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All characters, drag queens, priests, podcasters, nosy neighbors, and slightly insane guests at The Pink Lady are entirely made up. 

While this story is lovingly steeped in the glitter, gossip, and glorious chaos of Provincetown and its legendary drag culture, none of it is real. Any resemblance to actual people or events is purely coincidental—
but if the heel fits, sashay away.
If you think you recognize someone, that’s on you—
but maybe ask why your friends are acting so shady.
AUTHOR’S NOTE
 
 
 
For the counselors, teachers, mentors, and allies who show up—again and again—for LGBTQ+ youth.
For those who listen without judgment, speak with compassion, and create spaces where it’s safe to be seen, heard, and held. 
This book is dedicated to you: the ones answering midnight calls, guiding trembling hands to hope, and reminding kids everywhere that their stories matter, their lives matter, and the world is better with them in it. 
Thank you for being lifelines, light-bringers, and fierce protectors of possibility.
Proceeds from this book will go to: 
The Trevor Project
which provides life-saving crisis support, suicide prevention, counseling, and advocacy for LGBTQ+ youth.

CLICK TO DONATE NOW!
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PROLOGUE
There’s Just Something About Provincetown.
 
Welcome Back to Provincetown.
Maybe it’s the way the light hits the water like a knowing wink. Maybe it’s the smell of salt air and sunscreen clinging to the clapboard houses. Or maybe it’s just the town’s unspoken agreement to let people reinvent themselves—whether for a weekend, a summer, or a lifetime.
At the very tip of Cape Cod, this little spit of land has always been a haven. For artists and outcasts. For lovers and loners. For anyone who’s ever needed a fresh start or just a really good lobster roll. It’s where rainbow flags outnumber parking spots and gossip travels faster than the Wi-Fi.
It’s more than just the light that bathes the dunes in gold and makes even bad decisions feel like vacation plans. It’s more than the drag queens on bicycles, the couples holding hands on Commercial Street, or the waves that crash against the pier like a standing ovation. Provincetown is a place where people come to be seen, to disappear, or to become someone else entirely.
And those people often end up at The Pink Lady. Tucked behind a picket fence, painted in faded blush, and perched slightly crooked on its foundation—and on its morals—she is a slightly sagging Victorian guesthouse held together by peeling paint, haunted history, and unapologetic attitude. Nestled in the town’s chaotic core, she’s propped up by gossip, charm, and just enough caulk to pass inspection. She creaks in the wind, groans when it’s humid, and holds the kind of history that doesn’t make it into the brochures.
The Pink Lady isn’t fancy. The plumbing’s temperamental, the floors tilt, and the wallpaper has opinions. But she’s a safe harbor for the oddballs and the fabulous, the broken and the brave. Most houses inherit the families they are given. The Pink Lady collected hers—one magnificent misfit at a time.
She’s run by the fierce and fabulous Delilah Brie, who spent two decades in false lashes and four-inch heels as the drag sensation “Miss Demeanor” before trading the stage for storm windows and a stack of overdue invoices. Delilah may have retired from performing, but don’t be fooled—she still knows how to read a room, throw shade, and wield a socket wrench like a weapon.
By her side is Nunya Bizness—part-time queen, full-time meddler, and a master of disguise, if you count caftans as camouflage. Nunya can pick a lock with a nail file, hear lies from across the room, and quote Murder, She Wrote like scripture. She calls Delilah her best friend, her co-conspirator, and her emotional support person—even though technically, Delilah is emotionally unavailable before her second cup of coffee.
Then there’s Eden Lowell, a former cop who came to Provincetown after her last case in Boston broke more than just her career. Quiet, sardonic, and haunted by what she’s seen, Eden found something like peace in the chaos of The Pink Lady. She rents a room but offers much more: protection, insight, and the occasional moral compass. 
And finally, Father Tom. A sinfully hot priest. Tall, gorgeous, and built like a Greek statue that’s been hitting the gym. For some, Tom is the town’s most confusing spiritual leader. He gives sermons that quote Bruce Springsteen, runs grief groups that turn into long walks on the beach, and is battling personal demons far more complicated than the ones mentioned in the Bible. 
Last season, they all found themselves caught in a web of fire, lies, and murder. A former Ptown resident turned up dead in her hotel room. Clues led to secrets, secrets led to scandal, and scandal—well, it ended with a killer in handcuffs and Provincetown whispering louder than ever.
But that was then.
Now, the tourists are on their way back, the beds are made, and The Pink Lady is creaking with possibility. A new set of guests is about to arrive and new secrets begin to stockpile. Suffice it to say that someone has a dark history and is very determined to keep the past from catching up with them.
And here’s what you need to know about Provincetown:
Sunsets are free, secrets are expensive, and no one is ever quite who they claim to be.
One thing is for sure— when the whispers begin again at The Pink Lady… Delilah and her crew will be listening.

ONE: Designer Luggage and Emotional Baggage
Where the wallpaper peels and the gossip sticks.
 
Delilah Brie: Guesthouse Owner, Accidental Den Mother.
Delilah runs The Pink Lady like a queer cruise director with a grudge—equal parts mother hen, mob boss, and martini-fueled chaos manager. Tender when it counts, lethal when provoked, and the glue that holds it all together.
Delilah came up as a theater kid in Boston, became a drag queen, and eventually landed behind a bar in Provincetown — which, for her, felt less like a detour and more like arriving. When she inherited The Pink Lady from a mysterious “aunt” (who may have simply been a friend of her mother’s with benefits), she did what any sensible woman would do: turned it into a refuge for the fabulous, the fallen, and the flat-out weird.
Twice divorced and semi-retired from drama — her words, nobody believes her — she’s been holding this ragtag house together with sarcasm, lipstick, and spite ever since. What she’s only recently begun to admit is that she built a safe harbor for everyone else long before she was willing to dock there herself.
Delilah stood at the top of the staircase like a woman about to deliver bad news in a Tennessee Williams play. Years of drag had taught her how to command a landing with just the right amount of tragedy. She clutched a brand-new iPad check-in system — still on page three of the tutorial — two sets of keys, and a bottle of wine she had no intention of sharing.
Her earrings caught the light just so—gold hoops big enough to signal hospitality, but sharp enough to scream don’t push me or I will cut you.
Below her, the front hallway of The Pink Lady creaked in a language only the house could speak—part complaint, part commentary, all attitude. The wallpaper was faded floral, last updated when Cher retired the first time. The radiator near the coat rack hissed like a cranky old grandma who’d caught you sneaking out after curfew.
She took a breath and yelled over the banister, “Nunya Bizness! This week’s guests are here in five! Girl, that means pants!”
A groan echoed from the depths of the house. “Define pants,” came the reply.
“I mean fabric between you and the furniture!”
The floor creaked in judgment under her heels, the way it always did when someone got too dramatic too early in the day.
***
The dining room smelled like over-steeped tea and unsolved tension. Eden Lowell sat at the head of the long wooden table, pretending to read The Provincetown Banner while clearly listening in with the skill of a woman who used to wiretap gang meetings for fun. Her hair was pulled into a tight knot, and she had a pen tucked behind her ear like she was ready to take a statement at any moment. 
Eden was drinking iced coffee like it was an interrogation serum — almond milk, two pumps of vanilla, and the bitterness of departmental betrayal. “At least here,” she said dryly, “the only thing trying to kill me is the espresso.”
As Delilah passed through, Eden lowered her paper an inch.
“You’re letting more of them in without background checks?”
Delilah didn’t pause. “Oh look, someone’s up early and already judging. Must be Tuesday.”
Eden sipped her coffee and muttered, “At least give them a psych quiz. Or a tetanus booster.”
The doorbell rang.
The Pink Lady’s front door creaked open like a stage cue, revealing the porch steps—and with them, the first arrivals of what Provincetown liked to call pre-summer. It was early June, technically still spring, but you’d never know it from the town’s packed patios, traffic-clogged Commercial Street, and radiators inexplicably still clicking on in overheated shops. 
It was that Provincetown window where the days felt like summer, but the nights reminded you not to pack away your flannel just yet. Perfect weather for gossip by day and a fireplace by dusk.
***
Nunya Bizness: The Whole Damn Show. 
Razor-witted and gloriously unfiltered, Nunya Bizness is part drag queen, part town crier, and all attitude. A glitter-drenched chaos agent in heels, her heart of gold is buried somewhere beneath ten pounds of highlighter and questionable decisions. She doesn’t just enter a room; she commands it, every inch of her presence a deliberate, breathtaking statement.
With a tongue sharper than her contour and a heart hidden beneath swagger and Spanx, she’s The Pink Lady’s unofficial hostess, psychic-in-residence, and emotional support fire-starter. Equal parts spectacle and substance, she’s a born performer whose booming laugh can clear a room and whose sharp side-eye has ended friendships. She’ll read your aura, your outfit, and your deepest secrets — and she will not be sorry about any of it.
Beneath the high-octane glam and biting one-liners is a deeply complex, fiercely loyal, and at times wounded woman. She’s reinvented herself more than once — and will probably do it again over brunch. Her resilience is as much a part of her costume as her sequins and wigs. And those who know her know this: Nunya is always paying very close attention. Always.
Nunya appeared in a sapphire silk kimono and curlers that defied gravity. She struck a pose like a pageant winner holding for the flash.
She clomped down the stairs, clutching a clipboard she’d stolen from Delilah’s office, now glitter-bombed and labeled “Guest Manifest—Sins TBD.”
“And now,” she announced, “for your consideration: tonight’s arrivals!”
“First, we welcome from suburban Philadelphia, here to save their relationship or possibly ignite a thermonuclear lesbian breakup: Fiona and Taylor Goldstein!”
In walked two women mid-argument about GPS settings. Taylor was in cargo shorts and scowls. Fiona, ever the spiritual maximalist, arrived in a flowing gauze dress. She carried ethically sourced sage in one hand and a heavily highlighted copy of Radical Acceptance in the other. She looked like a woman who wanted to believe in healing but also maybe wanted her money back.
“Next,” Nunya intoned, “a digital nomad, influencer, and sponsored ab-fluencer here to document his journey of ‘emotional expansion through curated content’ — Jordie Blaze!”
Jordie entered mid-TikTok. “Okay fam, this foyer is giving haunted B&B realness and I am into it.”
“Third,” Nunya sang, “a newly divorced woman in leopard print who thinks ‘queer ally’ means buying us drinks — ladies and gentlemen, Chantelle DeMarco!”
Chantelle blew a kiss to no one and announced, “I brought my own martini shaker and four years of rage.”
“And now honoring us with his presence,” Nunya continued, “Lionel Peck, who claims to be a playwright and swears it’s not just a euphemism for being unemployed.”
Lionel Peck arrived in a swirl of scarves, sarcasm, and unsolicited literary references. He wore a tattered kimono over cargo shorts, carried a leather-bound copy of King Lear, and had the energy of someone who hadn’t heard a sentence he didn’t want to finish himself. 
“This place smells like unresolved tension and lemon Pledge,” he announced upon entering the parlor, eyeing the crown molding like it had personally offended Truman Capote. “Perfect.”
“And finally,” Nunya said, turning toward the kitchen with a flourish, “our not-so-new friend who booked a one-week stay three months ago and just never left. That was eight banana breads ago and counting — Sky.”
From the kitchen doorway, Sky gave a small wave. Medium height, wiry, with a careful stillness about him — as if motion might trigger something awful. He’d been here long enough to know where everything was. His eyes still didn’t miss a thing.
Once bags were dropped and room keys distributed, Nunya staged a “house orientation” that was 30% useful information, 70% off-brand stand-up comedy, and 100% about herself.
Robert the handyman passed through during her spiel, shirtless and carrying a ladder like it was the most natural thing in the world. 
Chantelle nearly spilled her spritzer.
“Is he included in the amenities?” she whispered.
“No,” Delilah said. “He’s here on a hotness scholarship. Don’t ask him to commit, conjugate, or communicate.”
The guests fanned out across the common spaces. Jordie livestreamed from the porch while Fiona and Taylor held a passive-aggressive war in Room 2. Taylor accused Fiona of hiding the good hummus, and Fiona retaliated by color-coding the mini-fridge like it was a battleground for emotional microaggressions. Chantelle reorganized the liquor cabinet alphabetically “for peace of mind,” and Sky began quietly baking something in the kitchen that smelled like cinnamon and an apology.
Eden, still in the dining room, lowered her paper and looked at Delilah.
“Think this batch’ll survive the week?”
Delilah took a sip of wine. “I give them ‘til brunch.”
Eden shrugged. “Great. I’ll set my watch.”
***
After the chaos had mostly settled, Nunya disappeared to complete her beauty ritual — jade roller, an infomercial-length mirror pep talk, and an herbal eye mask. Delilah retreated to her office for a moment of silence.
She opened the drawer where she kept extra keys, leftover bills, and old room ledgers.
Something was out of place.
She reached in and pulled out a folded sheet of paper, creased sharp, no envelope.
She read:
Delilah— If I come, I need a room. I’m not safe. You won’t remember me, but I stayed there once, a long time ago. It’s the only place I ever felt… okay. Please. —M
Delilah read it twice.
She didn’t recognize the handwriting. The note hadn’t been there that morning.
But the wording sent a chill down her back. Not I want to stay, but I need to. Not I’m here for a vacation, but I’m not safe.
She looked toward the hallway.
“Delilah?” Nunya called. “You have a late check-in.”
Delilah stood, heart thudding.
“She’s not on the manifest. Said her name is Moira Blackwell.”
Delilah walked to the front door. The front radiator hissed — high and sharp.
Outside, the sky had darkened into a thick coastal navy.
And on the porch stood a woman in oversized sunglasses and a long black coat, clutching a small suitcase and looking like she hadn’t slept in a decade.
Delilah opened the door.
Moira stepped inside.

TWO: Father, Son, and Holy Shiplap
Where temptation wears linen, and forgiveness is laced with cinnamon.
 
Father Tom: Devotion, Doubt, and Deltoids.
Father Tom Rourke was six-plus feet of conflicted muscle wrapped in a clerical collar. A gym body hidden under billowy linen, brooding hazel eyes, and the quiet, devastating presence of a man who had no business being this attractive in his line of work. 
Part priest, part thirst trap, and all unresolved tension, he was not, as Nunya had noted loudly and often, what most people pictured when they heard the word Father.
His faith was forged in experience, not doctrine — shaped by trials that stripped away dogma and left something more honest. He gravitated toward the broken, the recovering, the ones who didn’t pretend. He saw grace in imperfection and redemption in chaos. It was the only theology that had ever made sense to him.
One Sunday morning about a month ago, a storm hit Provincetown like a warning — wind, rain, and a crack of lightning that split the sky over the old church. Tom had been mid-sermon on compassion when it struck. It landed on the word justice. He took it as a sign. The bishop took it as one too — just a very different kind.
The sabbatical suggestion came shortly after Tom offered funeral rites to a trans woman whose family wouldn’t claim her. “Progressive,” the bishop had said. “But perhaps you should step back for a while.”
Delilah had offered a room
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