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      Celeste's mom has taken her all over the country running cons on rich people. On the first day at her new school, she somehow manages to catch the attention of the school's rowing captain…only in the worst way possible. Too bad the guy coming to her rescue is her mom’s next con. 

      Apollo’s family is known all over town, but he’s ready to get off the island of Craven Cove. What he isn’t ready for is the new girl changing all his plans. 

      Warning: This high school romance gets an A+ in steam and a B- in drama. Grab your backpacks because class is in session. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Celeste

        

      

    

    
      The sound of my mom’s laughter has me lifting my head and pushing my glasses up my nose to find her. She’s standing in line to order a drink, but I’m not sure why. She hates coffee, always has. She’s up to something. 

      The three women in front of her in line give her all their attention. Their eyes are wide, and they’re hanging on to every word she says. If my mom wants your attention, she’ll get it one way or another. She can control the energy in the room with a few words or movements. 

      Her blond hair shines in the light that’s coming through the windows at the front of the quaint coffee shop. Even the light has no choice but to give her notice. Some people think of her as magical or even supernatural. I think others might call her a con. If they could ever catch her, that is. 

      The reality is she can read the room even with her eyes closed. When I was little, I thought of it as a gift, but as I’ve gotten older, I’m not sure that’s the case. 

      Her head turns my way and then her smile changes to one that’s genuine. When she goes back to speaking to the women in line, they all take out their phones to save her number. We’ve been in the town of Craven Cove for two days, and she’s already luring people in. Even I can tell the ladies she's speaking to come from money. It won’t take Mom long to have them pouring it into her hands. 

      I go back to clicking through the website for my new high school. Mom said we’ll be staying here for the year, or at least until I graduate. She’s so determined to have me finish out my final year of high school in an actual school. 

      Personally, I think she has this whole idea of prom and me walking across a stage for graduation. This isn’t really a new dream, because we’ve been through this before. Just as she begins to put down roots somewhere, she’s telling me we’re on to the next adventure. 

      I’ve been in and out of schools all my life. Oftentimes I’m able to attend online. But that was more so when we traveled with that circus for a few years. Now it depends on where we land after we take off from the town before. Part of me is excited to stay in one spot for a whole year, but the rest of me is filled with an unease I can’t explain. 

      “Everyone here is so lovely.” Mom sits down in the chair across from mine and places a drink in front of me.

      “Making friends already, I see.” Snagging the coffee she got for me, I take a giant gulp. She might not be a coffee lover, but I am. I picked up the addiction when I realized coffee could help me stay up and keep reading my books through most of the night. 

      “A girl’s gotta make a living.” She winks at me, making me laugh. 

      I have no clue how I’m her daughter. We couldn't possibly be more opposite in personality. She steals the spotlight while I never want to be anywhere near it. It’s not usually hard for me to make friends, but I’m still pretty shy. 

      “I think you’re fine on money, Mom.” We aren’t loaded, but I’ve never gone without. 

      She reaches across the table and plucks my glasses off my face. She cleans the lenses and looks around. “What do you think of this place?” 

      “It’s nice so far.” It’s really different from anywhere else we’ve stayed for an extended length of time. 

      You have to take a ferry to get on and off the island, which is nothing like anywhere we’ve been. Most everyone around here knows each other from what I can tell, and there seems to be a mix of classes as well. Some of the homes are breathtaking, complete with helipads to take them on and off the island. I’ve spotted a few of them, but then there’s modest places like the one we’re renting.

      “Change is coming,” she says, handing me my glasses. What the heck does that even mean? I know my mom isn’t actually psychic. “I’ll meet you at home?” she asks, and I nod. 

      “Yeah, I’m going to roam around.” 

      “I know you are, honey.” She stands up and then leans over to kiss on the top of my head. “It gets dark early here, keep that in mind—” 

      “And stay away from the water.” I finish her words for her. “We’re on an island. That might be a hard one to stick to.” 

      “I was going to say to turn your phone off silent.” 

      “Liar,” I toss back at her. Mom can smell a lie from a mile away, but knows how to tell one without giving herself away. Too bad I know her better than anyone and can tell when she’s lying. 

      “Fine.” She places another kiss on my head before she’s heading for the door. 

      A handsome older man in a suit holds it open for her and then pauses for a long moment as she walks past him. He openly stares after her until a younger version of the man is in front of him. 

      The guy is more casual in jeans and a T-shirt. They share a few words before the suit is back out the door. I have no doubt he’s chasing after my mom. My mother, Anna Binx, is a bright blue flame, and men flock to her like moths. I shake my head at the poor sap and pack up my things in my bag. I want to check out the small bookstore I saw a few blocks down. 

      After tossing my empty cup in the trash and cleaning my table, I turn around too quickly. 

      “Oh!” I gasp when I run right into someone. The pastry he has on a small plate is pressed into the front of his shirt. “I’m so sorry.” 

      I put my hands over my mouth and then realize it’s the guy that was with the man in the suit. This close, I can tell he’s younger than I originally thought. He might even be around my age or a few years older. His large size threw me off with the distance, but this close, I can see so much more.

      “Shit,” he grumbles, sounding pissed. I can’t blame him. Blue and yellow icing is smeared across his white shirt. 

      “I really am sorry. I’ll buy you another,” I offer. 

      Why does this always happen to me? And of course it’s with some super-hot guy. My mom is always graceful and never misses a beat. Yet I’m always stepping right into something and making a mess. 

      “Don’t bother.” He lifts his gaze from his shirt to meet my eyes. 

      His dark green eyes widen, and his lips part. No words come out, and I stand there staring at the specks of gold that mix in with the green. I’ve never seen eyes like his before, and I’m somehow embarrassed that I can’t stop looking at them.

      “Sorry,” I blurt out again before I’m rushing out of the coffee shop and onto the street. 

      “Wait!” he shouts after me, but I keep going. Quickly I make my escape into the bookstore, praying that I never run into him again. 

      In a town like Craven Cove, that’s going to be next to impossible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Apollo

        

      

    

    
      It’s the start of the first day of school, and I’m already over it. The faculty is having an afternoon pep rally to welcome the students and also introduce the rowing team. I’ve been on crew the past four years, and this year we’ve got a chance at making nationals. My scholarship was announced over the summer, but it’s contingent on academics and graduation. 

      As everyone piles into the gymnasium, I stand with my team in the hallway as we get ready to make our entrance. Craven Cove High is the only high school on the island, so every kid my age goes here. There’s even a few kids that take the ferry over so they can compete on our rowing team. We’re the best in the state, and this year I know we’ll come away with the title. 

      “Yo, Crew,” Jackson calls, and I turn to nod at him. 

      I guess having the last name Crew and being on the rowing team is ironic, but the joke is a few years old now. Everyone calls me by my last name, and it doesn’t bother me anymore. 

      Jackson comes over by my side and crosses his arms over his chest. Last year we were both center seats because we’re the strongest on the team. This year I’ve been promoted to coxswain, so I’m at the front calling the shots. 

      “This is dumb,” he says and rolls his eyes. 

      Laughing, I shake my head and lean up against the doorframe. “Just a few months and we’ll be out of here.” 

      “Any hot new freshmen worth checking out?” He looks hopeful, and I roll my eyes again. 

      “I’ve got my eyes on the prize.” 

      Now it’s his turn to snort. “You know what, Crew? You’re going to take your V-card all the way to college and not know what to do with it.” He looks at me like I’m some kind of puzzle he can’t solve. 

      “I’m sure I’ll figure it out.” I smirk at him, and he shakes his head. 

      “Hey, is your dad still doing his annual party this weekend?” 

      Every year my dad puts on this big elaborate party for all the families of the kids on the rowing team. He invites all the local businesses and their families to bully them into donating money to our school. 

      My dad could easily write a check to cover all of the expenses for years to come, but he told me the community needs to be involved so they take pride in the school. He does an auction of donated items, and this year he said he’s going to do a bachelor auction too. I have no idea why, because the man hasn’t been with a woman since before I was born. 

      “Yeah, the theme is carnival. Don’t eat all the cotton candy again.” 

      “If your dad didn’t want me to enjoy myself, he wouldn’t have supplied endless cotton candy.” Jackson pouts. 

      “Okay, but when you’re on the floor of my bedroom with a stomachache, don’t make me call your mom.” 

      “That only happened twice, and you know it.” 

      We laugh as we turn our attention back to the crowd. 

      The band begins to play, and Principal Nolan comes out with a microphone. 

      “Good afternoon, Craven Cove students,” she says, and her voice echoes through the large space. 

      She talks for a little while about what’s expected of the students this year and how she’s looking to the seniors to represent the school with the best behavior. On the far side of the gym, I see our school mascot, the Craven Cove Eagle. The guy who wore the suit last year graduated, so I don’t have a clue who it is now. 

      I see the Eagle come running across the gym as Principal Nolan finishes her speech. The crowd begins to cheer as the band plays our school song. It’s got lots of drums and saxophones, so the music drowns everything else out.

      I see the crew coach talking off to the side with Principal Nolan as the Eagle gets the crowd hyped up. He’s launching T-shirts, the band is performing, and then someone brings out a trampoline. He runs from one side of the gym to the other while bouncing on the thing, and I’m actually kind of impressed. 

      “Holy shit, he’s actually decent.” Jackson says, echoing my thoughts. 

      “Anything was better than Aaron.” The most that guy ever did was clap his hands. 

      The whole school is watching as the Eagle grabs a basketball and begins to dunk with the help of the trampoline. Shortly afterward, he’s ready for his next trick as they wheel out a huge paper-maché statue that’s shaped like a torch. The crowd is so jacked up everyone begins booing. The torch is painted to symbolize our rival school East Bend High and their mascot, the Mustang. 

      The band is playing so loud I can hardly hear my own words as I lean over to Jackson. “What the fuck is he doing?” 

      The crowd erupts as he climbs on a ladder above the paper flame carrying a huge bucket of water. I’m assuming this is a way to show how we’re going to put out the competition, but what the Eagle doesn’t realize is that the safety bar on the ladder isn’t all the way down. As soon as he gets to the top with the heavy bucket, he begins to wobble. 

      There’s movement on the other side of the gym next to the bleachers, and I see her. It’s the girl from the coffee shop the other day, the one that disappeared on me. Her dark hair is braided over one shoulder, and she’s got on a white tee and cut-off shorts. She’s come in late and doesn’t realize she’s about to be in the direct line of fire as the Eagle begins to tip the bucket. 

      My muscles flex to run, but it’s no use because she’s too far from me. The only thing I can do is gasp as the crowd roars. The Eagle tilts on the ladder and loses his grip on the bucket as he falls. He misses the flame altogether and the entire contents of the bucket go directly onto the girl. 

      I’ve only taken two or three steps, but even from this distance I can see her thin white shirt was no match for the gallons of water poured right over her head. She’s completely drowned, and there’s a moment when the whole gym goes silent. 

      It’s like a nightmare that’s all happening in slow motion. 

      The crash of the bucket to the floor is loud and seems to shock me out of my frozen state. Thankfully, the Eagle landed on the safety mats someone had the good idea to put down. All eyes are on the girl, and before I can think of what else to do, I race over to Principal Nolan, grab the microphone, and yank off my shirt. 

      “Who's ready to kick East Bend’s ass?!” I shout, taking the attention away from her. 

      Everyone in the bleachers erupts, and I hear girls screaming my name. I feel completely naked as there’s wolf whistles and guys yelling over the crowd. This is embarrassing, but I try not to think about it as the band takes the lead and begins to play again.

      Jackson follows my lead as he pulls his shirt off and runs out of the tunnel to join me. The crowd gets even louder as the rest of the rowing team do the same and join us in the middle of the gym. 

      Principal Nolan is scowling at me, and I know I’m in deep shit. I’ll deal with that fallout later. Right now, I just want to make sure the girl gets out safe, and when I glance over to where she was, she’s gone. The only thing that’s left is a puddle of water, and someone is already over there with towels to clean it up. 

      Good. I’ll deal with her later too. 

      “Allow me to introduce you to your varsity crew!” I shout into the microphone, and the crowd forgets all about the girl and the water. 

      The only thing people will say about the pep rally now is how the entire varsity crew got in-school suspension on the first day.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Celeste

        

      

    

    
      “New girl,” a guy calls as a hand locks around my wrist.

      It breaks me from the paralyzing spell I was under, but my feet won’t move. Water drips from me as the guy starts to pull me along. What the heck happened?

      “Come on, I can see your nipples,” he shouts over the crowd that starts to hoot and holler. All their attention shifts from me and to a guy who’s pulling his shirt off over his head. 

      I quickly cross my arm over my breasts, letting the guy pull me from the auditorium. This is bad. Like over-the-top bad. The first fucking day of school and I've already embarrassed myself. How do things like this always happen to me? All the excitement that I tried to build up in myself about my new school has literally been washed away. I want to find a hole and jump into it. 

      “Where are we going?” I ask as the tall, lanky guy pulls me down the empty hallway. I’m thankful everyone is back in the auditorium so at least there’s no one here to witness my humiliation up close. 

      “You need a shirt.” When he stops at a locker, he finally lets go of my wrist to open it. I’m so grateful when he takes out a shirt and hands it to me. 

      “Thanks,” I mumble. 

      “There.” He points to the bathroom behind me, and I dart inside. 

      When I look at myself in the mirror, to my utter mortification he wasn't joking. You can see straight through my shirt. I always wear a thin bra because I don’t need any extra padding. I have enough of that on my own, but clearly it’s biting me in the ass now. 

      I swap my soaked shirt for the stranger’s, and I’m grateful at least one person was nice enough to try and help me out. I try to wring my hair out the best I can, then undo my braid. It’s a mess but hopefully it will dry quickly. I’m still a bit foggy about what happened because I’d barely walked into the auditorium before water came pouring down on me. I think a giant bird had a hand in it. Either that or I’m losing my mind. 

      My sneakers squeak with each step I take as I exit the bathroom. The guy is waiting for me, and I finally notice how tall he is and that he’s got shaggy blond hair. 

      “You okay?” he asks, and the concern on his face is genuine. 

      “To be honest, I’m not sure.” I let out a humorless laugh, wondering how the hell this happened. I really shouldn’t be surprised with how accident-prone I am, but this is a whole new level, even for me. 

      “I’m Emerson, by the way,” he says and shrugs a shoulder. 

      “I’m Celeste.” I sigh as I look around. “This is a dream, isn’t it? I’m going to wake up and this won’t be my first day at a new school where I showed everyone my boobs.”

      Emerson lets out an unexpected laugh. “For your sake, I wish it was.” I groan. I don’t care if it’s the first day of school, I’m going home. “Think of it this way, you made a hell of an entrance.” I stare up at him. Is he nuts? “Or not.” He smiles as he presses his lips together and tries to fight it. 

      “Thank you for jumping into action.” 

      “Yeah, kind of figured you didn’t want everyone staring at you.” 

      “Please stop reminding me.”

      “Honestly, I don’t think many people saw it. Well, your boobs at least. Crew stole the spotlight, which isn’t hard for him to do. Especially when he took off his shirt. Now that was a chest I enjoyed seeing.” He smirks. 

      “I’m not sure if I should be offended or not,” I say dryly, and this time he doesn't try to hide his laugh.

      “I mean, for a chick I think your boobs are good. They're big, and straight guys dig that.” I snort at his attempt to make me feel better. 

      “Thanks.” I shake my head. “It was really nice of you. I’m going to call my mom and see about some clothes.” 

      “Give me your number so I can check on you later.” 

      I rattle it off to him and wonder if maybe out of all of this I might make a friend. After Emerson stores my number in his phone, he heads back the way we came. I go to my locker and pull out my bag and cell phone. I send a quick text to my mom, and two seconds later she’s calling me. 

      “What’s wrong?” she asks, and I can hear her grabbing her keys. 

      “A bird soaked me in water.” The phone goes quiet for a moment. 

      “Okaaaay.” She drags the word out. “I’m on my way, sweetheart.” 

      When she hangs up, I make my way toward the front of the building to wait outside on the steps. The second I see my mom I rush over to her car because I want to get out of here before everyone is dismissed from the assembly. 

      “I’m going to need to dye my hair,” I say when I open the door and get in. This sounds like a brilliant plan to me. No one will recognize me as the girl that got the soak down. 

      “Where are your glasses?” Mom asks, ignoring my comment. 

      “Gone.” They must have fallen off when I was doused with the water. 

      “Tell me what happened. Do I need to go into that school?” My mom is good at hiding her emotions, except when it comes to me. She’s breathing heavily, and her tight grip on the steering wheel gives away her anger. 

      “No, it was an accident,” I admit before giving her a rundown of what happened. “Thankfully someone else stole all the attention from me, and I was able to get away.” I let out a breath, hoping Emerson was right about no one seeing my nipples. 

      “Do you think the boy who took his shirt off did it on purpose?” she asks as she pulls into the driveaway of the little blue house we’re renting. 

      “Um, I don’t know.” I try to think back, but it all happened so fast I didn’t even really get a good look at his face. Emerson called him Crew, but I didn’t see much. “It’s all a blur.” 

      “Let’s get you out of those wet clothes.” I follow her into the house and go straight for the bathroom to take a warm shower and put on dry clothes. I toss Emerson’s shirt in the washing machine so I can take it back to him tomorrow.

      “I made you lunch.” She motions to the plate at the small table that sits in the kitchen. “And I called to see about getting you another pair of glasses. I really should have gotten you a back-up pair, honey. I’m sorry.” 

      “It’s fine,” I try to reassure her. I know she’s worrying over me, but I can’t help but wonder if there’s going to be some teasing in the days to come. Which is why I like the idea of dyeing my hair. My mom is never going to let me do it. If I wanted to dye my hair because I truly wanted to, she'd be down. Doing it to hide my embarrassment will never slide with her. 

      Mom rests her hip against the counter as she watches me eat my peanut butter and banana sandwich. It doesn’t matter how old I get, I could eat this every day. 

      “We’ve been invited to a party this weekend. I think we should go. We’ll get to meet some more folks from around here.” 

      I scrunch my nose. not sure how I feel about a party. “Are you working?” I ask and she shrugs. Meaning if something drops in her lap she’s not going to pass it up. 

      “Apparently it’s a big deal around here. At least that’s what he told me when he invited us. It’s his party.” 

      “He?” I question. 

      “Rory. He’s the one who followed me out of the coffee shop.” She really never misses anything. 

      “He asked you on a date?” 

      “He tried,” she admits. 

      She has a way of dancing around answering questions that always gets her what she’s after. She didn’t want to outright shoot Rory down, which means he’s going to be a mark. 

      “He was handsome,” I point out, earning me another one of her shrugs. 

      I’ve never seen my mom interested in any man. Sure, she went on a few dates here and there, but she had a motive with them. I always wonder if one day she’ll find someone. Especially now that I’m older.

      “He’s extremely rich too, and you know what that means.” 

      “Did he seem like a jerk?” 

      “Not really.” Her eyebrows furrow as she considers it. “He’s a hard one to read.” I can tell she’s annoyed with that fact. “I’m sure I’ll get a better feel for him at the party.” 

      Uh oh. She’s gone and found herself a challenge. Now she won’t be able to stop until she can decipher what kind of man he is. It will bug her otherwise, and she won’t let it go. 

      “Eat, then we’ll go get our nails done and find us both a new dress. We’ll get something special for the party. I think you could use a girls' day after what happened at school.” 

      That does sound nice, and it might actually take my mind off what tomorrow might be like at school. 

      It suddenly dawns on me that the guy I ran into at the coffee shop the other day was with Rory. I wonder if that means he’ll be at this party. A mixture of panic and excitement builds, because if I’m honest, I haven't been able to stop thinking about him. 

      He was kind of a jerk, but a handsome one at least. It was an accident when I ran into him, so he didn’t have to be so rude. Then he shouted at me as I was leaving, which was a little over the top in my opinion. 

      I really am embarrassing myself all over Craven Cove. There’s no way it could get worse. Or could it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Apollo

        

      

    

    
      “Mr. Crew, how can I help you?” the study hall teacher, Mrs. Shaw, asks as she looks at me over the top of her glasses. 

      “I need to use the restroom.” 

      She looks at the clock on the wall and then back at me. “You’ve only got fifteen minutes left.” 

      What I want to tell her is that I’m not going to survive fifteen more minutes without losing my fucking mind in here, but I keep that to myself. The entire rowing team had to come to school at six o’clock this morning as part of our punishment. Principal Nolan was pissed and wanted us suspended, but our coach was able to work out this deal. 

      Every day this week we’ve all come to school two hours early to help clean the gymnasium and then spend the remainder of the morning in study hall. This way we won’t miss classes, but we’ve had to make up for what she called our shenanigans. The only problem with this punishment is sitting in this room and waiting for it to be over. I would have been happy to stay in the gym and scrub toilets if it meant getting out of this. I don’t do well being still this long, and my muscles are twitching to move. 

      Leaning close to Mrs. Shaw so that it looks like I’m embarrassed, I lower my voice. “It’s number two.” 

      “Oh.” She looks around and then back to me like I might somehow be about to let loose in the middle of the classroom. “Fine, take your bag and go.” 

      Giving her my best pleading look of thanks, I nod and grab my backpack. With my back to Mrs. Shaw, I wink at Jackson, and he gives me the middle finger. I hurry out the door and smile to myself, but I know this will only save me for today. It’s not like I can fake it every day this week, so I’m going to have to figure something else out. 

      The classroom they’ve decided to use for our study hall is on the far end of the campus. It faces the teachers’ parking lot and nothing else. Even though most students are getting here around now, the hall on this end is empty. As I get to the end, I take a right and almost run into someone. 

      “Shit,” I say right before I reach out and stop the person from falling. As I help her get steady on her feet, I look down and realize who it is. 

      “You,” she says, her eyes narrowing. 

      “You,” I answer in surprise. I glance down at her body and then immediately look back into her eyes. I don’t need the distraction her curves are offering. “You were a lot wetter last time.” 

      Her cheeks flush, and she blinks. “Excuse me?” 

      “At the pep rally yesterday. Or have you forgotten about getting doused with a bucket of water and then me coming to your rescue?”

      “And how did you manage to rescue me?” She crosses her arms over her chest, but all it does is show off her ample cleavage in her low-cut V-neck tee. 

      I lean forward and put the palm of my hand on the locker behind her. She rests her shoulder against it, and right now we’re completely alone. This dark-haired beauty has been on my mind since the coffee shop, and I want answers. 

      “What’s your name?” I run my tongue along the edge of my top teeth and wait while she watches me. 

      “Celeste.” 

      She doesn’t offer anything else and then raises her chin in defiance. Why does her stubborn attitude make my body warm? 

      “So explain to me how you rescued me yesterday, because I’m pretty sure the guy that gave me this shirt isn’t standing in front of me.” She holds up a dark blue shirt with the name of a band across it. 

      “Ah, I’ll have to thank Emerson for thinking on his feet.” Her eyebrows bunch, and it somehow makes her look adorable. “I was the one with the microphone and no shirt.” 

      She looks down my chest like she’s picturing me naked, and I have the urge to flex. I’ve never been knocked on my ass by a girl before, but this one right here might be the one to do it. I can’t stop thinking about her. 

      “Oh” is all she says, and my smile is big. 

      “Oh? Is that your way of saying thank you?” 

      “Thank you,” she mumbles, like she doesn’t want to admit it. Then she sighs and shrugs. “Okay, seriously thank you. That saved my ass.” 

      “What are you doing on this end of the building so early?” I glance down the hall and see someone go into the teachers’ lounge up ahead. It won’t be long before the bell rings. 

      “Um, I think I’m lost?” She looks around and then down to the piece of paper I didn’t realize she was holding. 

      “Let me help you out.” I take it from her and then notice she’s biting her lip. “Don’t worry, Celeste, your secrets are safe with me.” I wink at her, and she tucks her chin and stares at her Converse. I think maybe she’s trying to hide her blush. “You’ve got Darth first period. He’s actually on the other side of the campus.” 

      “Oh no.” She looks at her watch and then to the double doors up ahead that lead outside.

      “It’s okay, I’m headed in that direction. I can show you the way.” 

      “I owe you,” she says in relief, and I straighten. 

      “Careful who you give favors to.” I begin to walk, and she falls in step beside me. 

      “What do you mean?” 

      The first bell rings, letting us know we’ve got ten minutes to make it to class. As we talk, I notice her dark hair is up in a bun today, and some of it has come loose around the nape of her neck. It looks so soft, and my fingers twitch to touch it. 

      “I think owing someone in Craven Cove might be the equivalent of making a deal with Rumpelstiltskin. One minute you’re telling someone you can spin gold, and the next you’re giving away your firstborn.” When I look over at her, I see she’s watching me with sharp focus. “Sorry, maybe that doesn’t make sense. I just mean that some people around here will take and take until there’s nothing left.” 

      She looks ahead as we walk, but I can tell she’s thinking this over. 

      “Okay, so maybe that’s not a great representation of the beautiful island of Craven Cove.” I spread my hands wide like a television gameshow host as we pass the cafeteria. “Allow me to regale you with today’s lunch menu.” 

      “You’re ridiculous.” Seeing her smile and shake her head makes me want to do it a million times more. 

      “Seriously, though, avoid the meatloaf.” I make a face, and she bites her lip like she’s trying to stop herself from laughing.

      When was the last time I felt this good? I can’t remember, and I’m not sure I want to. After having Celeste run into me in the coffee shop, I was pissed, but one look in her beautiful dark eyes and I wanted to take back every bad thing that’s ever come out of my mouth. Something about her makes me feel protective of her and the space she occupies. Like maybe I can just follow her around all day and keep people from bumping into her. Or at least knock away a bucket of water here and there. Fuck, what is wrong with me? 

      “I think this is me.” She points to a door with the correct room number on it. 

      “Yeah.” I blink as she interrupts my thoughts. “So look out for Mr. Darth. I had him last year for calculus, and he’s a pain in the ass. He always calls on people in the back row, so sit toward the front. Oh, and he loves to give pop quizzes the day after you’ve finished covering a chapter.” 

      “That’s helpful advice.” She glances down at her schedule, and I look at the rest of her classes. 

      “Looks like we’ve got gym together during fourth period.” The corner of her mouth turns up in a cute grin. “Think you can find the rest of them?” 

      “Yeah, I think so.” Her smile falters, and I shake my head. 

      “I’ll meet you here after class and show you where your next one is.” I give her my best cocky grin as I tuck my thumbs in the straps of my backpack. I start to walk backward because I just want to watch her a little longer. 

      “Hey, you didn’t tell me your name.” 

      “Apollo.” When I wink at her, she turns around, but I don’t miss the flush in her cheeks. Goddamn, she’s cute when she blushes. 

      The second bell goes off, and I curse because now I need to haul ass. Despite what I told her, my first period is on the other side of campus. I wasn’t about to pass up a chance to spend more time with her, and it was the right decision. I had to pull out of Emerson what her freaking name was yesterday when I couldn’t find her. 

      I’m happy I get to see her again so soon, but especially happy we’ve got gym together for the last period of the day. I wonder if she drove to school or if she needs a ride. I can’t explain this nagging feeling I’ve got to look out for her, but all I want to do is be by her side. 

      It’s probably because she had a tough first day, and not because I’m completely in love with her. Right?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Celeste

        

      

    

    
      I toss my half-eaten sandwich into the trashcan as I exit the library. I love my mom, but she can’t cook to save her life. I mean, how does someone even begin to mess up making a sandwich? It’s not even technically cooking. I can’t help but laugh it off. I suppose she can’t be brilliant at everything she does.

      I pull my schedule out and check where my next class is. I swear this school can be a maze. I've been lucky so far today, and no one has said anything about what happened yesterday. Except for Apollo, but I'm pretty sure Emerson told me his name was Crew. 

      Not wanting to test my luck, I avoided the cafeteria today just in case. I didn’t want someone to bring it up, or worse, do something to embarrass myself yet again. After my first class was finished, Apollo was waiting outside to show me to my next class. He told me he’d be in the cafeteria after that, but I wasn’t sure if that was an invitation or not. Instead of intruding on this lunch group, I hid out in the library. I didn’t want to assume I could sit with him if he was only being nice. 

      “Celeste?” I turn when someone calls my name, and I see a younger guy staring at me. He has to be a freshman since he still has a baby face with full cheeks. He’s got a school shirt on with the eagle logo and the word rowing across his chest. 

      “That’s me.” 

      “Score.” He smiles, pulls out his phone, and begins to text. 

      “Did you need something?” I ask, and he shakes his head. 

      “Nah, I found you first. Thanks,” he says before he turns and leaves.

      What the heck was that? 

      “Okay then,” I say to myself as I make my way toward my next class. I actually find it on my own this time and feel a little spark of pride. 

      “Celeste!” Someone shouts my name again before I enter the classroom, only this time I don’t have to turn around to know who it is. I’d recognize Apollo’s deep voice anywhere. 

      “Hey.” I step back out of the doorway, not wanting to block anyone from coming or going. 

      “You didn’t come to lunch.” He makes it sound like an accusation. 

      “I packed my lunch today.” 

      “You could still eat it in the cafeteria.” He smirks, stepping closer to me. “I wanted to give you something. I forgot earlier.” He lifts his hand, revealing the glasses I lost yesterday, and I gasp. 

      “You found them.” I try to take them from his hand, but he pulls them back. 

      “I want a trade.” That cocky smirk on his lips grows bigger, and I see a dimple form in his cheek. 

      Oh great. He keeps getting hotter by the second. I’m sure he’s Mr. Popular around here because he’s the finest senior I’ve seen. I should keep my ears open and listen for any gossip about him. Then maybe I can squash this building crush, because Apollo has heartbreak written all over his handsome face. 

      “What do you want?” I nervously bite my lip, and his eyes lock on my mouth.

      “Your number. That way I can text you when I can’t find you and not have the freshman rowing team searching for you.” 

      “Wait, what? Why would you do that?” Well, that explains the guy from earlier. Apollo doesn’t answer me but pulls his phone out and waits for me to give him my number. Did he really want to track me down that bad to give me my glasses? 

      “What will you give me if I give you her number?” Emerson comes out of nowhere and drapes an arm around my shoulder. 

      Apollo narrows his eyes on my friend, and the scowl makes him somehow more adorable. Damn it. Emerson and I texted back and forth a little bit last night and today. 

      “You gave him your number?” he asks me, but he’s still glaring at Emerson. 

      “He helped me,” I remind him. 

      “I did too, so I think that means I should get your number also.” Apollo reaches out and pushes Emerson’s arm off my shoulder. Emerson chuckles, and I realize he’s enjoying this.

      “Fine,” I huff, rattling it off. Half a second later, my phone vibrates in my pocket. 

      “I’ll be here after class. We can walk to the gym together,” Apollo says and then finally hands me my glasses. 

      “I got her,” Emerson says as he starts to push me into the classroom. 

      “Watch it,” Apollo grumbles from behind us. “Don’t be late with her.” 

      Emerson nods, and I glance back over my shoulder once more as we go into the classroom. 

      “Crew’s got his sights set on you, girl.” We both grab a seat in one of the middle rows. 

      “I thought his name was Apollo?” 

      “It is, but nobody calls him that. I honestly don’t think anyone remembers he’s got a first name. Everyone calls him by his last name, Crew, the teachers included. Plus his last name holds some weight around here. His dad owns about half the property in Craven Cove.” 

      “Oh.” I pull out my notebook and then grab a pencil. 

      “He told you to call him Apollo?” Emerson looks at me quizzically and with an air of disbelief. 

      “That’s what he said his name was.” I shrug, but Emerson keeps giving me a strange look. 

      “Is Crew in this class?” a pretty blonde with long legs asks as she takes the seat in front of Emerson. She turns in her chair to face him, not sparing me a look. “I saw him out in the hallway.” 

      “Nope.” Her smile drops at Emerson’s response. “Are you seriously still crushing on him?” he asks her. “Girl, you gotta let that shit go at some point.” 

      My stomach tightens, but isn't this the gossip I wanted? Now that I’m getting it, I’m not so sure I actually want it. I thought Apollo was flirting with me, but I don’t want to get ahead of myself. He might just feel like a jerk for how he acted in the coffee shop the other day and is trying to make up for it.

      “We hung out a few times over the summer.” She smirks. 

      Emerson starts to ask her something else, but the teacher walks in and starts the class. I do my best to pay attention, but my mind keeps going back to each of my interactions with Apollo. I bounce between thinking he’s hitting on me or just being nice. My lack of dating over the years has me questioning everything. I spend most of my time around adults generally, so all of this is a crash course in high school social circles.

      “We have gym.” Emerson knocks my elbow and pulls me out of my thoughts. 

      “What do we even do in gym?” I ask. It’s a random elective I got tossed into. Most everything else was already taken, so I got stuck with physical education. I don’t think I’ve ever been inside a gym before. 

      “You’ve never had gym class?” I shake my head. “Where the hell did you come from?” 

      “All over.” I try not to get defensive. 

      I never know what to say when I get asked that. Some people have turned their noses up at the fact that we bounced around a lot. They will use any excuse to look down on my mom. While I do have a dream of settling down in one spot someday, it hasn’t bothered me. At least my childhood has been interesting, and it’s not like I know anything different. 

      “That’s cool. I’d like to get off this rock one day.” 

      “It’s nice here. You don’t like it?” 

      “There’s not many like me around here. I want to get out and see more.” 

      “You should,” I encourage him. 

      As we walk to the gym, Emerson peppers me with a few more questions about where I’ve lived. Once we’re there, he points to the door of the girls’ locker room. 

      “You go in there and change. Then everyone meets back here.” He points to the middle of the basketball court. 

      I take the stairs down to the locker room, where they are giving everyone a slip of paper to get a locker. I sit down on the bench after I find mine and start to change. 

      “I can’t believe you talked me into taking gym,” a girl groans loudly a few lockers down from mine. The same blonde girl from my last class is standing next to the girl complaining. I think I heard the teacher call her Amber. 

      “Don’t be dramatic, Kristen. It's the last class of the day. Plus Jackson and Crew are in here.” She wiggles her eyebrows. 

      This girl really has a thing for Apollo. Not that I can blame her. He’s the hottest guy in this school, but hot often translates to jerk. Apollo’s family is loaded too. He also has that cocky smirk, and I can’t forget his reaction when I bumped into him at the coffee shop. His actions today say differently, but I don’t know. My mom would tell me to be careful and that all he wants is to get in my pants. 

      I shake the thought from my head. I don’t think someone who looks like Apollo has a hard time getting into girls' pants. I’m guessing he has his pick of them. 

      Pulling my hair up into a ponytail, I get dressed and slide on my sneakers. When I’m back upstairs, my eyes are immediately drawn to Apollo. He towers over everyone, including the gym teacher, so he’s kind of hard to miss. 

      Next to him is Amber, and he leans his head down to hear what she’s saying. When she reaches out and touches his arm, I turn around, not wanting to be caught staring. Why do I suddenly feel like crying? 

      “All right, we’re going to check your coordination today,” the gym teacher, Mr. Rose, says. “Everyone pair up.” 

      “Oh! Crew, be my partner,” I hear Amber squeal.

      “Are you with me, new girl?” Emerson asks, and I nod. 

      “Yes please.”

      “Not happening. She’s mine.” Apollo snags my hand and pulls me with him. “Sorry, Emerson, you get Amber.” 

      “Hey!” Amber puffs out her bottom lip at Apollo, but he doesn’t pay her any attention. 

      It’s almost cold, and I wonder if this is how he treats the girls he’s dated in his past. She said they hung out over the summer, so that can only mean one thing. Right? Amber turns her gaze on to me, and if looks could kill, I’d be dead. 

      Great. I’m making all kinds of friends.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Apollo

        

      

    

    
      While Coach Rose grabs a giant bag of sports equipment, everyone makes two lines with our partners across from us. Celeste blushes as she looks down at her feet, and I can’t help but smile at her. She’s so damn cute when she’s nervous. We’re close enough to touch at this point, and damn do I want to. 

      “I’m going to give your team a ball to toss back and forth. With every toss, I want you to take a step away from each other. While you do that I’m going to come around and make notes.” 

      “This is complete bullshit,” I hear Jackson complain after he’s handed a volleyball.

      He’s on my right and has been partnered up with Lauren Shamrock. She’s captain of the volleyball team and is going to wipe the floor with him. I try to hide my smirk as I take a ball. 

      To my left is Amber, and across from her is Emerson. Amber's got an irritated scowl on her face and rolls her eyes as Emerson tosses her the ball. I ignore both of them as I focus on Celeste. 

      “Ready?” I ask, and she nods as she plants her feet and looks determined. “It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you.” 

      “Okay, I’m just, um, not very good at sports.” 
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