



[image: Cover]







A NINESTAR PRESS PUBLICATION

www.ninestarpress.com


[image: ]



COZZI COVE: STEPPING OUT

 

ISBN #978-1-945952-50-0

Copyright 2017 Joe Cosentino

Cover Art by Natasha Snow ©Copyright 2017

Edited by Elizabetta

Published in 2017 by NineStar Press, New Mexico, USA.

 

This is a work of fiction. All characters, places and events are from the author’s imagination and should not be confused with fact. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, events or places is purely coincidental.

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any material form, whether by printing, photocopying, scanning or otherwise without the written permission of the publisher, NineStar Press, LLC.

 

Warning

This book contains sexually explicit content, which is only suitable for mature readers and depictions of past sexual assault against two characters.




COZZI COVE:

STEPPING OUT

JOE COSENTINO




PRAISE FOR COZZI COVE

PRAISE FOR COZZI COVE: MOVING FORWARD

“Cozzi Cove: Moving Forward delivers a strong cast of characters and a few surprising denouements to individual story lines that will bring a smile to your face and perhaps even a heartfelt sigh.” ~ GGR Reviews

“Who knew that 7 bungalows set surrounding a beautiful cove, could hold so many secrets, love and intrigue?” “The humour, whether subtle or not-so-subtle was superb, the timing delivered with perfection, Joe Cosentino is a natural comedian and another reason why I love reading his books. He is also very clever, he weaved moral messages throughout the entire storyline,” “Great fun entwined with the Cosentino romantic magic that brings his books alive, I loved it.” ~ Three Books Over the Rainbow

“Visiting Cozzi Cove is like coming home or revisiting a beloved holiday destination. I know everyone, by now, who is a permanent fixture and I sincerely hope that Cosentino continues this series forever. As before, the characters are a hoot. They’re a mixture of funny, quirky, sad, lonely individuals who come together to make a riotously brilliant cast.” ~ Divine Magazine

“Oh, Cozzi Cove, you are fast becoming a favorite vacation destination with your action and excitement! Joe Cosentino once again wins his way into your heart and soul with this fun, flirtatious romance. Love, laughter and smoldering intimacy await all who dare to venture to the clear blue waters of the Cove.” ~ 3 Chicks After Dark

“I absolutely love this series and loved all of the romance that happens at Cozzi Cove. You don’t just have one romance you have seven (really eight when you count Cal & Michael).” “I love an author that can inject humor in just the right places. Joe Cosentino is fast becoming a must read author for me.” “I can’t wait to read more from Cozzi Cove.” ~ Inked Rainbow Reads

“Imagine a beautiful getaway where the hot, sexy, and wealthy gay men go...it’s a place where there’s never a dull moment. Every page of this new title brings readers nothing but excitement, intrigue, and an intensity that will burn away the night’s quiet. Most novels offer readers one journey in which readers travel upon, however, readers are brought not one but several journeys that will leave them breathless and hooked. As with all of Joe Cosentino’s novels, humor comes in abundance and fits in perfectly with all of this stunning characters.” “Joe sweeps his readers into his characters’ lives by creating realistic characters with real issues. It’s easy to get lost in it all. The book automatically captures your heart from page one and forever holds it. After reading the story, readers will be begging for the next grand adventure. Funny, heart melting, and swoon worthy, readers will finish reading this in one sitting. I loved reading this riveting tale, and I highly recommend it to readers everywhere.” ~ Urban Book Reviews




PRAISE FOR COZZI COVE: BOUNCING BACK

“I loved this story. It carries you through the full range of emotions, from joy to sadness, from happiness to anger. The characters are beautifully written.” “I look forward to a return visit to the Cove.” ~ TBR Pile (Book of the Month)

“As a whole the story shines...the story is never dull and ends satisfyingly.” ~ Elisa, Rainbow Awards Honorable Mention

 “I loved each character just as much as the next, each one had their own quirks and nuances. This was a great start to the series, and Jersey Shore has never looked hotter!!” ~ Alpha Book Club

“Heartbreaking and heartwarming, sweet beginnings for some, sour endings for others, emotions jumping off the page as you turn eagerly to read more, welcome to Cozzi Cove. The author measured his scales to perfection in delivering the perfect balance of love, laughter and tears in this sexy, fun filled holiday romance entwined with some sadness. Summer magic waved its wand at all who visited and stayed at Cozzi Cove and I was one of those who wanted to stay.” ~ Three Books Over the Rainbow

“In true Joe Cosentino style, this book is packed full of drama! This cast of characters will have you laughing out loud one minute before ripping your heart out the next.” ~ Joyfully Jay

“If you like a lot of angst, some humor, love, sadness (be sure to have a couple of boxes of tissue handy), and some hot sensual man-sex, I highly, highly recommend this book. I loved all of the Joe Cosentino’s books, but I think this is my favorite to date! I am ready for book 2!” ~ Cathy Brockman Romance & MM Good Book Reviews

“Joe Cosentino has the amazing ability to combine heartwarming, feel good moments with droll, sometimes biting humor, along with insights into the frailties and peccadillos of being human.” “Cozzi Cove: Bouncing Back is the very finest in literary fiction with a romance theme, yet it’s more than just that―it’s about human connections and empathy and finding a way out of the fear and inertia faced by so many. It’s also about courage and strength, about respect and coming to terms with all that life has to offer, and it’s about letting go. I loved this book and look forward to the next in the series. This is a highly recommended read, well-deserving of Five Stars.” ~ GGR Reviews

“Readers will meet a variety of characters that creates a soap opera intrigue, unlike any other novel read. This story will definitely keep readers guessing with every page. Only when readers reach the last page does everything become known. It’s addictive. Cozzi Cove is a brand new series that will keep Joe Cosentino’s readers on their toes and begging for more. I laughed, cried, and fell in love with this latest novel.” ~ Urban Book Reviews
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To Fred for everything over all these years, to the staff at NineStar Press, to my parents for those wonderful childhood vacations on the Jersey shore, and to the amazing readers who asked for another Cozzi Cove beach novel.

AUTHOR’S NOTES

Cozzi Cove and the town of Cozzi are delightful figments of the author’s imagination.




CHAPTER ONE

A soaring golden orb turned the violet, pink, and tangerine sky into a canvas of blue. Early morning was Cal Cozzi’s favorite time. Treading water in the cove that had boasted his family name for generations, Cal felt as if his blood was the bay water, his flesh was the sand, and his soul was the sun. And Michael Rodgers was his heart. Michael swam over to him and wrapped his stocky arms around Cal’s neck. Cal cupped Michael’s firm bottom and squeezed him in closer. As Michael caressed Cal’s muscled back, they shared a salty wet kiss. Cal looked up at a seagull gliding to the lighthouse in the distance. He pondered having the freedom to fly away from Cozzi Cove, but there was no place he’d rather be than in the confines of his legacy with the man he loved.

Cal’s great-grandfather, Calvin Cozzi I, had built everything in the sleepy town on the New Jersey shore, including the eight bungalows on the cove. This beautiful spot was the result of sun and salt water wearing away softer rocks more quickly than the harder rocks surrounding them.

Cal’s legacy was passed down to him from his great-grandfather through his grandfather, Calvin Cozzi II, and finally by his father, Calvin Cozzi III. Cal’s father, sensing his son’s sexual orientation as a boy, had opened Cozzi Cove as a gay resort.

Though Cal had dabbled briefly as a professional football player, and then as a restaurant owner, neither was a good fit. It wasn’t until after the unfortunate death of his parents in an automobile accident that he found his true calling: managing Cozzi Cove. The previous summer, Cal had been united with his half-brother, George, an architect, and the two of them had recently completed renovations on the bungalows, expanding them to add modern amenities while maintaining their grandfather’s nautical theme.

The tip of his head only reached Cal’s chin, so Michael had to stretch up to kiss his nose. Cal’s Italian and Scottish heritage had given him height, auburn hair, emerald-green eyes, an olive complexion, a strapping build, and a wide nose, which, as noted, Michael liked to kiss. “Should we be skinny-dipping at the start of a new summer season?”

“Probably not.” Cal ran a strong hand through Michael’s chestnut hair and gazed into his exotic eyes.

“What if a guest comes early?”

“He can get his own boyfriend.” Cal pressed his tongue inside Michael’s welcoming mouth. It felt warm, and Cal wanted more. As Michael stroked Cal’s broad shoulders and round pectoral muscles, prominent from working out at Cozzi’s gym, Cal pressed his nose against Michael’s thick neck and enjoyed the scent of vanilla. Michael’s African-American and Swedish heritage awarded him smooth golden skin that Cal loved to caress. Cal thought about the eleven-year difference in their ages, how they had met when Michael, still in the closet, tried to gay bash him in an alley, and the year Michael still had left to finish college. It was illogical and improbable for Cal and Michael to be together, yet it felt incredibly right. At that moment, he couldn’t be more in love with Michael.

George Valis, wearing a violet polo shirt and white shorts that accentuated his muscular legs, stepped out of Bungalow Seven and met them at the cove. “Hey, my ex back in Maine dumped me, remember? Stop rubbing in your happiness, you two.”

“Have breakfast with us.” Michael’s dimples appeared. “Cal is making a feast.”

“And Michael is cleaning up after me.”

“As usual.” George winked at Michael.

They got out of the water and put on the terrycloth robes they’d left on a rock at the water’s edge. Cal smiled at the sight of his brother’s height and eye color, which was exactly the same as his own. Cal and George shared the same father, with George being the result of Cal Cozzi II’s infidelity. They had met for the first time last summer when George looked Cal up, and Cal couldn’t have been happier to have a brother like George. He mussed George’s dark hair affectionately. “After breakfast, I’ll pack a lunch for your ride back to Maine.”

Michael’s shoulders slumped. “Do you have to go?”

Cal put his arm around Michael, recalling the brother Michael had lost two summers ago to suicide. “Bungalow Seven is always here for George.”

“Good.” George grinned like a kid with a secret. “It looks like I’ll be staying for a while longer.”

“Yeah!” Michael gave George a hug. “Cal will make a special celebration dinner tonight.” He kissed Cal’s cheek. “My favorite is surf and turf.”

“How about I leave my turf and throw you in the surf at the main beach instead?” Cal kissed Michael’s neck and then turned to his younger brother. “What’s up, bro?”

George looked at them and giggled. “Clearly you two, just before I arrived.”

Cal moved in and placed George in a playful headlock. “Look, little brother, the guests will be here soon. If you want breakfast, spill it.”

 George quickly twisted himself out of the lock. “Taylor called and asked me to stay.”

“Taylor?” Cal felt his eyes widen. “My sister? Your half-sister?”

“That’s the one,” George replied.

“My sister-in-law?” Michael added.

Cal did a double take. “Taylor isn’t your sister-in-law.”

“How come?” Michael asked like a child asking why the moon wasn’t made of Swiss cheese.

“Because we aren’t married.” As he so often did, Cal thought about his five-year marriage with Lance, the soulmate he’d lost to cancer.

“We may be married one day,” Michael said with a hopeful look on his young face.

Cal laughed. “Talk to me when you’re legal.”

“I’m twenty-one!” Michael said.

“Shouldn’t you be getting ready for school?” Cal asked.

“College!” Michael groaned.

As they walked to the main bungalow, Cal thought about his slightly older sister who called herself “the best redhead for business on Wall Street.” Though they resembled each other physically, two people couldn’t have been more different. As a thrice-divorced top one-percenter, Taylor spent her time with type A personalities and had political and social beliefs far different from his own. “Where was Taylor calling from?”

George shrugged. “Paris or Rome or Saudi Arabia. I couldn’t make it out on my cell phone.”

Though Cozzi Cove had been left to Cal, Taylor took it upon herself to be his personal business consultant, whether he liked it or not. To be honest, he liked it.

Cal led Michael and George into the main bungalow. He gazed with pride at how well George’s plans had been realized. As with each of the seven guest bungalows, the main bungalow still included a front porch, but the screen walls had been replaced with glass to more fully enjoy the stunning view of the cove, bay, and lighthouse in the distance. The living room and front bedroom had the same view; however, they now included cathedral ceilings lined with white pine beams. Cal had donated his grandfather’s nautical-themed handmade furniture to a local museum, and the new pieces in the bungalows had a light and breezy coastal style, made with white pine, wicker, and natural fiber upholstery in sea blues, greens, and white. The prints on the wall were of lighthouses, seashells, and rocky beaches. Seashell-encrusted mirrors and tables with coral molding completed the décor.

As he made his way to the rear of the bungalow, Cal marveled at the kitchen, bathroom, and second bedroom, each nearly doubled in size. Glancing out the kitchen window, Cal smiled with pride at the hot tub and white wicker patio furniture. He also sighed with delight at the feel of the central air conditioning.

George and Michael followed him to the kitchen and sat down at the white pine table, making themselves comfortable on white wicker chairs with flowered seat cushions. Cal opened the utility-sized refrigerator and placed the ingredients for artichoke, spinach, and feta omelets with sweet potato fries, and mixed berries on the granite-topped island, which housed a three-story dishwasher, large microwave, double-stack oven, two sinks, and rows of drawers.

As Cal started preparing breakfast, he said, “Why does Taylor want you to stay longer? I’m certainly not complaining, but we’ve completed the renovations as she’d hoped.”

George replied, “Taylor just told me to stay put until she gets here.”

Cal dropped his knife. “She’s visiting?”

George shook his head no, and Cal breathed a sigh of relief.

“She’s coming to stay. In your back bedroom,” George explained.

“What! On the first day of summer rental?” Cal plopped down in the chair next to George. “Is this a joke?”

“She sounded serious to me,” George said with an earnest look on his handsome face.

Cal’s heart raced like a speeding train.

George ran a thick hand through his dark hair. “I thought you liked it when Taylor visited.”

“I do. For ten minutes at a time. Between trips to Iraq or Pakistan to meet with oil magnates about their investments. Or before a trip to Alabama to meet with the tobacco lobby or the NRA about their tax exemptions. Or after a jaunt to the Vatican to meet with the pope’s people about their shares of gold, or to Washington, DC to confer with Republicans about obtaining licenses for fracking or other activities that poison our water and land.”

George glanced at Michael who replied, “Don’t look at me for support. Taylor thinks I’m Cal’s houseboy.”

“You are.”

Michael threw his napkin at Cal who used it to wipe the sweat off his neck. “Did Taylor say when she’s getting here, or for how long she’ll be staying?”

George replied, “She said she’ll be arriving early this morning.”

“That means she’ll be here by noon,” Cal corrected.

“And she’ll be staying for ‘as long as it takes,’” George added.

“As long as it takes for what?” Cal asked.

“To drive you crazy,” Michael replied with a smirk.

Cal sighed. “No, it’s not that simple. Taylor doesn’t visit without an agenda.”

“What do you think she wants?” George asked.

“We’ll find out soon enough.” Cal rose and finished making breakfast.

After they had eaten, Cal and Michael changed into summer shirts and slacks in the front bedroom while George cleaned up the kitchen.

When they were both dressed, Michael pressed his wide chest against Cal’s and kissed his cheek.

“Off to school?” Cal asked

“College!”

Cal laughed at their old joke. “Are you working at Tommy’s bar later?”

“That’s the plan.” Michael grinned. “Until you marry me and let me eat bonbons all day on the sofa.”

“I’ll take care of eating the bonbons.” Cal squeezed Michael’s nicely muscled buttocks and kissed his full, red lips. He delighted in the boy’s antics. “Be a good boy in class today.”

“I’m always a good boy.” Michael looked at the large four-poster bed and smiled. “See you tonight.”

Alone in the bedroom, Cal was slipping into his loafers when he heard the front door open. He hurried out to the living room to stand behind his desk and welcome his first guest for the summer.

“Hi, I’m Dr. Aaron Weiss.” A tall, athletically built man, Aaron had a strong nose, curly blond hair, and striking hazel eyes. His designer clothes matched his designer luggage. “I have a reservation.”

Cal typed his name into the computer. “You’re in Bungalow One, next door.”

“As I requested.” Though Aaron appeared to be a few years younger than Cal, he spoke as if a wise, old sage.

Cal looked out the window at the European sports car in the parking lot. “Your car is fine there.” He handed Aaron his key and a map of Cozzi. “Feel free to use the cove anytime you like.” He pointed on the map. “The main ocean beach is a mile away. The town has a park, gym, diner, and grocery store. You’ll also find a saltwater taffy shop, miniature golf, trampolines, Tommy Malone’s bar, and Carla Mangione’s seafood restaurant.”

Aaron looked at his fancy gold watch.

“Are you meeting someone here?”

Aaron nodded. “My patient.”

“Your patient?”

“She’s paying for my stay.” He grinned. “And paying a lot more for my services.”

Cal wondered if Aaron was a sex therapist. “What’s your area of expertise?”

Aaron replied as if Cal should have heard of him, “Cardiology.”

Cal looked back at his computer. “In which bungalow is your patient staying?”

“This one,” Aaron replied.

Into the awkward silence, a voice announced, “Isn’t somebody going to take my bag?” Taylor stood at the doorway. “You’d think a woman who suffered a heart attack would get better service.”

Cal dropped his pen onto his desk. “You had a heart attack?”

Taylor sighed. “I know, it’s hard believe that someone as young and beautiful as I could have a heart attack.”

“That’s not it. I meant that I didn’t know you had a heart.”

“Very funny.” Taylor dropped her bag at Cal’s feet and rearranged her tan business suit. Flicking back her dyed blonde hair, she kissed his cheek. “If I had died, you would have thrown yourself into the coffin with me, weeping and wailing like a baby without a pacifier, and you know it.” She turned to Aaron. “Hello, Dr. Weiss. While we’re here, you’ll have free run of this bungalow to treat me.”

“Wait a minute,” Cal said.

“And don’t listen to anything my baby brother says.” Taylor put her arm around Cal. “I adore him madly, but I must admit, he’s the reason I had the heart attack.” She gazed at the screen of her phone and shouted, “Stocks are up! God bless China and their ten-year-old workers!”

As she texted, Cal said, “Taylor, you live on airplanes, eat junk food, drink like a fish, and stress constantly about whether the Democrats will get into office and take away corporate tax exemptions or pass environmental laws that might impact your so-called business associates. It’s no wonder you had a heart attack!”

Taylor turned to Aaron. “You see how he talks to me? Me, who protected him from young homophobes in training when he was a kid.” She focused on Cal. “You, dear brother, are my heart. You are all I love and care about in this world. And worrying about you here―desperately trying to attract middle-class gay vacationers, shacked up with your young houseboy in your obvious gay panic, your male menopause, middle-aged crisis―tore me apart with worry. Hence the heart attack that nearly took my life. Therefore, I’ve come back to watch over you, so I can feel less worried about you and hopefully save your life and mine.”

Cal couldn’t believe Taylor’s duplicity. “You hate Cozzi Cove. You always have.”

“True. But you love it, and I love you. So that’s why I’m here. I could have stayed at Mt. Sinai, right, Dr. Weiss?”

He nodded. “True.”

“Or stayed in one of my penthouses in Paris, Rome, or Wall Street. But I chose to recuperate in discomfort and squalor, so I could be here for you, Cal.”

Cal motioned around the room. “Haven’t you noticed the renovations, Taylor?”

She glanced around. “It’s getting there.”

“And George put in central air conditioning.”

“Thank God.” Taylor plopped herself down onto the white sofa and propped her feet up on the arm. “It’s just not natural to breathe real air in the summertime.” She perused her phone and texted, saying, “Coal is clean energy. You just have to wash your hands and face when you leave the mines!”

Aaron squatted next to her and checked Taylor’s pulse. “It’s a bit fast.”

“See?” Taylor waved her arm at Cal, and Aaron’s hand followed. “It’s because I worry about my brother who has no money and no job.”

Cal felt his blood pressure rise.

Taylor leapt to her feet and wrapped her arms around Cal. “And that’s why after all these years of taking care of you, I’m letting you, and Dr. Weiss, take care of me.” She rested her head on Cal’s shoulder. “What’s that noise?”

“It’s George running water in the kitchen,” Cal replied.

“Is there a leak? I told you to be careful of his renovation ideas.” She whispered in Cal’s ear, “Has George asked for money, shares in Cozzi Cove, Dad’s jewelry?”

“No. He did the renovation designs for free,” Cal explained.

Taylor sighed. “And I had to pay for the construction and materials.”

Cal groaned at Taylor’s circular thinking. “You insisted that we do the renovations, and you demanded to pay for them.”

She spread out her arms. “And aren’t you glad I did?” Looking around, she added, “This place does look better. I may be able to get through my convalescence here.”

“Hi, Taylor.” George entered the living room and went over to kiss her cheek. When he noticed the man standing next to her, his face turned ghostly white. “Aaron? What are you doing here?”

Aaron replied, “Hello, George. I’m Taylor’s doctor.”

George asked Taylor, “Why do you need a doctor?”

“I had a heart attack,” Taylor replied as if she’d found a new pimple on her cheek.

“Why are you here?” Aaron asked George.

“I’m Taylor’s half-brother, and I redesigned the bungalows,” George replied.

Taylor explained, “George arrived on our doorstep with his story about shenanigans between my father and his mother.” She patted Cal’s shoulder. “Cal was a mess when he found out about our father’s sordid past. I was there to pick up the pieces, as usual.” She pinched George’s cheek. “And to welcome the stray cat into the family. It’s my fatal flaw. I take care of the indigent.” She sighed. “And now, having suffered a massive heart attack, I’m here to watch over my two brothers and make sure Cozzi Cove doesn’t go bankrupt.” She glanced at her phone, and then texted, exclaiming, “Ten percent commission and not a penny less!” She said to Aaron, “My new Arab clients think I’m impressed with their numerous mansions and wives. My clients in Utah have more of both.”

“My sister had a massive heart attack?” Cal asked Aaron.

Aaron replied, “It was a minor heart attack actually.”

George came nose to nose with Aaron. “I thought you left Maine to work at Mt. Sinai Hospital in New York City.”

“I did. That’s where I met Taylor.”

Taylor explained, “That’s when I made the offer Dr. Weiss couldn’t refuse.”

“I had a vacation coming.” Aaron said to Cal. “I’ve heard great things about Cozzi Cove.”

“Thanks,” Cal replied.

Taylor beamed. “Dr. Weiss is the best cardiologist in New York City, and he’s all mine for a week.”

Aaron smiled proudly.

Taylor put her arm around George. “And in my time of dire need, as I walk the tightrope between life and death, I want the three men around me who I believe can save my life.” She released George and walked toward the rear bedroom. “Now, George, fetch my bags in the car and bring them with this one to the back bedroom. Cal, whip up something healthy but edible for me to eat and drink. Dr. Weiss, get me into bed with your portable EKG machine.”

She announced like the heroine in a historical romance, “Despite my dire prognosis, I will survive!”

In no time, Taylor had the three men scurrying around the bungalow, like genii granting her every wish. When she decided it was time for a nap, she put on her silver satin nightgown, face mask, and earplugs, and conked out on the canopy bed.

Standing at Taylor’s bedroom doorway, Aaron said to George, “It looks like we’ll both be residents at Cozzi Cove this week.” He smiled. “I’m in Bungalow One.”

George sneered. “I’m in Bungalow Seven, all the way down the cove. So there’s a great deal of distance between us. Let’s keep it that way.” George turned and stomped out of the bungalow.

Aaron left dejectedly.

Concerned about his brother, and not relishing Taylor’s stay, Cal returned to his work at his desk in the living room.

“Hello, Cal.”

Cal looked up at a tall, strikingly beautiful woman in an azure wraparound dress that accented her figure. Her flowing golden hair and striking deep blue eyes made her look like a goddess. He rose. “How do you know who I am?”

She smiled, revealing a perfect row of white teeth between her full rosy lips. “You were a professional football player.”

Cal smiled. “I didn’t think anyone noticed my five yards of fame.”

“I noticed you, Cal.”

“Thank you.” Cal thought the woman exuded sensuality with every glance.

“The place has changed.”

“Have you been here before?”

Her eyes sparkled. “I’ve driven by on occasion.”

There was something familiar about the woman, which seemed impossible. Cal would have remembered meeting her. “What can I do for you?”

She leaned over the desk, and Cal’s gaze was filled with the woman’s milky-white cleavage, as his nostrils took in the scent of lilacs. “How about checking me in?”

Cal did a double take. “Are you staying here?”

She handed Cal a credit card. “I reserved Bungalow Four.”

When her long silver nails slid off the card, Cal read the name. “Blue Magnum.” He typed it into his computer and confirmed the reservation. “Ms. Magnum―”

“Call me, Blue.”

Cal tried to be tactful. “Blue, we’ve had women stay here before, and you are certainly most welcome.”

“Thank you.”

“But you should know, Cozzi Cove is a gay resort.”

“Just like your father wanted it.”

“How do you know that?”

“From your website of course.”

Cal handed Blue her key and map.

She smirked. “Your father must have been quite perceptive to turn Cozzi Cove into a gay resort for his gay son, since his son wasn’t exactly owning up to that fact.”

Cal felt an ache in the pit of his stomach. “Who the hell are you?”

Blue placed the key and map in her compact matching purse. “All in good time, Cal.” She smiled. “Thanks for the hospitality.” And she was gone.

Cal sat puzzling over his most recent guest when Connor O’Riley rushed into the bungalow, his muscles bulging out of his skintight white T-shirt and short-shorts. “I know. I’m sorry.”

Cal glanced at his watch. “It’s the first day of the season.”

“There were extenuating circumstances.”

Cal had heard it all before. “Did you run into a busload of football players, or a soccer team, or a group of priests on religious retreat?”

The twenty-one-year-old college student batted his long eyelashes. “I was driving here in my jeep when the most amazing man I have ever seen in my life whistled. Tall, rippling with muscles, jet-black hair, and violet eyes. Like a god from another planet―the planet of Gorgeousness. So I pulled up next to him at the curb and thanked him for whistling at me. He explained that he was whistling for his dog, a German shepherd that then licked my hand.” Connor fluffed his curly red hair. “I petted the dog and then asked the guy to join me on a park bench for a little ‘morning mayhem.’ To my delight, the god agreed and tied the dog to a tree nearby. As things got hot and heavy between the god and me, the dog started to whine. With me down on my knees in front of him, the guy explained that the dog didn’t like being tied up.” Connor giggled. “When I told him I did, he used the dog’s leash to tie me to the bench. Then, to my delight, he pulled off my T-shirt and shorts. Hanging over the bench, I closed my eyes and was totally turned on by his thick, warm tongue in my ear, on my neck, down my back and at my crack. I screamed with pleasure when he worked his way to my groin, licking me like I’ve never been licked before. I was in ecstasy. Until I looked in front of me and saw the guy, who had come back from taking a pee in the woods, walking toward me while putting on a condom. When I looked behind me, the dog had a devious look on his face.”

“And that’s why you’re late?”

“No! I’m late because the guy took over, and I had the best sex of my life!”

Since Connor had worked for Cal starting at eighteen years old, he was like family, so Cal was hesitant to fire him. Besides, he was a good worker. When Connor had his mind on working and not screwing. “Connor, I’m only going to say this once. You can never be late again. You need to be here when the guests arrive, for turndown service, to make up their rooms each morning, and when they check out. Do you understand me?”

“Totally.” Connor’s aqua eyes sparkled. “The most amazing-looking gay porn star could be standing naked on the road, trying to flag me down, and I’ll keep driving.” He unsuccessfully attempted a business-like manner. “Have any of the guests arrived yet?”

Cal nodded. “My brother is staying in Bungalow Seven. And a Dr. Aaron Weiss checked into Bungalow One.”

“A doctor!” Connor felt his forehead. “I think I’m coming down with something.”

“Just make sure you don’t go down on something. And there’s a woman in Bungalow Four.”

“How gauche.”

“Oh, and my sister is staying in my back bedroom.”

“Yikes. For how long?”

“I’m not sure.”

“She’ll have you hopping for her as much as I do for you.”

“When was it that you were hopping for me?”

Connor leaned on the desk, and his biceps expanded. “Didn’t I do a good job cleaning, airing out, and stocking the bungalows yesterday?”

“Yeah, but you forgot to rake the pebbles around the bungalows, and the sand at the cove. Michael did it last night while I watered the flowers and cleaned all the hot tubs.”

Connor looked around. “Where is your young stud?”

“At school.” Cal leaned into Connor. “And where Michael is has nothing to do with you. Understand?”

“Of course.”

“Now go to the supply bin out front and make sure it’s stocked with towels and kitchen and bathroom supplies.”

Connor took a few steps toward the door and then stopped, turning toward Cal. “Is your brother single?”

“Go!”

“How about the doctor in Bungalow One?”

“I mean it, Connor!”

“Hello. I’m Dr. Nastas Flowingstream.”

Cal and Connor turned to look at a tall, lean man in a tan leisure suit, standing in the doorway. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and had piercing dark eyes covered by black-framed glasses. “Hello, Dr. Flowingstream. Welcome to Cozzi Cove.”

“Doctor?” Connor stood, salivating like a dog at a top one-percenter’s barbecue. “Are you a medical doctor?”

The man shook his head, and jet-black hair waved from side to side. “I’m a college professor at State. It’s my first year.”

Connor’s sapphire eyes dimmed. “Whatever, dude.”

Nastas grimaced. “Do you have a problem with college professors?”

“I’m a college student at State. In my fourth year, graduating as soon as I make up the classes I failed.”

Nastas replied, “I don’t permit students who fail my class to retake it.”

“Harsh behavior anyone?”

Sensing the tension between them, Cal asked, “What subject do you teach, Dr. Flowingstream?”

“Nastas. Psychology.”

“I passed that, but you weren’t my professor,” Connor explained.

“I know. I’d have remembered you,” Nastas said.

“And I’d have remembered you, Nastas,” Connor replied.

“I prefer that my students call me Professor.”

“Since I’m not one of your students, I’ll call you Nastas.”

Cal had never seen Connor behave toward a guest in any manner other than warm and friendly, and unfortunately flirtatious. Nastas Flowingstream certainly pressed Connor’s buttons.

Cal found Nastas’ name on his computer screen. “Nastas, this is Connor. He can take your bag to Bungalow Three.”

Connor bent over and lifted the tan bag. “I’m here to serve.”

Cal shot Connor a threatening look.

Connor mouthed “sorry” to Cal.

Handing Nastas his key and map, Cal said, “Please feel free to use the cove any time you like.”

“It’s a beautiful view,” Nastas said.

“And the town is equally nice.” Cal added, “This map will help you navigate through it. If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask.”

Nastas nodded. “Thank you. I’m sure I’ll enjoy my stay. The new academic year will be here before we know it.”

Connor’s jaw tightened. “And I’ll be there…again.”

Cal leaned over the desk. “Since you’re here now, Connor, perhaps you can show Nastas to Bungalow Three.”

“Follow me, Professor.” Connor led Nastas out the front door.

Cal was relieved that Connor definitely wouldn’t come on to Nastas.

✩✩✩

Connor knew his anger was irrational, but Professor Flowingstream had hit a raw nerve. Connor had gone to all of his classes, except during football season when the football players needed some release. And he always paid attention in class, until a hunky classmate looked his way, and then he fantasized about meeting him in the parking lot, which he usually did after class. And Connor studied hard, but only until nighttime TV came on, with those closeted gay actors ripping their shirts off to seduce the overly made-up women on screen with them. Then, of course Connor had to jerk off to the sight of the actors’ personal-trainer-created pecs and washboard abs. He turned in all of his exams and projects, except for anything due during college Mardi Gras, home week, or pledge week. Though he didn’t have any interest in joining a fraternity, Connor’s favorite time of the semester was pledge week when the fraternity leaders asked pledges to strip to their underwear and get paddled, or serve the housemasters.
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