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      Becca grabbed a tissue and wiped her lips. Too much. No matter how closely she followed Instagram makeup tutorials, she never looked great with red lips or a smokey eye, and she wasn’t sure why she kept trying.

      Justin would be there in half an hour to pick her up. She was looking forward to a quick ride on his motorcycle. Vermont was getting teased with a February thaw, and this afternoon it was going to reach sixty degrees. The few months they’d been dating was exciting—Justin was adventurous, always showing up with a new piercing or tattoo. They’d often listen to true crime podcasts after having sex as he lay at the bottom of her bed, rubbing her feet. He was stoic, a man of few words, but liked to take off on a moment's notice for a solo motorcycle trip or weekend away.

      He was easy. Didn’t pressure her to commit, and Becca was fine with their arrangement and enjoyed having space on the weekends he was gone; her yoga and sushi dates with Emily were the highlight of her week. The ink was barely dry on her divorce papers, and the last thing she wanted was to jump into a serious relationship. But Justin had helped her let go a little. While he couldn't compare to her high school boyfriend Finn, he made her feel sexy, wanted.

      Finn had always held her eyes for a few seconds before kissing her. He played with her hair when she laid her head on his chest. He knew how to touch her.

      Having some fun to distract her mind was healing, and she was careful not to mislead Justin. Not that he ever asked her for more.

      Right after Sean moved out, she threw herself into work. Designing websites at her computer all day, every day, had worked for a little while, but Becca knew hiding in her house wasn’t the answer.

      Her best friend Emily reminded her, several times, that working yourself to the bone wasn’t a way of life. Becca listened. Emily had been through a lot these past few years and was speaking from experience. Not to mention she was the most sought-after life coach in New England, so taking her advice was a no-brainer.

      There had been a lot of changes in her life after the divorce, processing it all was taking time, but for the most part Becca was happy and free. When Sean had left, carrying out the last of his boxes, she thought she’d be lonely.

      Instead, it was as if the walls expanded, and the air changed. Saying goodbye to a man who didn’t know how to love her, who never wanted to touch her, was the best decision she’d ever made. Marrying him too soon after losing Finn had been a mistake. But back then, she was looking for a way to heal after making an adoption plan for their daughter.

      She couldn't heal though. Sean was barely a bandaid, wrong for her in every way.

      The day Sean left, Becca painted the front door mustard yellow, then brought the fancy platters and stemware they’d gotten for their wedding to the local consignment shop. Clearing out all the reminders of Sean was cleansing. She’d never go back to being half-loved again.

      Then a few weeks later, just as she’d reached for another bottle of wine as her family shoved through her front door, she’d heard from Molly, her biological daughter who was now a twenty-one-year-old woman. A loving lesbian couple had adopted her, and she’d had a wonderful life. Hearing from her was something she’d hoped for and she still felt dizzy with excitement when she thought about how they were going to meet soon.

      But then that would make Becca think about Molly’s dad, Finn. And her heart would splinter all over again.

      As she applied her mascara, Becca pushed away thoughts of dancing with Finn that first time at the homecoming dance during their junior year, If I Ain’t Got You by Alicia Keys playing in the background.

      She inspected her jeans and gray hooded sweatshirt in the mirror and shivered, thinking of how Finn’s hand felt on the small of her back each time he opened a door for her.

      Stop thinking about him.

      Becca leaned closer to the mirror. In her pictures, Molly was an even mixture of her and Finn. She and Becca shared the same brown bouncy curls and large brown eyes, but Molly had Finn’s perfect nose, and his lips that curled up higher on the right side when he smiled.

      She shook her head, another image she tried jolting out of her mind as she made her way downstairs. Would Finn always be everywhere now that Molly was back in her life? A ghost from her past coming back to remind her of all she’d pushed away?

      Becca grabbed her leather jacket and a pair of gloves from the coat closet and sighed. Would she ever exchange clothes with her daughter? Would they ever spend a holiday together? There were so many unknowns, but since their first conversation on Christmas Eve, it felt easy, right. They’d talked a few times on the phone and exchanged several texts a month. The first time Becca had heard Molly’s voice, the void she’d felt since inhaling her fresh, baby scent in the hospital that dark February afternoon twenty-one years ago, wasn’t as heavy.

      Molly was now an adult, living in Hilton Head, South Carolina. A few days before graduating from the University of South Carolina, she’d gotten Becca’s contact information from the court.

      Becca could barely contain her sobs when Molly had blurted out, “I want to meet you! I’m traveling the country with a few friends after the New Year. And I thought about coming to see you then, but I don’t think I want my friends to be with me. I’d like it to be just us.”

      Just us.

      Those two words had made Becca clutch her heart as she slid down her kitchen cabinets. She sat on the floor while her family drank wine and picked from the giant charcuterie board of meat, cheese, and fruit in her dining room. Since Molly was very clear about always wanting to see Vermont, Becca bought her a ticket for June as soon as they’d gotten off the phone.

      There’d been a few times Becca wanted to ask Molly about her dad, Finn, but she stopped herself.

      Becca hadn’t seen or heard from him since he’d walked out of the hospital room after she had told him he needed to stay out of her life. Finn would always be a reminder of Molly, and Becca felt the only way to heal was to break all ties. As hard as it was to watch Finn slowly close the door behind him, to lose her daughter and the man she loved on the same day, it was what Becca thought she deserved for not keeping her baby. This was her fresh start, her second chance. The last thing she wanted to do was put Molly in the middle, but one day she wanted to tell her there’d been a lot of love between her biological parents at one time. That she would always love him. That there was never a man who could come close to touching her heart the way Finn had.

      But it was too soon for all that.

      Becca took in a long breath and peered out her living room window. You should send Molly a picture of the front yard, show her how much snow has melted since yesterday.

      

      Becca slid on her coat, then pulled her sweatshirt over her curvy hips before padding back to the closet to get her beanie. It was warm, but as soon as the bike hit the highway, she would be glad she had it.

      Justin’s truck rumbled in her driveway just as she pulled the cap over her brown curls. He was a little early, and apparently, decided against the motorcycle ride.

      She jogged to the front door and swung it open, curious to see what he had in mind now that the bike ride was off the table. “Hey! Where’s your⁠—”

      Becca froze. Everything blurred and blended together. She tried to steady herself with the door handle, her legs turning to jelly.

      Slow strides coming toward her. Melting snow sounding like rain beating on the porch steps. A hesitant glance. Throat clearing. A breeze that brushed the warmth of the sun off her face. The roar of Justin’s motorcycle in the distance.

      Disoriented, Becca let go of the door handle and took a step onto her wet front porch. Water seeped through her socks, and she crossed her arms over her chest. When she took another step, she felt like she’d been thrown back in time.

      “Becca. Hi. I’ve called you a few times, but you never answer your phone and … I didn’t want to leave a message.”

      This day had tumbled through her mind for twenty-one years. Becca had always wondered what would happen, if she would feel the same around him. If Finn’s voice would have the same low rumble it did when he’d told her she was the most beautiful woman in the world. Becca had always thought she’d know exactly what to do, exactly what to say, if she saw him again.

      An invisible thread pulled her down her steps to the brick path where he stood. So tall, so broad, his eyes still the same shade of blue with flecks of brown. They were so close. When she tried to make a sound, nothing came out. Her body was heavy, yet she felt like she was floating.

      “Becca? Are you … okay? Do you know who I am?” His crooked smile, perfect nose, same calm voice and thick brown hair. How he’d hold her hands as he thrust in and out of her, the perfect combination of romantic and wild. Taking and giving. Kissing and tasting behind the school, in his car, under the maple tree.

      A wave of heat ran through her, and he closed the space between them.

      Her eyes pooled with tears, her throat finally able to vibrate. “Finn. I … What are you doing here?”
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      “Becca? Are you … okay? Do you know who I am?”

      Becca’s big brown eyes. The way the afternoon sun broke through her curls. Her nails digging into his hips as he slid into her. How little moans escaped her throat every time they kissed.

      Everything came rushing back. It was too much and not enough all at once. In the middle of such a serious moment, Finn couldn’t help but smile. For him, it was as if no time had passed between them. He’d be able to spot her anywhere.

      Had she blocked him out of her mind? Pushed him so far down she’d forgotten everything they shared? Forgotten what he looked like? What he felt like inside her? How they talked about buying a little house in the village after college?

      He didn’t blame her if she did. The thought made his stomach drop to his knees.

      Coming here was a risk, and he didn’t know what to expect. He balled his hands into fists even though he wanted to hold her in his arms, tell her about all the nights he’d lain awake, tossing and turning, the pain in his chest over losing her splitting him in half.

      Finn had hoped to hear from Becca after Molly contacted him on Christmas Eve. But when she never reached out, getting her phone number online and calling her felt like the next reasonable step. Becca never answered though. Now he was standing in front of her. It was something he should’ve done a long time ago.

      Every time he thought about leaving her a message or sending her a text, the flashbacks of all the times he’d tried to contact her came flooding back. You need to do something more. To make up for all the years you didn’t.

      Finn studied her face. Does she even know you tried to contact her for years? Of course she knows. Silence is a response, you idiot.

      “Finn. I … What are you doing here?” Becca’s eyes were glassy.

      He placed his hands on her shoulders.

      Her eyes went wide. “My God, I forgot my shoes, hang on.” Becca spun on her heel, turned around, and ran in the house, her full ass cheeks moving up and down just as he remembered.

      She disappeared through her door.

      Yeah, she knows. She wants nothing to do with you. Why did you come here? Nausea stirred in his gut.

      He took in a sharp breath as memories of them under the maple tree behind the high school tumbled through his mind: Their first kiss, carving a heart with their initials in the trunk. Becca was the first woman Finn had ever seen naked. The first woman he’d had sex with. Before they got together their junior year of high school, he’d always felt like a scrawny, insecure little kid. But Becca changed him, always telling him he made her feel safe, always grabbing his wrists and wrapping his long arms around her waist while they watched football games.

      Becca stepped back out on the front porch, her cheeks flushed. As she set her boots down on the front porch and stepped into them, Finn continued. “I had to see you, Becca. Our daughter”—he closed his eyes for a beat before focusing on Becca—“Molly called me right after she called you on Christmas Eve. I’ve tried to get in touch with you, but I never could. Then I figured meeting in person would be the best way for us to … digest this. Together.”

      “You … You’re the number from California that keeps calling? I figured it was a telemarketer or something.” Becca adjusted her pink beanie, as she heard the rumbling of a motorcycle in the distance.

      “Yeah, it was me. I still live there. I wanted to see you before Molly got here this summer. I … I told her I’d just come to Vermont. That will be easier for her. Plus, something had been telling me I needed to come back. Come home after being gone for so long,” Finn yelled over the roar of the motorcycle pulling into her driveway.

      Becca flinched and took a few steps away from him as if having their bodies this close inflicted physical pain upon her. Unable to watch her react that way, he turned around to see a very large man straddling his bike. Finn ran a hand through his thick brown hair as the motorcycle man peeled off his helmet and held his gaze.

      “I … I understand that.” Becca said, her voice cracking as she waved to the man in her driveway who had a star tattoo on the left side of his neck and pierced ears.

      Finn’s chest tightened. “I flew in late last night. I’m staying at the Woodstock Inn. I’ll be here through the weekend, if you want to talk. Which I hope you do.” You’re too late. You’ve waited too long. She’s with someone else now.

      It took all his strength to smile and wave at the monstrosity of a man. Finn felt his eyes blaze through him. Does he know who you are?

      “I’ll be right there, Justin!” Becca yelled, holding up a finger.

      Finn turned around to face Becca, and their eyes locked. His heart pounded, the nerves that made his body buzz on the drive over, stronger. He had no idea what to expect, if Becca would even be home. But seeing her now was so overwhelming. He clenched his fists tighter, the urge to reach out and hug her was all-encompassing.

      Becca glanced at his hands, then crossed her arms. The barrier between them turned his stomach. “I have to go. It was good seeing you. We can talk more later. Please call next time. I’ll answer the phone, okay?”

      Her warning to not show up unannounced again was loud and clear.

      “Okay. I will. I’ll call. Becca, we need to talk. There’s so much I want⁠—”

      “Later. We’ll talk later. I have to go, Finn.” She blinked back tears before she jogged away, her dark curls bouncing.

      A lump formed in his throat, unable to turn away, as he watched her straddle the motorcycle seat behind the man, then wrap her arms around his thick waist. Finn’s breathing was coarse, his broad shoulders straightened. Pull it together.

      He nodded. She’s supposed to be with me.

      Justin returned the gesture, just barely, as he slid his helmet over his head, then helped Becca with hers. When the engine roared to life, Finn was hyperaware that he was standing in the middle of Becca’s driveway alone, watching his first love, the woman he had had a child with and who was now a stranger, leave him behind.

      He had no idea what to expect today, but what happened was unsettling. Of course Becca had moved on. He knew she’d gotten married years ago, then heard she had gotten divorced right around the time Molly had contacted him. You were stupid to think that maybe the timing was right this time. That maybe you two would be able to put the past behind you.

      Finn’s heart fell to his knees as he watched Becca on the back of this other man's bike, disappearing under the Vermont sun.

      Whether they got to know Molly together or separately, he wanted to leave the door open, let Becca know that he was here for her. That he wasn’t going to leave as easily as he had that cold February day when she gave birth to their daughter.

      He turned toward her house and watched melting snow fall from the roof. Becca had forgotten to pull the door shut. Finn rushed up the front porch steps, and wrapped his hand around the handle as the smell of vanilla, Becca’s signature scent, took him back twenty-one years.
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      Becca squeezed Justin’s waist as the motorcycle moved over the twisting back roads of Vermont. Closing her eyes, she willed the early spring air to wipe away the angst bubbling in her chest. If Justin didn’t mention how hard her heart was pounding, it would be a surprise.

      Not even two decades and a marriage, even if it was to the wrong man, could erase the hurt of Finn leaving so easily. But the old Finn, everything she loved about him, was still there. He still made her tingle from head to toe with his eyes, her breath catch when she caught a whiff of his piney scent. His crooked smile still made her want to take his face in her hands and tell him she’s never been the same since he left.

      But he did leave. And never checked in to see how she was coping with the grief and mourning of losing Molly. Not even once. Yes, he was in school across the country, and she told him she wanted him out of her life, but when he didn’t try, it crushed her. It was as if he had disappeared into thin air. Erased himself.

      A fluffy cloud covered the sun. She and Justin hadn’t spoken since she’d gotten on his bike, the tension between them was thick.

      Why tell him about Finn? What purpose would it serve? It was too painful to talk about, and she hadn’t even told him about Molly yet. They’d been seeing each other for two months, and she still wasn’t sure she wanted to share this part of her life with Justin. It felt too precious.

      When they spent time together, it was mostly small talk, a movie, a ride, then mind-blowing sex. Justin didn’t stimulate her mind, but he was easy and convenient. Maybe it wasn’t right of Becca to keep him around, but he never pushed for more. Becca wondered if they were using each other, taking what they wanted without having to give much.

      As the houses grew further apart, the bike leaned into the swerves in the road and Becca’s breathing still hadn’t regulated from seeing Finn.

      Her jeans were damp from riding through the puddles, and she shivered. A few robins landed on the soggy lawn of an old white farmhouse as Justin downshifted the bike. When his left foot hit the ground, Becca filled with dread. Riding the bike with Justin meant lots of stops to look at the stunning backdrops: sprawling hills, covered bridges, rock walls and smoke billowing out of chimneys.

      Usually, Becca welcomed these brief stops, the silence between never uncomfortable. Sometimes they talked, and sometimes they simply enjoyed breathing in the Vermont air. But right now, she couldn’t talk to anyone about what had just happened.

      The crack Finn left in Becca’s heart had reopened, and she wondered how long it would take to fuse back together
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