she just stares at me, her dark blue eyes filled with pity and I hate it so goddamn much, but when she kisses the top of my head and tells me that everything is going to be okay, I want to believe her and despite myself, I feel slightly better.
‘I’m not going to say that I understand what you’re going through, but I want you to know that we’re here for you, ok?’ Nora grabs my hand and stares at me and something inside of me cracks open and I can see light peeking around the edges of my misery and I realize that it's time for me to let it all go.






  
  Chapter 2


Please talk to me. I’m so sorry about what I said.  
I’m so sorry, I’m an asshole. 
I’m…
I keep writing and erasing message after message on my phone. I totally understand why Tricia hates me and why she’ll probably never talk to me again, but I don’t know how I can move forward without her in my life.
It’s been a week since the funeral and I’m returning to some semblance of normality. Nora and Jen tossed the booze and cleaned up my house and having them around has been invaluable, even though I’ve complained every step of the way.
I definitely don’t deserve them and even though the pain lingers, I feel like I can finally breathe. Nora moved back in yesterday and as Donut jumps onto my lap, I put down my phone and smile as the large cat cranks the purring to eleven almost immediately. She rubs her head against my face and her whiskers brush against my mouth and I burst into laughter as I try to make the tickling sensation go away.
‘It’s so good to hear that again,’ Nora says as she flops down onto the sofa next to me and turns on the TV. ‘You can always count on Donut to make you feel better.’
There’s a knock on the screen door, and I hear Jen’s voice. It’s mid-afternoon and I’m surprised she’s here this early.
‘Hello? Anyone home?’ I transfer Donut to Nora and get up to greet her. She’s waiting on the porch with a loaf of bread and a big smile and I open the screen door and motion for her to come in. ‘You’re looking so much better today. Is Nora around?’
‘I’m in here,’ Nora shouts and Jen hands over the loaf of bread, then pecks me on the cheek and walks inside to greet her. I’m definitely feeling left out as they hug, then Jen gives the other woman a kiss on the lips and drops her bag on a chair before rejoining me in the kitchen.
The bread’s still warm and I grab a knife so I can have a slice before it cools down. 
‘Just can't wait, huh?’ Jen teases. She knows how much I love her bread and whenever she brings over one of the leftover loaves it's gone in under an hour.
‘Want some?’ I ask Jen and she nods.
‘Save some for me,’ Nora shouts and I place the loaf on the cutting board as Jen grabs some strawberry jam from the fridge. I slice into the crusty loaf, inhaling the familiar scent as a bit of steam escapes. I grab a piece, then dump a spoonful of jam onto it and take a bite.
It tastes so good and I’m transported back to the abbey for a few seconds and give Jen a satisfied smile. They’ve both been so supportive through all of this, even though I tried my hardest to push them away and I can’t even imagine where I’d be right now if they’d given up on me.
‘I really appreciate…everything,’ I confess awkwardly and Nora gives Jen a look, then bursts into laughter. ‘What?’
The blonde leans closer, sliding her finger across my lips and wiping off a thick glob of jelly that was stuck in the corner, then kisses me. It feels good and I give in for a second, allowing myself to enjoy the sensation as everything else melts away.
‘You were in an awful place and it wasn’t your fault,’ Nora says as she takes a step back and finishes her slice of the bread.
I turn towards Jen and a jolt of electricity passes between us as she slides her fingernail down my cheek and I feel the wall I’ve built around me collapse completely. I’m so happy that she came back and even though she hasn’t said anything, I know people in town are talking about us. The hesitation about our unusual relationship has dissipated and as she pushes her tongue between my lips, all of it seems so unimportant and the only thing that matters is what’s happening right here, right now.
‘God, that feels so good,’ I murmur as my body comes alive. It’s like I’ve been in some sort of hibernation for the past month and desire fills me, rushing back with a vengeance as the kiss grows more intense and Jen’s strawberry flavored tongue pushes between my lips and into my mouth.
A primal need pulses through every cell of my body as the kiss deepens and I want her so badly that it physically hurts. I feel Nora’s hand on the small of my back and awkwardly push Jen towards the counter, helping her onto it as she unbuttons her blouse, her hands shaking as I turn to kiss Nora again.
‘I swore I wouldn’t do this today,’ Jen mumbles as Nora takes a step towards her and their lips meet and Nora smiles, clearly glad that she changed her mind. I watch them as my heart races and my cock stiffens enthusiastically for the first time in weeks.
‘You belong with us,’ Nora murmurs to the other woman as she pulls the fabric away from Jen’s shoulders and traces her puckered nipple through the thin cotton bra. The way Nora says that causes my skin to pimple and I loop my finger in the strap of Jen’s bra, tugging it down and allowing her heavy breast to fall out. I slide my finger across her thick nipple, watching it sharpen more intensely as Nora does the same on the other side.
I brush my lips across the rosy nub, then wrap them around it, forming a seal as I suck. Milk pours into my mouth as Jen arches her back, releasing a feral moan as I drink greedily. Nora strokes my hair, then does the same on the other side as Jen shifts her hips and I slide my fingers up her thigh and towards the soft skin nestled at the top. 
It feels so right and Jen pulls me closer as her sweet milk drips from the corner of my lips and she parts her thighs, allowing my fingers to explore the sticky flesh inside. I want to bury myself inside of her, to let everything else go and as I pull away from her nipple with a pop, I press my milky lips against hers and push my fingers deeper into her hot slit.
‘Mmmm,’ her throaty moans grow louder as I stroke her clit and lean closer to give her another kiss, her eyes wide with desire as the room fills with the sounds of pleasure. This drought has been rough on all of us and I owe them more than they could possibly know for everything they've done for me.
I push Jen’s thighs further apart and pull out my stiff cock, awkwardly shoving myself inside of her, the sensation more satisfying than I remember as I take a deep breath and pull her closer. She wraps her legs around me and I carry her to the kitchen table, carefully placing her on top as she lays down and Nora covers Jen’s lips with hers. The kiss is slow and seductive and I thrust harder and faster, filling her with my hot cum as I explode, unable to hold off any longer.
‘Fuck,’ I moan as Jen gives me a disappointed look and I shrug apologetically. ‘Sorry, it’s been a while.’ 
‘It’s fine, I don’t mind finishing the job,’ Nora laughs and pushes me aside as she buries her face between Jen’s thighs. Jen grasps the side of the table as Nora slides her tongue through the other woman’s pussy, feasting on the soaked skin, writhing beneath her and I feel myself coming back to life as I watch what's unfolding in front of me.
Jen moans in response, pulling Nora closer as she squeezes her breast and a trickle of milk leaks out, pooling on the table beneath her. I give myself a few quick strokes, then slide my hand between Nora’s thighs and realize that she’s not wearing panties.
‘What the fuck?’ I mumble and hear a throaty laugh coming from Nora as the naughty librarian teases Jen relentlessly and I slide my hand through her folds to make sure she’s ready.
‘It feels good, especially when it’s hot like this,’ Nora explains matter-of-factly as she slides a finger into Jen, causing a deep moan to escape her throat and I don’t want to wait any longer. As I work myself into Nora, she squeezes her thighs together, making her already tight pussy even more snug and I pound her harder, each thrust pushing her deeper against Jen.
Jen arches her back against the table as her body seizes and Nora stands upright, turning to kiss me as I continue my assault, pulling down the strap of her sundress and cupping her breast as I pull her tightly against me. The slight movements are enough to cause Nora’s body to tremble and I feel the familiar sensation as she climaxes and I let go again, releasing waves of cum into her as Jen slides off the table and pulls us into a tight embrace.
It feels like everything is almost perfect again and they grab my hands, dragging me upstairs and into the bed as we lay in the warm stillness of the early evening. There’s something I need to do and now feels like the perfect time to bring it up.
‘I’m planning on visiting the house in Cape Cod, do you want to go with me?’ I ask, hoping they say yes. My heartbeat has finally returned to normal and my mind is now racing with possibilities as the sky darkens. Nora slides her finger down my stomach as Jen rests her head on her hand and stares at me.
‘Yes,’ Nora says hesitantly as she looks at me and I know what’s coming next. ‘But you need to get Tricia back first.’ Her gaze shifts to Jen as she finishes, ‘We miss her.’ I involuntarily flinch, realizing that my careless words have cost all of us so much.
‘It’s not up to me. Maybe you could talk to her?’ I say, feeling a flash of hope that Nora or Jen could do a better job of pleading my case. Jen narrows her eyes and shakes her head and I realize that I’m on my own here.
‘You screwed up, Bobby. You need to apologize,’ Jen says and I know that she’s right.






  
  Chapter 3


‘I think I'll take you up on that time off,’ I tell Mac as we haul the gear out of the truck and lug it back to the shed. It’s almost noon on the hottest day of the year and I’m sweating like crazy. Once we finish the last load, I peel off my t-shirt and wipe away the beads of sweat pouring down my face. 
‘Good to hear,’ Mac says, even though his expression doesn’t match his words. I know finding reliable help is tough, but I feel like I need a break from everything to get back on track. ‘How long are we talking about?’
‘A week?’ I ask, hoping that’s not too much time. I really enjoy working with him and even though I don’t need the cash right now, I like having something to keep me occupied and my personal demons at bay.
‘Yeah,’ Mac says as he exhales and lights up a cigarette. ‘That’s fine. I’ll see if Jose can rustle up another guy to fill in. You’ll be coming back, right?’
‘That’s the plan. I mean, my life’s here,’ I say, realizing that statement means less now than it did a month ago. 
‘You taking Tricia?’ Mac asks and I shrug. Despite my apologies, she still hasn’t responded to my texts and I don't even know if she's still in town.
‘I want to, but we had a fight, and I said some pretty awful things. I don’t know if she’ll forgive me,’ I say, not sure why I’m telling this to Mac. I’m fairly certain he’s heard all about what happened, but I need to talk about it with someone who’s not directly involved.
‘I know Layla’s railing about it, and I’ve tried to keep my distance from the whole mess, but it sounds like she’s pretty pissed,’ he says as he breathes out a plume of smoke. ‘Tricia's still hanging around the house instead of going home. It might be a sign that she’s willing to listen to you.’
Relief washes through me when he says that and I wave goodbye as I leave the shed. I shuffle through the broken oyster shells, my thoughts racing as I get in my car and head directly to Mac’s trailer, determined to fix the mess I made. I run through every possible scenario in my head and hope that I won’t have to grovel too hard to get Tricia to give me a few minutes.
Dark clouds are moving in from the west as I pull into Mac’s driveway and raw electricity is seeding the air. I take a deep breath before stepping out of my car and it feels as though I’m walking out to face a firing squad. Tricia’s SUV is out front and I see movement through the narrow kitchen window as I move closer. I’m frankly terrified of Layla and can’t imagine what Tricia’s told her cousin about what happened, but I honestly deserve every ounce of vitriol that’s about to be hurled in my direction and am willing to do whatever it takes to make this right.
As I walk through the grass, I feel my heart racing and by the time I get to the wooden steps that jut out in front of the porch, Layla’s already made her way through the sliding glass door, staring me down as she crosses her arms and gives me the dirtiest look I’ve ever seen.
‘What the fuck do you want, Bobby Hatton?’ She asks with an annoyed expression and I take off my hat, wringing it in my hands, as I return her stare. The scalding afternoon sun briefly reappears from behind a thick cloud as a bead of sweat rolls down my back.
‘Is Tricia here?’ I ask and she narrows her eyes, her gaze cutting through me and making me feel lower than dirt. ‘I need to talk to her.’
‘Yes, she’s here, but you’re not talking to her,’ Layla gives me an impenetrable look and I try again.
‘I want to apologize to her, Layla,’ I feel ridiculous, but if this is what I have to do to get Tricia back, I’m willing to make a complete ass of myself in front of the entire town. ‘I fucked up.’
Layla glares at me for a few tense seconds, then turns on her heel and goes back inside while I wait. The wind picks up and I’m wondering if they’re just going to leave me here like this. I hear the low rumble of thunder in the distance and I glance in that direction, hoping it’s just from the heat. I shuffle my feet, then consider going onto the porch, but I’m frozen here and when the door cracks open, I feel my heart jolt back to life.
‘Why are you here, Bobby?’ Tricia asks as she emerges onto the deck, an annoyed tone saturating her words as she holds her hand over her eyes to block out the glare. She’s barefoot and wearing ratty cutoffs with a loose t-shirt that forms perfectly against her thin body in the strong breeze. Her red hair is loose and whips around her face and she looks like a fierce pagan goddess as she wraps her arms around herself protectively. 
‘I’m here to apologize,’ I say, taking a few steps towards the porch as she leans against the railing and continues to stare me down. She’s waiting for me to say something else and even though I’ve gone through this exact scenario several hundred times, the words I practiced refuse to come out.
‘I told you I wouldn’t put up with your bullshit. I’ve been through it before and don’t want to do it again,’ she says, but I hear her voice catch and realize that she’s as upset as I am. My thoughts finally arrange themselves into something coherent and I begin to plead my case.
‘I was hurting so badly and I felt like you were pushing me to just get over it, remember?’ The scene replays itself in my mind and I recall how upset I was when the doctors told me that it was time to let Gummy go. 
Tricia was at the hospital with me, helping me through the last few days. Instead of giving me the time I needed, it felt like she was pushing me to make a decision; that she didn’t give a shit about what I was going through.
‘I didn’t mean it that way. I was trying to help you through it, but you said you didn’t want me around, that I was a leech. Do you know how much that hurt?’ She lowers her voice and chews on her lip as her eyes soften slightly and I want to pull her into my arms and apologize and tell her that I didn’t mean it. I’d give anything to rewind time, to change my reaction, but I can’t and I’m paying the price for what I said.
This is exactly what happened with Jen and my high school friends and I can’t believe that I couldn’t see it going in the same direction again. The worst part is that I have so much more to lose now and not fixing the damage I’ve done would be devastating.
‘I don’t know why I said it. I think I just wanted you to hurt as badly as me and it was so goddamn stupid...’ This isn’t coming out right and I can tell I’m losing her as she takes a step back and glares at me. A thick layer of clouds covers the sun and the rumbling gets closer and I wish we could sit down and talk, rather than standing here like two adversaries across a battlefield.
‘What can I do to make it up to you?’ I ask as she takes a step towards me, then sits on the wooden steps, running her hands through her red hair, a pained expression on her face. I suddenly realize that Layla’s waiting at the kitchen window, ready to strike as soon as Tricia gives the word. ‘I’ll do anything to fix it, just tell me what you want.’
‘I want you to promise me…’ A tear escapes the corner of her eye and she wipes it away and she sniffles, looking towards the sky as a few large drops of rain escape the clouds overhead and a loud crack of thunder echoes around us. ‘That you’ll do better, not just try.’
‘I promise,’ I say and the rain comes down harder and I hold out my hand as she stands and takes a few steps towards me. ‘Let’s get in the car, ok?’
I open the door for her and she gets in, her hair soaked and the water molding her white shirt to her body. Her pink nipples are beaded beneath the nearly sheer fabric and her mascara is smudged and at this moment, she's the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. The rain pours down outside, pounding against the metal roof of the car as Tricia stares at me and I hate myself for being so stupid.
‘I love you, Tricia, but you have to understand how much I was hurting. Gummy was the last family I had and when she was in the hospital, it felt like everything in my life was unravelling. I shouldn’t have taken it out on you and I understand if you never want to speak to me again, but,’ I exhale as she stares at me blankly. I’m rambling and need to get to the point. ‘Please come back. I need you.’
Her blue eyes are like sapphires and I feel like she’s at the precipice, desperately wanting to come back, but terrified that I’m going to hurt her again. I wait for her answer, not sure how I’ll be able to live with myself knowing that I screwed everything up so badly and pushed her away because I couldn’t control my worst instincts.
‘Ok, but you’ve had your one chance. Next time you fuck up, I’m out. Got it?’ She says hesitantly and as relief washes through my body, I feel Layla’s eyes boring a hole through me and nod in agreement. ‘Also, no fucking until I feel like you’ve really earned it.’
‘I can live with that,’ I say with a laugh and lean closer to give her a chaste peck on the cheek.






  
  Chapter 4


I know nothing about the beach house I’ve inherited other than the fact that it’s located just outside of Provincetown, Massachusetts, on the interior coast of Cape Cod Bay. The lawyer didn’t have any photos and when I tried to look the place up on my map app, the image was blocked. For all I know, it could be a shack, but I can't wait to finally visit. 
Taking this trip feels like the perfect opportunity for a reset and after a bit of last-minute planning, all four of us manage to find a few days when we can all get some much needed time off. Jen and Nora have to work through Friday afternoon, so Tricia and I will fly north first to make sure the house is livable and they'll join us on Saturday for a few days.
The flight’s in a few hours and I’m picking up Tricia to head to the airport. We’re getting a rental car in Boston, then taking the ferry to Provincetown. It's going to be a long day and I'm equal parts excited and terrified.
‘You ready?’ I ask as Tricia slides into the passenger seat of the Olds and I lean over to give her a kiss, but all I get is the broad side of her cheek as she nods. She’s still staying with Layla and was dead serious when she said that I’d have to work overtime to get her back.
‘Jen and Nora are flying in tomorrow, so we can get the house ready tonight…’ I say, rambling to fill the awkward silence in the car.
‘Sure, whatever you think,’ she replies cooly as she stares out the window and I’m happy that she’s finally responding with words instead of grunts. It feels like a step in the right direction. ‘I’m really excited about seeing the place.’
‘Me too.’
‘You’ve never been?’ Tricia asks as she stares at the trees lining the two-lane road as I check the time and feel my nerves getting the better of me.
‘No, and honestly, I don’t know what to expect,’ I say as we turn off the small country road and merge onto the interstate that will take us the rest of the way.
We arrive at the airport thirty minutes later and I park the car, then grab the luggage. The terminal is bustling, filled with summer travelers and I follow Tricia as she leads the way. I’ve never flown before, and I’m so glad I’m not alone. I try to act normal, but inside I’m freaking out and as the plane finally takes off, I'm worried that I'm going to break the armrest with my terrified grip. 
Tricia grabs my other hand, squeezing it lightly, and rests her head on my shoulder and talks about how excited she is, but I zone out for most of it as I keep my eyes directly on the seat in front of me and recite the few prayers I still remember hoping some divine spirit is actually out there and rooting for me to get through this. Every jolt causes my death grip to tighten and by the time the wheels touch the ground, my hand feels like a stone claw and hurts like hell when I finally wrench it away and flex my fingers.
Once we're off the plane, I resist the urge to fall to my knees and kiss the ground and decide that I don’t care how long it takes, we’re driving back to Cape James. The rental car is waiting for us and we slowly make our way through the early afternoon traffic towards the pier and onto the large ferry that will take us across the bay.
The land stretched out in front of us is flat and sandy and reminds me of home. It's about twenty degrees cooler on the water and I wrap my arm around Tricia, kissing her hair and breathing in her familiar perfume as we stand on the upper deck and stare at the Cape. She leans against me and it feels nice to have her in my arms again.
An hour and a half later, we arrive in Provincetown and excitement fills me as we drive through the quaint streets that lead us out of the small town. The homes in the area are quaint and pretty and from the little I know about my grandparents, it's easy to imagine them vacationing here.
We arrive at the house just as the sun is starting its final descent and as we pull down the long brick driveway that’s surrounded by seagrass; I breathe a sigh of relief. It’s late afternoon, and the air is warm and wet and we get out of the rental car and I take in the surrounding scenery before turning my attention to the two-story cottage in front of me.
The house is surprisingly isolated, with another house maybe a mile away and no other cars to be seen. Seagrass peeks out of the sandy dunes and the gentle breeze pushes the grains of sand across the entranceway. Like most of the other houses in the area, this one is sheathed in brown shingles and has a red metal roof that juts out over the edge of the structure.
I grab the bags from the trunk and walk towards the front door, fumbling through the dozen or so keys to find the correct one. Once we’re inside, we open the windows to air out the musty rooms and explore the spacious, but dated interior. There’s a large entryway with stairs that wind around the eastern wall and an elegant chandelier that illuminates the vaulted entrance.
I take an initial survey of the space as I inspect each room, going upstairs and realizing that the house is significantly bigger than it appears from the outside. The furniture looks like it’s been around since the eighties, but the house is clean and tidy and when I look through the windows facing the beach, I’m mesmerized by the crashing waves and cool sea breeze.
‘Wow, look at that view,’ Tricia breathes as she stares at the setting sun. The sky looks like it’s on fire and when she grabs my hand and squeezes it excitedly, I realize everything is going to be fine.
‘Want to go for a swim?’ I ask after a few more minutes of comfortable silence and she nods excitedly.
‘Sure, let me change,’ she says as she leans closer and brushes her lips against mine. It feels so nice and she lingers for longer than a peck. When she pulls away, her eyes sparkle and chills race through my body as I turn towards the back entrance. ‘Meet you out there.’
The warm sand is peppered with driftwood and seaweed and shifts between my toes as I walk towards the shoreline, inhaling the briny air as the sound of the waves relaxes my mind. I take a tentative step into the cool water before peeling off my shirt and wading in.
The water is colder than I’m used to, but it feels like a baptism when I force myself beneath the gentle waves and swim away from the shore. The salt water burns my throat as I hold my breath and dive for the bottom, floating in the dark void for a few seconds as my mind empties. I emerge to see Tricia wading in, then retreating onto the sand when she realizes how cold the water is.
‘Come on, you get used to it,’ I shout, but she shakes her head, then spreads out a towel. I wave, taking a few more minutes for myself before trudging out of the water and joining her.
I’m dripping wet as I flop down on the towel next to her and exhale. The last fiery remnants of the sun disappear over the horizon as the air cools slightly, and the breeze washes over us. As I stretch my legs in front of me, Tricia leans over and rests her head on my wet lap.
‘This is nice,’ she murmurs as she stretches and stares at me, looking relaxed and happy. I lean over to kiss her, then pull back, not wanting to push her to do anything she’s not ready for.
‘I’m excited about seeing Nora and Jen tomorrow,’ she says and I nod.
‘They missed you,’ I reply as I brush a few strands of hair away from her cheek.
‘I missed them too. Almost as much as I missed you.’ Her voice trails off and she smiles, then sits up, her eyes sparkling. ‘Race you inside!’
She stands up and dashes off and I pick up the discarded clothes she left behind.
‘Hey, that’s not fair,’ I shout after her as her feet kick up the sand and laughter trails behind her. By the time I’m finally heading back, arms full of sandy clothes, she’s already inside and the lights blink on. The house is glowing and nestled in the dunes with the full moon rising overhead, it almost looks magical.
I use the outdoor hose to awkwardly wash the sand off my feet and body and stomp inside, drying myself with the discarded towel as I walk through the open downstairs, looking for Tricia. I’m thirsty and grab a glass of water, then head up the winding stairs.
The shower is running, and I occupy myself by making up the bed. She emerges a few minutes later, a towel wrapped around her body as steam drifts out of the bathroom behind her. She takes a few hesitant steps towards me and I close the gap as the tension builds and my desire for her hits me like a freight train.
‘I missed you so much,’ I murmur as her lips meet mine and a light laugh escapes her throat.
‘Really? Why don't you show me how much?’ I accept the challenge and help her onto the soft bed, kissing her as my hand drifts into the towel and I squeeze her nipple. Her body is so familiar at this point but it’s been so long that everything is new again. She trembles beneath my touch and I’m determined to treat her the way she deserves.
I pull the heavy towel away from her body, then lay a trail of kisses down her stomach, pausing as I reach her cleft to make sure she's ready. She responds by spreading her thighs apart and rests her head on the pillows as she chews on the nail of her index finger and stares at me with an intense gleam in her blue eyes.
‘Well?’ She says as she cocks her eyebrow. ‘My pussy’s not gonna lick itself.’
I laugh nervously as the pressure mounts and I feel like I've got one chance to do this and I'd better make her come or she'll never speak to me again. I lower myself to kiss her belly button, forming a seal and blowing the tight skin. The resulting noise causes her to burst into a fit of giggles and turns down the tension to a reasonable level.
‘God, Bobby. Are you stalling?’ She says as twists the ring in her nipple and shifts her hips, waiting for me to start. 
‘You caught me,’ I say truthfully as I stare at the glistening pink skin and slide my finger over her clit. ‘I don't want this to end.’
‘It won't,’ she whispers. ‘If you promise me that you won't take me for granted.’
I answer by dragging my tongue across the tight bundle of nerves and eliciting a deep moan as her body quivers beneath me. I slide my tongue through her wet slit, her musky scent igniting my body as she pulls me closer, grinding herself against my face as I show her how much I missed her.
I push a finger inside of her, curling it then adding another as she clenches around me- I want to make her come before I even consider satisfying myself. It's the least I can do and watching her eyes roll back into her head as short pants escape her lips is almost enough to send me careening over the edge.
She's so wet as my fingers twist inside of her and my tongue flicks over her tight little bud. Her hips shift and thrust uncontrollably and I know she's close as the sounds she makes drive me crazy and I rub myself against the mattress, desperate for some relief.
‘Come for me Tricia,’ I whisper right before sliding my finger over her clit again. I’m rewarded with a gush of slick fluid coating my hand and soaking the sheets as her body shakes and stiffens.
‘Dammit, Bobby,’ she moans as her body convulses and I'm so hard that I can't stand it. ‘Dont just stare at me like that, fuck me!’
She doesn't need to ask twice and a few seconds later I'm inside of her, balls deep, pulling her ankles over my shoulder as I drive into her, each thrust met with a loud cry as I lean down to take her soft nipple between my lips and twist the tiny hoop with my tongue.
I feel the urgent need to reclaim her, to make her mine again and I pull out, forcing her to her knees as I spread her ass apart, and slide my hand through her slick folds. As I ease inside of her hot, wet core, I push down on her back, enjoying the sensation as I slip deeper inside. I wrap my hands around her narrow hips, thrusting slowly at first, then faster as she responds, begging for more.
‘Like that, fuck me harder,’ her moans sound delirious and I try to hold off, wanting to give her the chance to come again before finishing myself off. When I feel her clench around me and let out a satisfied laugh, I let go, my orgasm like a release of floodwater as I lean over her. My lips find her neck as my body convulses softly and I soften inside of her.
‘That was nice,’ I say with a laugh and she pushes me off of her and onto the soft mattress.
‘Nice? That’s the best you can come up with?’ She teases, then pulls me into her arms, stroking my hair as we fall asleep listening to the waves crash against the shore.






  
  Chapter 5


Even though I’m on vacation, I still wake up before the sun even thinks about rising and stare into the darkness as Tricia snores softly next to me. I lay completely still, enjoying the feeling of her body nestled snugly in my arms. I’m so happy that she’s here and the fact that Nora and Jen are joining us later today means that for the first time in the last few miserable weeks, I'm completely content. 
This summer has been so chaotic, but I feel like things are turning around for good. I think about everything that’s happened and what the future could hold and as the sun breaks over the bay, I stare through the large picture windows and listen to Tricia’s light breaths as her body jerks softly from her dreams.
I trace my finger down her arm almost as if I’m trying to confirm that she’s really there. Once I’m satisfied that she’s not a dream, I pull away, rolling out of the enormous bed and walking downstairs to take a leak and go through the cabinets. There’s nothing to eat, so I decide to drive out to one of the small cafes that we saw on the way in to grab some breakfast before we get the house ready for the new arrivals.
I’m still not used to the rental car and I hop in and try to push the key into the ignition, then remember that I have to press a button instead. I expect the engine to roar to life, but it purrs softly and I nudge it into reverse, backing out onto the small, winding road we took to get here. I pass a few trucks with boats hitched to the back heading towards the water and it feels weird to not be joining them.
After a few wrong turns, I pull into the empty parking lot in front of the cute little bungalow that houses it. The sun’s barely up and I’m worried they’re not open yet, but when I push the door, I’m answered with a jingle of the bell and an attractive woman behind the counter greets me.
‘Morning,’ I reply and place an order for coffee and blueberry scones. As I wait, I stare at a large group of photos on the far wall and immediately recognize the man and woman in one of them. They’re in their sixties and seated at one of the small bistro tables against the far wall. He has his arm wrapped around her as they smile and stare into the camera.
‘Excuse me, how long have you been working here?’ I ask. The woman can’t be over thirty, so I’m not getting my hopes up, but it doesn't hurt to try.
‘About ten years, why?’
‘Do you know the people in this photo?’ I ask as I point towards the picture.
‘Of course, that’s Mr and Mrs Hines, I think they lived in Boston, but came out here on the weekends,’ she answers with a friendly smile and warmth rushes through me as I imagine them sitting here, having coffee and reading the paper.
‘How well did you know them?’ I ask, feeling like I’m interrogating her and add some additional context to explain my interest. ‘Sorry, I know that’s a weird question. They were my grandparents and, honestly, I didn’t know them very well.’
‘Oh, you’re the one who inherited their beach house?’ She says with a light laugh. ‘We’ve been wondering if it would just stay empty. It’s such a beautiful place, it would be a shame to let it fall into ruin. Do you have any plans for it?’
‘Not really. I live in Virginia and it’s too far to visit regularly,’ I say and she gives me another smile as she puts the scones I ordered into a paper bag and slides the cups of coffee across the counter. ‘I’ve been curious about what they were like, so it’s nice to meet someone who knew them, even if it was only casually.’
‘Well, they mostly kept to themselves, but they would come in here on Sunday mornings and order the same thing every time — two coffees and two bagels, uh,’ she tries to remember as she rolls her eyes upwards and squints. ‘One with cream cheese, the other with butter. They were always very sweet and tipped well.’
I guess that’s not a bad way to be remembered, but it’s not exactly the information I’m looking for. I thank her and leave, then drive back to the house, easing down the flat open road as I stare at the water in front of me. It’s quiet and peaceful and I take a few seconds to appreciate the raw beauty of the scenic landscape surrounding me, the gentle swish of the waves and the light breeze that weaves its way around my body. The air is warming up and I carry the food into the house, carefully maneuvering up the stairs then opening the bedroom door and sneaking inside.
Tricia’s still asleep and I carefully pull myself onto the bed next to her, not wanting to wake her as I pull off the lid of one coffee and take a sip. A few minutes later, she groans and rolls over, her eyes blinking away the sleep as she stares at me.
‘What?’ She asks with a grin. I’m so happy that she forgave me and I want to tell her that, but I don’t know how to without making it sound corny.
‘I got you some breakfast,’ I say as I lean down to kiss her and she lets out a soft giggle. The early morning light makes her tan skin glow and I still hate myself for treating her the way I did, but almost losing her made me realize I would be insane to ever do it again. The past month has been hell, but it’s also forced me to come to terms with who I am.
‘That’s sweet,’ she says with a yawn as she blinks a few more times and focuses her blue eyes on me. She pulls herself into a seated position and takes the coffee from my hands, blowing the steam away before taking a sip. ‘I still can’t believe I gave in so soon. I’d planned on locking you out for at least a month.’
‘You just can’t resist me,’ I say as I lean closer to give her another kiss and she scoffs. ‘But honestly, I feel so bad about everything. Something inside of me just snapped and…I don’t know, but I shouldn’t have taken it out on you.’
‘It’s a new day and a fresh start,’ she says as she lightly clears her throat and sits up, the sheet falling away from her body and giving me another peek at her perfect breasts as she gives me a wicked smile. ‘Where’s that breakfast you promised me?’
An hour later we’re showered and dressed and Tricia’s searching through the linen closet, looking for enough sheets for the beds. I don’t know what the sleeping situation is going to be, so it’s easier to have a room ready for everyone and sort it out later.
‘I’m surprised how tidy this place is,’ Tricia says as she throws a pile of linens on the bed in the room down the hall from where we slept last night.
‘I think the lawyer had a cleaning service come out once a month,’ I say, recalling the conversation in the office in Boston. ‘But I need to figure out what to do with this house.’
‘You could rent it out,’ she says, and it’s not a bad idea, but sounds like a nightmare to deal with. ‘I could help you out if you want.’
‘I’ll think about it, but I could also just sell it, I mean how often am I going to get up here, anyway?’ 
‘What’s keeping you away? I mean, you work for Mac, but do you really need to?’ Tricia asks and I know that she’s right, but as much as I hate to admit it, I love my job.
‘I could quit, but what else would I do?’ I ask, pretty sure that she doesn’t have an answer. ‘Idle hands are the devil’s workshop, that's what Brother Lucias said.’
Tricia snorts and rolls her eyes and I can’t help but laugh. The memories of my time in the monastery are fading fast, but so much of what I learned there is baked into who I am now, both the good parts and the bad.
‘I don’t know, anything. You’re a pretty smart guy, even though you do some really stupid shit sometimes,’ she says. I’ve never been good at managing my time and I’m fairly certain I’d just get into trouble if I didn’t have something to do. I decide to change the subject.
‘What about you?’
‘I don’t know. I guess I’ll finish nursing school, maybe find a job that doesn’t involve getting naked,’ she says with a broad grin and I laugh, unable to imagine her working behind the counter at a fast-food restaurant.
‘How many more semesters do you have before graduation?’ I ask as I shove one pillow into a pillowcase and Tricia tucks the corner of the flat sheet under the edge of the mattress.
‘Another year.’ When she says that, it hits me that she’s probably going to go back to Raleigh to finish and I hate the thought of not seeing her every day. My life wasn’t the same without her in it and I’d be miserable if I could only see her on the weekends.
‘Could you transfer to somewhere closer?’ I ask hopefully.
‘I’m not sure, but I can definitely ask around,’ she answers and a glimmer of hope shoots through me as we finish getting the house ready for the new arrivals.






  
  Chapter 6


The Provincetown regional airport is tiny, and Tricia and I stand outside of the security area, waiting for Jen and Nora to get off the small plane that just landed. They can only stay for a few days, but I’m so excited to see them and hope that this can be a new start for us away from the pressure back home. 
I see the first people deplaning and a few minutes later, Jen emerges with Nora close behind her. Jen has a brilliant smile and rushes over to me, giving me a big hug and a kiss. She’s wearing a flowing dress that dips down deep in the front and shows off her tits to full effect. I’m not the only one staring and give the guy standing next to us a dirty look.
‘How was the flight?’ I ask as I take her bag, then lean over to give Nora a kiss as well. I get a few raised eyebrows from the other people surrounding us, but I don’t care. They’re nothing to me and the only people I care about are standing right next to me.
‘Terrifying,’ Jen says and Nora bursts into laughter as we head for the exit.
‘She was absolutely freaking out. I’m surprised they didn’t make an emergency landing to escort her off the plane,’ Nora says and Jen rolls her eyes as we stroll through the bright parking lot.
‘It’s the smallest plane I’ve ever been on. It freaked me out,’ Jen laughs and I’m so happy that they’re with me and everyone is getting along. The girls chatter as we walk towards the rental car and start the short drive back to the house. 
‘God, Bobby, this place is amazing,’ Jen breathes and pulls out her phone to snap a couple of photos. ‘Can you take my bag inside for me? I want to call Mom to make sure Kevin’s ok.’
I nod and lean closer to give her a kiss, then grab her backpack from the trunk. ‘You packed light this time,’ I tease Nora as I pick up her small suitcase and she smacks my arm.
‘I told you it was Donut’s stuff,’ she says as she grasps Tricia’s hand and drags her towards the beach. My eyes follow them as I unlock the door and drop the bags in the foyer. I watch as Nora dips her toes into the water and squeals as they retreat to the beach, locking arms as the pair strolls down the sandy expanse.
The front door opens behind me and Jen walks in, looking distracted and I hope everything is ok at home.
‘Is something wrong?’ I ask as I hand her a bottle of water and she thanks me.
‘No, everything’s actually really great. Kevin’s grandparents are coming next week and I’m excited,’ She shakes her head and forces a smile, but I can tell that something’s off.
‘So why do you look like you’re miserable?’
‘I guess it just feels like I’m losing control, you know. He’s always been mine and now they’ll want a say in how I raise him.’ She shakes her head as she takes a drink and stares through the window. I can’t even imagine what she’s going through, but she needs someone to talk to and it’s the least I can do after everything she’s done for me.
‘It’s better for him,’ I say as I pull her into my arms and kiss the top of her head. She wraps her arms around my waist and we stand in silence for a few minutes as she collects her thoughts.
‘I know you’re right, but it’s hard,’ she says as she takes a step away and wipes her eyes, giving me a sad little smile. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t want to be a downer. This is supposed to be a fun weekend.’
‘Don’t apologize, I mean, I’ve been a raging asshole for the past month, you’re absolutely entitled to be sad too,’ I say and she laughs, then rests on her elbows on the kitchen counter.
‘Mine isn’t even that bad, I guess I’m just sad that he’s growing up and won’t need me as much, you know?’
‘He’ll always need you, Jen. His grandparents are just a bonus,’ I hear raucous laughter as Nora and Tricia come barging back in, squealing as they race towards the stairs. Jen wipes her eyes and I wish there was something else I could do to make her feel better about this, but there’s not much I can offer her besides my support.
‘It’s beautiful out there,’ Nora says with a sparkle in her eye. ‘Let’s go have fun.’
‘She’s right,’ I say to Jen, and she leans towards me and kisses me, a genuine smile forming on her lips as she goes upstairs to change.
Nora grabs my hand and drags me outside as Tricia joins Jen upstairs. The sun is bright, and I spread out the large blanket and pull Nora down next to me. A few minutes later, we’re all on the beach, enjoying the last hours of daylight as we lounge on the blanket, finishing a bottle of wine and staring at the horizon as the sun begins its descent.
‘Do you even own a bathing suit,’ Jen asks as Nora pulls her dress over her head and slides her hands over her tits, clearly not bothered by our neighbors down the beach getting an eyeful.
Jen puts on her sunglasses, rolling onto her back as she revels in the sun and Tricia stares at her voluptuous body for a few seconds before reaching out and sliding her finger across the other woman’s breast. Jen bites her lower lip and her cheeks turn bright red as Tricia slides the piece of fabric away and exposes her ripe nipple.
‘Are you still having problems?’ Tricia teases as she pinches the rosy nub and Jen squirms against the sand.
‘Not lately, but I haven’t had any issues with keeping them drained,’ she says with a snort as Tricia leans over to take it between her lips, biting her softly as Nora and I watch. 
‘That’s good,’ Tricia murmurs as she exposes the other breast and my gaze drifts towards the small group a few hundred feet away. Nora stares at me, rubbing her thighs together and I can feel the electricity filling the air as the tension between the four of us builds. Although I definitely wouldn’t mind seeing where this goes, I’m not sure if I want an audience.
‘Want to go inside?’ I ask as the wind dies down and the mosquitoes make their first appearance. I stand up, dusting the sand off my body as I extend my hand and pull up the girls, then grab the blanket, shaking it out and giving the other people on the beach a nod and a smile as we trudge back inside, ready to end the evening with a bang.






  
  Chapter 7


‘This place is magical,’ Nora says as she scoots closer to me on the sofa and rests her head on my shoulder. It’s dark outside, and she lets out a loud yawn, then stares at me for a few minutes, looking completely content as the evening winds down. 
Jen and Tricia grab some drinks from the fridge and join us in the living room as we stare through the large windows. It’s been an incredible first day and I think that this was the getaway that we all needed after everything that’s happened over the past month.
‘I definitely think you should keep this house, Bobby,’ Jen says as she sits next to Tricia and hands me a beer.
‘Do you think you want to come back?’ I ask teasingly, remembering what Nora told me about the other woman’s reaction to the flight here.
‘Only if we can drive,’ she says and I agree completely. I’m definitely not ready to get on another airplane any time soon. I comb my fingers through Nora's hair and lean down to give her a kiss as Jen rests her head on Tricia's lap and stares at us. 
‘I definitely want to come back,’ Nora murmurs as she wraps her fingers around my neck and pulls me towards her again. Her lips are soft and warm and as the kiss grows more intense, my heart races.
‘What are you doing?’ I ask as she pushes me away, then lowers herself to the floor in front of me, resting her chin on my knee before reaching out to unzip my shorts.
‘What do you think I'm doing?’ Her voice is warm and enticing and she grabs my cock and pulls it out, sliding her tongue the length of my shaft as she gently grips my balls. She wraps her lips around the tip, sucking softly as her tongue teases me. Her eyes lock onto mine and my mind empties as I stroke her blonde hair and almost forget that we have an audience.
‘She’s good,’ Jen whispers loudly to Tricia and they burst into a fit of giggles as Nora shoots them a dirty look, then returns to the task at hand. I shift my hips as I get harder and the suction from Nora intensifies. I realize that I’m in for a long night and settle in as I see Jen’s hand drift beneath Tricia’s shirt. 
Tricia lets out a squeal and Jen covers the other woman’s mouth with hers as Nora slides her hand up and down my shaft, teasing me. I watch with interest as Jen pulls Tricia’s shirt over her head, sliding her hand across the other woman’s soft breasts and I remember what Jen told me about wanting to be with her. As I hit the back of Nora’s throat, I wonder what the hell I’ve done to deserve this.
A low moan escapes Tricia’s throat as she turns to stare at me, her eyes wide with desire, then moans loudly as Jen sucks and bites her soft pink nipple. 
‘Come on, Jen, you should get him first. He’s ready for you,’ Nora says with a wink, as she strokes me softly and Tricia grabs Jen's hand, dragging her in our direction.
Jen's cheeks are flushed and Tricia pulls the other woman’s loose dress off of her body, giving me a look at her incredible curves, then leans in to kiss her. They're all so different from each other but fit together perfectly. 
Nora tugs off Jen's bikini bottom and slides her fingers through the other woman's smooth pussy lips, causing Jen's eyes to roll back in her head and a gasp to escape her mouth. I could watch them all day and let them take their time as Tricia massages Jen's full breasts and a trickle of milk leaks from one of her rosy nipples.
Tricia licks it off, then pushes Jen towards me, turning her body to face them as Jen lowers herself onto my cock. I grab her hips, guiding her onto me as she adjusts. Nora's fingers work her clit and tiny contractions race through her body as she sheathes me completely, melting against me as I kiss the supple skin of her neck and inhale her scent.
She shifts her hips as I spread her thighs apart and stroke her clit, Nora sitting on one side of us and Tricia on the other. Jen’s hands tangle in their hair as they drink from her breasts and her body rocks softly, her feral moans filling the room as she loses herself completely.
I feel Jen spasm as she comes, bucking her hips as the contractions intensify, then slowing as the orgasm crawls through her extremities and she relaxes against me, exhaling as she kisses Nora, then Tricia, then crawls off of me and onto the sofa, her dark eyes bright with satisfaction. 
Tricia kneels in front of me, taking my stiff, wet cock into her hot mouth as I exhale loudly, wrapping her red hair around my wrist and guiding her movements. Her blue eyes focus on me and Nora grabs my hand, pulling me off of the sofa and onto the plush carpet as she mounts me, clearly unwilling to wait any longer as she forces my hands over my head and leans over to kiss me with her sweet lips. Her narrow hips rock frantically as she takes what she wants from me and I’m willing to give her everything.
‘Does it feel good?’ Nora breathes as she sits up and pulls my hands to her tight breasts. Her pink nipples bud beneath my touch and Tricia reaches around and strokes the other woman’s clit as Nora leans back and Tricia latches onto her nipple, biting and pulling as Nora’s body responds and I’m having a hard time holding back. I sit up, pushing her to her knees as I slap her ass, the sharp sound reverberating across the room as Tricia lays in front of her, spreading her thighs and pulling Nora’s face into the sticky pink flesh between them.
Tricia lets out a ragged breath as Nora licks her furiously and my thrusts grow more forceful. Nora’s so tight and her body grips me as I thrust forcefully, wanting to hold off but finally giving in as I release inside of her and she collapses onto Tricia’s stomach, panting as I pull out and watch my cum drip out of her pussy and onto the colorful rug.
My head is spinning, but the look in Tricia’s eyes tells me that it’s not over yet and she pushes me back onto the sofa and straddles me. She lowers her lips to mine as her hand reaches down and she strokes me back to life and I’m reminded of the first time we were together and how good it was and how it’s only gotten better.
‘You’re thinking about it too,’ she murmurs and I swear she can read my mind. Her body is so perfect and her spicy perfume radiates off of her skin as she lowers herself onto me and my mind empties as her hips move. Nora lays down next to Jen, stroking the other woman’s dark hair as their eyes stay glued on Tricia and she revels in the attention.
The sensation intensifies and she rests her forehead against mine, her breaths growing shorter as I suck her soft nipple and wrap my hands around her thin waist. Each movement sends me closer to the edge and when I feel her tighten around me, I let go, my balls emptying as she tenses, then relaxes and I soften inside of her as I face Jen and Nora.
‘So is this our happily ever after?’ Nora asks and Tricia rolls her eyes. ‘What?’
‘That only exists in fairy tales,’ Tricia sighs as she crawls off of me and rests her head on my shoulder..
‘I don’t think so,’ Jen says as she pulls Nora onto her lap, leaning against the back of the sofa as she exhales and looks through the window. ‘This feels right. I don’t think I’ve ever been happier.’
‘See, it can only go downhill from here,’ Tricia mumbles as though Jen’s statement proves her point.
‘I think it’s only going to get better,’ Nora says dreamily as she gives me a smile and squeezes my hand tightly and I’m going to do everything in my power to make sure she’s right.






  
  Epilogue


‘Bobby, did you get the drain cleaner like I asked you to?’ Nora calls out as she enters the kitchen, slamming the door behind her before dropping off her bags and coming into the living room for a kiss.  
Summer’s almost over, and everything is changing again. Nora gave up the lease on her apartment and took over my Mom’s old room, leaving it the way it was but adding the cat playground I splurged on for Donut, who’s loving the extra space. The cat won’t go outside, one brush with freedom was enough, and she’s settled happily into her new life, monitoring suspicious bird activity from the large window that faces the trees lining the driveway.
‘No, sorry,’ I shout as I consider peeling myself off the sofa, then decide against it. ‘I’ll go to the store in a few minutes. Do you need anything else?’
I’m still working for Mac and actually invested some of my inheritance money into expanding the operation. We’ve got a few extra boats and a few dozen more beds and if I thought it was tough work when I was just an employee, actually being responsible for an entire operation is a rude awakening.
Mac wants to expand into one of the adjacent creeks and Jose’s helped fill out the crew. Right now, we’re doing well, but it will take another few years before we see a profit from all the extra work. 
I’m exhausted, but happy.
‘It can wait,’ she says as she collapses next to me, grabbing the remote and crinkling her nose. ‘What are you watching?’
‘This show about dragons, it’s pretty cool…’ I say, my explanation trailing off as she flips through the channels and settles on a cooking show. I’ll never get the fascination with watching other people cook, but whatever, it makes her happy. 
‘Is Tricia coming tomorrow?’
‘That’s the plan,’ I say as I roll off the sofa and go to the fridge to grab something to drink. A car pulls into the driveway and I smile when I see Jen get out with a loaf of bread. She comes over for a few hours every afternoon. Her excuse is that she needs to get used to leaving Kevin with her mom more often, but I’m pretty sure there are other factors involved as well.
‘Ooh, bread,’ I say as I take the loaf from her and put it on the table, then give her a kiss before grabbing a knife and cutting through the thick crust. I take a bite as she watches me and smiles when my eyes widen. ‘I think it tastes even better now.’
‘Good, I was worried that the honey would be too much,’ she says, looking relieved.
‘No, it’s great, I love it,’ I say as I take a step towards her and wrap my hands around her waist and lower my lips to hers. A car door slamming outside interrupts the rapidly intensifying kiss and I see an agitated redhead marching towards the front porch, then storming inside.
‘Tricia!’ I say, surprised to see her. ‘I thought you wouldn't be here until tomorrow.’
‘I couldn’t wait,’ she confesses as she drops her bag on the kitchen floor and leans over to give me a peck on the lips, then glances at Jen. ‘Looks like I got here just in time.’
She walks right past me and wraps her arms around Jen for a kiss, then grabs a piece of bread, a loud moan escaping her lips as she takes a bite.
‘I thought you only made that sound for me,’ I tease and Jen laughs. We've talked about moving her and Kevin into Gummy’s house but no firm decisions have been made yet.
‘She makes it for me all the time,’ Jen says as she blows me a kiss, then her expression changes to something more serious. ‘I’m going to bring Kevin over to meet you all tomorrow if that's ok.’
I know she's terrified of him getting attached but we're all excited to finally spend some time with her son. We'll be his adoring aunts and uncle for now, just to see how it goes.
‘He’s really shy so don't be upset if it takes a few tries,’ Jen says with a nervous laugh and I appreciate how important this is. We’re all here for each other and whatever comes next.
As the afternoon winds down, we finish the loaf of bread and talk about our week. I look around, realizing that I'm happier than I've ever been and am ready to let my old memories go and start making new ones.
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Reborn
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F13ZD3W9

As the sole occupant of Neptune Orbital Station 55792, I have served as its caretaker for nearly a century. I live and work alone, monitoring incoming traffic to the Sol System and making daily reports to my superiors.

An emergency docking request from an alien vessel throws the life I knew into chaos when I discover the creature's human cargo. They reveal the devastating truth about the universe around me and everything I thought I knew is called into question.

The man I was no longer exists.

I am reborn.



      ***
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The Shake Up
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D84R7X2J

I moved home to take care of my Dad. After he died, I stayed.

Now I'm running his bar and learning to embrace the life I tried to leave behind. When Cindy comes back into my life, I can't believe that she's interested- really interested. The only problem is that she's still married, to one of the biggest jerks I've ever met.

My waitress Sara is jealous of Cindy and when Polly, the new barmaid starts working, my hands are full. Fortunately it's something we're all enjoying.
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