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For everyone who’s ever been made to feel
like they are too much and not enough all at once.
You’re perfect.









Author’s Note


While Get Over It, April Evans is a joyful romance, please be aware that this story contains discussions of religious trauma, discussions of homophobia, discussions of gaslighting by an ex, mentions of parental neglect and indifference, mentions of family estrangement, and one mention of parental death in a car accident. There are also consensual and explicit sex scenes, and a scene at a BDSM play party, which includes some light impact play. Please take care of yourself while reading this story, and always.









Chapter
One


APRIL EVANS KNEW she was prone to astrological panic.


She’d always put a lot of stock in the stars, knew when some planet’s position was messing with everyone’s communication skills, and had three different zodiac-themed tattoos. Still, she’d like to think panic was the wrong word, despite what her parents would say about it. She was simply dealing with at least twenty complicated feelings at any given time, just like any triple Scorpio.


But right now, as she stood in her own driveway and handed her house keys over to a divorced MILF with shiny brown hair named Trudy while her two kids poked their fingers through the holes of April’s cat carriers, April definitely felt a sense of astrological doom.


“So garbage day is on Monday,” she said to Trudy, even though these sorts of details were posted on the refrigerator. “And if you have any trouble with that hallway bathroom faucet, just shoot me a text.”


“Perfect,” Trudy said, tucking the keys into her linen shorts. “I know the kids and I are going to love summering here. Your house is adorable. So eclectic!”


April smiled without her teeth, her eyes gazing up at her admittedly adorable mint-green bungalow. She’d bought it nearly eight years ago, the first year her tattoo shop made a profit, and now she was a landlord, renting it out to a Clover Lake summer person for the next three months because she could no longer afford her mortgage.


She looked at her houseplants on the front porch, which Trudy had promised to water, but had a sinking feeling in her gut they’d all be dried out and brown by August.


Just like her life.


Okay, fine, that was dramatic, but in her defense, her horoscope for the last month had been nothing but darkness and gloom, words like change and risk and decisions constantly floating before her eyes. She shivered, thinking of Madame Andromeda’s declaration about her life just this very morning.




Lately, you’ve been feeling small and overlooked. For a Scorpio, this is unfamiliar territory. So this week, try to view challenges as bright new opportunities to grow—there is always something beautiful hiding in the unexpected.





She was fucking tired of unexpected. And while she was a devout believer in Andromeda’s clairvoyant insights, this proclamation was simply a sugarcoated way of saying, Buckle up, bitch.


And she’d really, really rather not.


“Mommy, can’t we keep the kitties?” one of Trudy’s kids asked. The smaller one—named Coltrane or Copeland or something else that sounded like a jazz musician’s last name—pressed their face against the carrier’s door. Bianca del Kitty, April’s grouchy lynx point Siamese cat she’d had for seven years and who was named for one of April’s favorite drag queens, hissed, while Bob the Drag Cat, her beloved orange dumb-dumb and the namesake of another incredible queen, lounged in his own carrier like he was at a spa.


“I don’t think so, honey,” Trudy said, but then lifted her eyebrows at April. “Any chance you need a couple of cat sitters for the summer?” She placed a hand on top of each of her children’s heads. “They’d take good care of them.”


April pressed a hand to her chest, appalled. This woman had taken her house—granted, April had freely offered it to her—but she would not take her fucking cats.


They were literally all she had at this point.


Two cats, one broken-down business, and a partridge in a pear tree.


In reality, she knew she had a lot more than that, like disapproving parents and a failed engagement and a best friend who lived three thousand miles away and hadn’t responded to her last four texts. And let’s not forget a love life that made her want to drill a hole through her skull. Add uncertain financial future to the list, and she was a veritable cornucopia of success.


“I’m good, thanks,” she said as calmly as she could, then said a quick goodbye before she could add victim of catnapping to her list of accolades. She grabbed both carrier handles and hauled them to her ten-year-old turquoise MINI Cooper, which was already stuffed to overflowing. She didn’t look at her house as she backed out of the driveway, nor did she mentally acknowledge the lump rising in her throat. And she definitely didn’t glance at Wonderlust Ink as she drove through downtown, her tattoo shop, which she’d only just closed four weeks ago.


Permanently.


She’d been fighting against the decision for over a year. Just six months ago, she’d let Mac go—her only employee, who was now working at a fancy shop in Concord—but that had hardly fixed April’s financial woes. A small town like Clover Lake had only so many regular clients, and the summer crowd was no longer keeping her in the black. She’d lived in the red for the last two years, but when she started struggling to pay for high-quality ink and other crucial supplies, she knew it was time to throw in the proverbial towel.


So, about a month ago, she’d referred her regulars to Mac, flipped the sign to CLOSED on her shop door, and proceeded to spend the next week on her couch eating jalapeño Cheetos and trying to will Paris and Rory from Gilmore Girls to kiss.


Needless to say, they never smashed, and April had to face the reality of her situation, which was how she ended up renting out her home, packing her bags for the summer, and taking a job teaching art classes at Cloverwild, the ritzy new resort opening in just a few days on the north shore. The position came with room and board—a tiny lakeside cabin complete with a cabinmate—and the owner, Mia Gallagher, had asked absolutely zero questions about April’s suddenly wide-open summer schedule and need for housing when she’d applied.


April hadn’t exactly told anyone about closing her business. Not her parents; not her best friend, Ramona. Only Bianca and Bob knew her secrets, and they weren’t talking. In Clover Lake, it was only a matter of time before the news broke, but she’d like to maintain her dignity as long as possible.


She pulled into a parking spot in front of Clover Moon Café, then stepped out into the warm June sunshine. The New Hampshire weather wouldn’t get truly hot until July, so she cracked the windows, promised Bianca and Bob she’d only be a second, then ducked into the café for some coffee. She’d already enjoyed one cup this morning in her quaint kitchen, soaking up the way the pale sunlight streamed through her vintage-style windows for the last time, but she needed another hit to get through this day.


She stepped inside, the bell over the door dinging, and took in the familiar vibe of Clover Moon, all rustic wood, navy and green accents, and mismatched chairs. She slid onto a barstool and smiled at the owner, Owen—a bald man in his late forties covered in tattoos, a lot of which April had done herself.


“Usual latte, please,” April said. “Oat milk if you’ve got it.”


“I’ve got it,” he said, wiping down the counter in front of her. “Triple?”


“Do I look like a woman who wants a small amount of caffeine right now?” April asked, pointing at the bags under her eyes.


Owen pressed his mouth together. “I’m going to shut my mouth and get to work on a quad shot oat milk latte.”


“Good man,” April said, then rested her elbows on the counter. Behind her the café buzzed with activity from the usual clientele—Violet Chalmers sipping on a mocha latte spiked with a few dribbles of Baileys that she kept in her purse; Duke Hansard and his brother Jake with their daily helping of sausage links wrapped in buttermilk pancakes, then smothered in strawberry syrup; Logan and Natalie Adler fighting about what to name their soon-to-be-born twins. Personally, April liked Natalie’s most recent favorites, Maple and Oak.


“Hey, darling, how are those cutie patootie cats of yours?” Penny Hampton asked, popping up next to April like an annoying neighbor in a sitcom.


April startled but managed a smile. “They’re little demons.”


Penny laughed, clicking her long russet-colored nails on the plastic menu in front of her. “Good company, I imagine.”


April said nothing, not sure how to take that. Plus, the last thing she wanted was to show up as some story in Penny’s gossip blog, Penny for Your Thoughts.


“Any juicy news from Ramona lately?” Penny asked, eyeing April over the tops of her tortoiseshell reading glasses. Her hair was copper red—just like a penny—and April was pretty sure she was wearing bright green contact lenses, which were new.


“Not lately, no,” April said, widening her eyes at Owen to hurry it up. He just smirked at her, steaming milk happily.


When people started plying April for Hollywood news, it was time to get the hell out of Dodge. Mostly because she had no idea what Ramona was up to these days. At least, not the details. A few months ago, in a desperate attempt to feel more connected and informed about what her best friend might be doing around LA, she’d set up a Google alert for Ramona’s name. So far, she’d only gotten one alert, informing her that Ramona and Dylan had attended some charity function last month. Other than that useless bit of information, she knew Ramona was immersed in a historical romance for Netflix with her boss, Noelle Yang. She knew Dylan, Ramona’s movie star girlfriend, was just about to wrap filming a biopic in which she played Marlene Dietrich, which she’d been working on for over a year. But specifics? Those details were spotty at best, like bad cell reception on the south end of the lake.


She glanced at her phone, eyes drifting over her and Ramona’s last text interaction. Several blue bubbles sent from April, asking Ramona if she thought getting a tattoo of an actual scorpion was a little too on the nose. And underneath the last text—the last text with no response from Ramona—were the words Read 8:41 PM.


That was two days ago.


April really didn’t want to use the L-word—lonely— but ever since Ramona had moved to LA to work as a costume designer nearly two years ago, the word haunted her like Miss Havisham’s ghost. Ramona was crushing it as Noelle Yang’s assistant, taking on more and more responsibility with each project. It was everything Ramona had ever wanted, everything she deserved after giving up her whole life when she was nineteen to help raise her little sister, Olive, after her father’s debilitating car accident, and she certainly didn’t need her small potatoes BFF whining about loneliness and a struggling business.


Still, over the last few months, her texts with Ramona had been sporadic at best, and she couldn’t remember when they’d last Face-Timed. She did know, however, that they hadn’t seen each other in person since this past November, when Ramona and Dylan had come back to Clover Lake for Thanksgiving with Dylan’s rock icon parents, Jack Monroe and Carrie Page. Even then, their time was taken up with Ramona’s family and April hadn’t wanted to impose.


Her own Thanksgiving was a quiet affair with Dr. and Dr. Evans, sipping red wine around her mother’s immaculate table while trying to deal with her father’s insistence that she invest Wonderlust’s profits—that was a laugh—in the stock market, and her mother’s constant hints about settling down. April didn’t think Jacqueline Evans, a Capricorn sun with a Virgo rising, would appreciate April’s long-term plans of becoming a cat lady, or how she’d recently decided to give up dating altogether, because what the hell was the point, so instead she’d sipped her drink and gotten a little too tipsy, which had only invited further disapproval from her parents.


Then, after walking home in a red-wine haze because her dad hadn’t wanted to drive in the inch of snow that had fallen the night before, she’d promptly opened up her favorite dating app looking for something fresh and intriguing, only to be met with the same boring people asking the same boring questions.


Casual dating had been her bread and butter for the last three years, after her engagement had imploded in spectacular fashion, but it all felt so tiresome to her—the first dates that she never had any interest in turning into a second, getting naked in front of someone new, the whole song and dance afterward, when all she wanted was to go home and sleep in her own bed.


She wasn’t really interested in anyone she dated and hadn’t been since Elena. No matter how she tried to open her mind to possibilities, no one stimulated her imagination or affections, no one made her stomach flutter with that first-crush feeling or caused her heart to feel like it was going to bust right through her rib cage. No one made her smile uncontrollably or wake up in the morning marveling at how fucking lucky she was.


Lately, the only thing she woke up to was a hair ball vomited up by one of her cats at the foot of her bed.


But even if some Taylor or Scott or Lydia had inspired such feelings, April had been there, done that, and consequently been crushed into oblivion when the only person she’d ever fallen madly in love with left her after three years together for a twenty-two-year-old artist named Daphne Love.


Daphne Love, for crying out loud.


She’d rather not relive that experience, thanks, no matter what Ramona, her mother, or the entire town of Clover Lake thought about it.


“Ah, well,” Penny said now, shoving her glasses back up on her nose. “We’ve got enough going on with this fancy new resort opening this weekend.”


April hmm’d politely, dug her debit card from her bag and tossed it on the counter. Owen whipped it away, then set her latte in front of her. She gulped at it greedily, burning her tongue a bit.


“I hear it’s to be quite the gaudy affair,” Penny said, leaning closer to April and whispering. Loudly. Penny didn’t really do quiet.


April nodded as Owen handed back her card and receipt. Cloverwild was a luxury resort and was indeed rumored to be extravagant. April had no idea if gaudy was an accurate description as she hadn’t seen it yet, but when a vacation spot’s entire purpose was to bring in tourists with a lot of money, it was bound to be pretty high-end.


“It’s not gaudy,” Owen said. “It’s Mia. She’s a classy broad.”


“Ah, yes,” April said, tucking her card away again. “Just what every classy broad wants to be called.”


Owen laughed. “I’ve seen the main lodge,” he said, setting a glass of water in front of Penny. “It’s gorgeous. Should bring in a lot of good business.”


“There’s a fine line between gorgeous and gaudy,” Penny said, pointing her straw at him before sliding it into her drink and turning to face April again. “Your car outside has a lot of stuff in it. Heading out of town?”


April sighed. No way around it, really—sooner or later people would notice there were vacationers in her house and she wasn’t frequenting the city square quite as much.


Goddamn small towns.


“Actually, Penny,” she said, voice probably a bit too saturated with attitude, “I’m headed to Cloverwild myself. Going to teach an art class there this summer.”


Penny’s brows shot up. “And you’re living there? Why in god’s name would you do that?”


April gave her a toothless smile.


“Although, maybe you’ll meet a nice hot thing while you’re there,” Penny said, her voice dripping with meaning. “It’s been, what? Three years?”


April’s smile dropped away. “Not you too,” she said.


Penny presented her palms in surrender but proceeded to surrender absolutely nothing. “I’m just saying. Elena what’s-her-name was always too big for her britches. And Ramona’s got her true love now, living her dream. It’s your turn, isn’t it?”


She smiled beatifically at April, who refused to show any emotion whatsoever on her face. Absolutely not.


“And on that horrifying note,” April said, taking her coffee and tucking her phone into her pocket. She hopped off the stool while Penny tutted, Owen cracking up behind the counter. “Have a lovely day, everyone.”


She walked to her car and opened the door, but as she slid inside, the lid from her coffee cup popped off, and half of the heavenly brew spilled down her favorite Paramore T-shirt. She fell into her seat, Bianca hissing as the searing liquid soaked through the cotton to April’s skin.


“Fucking figures,” she said, then started the engine and drove toward Cloverwild and all of her bright new opportunities.


OWEN HAD BEEN right—Cloverwild was gorgeous.


The lodge itself was a huge two-story craftsman facing the lake, with a large patio area built over the water that contained a firepit and several Adirondack chairs. Cabins dotted the property in the distance, along with a pier and a dock where canoes and kayaks bobbed in the lake. Carrying both Bianca and Bob, who were growing quite restless by this point, in their carriers, April walked up the white-and-gray pebbled path to the wraparound front porch, which was filled with cushioned furniture, rocking chairs, and tiny rustic tables the color of maple syrup. A string of lights circled the porch, already lit and dancing softly in the early-afternoon breeze.


She climbed the stairs and set the cat carriers behind a chair, hoping they’d stay quiet while she checked in with Mia and got her cabin key. She hadn’t exactly cleared housing her cats with Mia, but she had no other options at this point.


“Be right back, babies,” she said.


Bob mewled pathetically, and Bianca simply glared at her through the slats in the carrier, her ice-blue eyes disdainful.


“Yes, yes, I know, I’m a mess,” she said, straightening and catching sight of her warped reflection in the wavy glass set into the large oak door. She tucked the front of her coffee-soaked shirt into her faded black jeans, hoping it hid most of the stain. Her hair fell just shy of her shoulders, and her most recent color experiment—purple and teal streaks through her natural dark—was starting to grow out a little, giving her locks a faded iridescent look she loved. Her makeup was on point—winged liner and dark red lips—despite the slight shadows under her eyes.


She took a breath, the scent of espresso wafting around her as she did so, then pushed the door open.


Inside the lodge’s lobby, it was just as immaculate. Rustic wooden beams crossed the twenty-foot ceilings; squashy couches were arranged by a stone fireplace, their buttery brown leather accented with plaid-patterned pillows in navy and hunter green and burgundy for a bit of color. An enormous wagon wheel chandelier cast a warm amber light throughout the room, in addition to the watery glow of a single stained-glass lamp on the oak reception desk by the staircase. It was simple and decadent all at once.


The space was busy, full of preparations for opening day, which would kick off with a party tomorrow evening. People hurried about, carrying luxury sheets and towels to guest rooms upstairs, as well as outside to the larger guest cabins near the lake and the smaller staff cabins around back toward the woods. Others filled rustic shelves with colorful books and knickknacks, carried racks of clear glasses to the bar, straightened paintings on the walls.


She even spotted two people walking by in light pink leotards and leggings, sheer skirts around their waists, hair in tight buns at the napes of their necks. April remembered hearing Cloverwild would have dance instructors à la Patrick Swayze in Dirty Dancing, as well as gourmet meals served in a huge dining room complete with a shiny dance floor, waterskiing, guided midnight hikes to Moon Lovers Trail, spa treatments, watercolor classes, and pottery. You name it, Cloverwild was probably offering it.


For the right price.


April spotted Mia Gallagher behind the front desk, her phone cradled between her ear and shoulder while she tapped away on her iPad. Mia was in her midforties and had brown skin and long dark-and-silver braids. Her family’s grocery store—which had started as a stall at the Clover Lake farmer’s market back in the 1940s and was now a statewide chain, soon to go national if the rumors were to be believed—had given her the means to invest in prime lakefront real estate and open a resort like Cloverwild.


“Hey there,” Mia said as April approached the desk, taking her phone off her ear and tossing it—a bit violently, if you asked April—onto the desk. “Good to see you.”


“Everything okay?” April asked as Mia took a slug from the largest coffee cup April had ever seen. It was like a Big Gulp from 7-Eleven.


“Ask me tomorrow,” Mia said. “No, wait, ask me next month. Maybe even September. Hell, ask me in five years.”


“That good, huh?” April asked. She knew opening a new business was hard as shit—she couldn’t imagine getting one of this scale off the ground.


Closing a business, however . . .


April shook her head, ignoring the sudden spike of panic and sadness in her gut.


Mia seesawed her hand in the air. “Big picture is fine. Little tiny details that make me question my existence on earth? That’s a different story.”


April laughed. Mia was funny. Always had been. She had a dry sense of humor April appreciated, and as one of the first out-andproud lesbians April had ever met, Mia was a bit of an icon in April’s mind, a touchstone for all the baby queers in Clover Lake.


“Let me grab your key,” Mia said. “Your cabinmate hasn’t checked in yet.”


“No worries,” April said. “More time to get settled.” She’d known from the jump that she’d have a cabinmate, who was also her co-teacher for the art classes. April was ready for the distraction, and excited to plan a fun and unique curriculum.


“Oh, hey, a guest mentioned you the other day,” Mia said as she riﬄed through a stack of papers with key cards clipped to the corners. “When they called to check their reservation.”


“Really?” April asked. “Who?”


“Nicola something. Let me see . . .” Mia moved over to the computer and clicked around. “Reece. Nicola Reece. Apparently she works at some fancy museum in London.”


“And she’s staying in Clover Lake?” April said.


Mia laughed. “Right? But I guess she came to town a few summers ago with her partner and loved it. She said you did a tattoo for her.”


April frowned, trying to recall the name, but her mind was blank. She did a million tattoos a year, and she remembered most of them, but she’d always been a visual learner. A name wasn’t going to do much for her. “I’m better with faces. And the tattoo itself. Did she say what it was?”


“No, but she’s taking all your art classes, so I’m sure you’ll see her then,” Mia said as she went back to searching for April’s information. “Ah, here we go.”


She handed April a dark green card with Cloverwild’s logo etched on it in gold—the resort name and a canoe stretched underneath the length of the word—along with a few sheets of paper. “That’s your itinerary, your cabinmate’s information, your class schedule and rosters, things like that. There’s a map of the property on the back. It’s all online too, but some people like a physical copy.”


April tucked the key into her pocket, then thanked Mia before heading for the door and her contraband cats, scanning the top paper as she went.


Her eyes snagged on a set of letters.


A name.


She froze, slowly turning back toward the desk.


“Hey, Mia?”


“Yeah, hon?” Mia asked, shuﬄing through another stack of papers.


“Is this right?” April’s heart had sped up, then left its designated place in her body, catapulting around like a pinball.


“Is what right?”


“This name.” April blinked at the two words. “My . . .”


Her cabinmate.


Her co-teacher.


A name she definitely knew, no face required.


“It’s all correct, whatever it is,” Mia said, who understandably didn’t have time for whatever meltdown April was currently experiencing. “Checked it myself this morning. Excuse me.” She frowned down at her phone, then hurried off toward the kitchen.


April barely noticed any of that though. Barely heard Mia’s answer. She stood in the middle of the room, fingers trembling on the papers, her vision blurring as she stared down at the name of the very person who had ruined her life three years ago.









Chapter
Two


DAPHNE LOVE HADN’T washed her hair in over two weeks.


Granted, her blond curls were naturally coarse and dry, requiring no more than a weekly wash day with some deep conditioning and high-quality gel, but by this point, she was far beyond the freedoms afforded by her hair type.


She sat up on Vivian’s tufted sky-blue couch and pushed off the mustard-colored fleece blanket she’d been sleeping under for the last month. Her back screamed at her. Vivian’s sofa was definitely an aesthetic choice, the stylish tufts making Daphne’s body feel about two decades older than her twenty-five years, but it wasn’t as though she had room to complain.


“Oh, good, you’re awake,” Vivian said, glancing up from where she sat at the bar in her tiny kitchen. She wore leggings and a widenecked sweatshirt, revealing one smooth dark brown shoulder, and her long twists were piled on top of her head and secured with a mint-green headband. She tapped on her phone and sipped her usual matcha latte—Daphne could smell the grassy aroma from here.


“I’m not sure awake is quite accurate,” Daphne said, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. The morning sun streaming through the windows in Vivan’s one-bedroom Boston apartment was so bright it made her teeth ache.


Vivian sighed.


Vivian had been sighing a lot for the last month, not that Daphne could blame her. Daphne had been crashing on her couch since the end of April—something neither of them planned or wanted—and Vivian had put up with oceans of Daphne tears, at least a dozen pints of ice cream, days of staring into the void, and twelve-hour sleep cycles on the aforementioned couch, which was located in the middle of the small living room.


Needless to say, Daphne had worn out her welcome.


“I’ve got to get going pretty soon,” Vivian said, sliding off the stool and then hand-washing her mug in the sink. “So should you. Clover Lake is only a little over an hour away, but my aunt doesn’t appreciate lateness.”


Daphne nodded.


“Are you excited?” Vivian asked, shutting off the water and drying her mug with a pink towel.


Daphne forced a smile. “Absolutely.”


Vivian sighed. “Have you packed?”


Daphne nodded again, a bobblehead doll stuck to a car’s dashboard, before stopping abruptly. “Well, mostly.”


Vivian released her third sigh in the last ten minutes, then stepped over Daphne’s giant teal suitcase, which was one of the only things she owned other than her clothes and a few books. It was a nice suitcase too. Elena had bought it for her about a year ago, though she’d never really had a chance to use it yet.


She sent both hands through her hair. Or she tried, but her fingers tangled in the myriad knots scattered throughout her curls. She grabbed a hair tie from the coffee table, secured her locks into a messy bun on top of her head.


Took a deep breath.


She had to get it together.


Had to.


Vivian was beyond sick of her, she knew. Until a month ago, she’d only spoken to her college roommate sporadically since they’d graduated Boston University three years ago. They’d been close during their shared time in the fine arts department—Vivian studying modern dance, Daphne visual art with a concentration in painting—but had drifted apart after they graduated. Daphne wished she could say it was simply a natural progression of their relationship, a product of a transition in both of their lives. Vivian got a job with a professional dance company in Boston, while Daphne . . .


Well, what had Daphne done, exactly?


She’d fallen in love.


That was it, the extent of her foray into adulthood. She packed up her heart, tied it all up with a silk bow, and gave it freely to Elena Watson. Sure, she had a part-time job at the renowned art museum where she’d interned her senior year (and met Elena), and she’d produced a lot of paintings in the last three years (mediocre, and which were probably tossed in the recycling bin outside of Elena’s penthouse apartment the second Daphne moved out), but mostly, Daphne had been a girlfriend.


And she’d been a great girlfriend.


She made dinner.


She ran errands.


She dusted and made their bed every morning.


She made sure Elena’s kitchen was always stocked with her expensive espresso and her favorite oat milk.


She was there for Elena.


Every gallery event, every art-world party, every quiet night snuggled on the couch together watching indie films Daphne secretly found depressing. Their sex life was incredible—at least in Daphne’s limited experience—and Elena had always held her close afterward, whispering how much she loved her.


Three years of domestic bliss, and then . . .


Daphne pressed the heels of her hands to her eyes until color exploded behind her lids.


She’d been expecting a proposal.


That was the worst part.


Elena had taken her to Bistro du Midi, a fancy French place they’d only ever been to on birthdays or anniversaries, and the restaurant served the most decadent chocolate souﬄé—it was so good, Daphne had dreams about it. So on a cool evening near the end of April, when Elena came home and took Daphne in her arms, kissing her passionately and whispering “Let me take you out” against her mouth, Daphne had felt a zing of anticipation.


She’d smiled, pulled back so she could look at her girlfriend, so beautiful and elegant with her long dark hair and pale skin, her nearly black eyes, and a beauty mark right above the left side of her top lip, like that supermodel from the nineties whose name Daphne could never remember.


Her future wife.


And she thought, Wow, I’m so lucky.


Twenty-nine days later, she was waking up with chiropractic problems and questionable hygiene, three hundred bucks and some change left in her checking account, and exactly one friend, whom she hadn’t spoken to in six months before she called Vivian begging for her couch.


She’d had nowhere else to go. Contacting her own family was out of the question, and Vivian was the only person she knew who wasn’t inside Elena’s art-world bubble—literally every one of Daphne’s “friends” from the last few years was Elena’s friends, and they’d clearly chosen her in the split.


And why shouldn’t they?


Daphne was twenty-five, unemployed, inexperienced, and was starting to suspect she’d been the equivalent of a trophy wife for the last three years.


She’d spent the first few years of college in a kind of bubble too. After high school, she’d left her small Tennessee town with a full scholarship for tuition, but that hadn’t covered room and board, textbooks, supplies, toothpaste, face cleanser, and new underwear when the pairs she’d had since she was sixteen grew too thin and worn to be considered practical, so she’d waited tables at a middling Boston restaurant at least twenty hours a week. When she wasn’t in class or serving medium-rare steaks, she focused on her art, trying to produce good work. Sometimes, she managed to hang out with Vivian’s friends, watching their community with wonder, trying to figure out what kind of queer she wanted to be. She’d known she was a lesbian from age nine, then spent the next nine years hiding it from her preacher father and rigid mother. Finally letting herself out was terrifying, and while she went on a few dates here and there in college, she always managed to get in her own way when it came to sex, or even making out.


And then she met Elena Watson, the curator at the Museum of Fine Arts, where Daphne had landed a coveted senior-year internship.


The rest, as they say, was very depressing history.


The only glimmer of light in all this gloom was her summer job. Vivian’s aunt Mia lived in a small town in New Hampshire, close to where Vivian had grown up, and she was opening a lake resort this summer.


Tomorrow, in fact.


By some miracle, Vivian had managed to convince her very generous aunt to hire Daphne to teach art classes. Daphne had no idea why Mia agreed. She hadn’t even talked to Daphne, really, but Daphne suspected it had something to do with Vivian’s desperation to get Daphne out of her hair, and the fact that there was another art instructor on staff as well, a local person Mia knew and trusted, and with whom Daphne would also share a cabin.


All of which was very, very fair.


On top of that, Mia had emailed Daphne a few days ago to see if it was okay to share her digital portfolio—which Mia had at least requested before hiring her—with a guest named Nicola Reece, who had asked about the art instructors’ work.


A curator at a museum in London, no less.


While this information had sparked a bit of interest in Daphne—curators had the power to make or break careers in the art world, after all—she was also quite tired of, well, curators and their power to make or break careers in the art world. Elena had made it very clear over the course of their doomed relationship that Daphne’s career would not be made.


Regardless, as Daphne stretched her arms into the air, she tried to drum up a little excitement for her summer ahead. She’d googled Cloverwild and it was beautiful, every photo featuring a sparkling sapphire lake and bright green trees, a veritable paradise. She could almost smell the fresh air already, and she knew she needed to get out of Boston. So while the job didn’t pay all that much, she at least had a roof over her head, and three whole months to figure out what to do with her sad, single, solitary life.


“You almost ready?” Vivian asked, coming out of her room with her dance bag slung over one shoulder. “If you want me to drop you at the train station, we need to leave now. I’ve got rehearsal in an hour.”


“What?” Daphne asked, then realized she’d been sitting on the couch staring out the window for the last twenty minutes, still in her sleeping tank and shorts, hair still a rat’s nest on top of her head. “Crap. Yeah. Ten minutes!”


She shot up—a move that made her dizzy—and ran for the bathroom for the fastest shower of her life, which with the time constraint now meant she would not be utilizing shampoo and conditioner.


“Ten minutes!” she yelled again.


And right before she closed the door, she heard Vivian sigh.


DAPHNE COULDN’T GET into her cabin. The door unlocked just fine with her key card, but when she tried to push it open, she was met with resistance.


And this—this dark green wooden door that would only open a few inches while she stood on the log cabin’s porch between two red Adirondack chairs—was the final straw. After an hour-long ride in a train car that smelled like Doritos, all she wanted was to lie down and stare at the ceiling.


But no, she was well and truly doomed.


Never mind her useless college degree, lack of financial security or professional prospects—this recalcitrant door was the real proof that she couldn’t function as a human being. As she stood there, her flowing tears turning into audible sobs, she knew she was being ridiculous, but that was the thing about final straws: They rarely made any sense whatsoever.


She let out a grunt of frustration and slammed the side of her fist against the door.


“What the hell?” a voice said from inside.


Daphne heard footsteps, then rushed to wipe under her eyes, which were puffy, dark-circled messes anyway.


“Why is this door open?” the same voice said, closer now. “I thought I—” The person cut themself off, then Daphne heard what sounded like a very heavy bag or box being dragged across the floor, followed by a . . . meow?


“I know, Bianca, calm the hell down,” the person said, and Daphne was fully confused now.


The door drifted open effortlessly, revealing a petite woman with lavender tips in her dark hair, perfect winged eyeliner, ripped black jeans, and black boots that that could probably blow a hole in a wall after one solid kick. Colorful tattoos spiraled down both of her arms, and she smelled faintly of coffee.


“Hi,” Daphne said, then cleared her throat when her words came out a bit tear-logged. “Sorry, I couldn’t get the door open.”


The woman pursed her mouth, then looked Daphne up and down. From the way her jaw tightened and her nostrils flared a little, her gaze was more scrutiny than friendly observation.


“I’m Daphne,” Daphne said.


The woman continued to stare at her, eyes slightly narrowed now.


“Daphne Love?” Daphne tried again. “Your roommate? And, um, teaching partner?”


The woman’s throat bobbed as she swallowed. “Right. I’m April Evans.”


“It’s lovely to meet you,” Daphne said.


“Is it?” April said.


Daphne opened her mouth but closed it again without saying anything. The woman didn’t move, remaining in the doorway with her eyebrows lifted and her breathing a bit heavy for a casual meeting.


“April Evans?” April said again, her inflection rising on the end this time like she was asking a question. “From Clover Lake?”


Daphne wasn’t sure what the right answer was here. She’d never been the most socially capable person, spending most of her childhood either hiding her true feelings about almost everything or denying them if they happened to slip into the light. Vivian had been her only solid friend in college, and even that, it seemed, she was continuously screwing up.


Then Elena . . .


She shook her head. Couldn’t think about Elena right now, absolutely not. She focused, tried to figure out how this tiny, beautiful woman wanted her to respond.


She settled on something simple.


“Yes,” she said.


April tilted her head. “Yes? That’s it?”


Daphne blinked, and . . . oh no . . . please, no . . . she felt tears starting to swell up her throat. She swallowed repeatedly, shoving them back down again until she felt steady enough to talk.


“I’m . . . I’m sure Mia told me your name,” she said carefully. “I’m sorry if I forgot.”


April blinked, clearly unsatisfied. She looked a little pale, and her jaw was still like a vise. Daphne could hear her teeth grinding.


“Right. Whatever,” April said, then opened the door all the way. “Come in, I guess.”


“Thank you,” Daphne said, stepping into the cabin. She still felt a little shaky—a newborn deer on spindly legs—but at least she was inside now, at her home for the summer.


The space was small but airy, a single room with knotted pine floors, walls, and ceiling. Two full-size beds sat on opposite sides of the room, a large dark green dresser in between. The linens were white and crisp, with green plaid blankets folded at the foot of each mattress. A large picture window to the right of the beds filled the room with bright light. There was a small closet to the left, along with a bathroom, and Daphne could see a white porcelain bowl sink and tub shower with a green-and-navy plaid curtain.


She also saw a complete and total mess.


Everywhere.


The room was lovely, but Daphne was having a hard time focusing on those details because both beds were covered in clothes, the bathroom light was on and the counter was already littered with toiletries, and she could barely see the pine floor because there were boots and scarves and black jeans and tees literally everywhere. It was as though someone had stuffed the entire contents of their suitcase into a T-shirt cannon and started firing at random.


Daphne stood frozen in the doorway, her own large suitcase next to her, blinking at the mess.


“Yeah, sorry,” April said, snatching a pile of shirts off one of the beds and stuﬃng them into the bottom dresser drawer. “I had a lot of shit to unpack, and it helps me organize it if I can see it all.”


Daphne let her shoulders relax. She wasn’t exactly a messy person—she liked things in their place, particularly after years of living with Elena—but she understood the harrowing unpacking process.


Which was exactly why she never quite made it that far at Vivan’s.


“No worries,” she said, pulling her suitcase behind her and heading for the now-cleared bed. She plopped down, exhaling as she did so, before looking around and wondering what to do first. She’d been hoping April hadn’t arrived yet so she’d have a bit of time to simply stare at the ceiling fan, but that wasn’t in the cards. The last thing she needed right now was for her grumpy roommate to develop some kind of personal issue with her.


And clearly, they were already off to a strange start.


She glanced up to find April staring at her, brows lowered in what could only be described as a glower, and a black bathing suit covered in tiny constellations in her hands.


A very, very strange start.


Daphne cleared her throat, then turned her suitcase over on its side so she could get it unzipped.


But then she heard it again—a meow.


She straightened, her eyes wide.


“Shit,” April said. She tossed the bathing suit on her bed and headed toward not one but two pet carriers by the door. “I really need to let them out. Do you mind?”


Daphne could only blink as April—who didn’t seem to need an answer from her anyway—proceeded to unlatch the wire doors, releasing two cats, who stepped out of their cages like royalty.


“Bianca del Kitty,” April said, motioning to a regal white-andgray cat with blue eyes, then pointing to an orange feline, green eyes glowing. “And that’s Bob the Drag Cat. I’ve got their litter box in my car. I hope you’re not allergic, because I have nowhere else for them to go right now.”


Daphne had never had house pets before. Elena hated cats, and Daphne’s family in Tennessee had raised chickens, which required too much care and maintenance to add a dog or cat to the mix.


“Well, are you?” April asked.


The orange cat, Bob, wandered over to Daphne and rubbed itself on her legs, nosing at a loose string on her cuffed jeans.


“Am I what?” Daphne asked, looking down at the feline.


“Allergic,” April said, impatience tightening her voice.


“No,” Daphne said. “No, I’m—”


Bob mewed, looking up at Daphne with liquid eyes before leaping into her lap.


“Oh,” she said, lifting her hands into the air to give the beast some room. The cat kneaded Daphne’s legs, turning in circles a few times, rubbing its face on Daphne’s belly.


April scoffed, then mumbled something that sounded like traitor under her breath. Daphne couldn’t be sure, and she couldn’t slow down her emotions long enough to figure it out, because Bob settled in her lap then. It tucked its paws underneath its furry body and started purring, happy as can be.


Daphne suddenly realized it had been a full month since anyone had touched her, hugged her, patted her on the shoulder, anything. Suddenly, this tiny animal’s body—its weight and its heat—was all too much, a shock of affection Daphne hadn’t even known she needed.


And then, because this day truly couldn’t get any worse, she promptly burst into tears.









Chapter
Three


OH, FUCKING HELL.


April watched as Daphne started crying with her precious baby Bob in her lap, for god’s sake. She had no clue what to do or say. Clearly, the woman had issues.


Well, join the fucking club.


“I’m sorry,” Daphne said, wiping her eyes, but then Bob, aka Lucifer, snuggled even closer to the woman, rubbing his head on her stomach and even peering up at Daphne as if to inquire after her well-being.


And all this pulled a fresh wave of tears from Daphne’s infernally pretty eyes.


She was pretty all over, really, if a little worse for wear today with her too-loose jeans and heather-gray T-shirt with what looked like Cheeto-crumb stains swiped over the middle. Still, April could tell she was gorgeous—green eyes and silky curls the color of spun gold, lithe limbs, and a surprisingly curvy ass.


Not that April didn’t know all of this already—well, everything but the ass part, which she was determined to ignore—as she’d spent the better part of the first month after Elena left her three years ago poring over her ex’s Instagram, which of course led her to Daphne’s profile.


An art student—painting, as far as April could tell.


Young.


Beautiful.


Sweet.


Southern.


A country apple plucked fresh from the tree.


The exact opposite of April in every way, who painted her nails black and didn’t even own a lipstick shade lighter than crimson.


Then again, she supposed that was the point.


Daphne had now pulled Bob closer and pressed her face into his orange fur, taking such deep breaths April wondered if she was going to inhale a hair ball. One thing she knew for sure—she needed a fucking minute. She left Daphne and Bob to their canoodling and hightailed it for the bathroom, where she closed herself inside and pressed her back against the door.


“Fuck,” she said on an exhale, all the adrenaline of seeing Daphne in the flesh settling now, leaving her trembling and out of breath.


She had no idea what seeing the woman the love of her life had left her for would be like—turned out, it wasn’t pleasant, particularly when said woman looked a little bit haunted and then started sobbing uncontrollably because of a cat. April wondered briefly what was wrong, then squeezed her eyes closed, because no.


She couldn’t go there.


Wouldn’t.


Of course, April was mature enough—her parents might have a different opinion there, but whatever—to understand that when infidelity occurred, the person your partner cheated with wasn’t fully at fault. Your partner was the asshole, a fact April absolutely did not contest. Still, the other party in this case had to have known Elena had a partner, a fiancée, and still Daphne had dated Elena.


Then again . . .


April rubbed her tired eyes, replaying the last fifteen minutes in her brain. When April had opened the door, Daphne’s expression was completely blank, and it remained so when April said her own name—twice. Daphne very obviously didn’t know who April was, not even a glimmer of recognition flickering in her eyes. She had never heard April’s name, never seen her picture via Instagram or anywhere else. To Daphne Love, an infamous person in April’s mind, the person she’d measured herself against for that first year, April Evans hadn’t even existed until this very moment. At the very least, Elena had never told Daphne her name, never told her about her life in Clover Lake with April.


Either that, or Daphne was the greatest actress in the world. Still, April didn’t think that woman snuggling Bob in the next room could fake a sneeze right now, much less something this huge.


April let the truth of it all settle, and god, it was heavy. All these facts, this evidence. It had been three years, and April had moved on—went weeks without even thinking about Elena sometimes—but now, knowing that her own name wasn’t even worth telling . . .


She slid down to the floor, plunked her head against the door as the box of memories she’d shoved into a corner of her mind tipped over, spilling its contents everywhere.


April and Elena had met in Boston six years ago, when April was twenty-seven and Elena was thirty. April had been in town for a workshop with a well-known tattoo artist at the time, and on her last evening there, she’d wandered into a lesbian bar called Pearl, which should’ve been her first clue it wasn’t exactly her kind of place. The second the door closed behind her, a proverbial record scratch echoed through the air as every single person inside stopped what they were doing and turned to look at April.


The bar was, in a word, immaculate. The space was dim, lit by an ornate chandelier and a few sconces set into the periwinkle walls. The bar itself was dark mahogany, with padded stools covered in a rich lavender velvet. Everything, in fact, was some shade of purple, but it was elegantly done with decadent aubergine tufted settees, chairs painted in a stormy lavender-gray, and gold accents warming up the space.


Oh, it was a lesbian bar, all right.


A power lesbian bar.


A rich lesbian bar.


Every person inside was dressed to kill with their dark suits and sharply cut bobs. Some wore ties, some wore little black dresses that left very little to the imagination, but everyone was styled. They were tailored and intentional and chic.


And April had on her black leather jacket, a Nico T-shirt with a hole near the hem, torn gray jeans, and a pair of white high-top sneakers.


Still, once she came through the door, she couldn’t possibly leave. She refused. A bunch of snobs in a bar were not going to dictate to her where she belonged, goddammit. So she smiled beatifically at all the eyes on her, then walked toward the bar as calmly as she could and ordered a Manhattan. She still felt everyone’s gaze on her, but she ignored them, even though her heart was threatening to beat right out of her chest.


“You’re a long way from home,” a voice said.


April glanced to her right as a woman slid into the space next to her.


A gorgeous woman.


Long dark hair, smooth pale skin, a beauty mark on the left side of her full lips. Eyes so dark, April knew if she fell inside them, she’d probably never find her way out. She wore one of those little black dresses, skintight, the V-shaped neckline plunging to below her sternum.


“I think I’m right where I need to be,” April said, tipping her glass at the woman before taking a slurping sip.


The woman lifted a perfect eyebrow, but then smiled widely, showing off her very white, very straight teeth.


“Refreshing,” she said, lifting her own glass toward April, a deep red wine. “A rebel.”


“No,” April said, slipping the dark cherry between her teeth and chomping down. “Just don’t give a shit.”


The woman laughed, then introduced herself as Elena Watson. April replied in kind, and soon, she was lost. Because Elena was funny. And interesting. A bit stuck-up, sure, but she was easy to talk to, sharing details about growing up in Virginia, coming out when she was twelve by writing a letter to her parents and mailing a copy to both of their places of business.


“My penmanship was impeccable,” she’d said, laughing.


“And how did they take it?” April asked.


“Oh, I’m very convincing,” Elena said, winking.


April found herself revealing things about her own parents too, how Drs. Preston and Jacqueline Evans, general practitioners with enough earth in their star charts to pull a mountain from the sea, had rarely understood anything their only daughter did or said or dreamed about. April was a water sign, a triple Scorpio at that, and she’d fallen in love with magic and the stars at a young age precisely because her parents . . . well, hadn’t quite fallen in love with her.


She remembered suspecting this fact as young as five, when her mother told her they’d have a quiet night at home for April’s birthday, instead of the Rainbow Brite party April had asked for. A party was too messy. Too wild. Too . . . April. A formative memory, and one of her first. But that was also the birthday that her grandmother Harriet sent her a picture book about the zodiac, then read it to her that night over the phone and every night for weeks until April had the entire thing memorized.


Her parents disapproved, of course, but April found something in the stars she’d never experienced with her parents—a sense of purpose.


A destiny.


Preston and Jacqueline had tried to have a baby for years before they got pregnant with April. They’d had miscarriages and failed rounds of IVF, until they finally stopped trying. Gave up hope.


And then, two months later, the strip turned pink on a pregnancy test.


April had always loved this story, or at least the idea of it—but whenever her parents told it, there was no awe in their voices, just clinical facts, followed by a glance in April’s direction that could only be described as nonchalant. April’s existence might be a miracle, but she could never shake the feeling that her parents, after so much failure and heartbreak and waiting, were a bit underwhelmed with the kid they finally got.


“That must’ve been hard,” Elena finally said, her fingertips brushing the top of April’s hand.


April could only nod, because it was true, and because hearing this stranger confirm it was so validating, she felt close to tears. She couldn’t believe she was sharing these sorts of details with Elena. April hadn’t felt this entranced by a person in years.


No, that wasn’t right. She’d never felt this entranced by another person. Ever.


Of course, April had dated people. Mostly boys, until she realized she was attracted to all genders and came out as pansexual her junior year of high school, mainly with the help of Leigh Reynolds, a friend (with benefits) she often hooked up with even to this day whenever they rolled back into town. In college she dated girls and people of other genders. She’d even dated a few of them for a long time, calling some of them partners or boyfriends or girlfriends. Never anything life-changing though.


She’d never felt that thing.


But she felt it with Elena.


“I’m a Taurus,” Elena had said after April shared about her parents, leaning close and whispering with that husky voice of hers. “Is that compatible with a Scorpio?”


April had grinned. “Actually, yes. Perfectly compatible.”


“Well, thank god for that,” Elena said. Then they left together, walking the streets of Boston slowly, the chilly October air perfect for just such a stroll. And when Elena took her hand at a crosswalk, then didn’t let go as they reached the next block, April’s heart did something funny in her chest.


Grew, or shifted, or simply beat with a stronger rhythm. She didn’t know, but she loved it. Felt addicted already.


They went on a ghost tour in a carriage, shrieking and clinging to each other the entire time, and when midnight came around, Elena asked April to come back to her apartment.


Yes was the only possible answer, and they had sex all night in Elena’s huge bed, silk sheets cool under their skin. April felt drunk afterward, even though the effects of her Manhattan had long worn off. Still, she half expected Elena to bid her farewell in the morning, say she had a great time, then turn her eyes to the morning paper as she sipped espresso, a signal for April to see herself out.


But none of that happened.


Elena seemed just as intoxicated as April, and April ended up staying in Boston for the rest of the week, even though her workshop was long over. Mac, her employee at Wonderlust, handled things at the shop, and Ramona kept texting and asking if April was ever going to come home.


And April . . . well, she didn’t know.


Eventually, though, reality set in. Elena had to work—she was a curator at the Museum of Fine Arts—and April knew she needed to face whatever the hell the two of them were doing.


So she asked.


And Elena said she loved April.


Just like that, said so easily, offered so freely. The only person who had ever said those words to April like that was Ramona. Not even her own parents said it that often. And right then, April knew.


She’d found her person.


Her match.


The person who loved her, every part of her, and happened to know exactly how to make her scream in bed.


Things moved fast after that—she and Elena dated longdistance for a few months, but they both hated it, so they soon worked out a bi-city arrangement where they spent a week or so at a time in Clover Lake or Boston. The commute was only a little over an hour, and both were willing to make it for the sake of sleeping in the same bed and waking up together. Elena wasn’t exactly a small-town gal, but she seemed to enjoy her time in Clover Lake, even helped April with things around her shop, and April always loved how much Elena was willing to do—her commute, living with April’s two cats, eating fried eggs every Saturday at Clover Moon with Ramona—to be with April.


This went on for two years until, one evening in Boston, Elena suggested they take a ghost tour again—the same one, in fact, they’d taken the night they met, except this one was exclusive, a carriage through haunted Boston just for April and Elena. Then, under a full moon near the most notorious cemetery in the city, Elena slipped a black diamond ring onto April’s finger.


April cried.


She never cried, but she cried right then. Before Elena, she truly believed she’d never find someone who loved all of her quirks and interests, the fact that she still dressed in an elaborate costume every Halloween even if there was no party to attend. But here was this lovely, elegant, accomplished woman who wanted to marry her.


A few months later, however, things started to shift. Elena started working longer hours, coming home later in the evening. Then she started begging off the weeks they were supposed to spend in Clover Lake, insisting April go on ahead without her, that she’d join her in a few days. The days stretched into weeks, though, and soon it had been months since Elena had even stepped foot in New Hampshire. April grew irritated and sarcastic around her fiancée, which always sparked Elena’s own temper, and things between them bent and stretched, growing more tense by the day, until Elena finally broke up with her, over the phone no less, the words slipping out of her mouth so easily like oil over silk—I’ve met someone else.


Now, three years later, April groaned and knocked her head against the door, pushing back the memories. She couldn’t believe this was happening. She’d moved beyond this, didn’t need this, but here was Daphne Love in the flesh, who didn’t even know April’s fucking name.


But surely, surely, Daphne had known Elena was with someone when they’d met, even if she’d never learned April’s name. April had even bought Elena her own ring after they’d gotten engaged. Granted, it wasn’t much, as she didn’t want Elena’s help paying for it. But Elena wore the small geo-cut emerald set in a matte gold band on a very important finger. It wasn’t as though April and Elena were just messing around—they were engaged.


No, Daphne had to have known.


And she’d gone and fucked Elena anyway.


A knock sounded on the door, reverberating against April’s head.


“April?” Daphne called. “Are you okay in there?”


April exhaled heavily and stood up, checking her reflection in the mirror. She sniffed, rolled her shoulders back.


“I’m fucking great,” she said, then swung open the door before she slid past a befuddled Daphne Love holding Bob in her arms and went to finish unpacking.
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