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Falling

The night sky had always been Celeste Morgan's first love.

As a child growing up in the tiny coastal town of Crescent Bay, she had spent countless hours lying on the dock behind her father's cabin, watching the stars wheel overhead in the inky darkness. Her father had taught her the constellations—Orion the Hunter, Cassiopeia the Queen, the wandering planets that ancient astronomers had tracked across the heavens.

"You see that, Celeste?" he would say, pointing at a streak of light across the sky. "That's a shooting star. Make a wish."

She had wished on hundreds of shooting stars over the years. For adventure. For success. For a life bigger than their small town could contain.

And the universe had granted her wishes—though not in the way she'd expected.

Now, at thirty-four, Celeste stood in the ruins of that life, holding a box of her belongings and staring at the door of her Manhattan apartment. Former apartment. The eviction notice was still taped to the door, a final insult after months of professional and personal catastrophe.

"Ms. Morgan?" The building superintendent stood behind her, keys jangling impatiently. "I need to change the locks."

"I know. I'm going." She hoisted the box—the last of what she could carry—and walked toward the elevator without looking back.

Six months ago, she had been one of the most sought-after fashion photographers in New York. Her work had graced the covers of Vogue, Harper's Bazaar, Elle. She had shot campaigns for luxury brands and celebrity portraits that became iconic. She had been engaged to Marcus Webb, the creative director at her agency, and their wedding had been the subject of breathless coverage in the society pages.

Then Marcus had been arrested for embezzling client funds—including funds from accounts that bore her name. The agency had collapsed. Clients had fled. And Celeste had discovered that the man she'd planned to marry had been using her reputation and her relationships to build a house of cards that came crashing down around both of them.

She wasn't charged with anything—the investigators had quickly determined she was a victim, not a co-conspirator—but that didn't matter to the industry. Her name was tainted. Her phone stopped ringing. And without work, she couldn't pay the astronomical rent on the apartment Marcus had convinced her they needed to maintain their image.

Image. She had spent ten years building an image, and it had all been built on sand.

The taxi took her to a storage unit where she'd stashed what little she could salvage from her old life. A few cameras. Some personal items. Boxes of photographs that represented a decade of work. She added the final box to the pile and stood there in the dim unit, wondering what came next.

Her phone buzzed. A text from her mother: Did you get my message about the cabin?

Celeste had been avoiding that message for two weeks. Her father had died three months ago—another blow in a year full of them—and had left her the small cabin in Crescent Bay where she'd grown up. The cabin she'd been so eager to escape at eighteen. The town she hadn't visited in over a decade.

She pulled up her mother's voicemail and listened again: "Sweetheart, I know you're going through a hard time. But the cabin needs someone to take care of it, and I think... I think your father would have wanted you to have it. Maybe it's time to come home."

Come home. To the town she'd left behind. To the life she'd thought was too small for her dreams.

Celeste looked around the storage unit at the fragments of her glamorous life. Then she looked up, though she couldn't see the sky through the metal roof.

Somewhere up there, the stars were still shining. Still waiting.

She picked up her phone and booked a one-way ticket to Maine.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

[image: ]




Dark Skies

Crescent Bay looked exactly the same and completely different.

Celeste drove her rental car down Main Street, past the hardware store and the coffee shop and the small library where she'd spent rainy afternoons as a teenager. The buildings were the same weathered clapboard, the same salt-faded paint. But the faces were different. Younger, older, changed by the years she'd been away.

The cabin was three miles outside town, down a winding road that led to the rocky shore. She had dreaded seeing it again—dreaded the memories it would hold—but when she pulled into the gravel driveway, she felt something unexpected.

Relief.

The cabin was small and weathered, its gray shingles silvered by decades of sea air. The porch sagged slightly on one end, and the garden her father had lovingly tended had gone wild with neglect. But it was solid. Real. A place that didn't depend on image or reputation or the fickle favor of the fashion world.

She climbed out of the car and stood there, breathing in the salt air, listening to the distant crash of waves against the rocks. The sun was setting, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink that no Instagram filter could replicate.

"Celeste? Celeste Morgan?"

She turned to find a woman walking up the driveway—middle-aged, with silver-streaked dark hair and a warm smile that sparked a distant memory.

"Mrs. Reilly?"

"Call me Maggie, please. You're not fifteen anymore." The woman pulled her into a hug. "I was so sorry to hear about your father. He was a good man."

"Thank you." Celeste blinked back unexpected tears. "I should have come back sooner. I should have—"

"He understood. He was so proud of you, you know. Had all your magazine covers framed in the living room." Maggie squeezed her arm. "The key should be under the flowerpot, same as always. I've been checking on the place, but it needs some work. The dock especially."

"The dock?" That dock had been her sanctuary. Her connection to the sky.

"Storm damage last winter. Your father was going to fix it, but then..." Maggie trailed off. "Anyway. There's a handyman in town who does good work. Finn Gallagher. He has an office at the small airport—runs charter flights and a little flight school. Good with his hands, though." She smiled knowingly. "Easy on the eyes, too, if you don't mind me saying."

"I'm not really looking for—"

"Of course not, dear. But the dock still needs fixing." Maggie patted her arm. "Welcome home, Celeste. It's good to have a Morgan back in this cabin."

After Maggie left, Celeste found the key and let herself inside. The cabin smelled of dust and old wood and something that was uniquely her father—pipe tobacco and sea salt and the particular mustiness of his old books. His reading glasses were still on the table by his chair. His coffee cup was still in the sink.
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