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CHAPTER 1

Lucy

“Is this it?”

“This can’t be it.”

Mikayla and I climbed out of my car and stood in the gravel driveway.

It was June 10, our summer vacation had started two and a half days ago, and we’d just driven three hours from Minneapolis to stand outside what was supposed to be our dream house for the summer.

“The pictures your grandmother sent made it look a lot better,” Mikayla commented.

I had to agree. The small cabin was painted dark red and had white shutters on a few of the windows—while a few other shutters were hanging off, and one had already fallen to the ground. Pine trees surrounded the house, not letting much sunlight through, and I noticed as I got closer that the paint was peeling in a few places.

The screen door practically came off its hinges when I opened it. I removed the envelope taped to the door, and inside was a short note from my grandparents, along with the house key.

WELCOME TO BRIDGEPORT! my grandmother had written in all caps.

We don’t have a name for this place yet—hoping you girls will think of one as the summer goes on. We know the place needs a little work—we’ve given it a fresh paint job inside, and we’ll help you find more furniture. We’re excited to have you here!

XXOO Nana & G

“Should we go in?” asked Mikayla.

“I guess so. Here goes nothing,” I said as I slid the key into the lock. It didn’t work at first, so I rattled the doorknob a few times until the door swung open—fell open is more like it.

We walked into a narrow entryway beside a tiny coat closet. I flipped on the lights and saw the living room, dining room, and kitchen all in one glance. We wandered down a hallway that led to the bathroom and two bedrooms, one with two single beds and one with a double bed.

“Well, it’s small,” said Mikayla as we walked back out to the kitchen, “but it’s cute small.”

“My mother would call it ‘cozy charm,’” I said, making air quotes. “Rustic cabin with authentic fireplace and huge heart. Massive potential!” I laughed, half at the house and half at the fact I was quoting my mother’s real estate language.

Mikayla ran her fingers along the kitchen counter, which was made of some prehistoric tile material—in brown. “We can make it look better,” she said. “We just need to invest in some cute accessories.”

The small town where my grandparents live and have an apple orchard is in northern Minnesota. I love everything about Bridgeport, from its old-fashioned street signs to the lakeside cafés. I even love the slow-moving traffic, as long as I’m not the one driving in it.

But this house? I wasn’t so sure.

I poked around the kitchen. My grandparents had furnished the place sparingly, with some dishes, a coffeemaker, a well-used toaster oven, and dish towels. In the living room there was a flowered upholstered chair that I remembered from my grandparents’ porch—the faded material was a giveaway—and two folding beach chairs, with an upside-down cardboard box for a coffee table and a couple of floor lamps that also looked like castoffs.

The rest was going to be up to us, or we could spend the summer living in what looked like the set from a depressing one-act play. That no one would ever go see.

There was no TV, but Mikayla and I both had our computers, so if we could ever get Wi-Fi here, we’d be set ... but right now I wasn’t counting on that. Instead, I figured I’d be doing a lot of reading over the summer, which was fine with me. I wanted to get ahead in a couple of my fall AP classes and be ready for the college-level courses I’d take in the winter and spring. Plus, there were college applications to think about, essays to write ... Why did I suddenly get the feeling this was going to be an Abraham Lincoln summer? Me, a candle, a pen, some paper ... and a brilliant speech that I could trot out when I became valedictorian.

Ha ha ha ha ha ha.

I usually visited every summer for a week or two, came on long weekends occasionally, and spent a few Christmas vacations here, when the bay would freeze and you could actually drive on it. But this summer, for the first time ever, I was moving here for two and a half months.

Mikayla and I were living completely on our own, but of course we’d had to swear on our lives to be responsible in every way, as if we weren’t all the time anyway. We were practically saints, if you want to know the truth.

Of course, there was no rule that we had to behave exactly the same here as we did at home.

“Which is going to be my room?” asked Mikayla.

“I don’t know.” We stood in the doorways of each bedroom, surveying the spaces. “Do you want the bigger bed?” I asked.

“No, you take it,” Mikayla said. She flopped onto one of the single beds. “Hey, this is pretty comfy.”

I walked through the living room and onto the small deck off the back of the house. The view from there was incredible and explained why my grandparents had bought this place. You could see down to the harbor below. “Mikayla, come out here!” I called.

She hurried out the sliding door from the living room. “Now this is what I’m talking about.”

“No, it’s what I was talking about on the way up.” I laughed. “My nana said, ‘It’s not much, but there’s a view.’ She was right on both counts.”

We went back outside to start unpacking the car. The first thing we had to do was remove our bicycles from the car rack, and then take off the rack so we could open the back of my small SUV. Once we got that done, we hauled the boxes out of the back, along with a couple of suitcases of clothes and a few duffel bags.

“You want a ride to the beach club in a while?” I asked, as I carried a desk lamp in one hand and a blow-dryer in the other. “I want to go see my grandparents.” Neither of us would start work for a few days—we’d wanted to get to town early and spend a few days settling into the place.

Mikayla set down a bag of oranges on the kitchen counter. “I think I’m going to go for a bike ride, visit the Club, and meet Sarah. I told her we were getting to town today and she said I could drop by for a tour. I could use the exercise after being in the car for so long. Plus, I need to make sure I can find the place, right?”

“You remember where it is, though,” I said.

“Pretty much,” she said. “It’s the getting back here part I’m not sure about. Is this technically the woods, or the forest?”

I laughed. “You’re such a city kid. It’s Hemlock Hill Road. If you remember that, you can find your way back here. Look at the lake, and then head, you know, up the hill.”

She squinted at me. “Are you making fun of me?”

“Maybe,” I said.

“You’re the one who almost got back on the highway heading the wrong direction,” Mikayla said as she sorted things in the kitchen, putting away the small sets of plates and glasses she’d picked up at a Goodwill: some matched and some didn’t, but they all looked really cool together. “Not me.”

We both started laughing and she handed me a filtered pitcher to fill with water. “Can I help it if I get confused by lunch?” I said, running the cold water a bit. Suddenly the faucet made a loud clanking noise and went from running, to spraying randomly, and back to running smoothly again.

“This place is going to be interesting, isn’t it?” Mikayla asked, eyeing the sink.

“Let’s hope so,” I said, wiping water off my forehead with my sleeve. “We didn’t drive two hundred miles to be bored.”

I was heading to the Apple Store later that afternoon when it happened.

Not that Apple Store, where customers line up outside whenever a new iPhone, iPad, or other cool iProduct is released. No, this was The Original Apple Store, which was owned by my grandparents and sold real apples. Crunchy ones. Tart ones. Sweet ones. McIntosh, Cortland, Haralson, Honeycrisp, Northern Spy, Prairie Spy, Rome, and so on.

My job wasn’t to know the apples in stock. That was for whoever worked at the Apple Genius Bar. (My grandparents were hoping to get sued by Apple, for the free publicity. They even had a bumper sticker that said iApple—Do You? with their store logo on it. They’re begging to be caught, and when they go to jail, I’ll visit them. Hopefully the trial will be in California, where Apple is based, because I’ve always wanted to go there.)

Anyway, it’s apples versus oranges.

Literally.

My grandparents go a little crazy with the decorations. One is an apple and an orange on different sides of a scale and the headline You can’t compare them—don’t even try!

My grandparents had hired me because they said they needed “reliable” help. Last summer’s teen hires had been a disaster, so they’d started begging me as far back as last Christmas. When I resisted, they’d thrown in a house. (And by house, I mean that rundown cabin we’d just seen for the first time.)

My parents wouldn’t let me live up here on my own, so I’d invited my friends Mikayla and Ava to come with me. Unfortunately, Ava’s mother thought it was time for her to have a “serious” job that might help her get into college, so Ava had pursued a few internships and ended up with one at a fashion and arts magazine based in Chicago. I was happy for her, because she really wanted to be in a city—but I was disappointed she couldn’t come up here to stay with me and Mikayla.

My grandmother had helped Mikayla find a job at the Bridgeport Beach Club. (When I asked why we couldn’t work together at the Apple Store, Nana had said, “The two of you would have too much fun—you wouldn’t get anything done.”)

Mikayla definitely got the better deal. Not only did the Bridgeport Beach Club pay more, but it was also a very cool place to work because of the big group of people our age working at the Club. I was probably crazy for not trying to get a job there. When I started smelling like apples, no doubt I’d regret the decision.

Still, the Apple Store was a lot better than what I did the summer before. I worked at the Mall of America in a coffee chain that had four locations inside the mall. The managers rotated us from store to store, like we were car tires that needed to be switched every ten thousand coffees.

You couldn’t have a sharper contrast. I was going from listening to shrieking people on roller coasters and other neon-colored rides twisting upside down above my head—and I can’t stand rides—and parking ramps as big as an entire city and endless levels of food courts ... to this peaceful summer resort town perched on a bay beside one of the Great Lakes. I took a deep breath of the fresh northern air.

Yes, I was going to enjoy this, I thought as I turned to enter the store.

As my foot hit the first step, someone walked out.

I looked up—and up and up, he was tall—and nearly tripped on the second step. It wasn’t just any guy. It was Jackson Rolfsmeier. Sure, his hair was a little longer than the last time I’d seen him, and he was about six inches taller, but he was still the same boy I’d kissed, or tried to kiss, back in eighth grade, only to have him say, “Um, no,” and run away. It felt like a century ago, but at the same time it could have been a couple of weeks, considering how nervous and embarrassed I felt even now, three years later.

Jackson was holding the door open for me, waiting for me to come in.

My pulse immediately doubled. Then tripled.

I hadn’t seen Jackson up close in about three years, since the kiss incident and the rumors that floated around after it. Once or twice the summer before this one, I’d seen him in town, but I crossed to the other side of the street to avoid him. I was mature like that. But it just didn’t make sense to make small talk.

We didn’t hate each other. We just ... well, it was awkward. The way it can be when you go through something really, really embarrassing with a person.

“Hi,” he sort of grunted out of the side of his mouth. “Lucy.”

It came out as two different thoughts, like he couldn’t combine the two. He could say “Hi” and he could say “Lucy,” but not together. That might break some unwritten law boys had about acknowledging girls.

I looked up at him. Since when did he have a low voice like that? He sounded like he could do voiceovers for a movie trailer.

He had the same brown hair but it was longer, reminding me of a scruffy Liam Hemsworth. As I stepped up, I realized he had a good half foot on me, height-wise. When did he get so tall? I wished I weren’t at such a height disadvantage for such an awkward conversation.

“Oh, hey,” I said, pushing my hair back with my hand, the way my mom is always saying I shouldn’t do because it’s “a tic.” Tic, schmick. My hair gets in my eyes sometimes. I didn’t have anything else to say, really. My brain was too busy trying to figure out why this had to be the first thing that happened this summer. It felt like a bad omen. Um, you haven’t talked to me in three years. And I haven’t talked to you, either. Why are you even saying hi? Did something fall on your head?

So I just walked into the store and Jackson let the door close behind me, and he went on his way, and I was in the store and that was that.

Except ... there was something I realized as the door closed.

Jackson was wearing an Original Apple Store staff T-shirt, which could mean only one thing. We were going to be working together.

We’re going to be working together. This was the other so-called responsible teen my grandmother had found? Him?

CHAPTER 2

Mikayla

One of my favorite things about being in Bridgeport was the fresh air. It smelled like pine trees combined with—nothing at all. A candle could only dream of being that cleanly fragrant. This wasn’t something you could re-create with wax and perfume. I’d been in town only a few hours but already I felt like I was healthier—probably because I was riding my bike instead of sitting in traffic on a city bus, or jammed into our minivan with siblings fighting all around me.

I’d been here only a few times before: once on a camping trip in fifth grade, and once last summer when Lucy invited me and Ava up for a few days at her grandparents’ place. We’d had such a good time, cruising around town on bikes, kayaking, swimming, making s’mores, and doing all that outdoorsy stuff you do in a northern, remote place like Bridgeport.

I rode my mountain bike down the original historic cobblestone street through the middle of town, the bike tires bouncing on every square, it seemed. I passed a couple of coffee shops, art studios, restaurants, and gift shops that lined the street beside the lake. People were wandering on sidewalks, shopping, while workers placed chalkboard signs listing daily specials outside their cafés. I smelled something delicious baking at the small Swedish bakery as I rode past it. A girl outside the kite store was holding up a bright orange and green kite, and I glanced up to watch the breeze catch it and pull it up high over the water.

I completely missed the stop sign in front of me.

However, I did not miss seeing a small silver car headed across the intersection right at me! Just in time, I managed to swerve off toward the lake side of the road—while the car swerved in the other direction.

I couldn’t stop and plowed right into a primrose bush. At least I think that’s what it’s called. Whatever it was grows near the water and has thorns—many, many thorns. I tumbled to the ground, feeling scratches on my legs, my arms, everywhere.

“Ow. Ow!” I gasped.

“I’m so sorry. Are you okay?” a voice called to me.

I pulled myself off my bike and untangled myself from the bush branches. When I came out of the scratchy mess, I saw a boy waiting for me. He looked like he was about my age, or maybe a little older. He had dark brown hair with strong dark eyebrows, and he was wearing a faded orange retro T-shirt and khaki shorts. He looked sort of preppy.

“That was horrible of me,” he said. “I’m—I can’t believe I almost hit you.”

“No, my fault—it was,” I said. “The stop sign ... I didn’t see.” Why was I talking like Yoda from Star Wars? I cannot talk to boys at all. It’s just a fact. I could take all the energy and talent I have when I’m giving pep talks to my teammates and all the skill I have when it comes to taking chemistry exams or speaking Spanish and just crumple it up into a ball when a boy who’s even slightly cute in any way at all is around.

“Wow. I’m lucky no one else was around. I mean, if any other cars were coming—or people—are you okay? Really?” He stepped closer to me again, and I couldn’t help noticing that compared to the boys I usually attempted talking to, he was a lot nicer, especially the way he kept worrying about me.

I nodded and gave what I hoped was a charming smile.

“You—you don’t look okay,” he said.

“Thanks,” I muttered under my breath. My forehead was stinging, so I reached up to touch it. My hand came away with blood on it. My arm was scratched in several places and bleeding, too. Well, at least I’d been wearing a helmet. Look on the bright side, Mikayla, I thought to myself. You didn’t break anything, like your head. Just your ego.

“Need some help?” he asked. “I’m like—I don’t have any tissues but I might have a towel in the car—”

“Oh, uh, no,” I said, thinking of what kind of icky towel he’d pull out from under the seat. “I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“Yeah—I’m sure.” I’d been in bike crashes before. I’d competed in mini triathlons. I knew how to get up. I wished I could just say that more nicely, instead of barking at him.

He looked sort of stunned. Hey, it’s a reaction I get from boys sometimes. I can’t help it. “Fine. If you say so. You look pretty bad.”

“Thanks, really.” As I untangled my bike from the shrubbery, I saw another big scratch on my leg and a smear of bike grease on my ankle. So complementary.

“I feel terrible, though. You could have been really hurt.” He tried to give me a piece of paper, and I noticed his hand was shaking. “Here,” he said. “You want my number? In case you have to go to the doctor or—”

“I won’t need to go to the doctor.” Did he think I was made out of china or porcelain or something fragile like that?

“You never know. I’m just saying ... maybe you should get checked out?”

“Maybe,” I said, just to make him feel better. “But I don’t even have a doctor here. I don’t even, like, live here, so I wouldn’t even know where to go,” I babbled. Gah! Too much information. “I promise you, I’m fine. And you know what? I’m late.”

I adjusted my helmet, climbed onto my bike, and rode off toward the Bridgeport Beach Club. Why did I have to get into an accident on my first day in town? And why did it have to be with Mr. Cute Car Driver?

I glanced over my shoulder for a second and saw him pulling away in his silver VW Jetta.

He’d tried to give me his number, and I’d refused. Despite the fact that I found him completely cute and that he was quite possibly the nicest guy who had ever talked to me, if you didn’t count people who were saying things like “Nice game” and “Spike it, Mikayla!” Guys cheered for me at volleyball matches and in track. That was different.

What was wrong with me? No guy had ever offered me his number before. Unless you count the coach for St. Augustine Academy, our biggest rival, and I definitely do not. He was only trying to recruit me. That does not count.

I quickly rode the last few miles out to the Club, but was stopped at the entrance gate by a security guard.

“Hudson, Hudson ... let’s see. You’re here to check in? I don’t have a special note about it and your name is not on this list.”

I sighed. What kind of place was this? I needed a special note just to get in? Of course, I kind of knew that about the Club. It was exclusive. Right now I was on the outside, the “ex” side of things.

“I’m a summer employee. I don’t officially start until Thursday, so I don’t have a keycard yet,” I explained. “That’s the problem.”

“But you’re not on my list,” he said.

“Well, then it’s a mistake,” I argued. “How about if you call my supervisor, Sarah?”

The boy working the security gate shook his head. He had blond hair that was so short he could have been in the military. He was wearing a blue BBC polo shirt—the kind I’d have to wear—and leaning his elbows on the window of the little booth.

The collar of his shirt was folded up in that preppy way and the shirt color matched his eyes perfectly. He was too neat. That made me not trust him. You could tell that he really liked being the one who got to turn people away. He was a born hall monitor.

“I’ll call her, but do you have an ID on you?” he asked. “Because I can’t let you in without verifying who you are first.”

I dug in my back pocket for my wallet. This was ridiculous. We were talking about a beach club, not an international flight. What did he think I was, a terrorist?

Still, I thought, handing him my driver’s license, I guess that was part of the appeal of the Club. You didn’t show up at a place called Bridgeport Beach Club and expect it not to be that way. Everyone who came through the gate needed a special ID pass, and there was no talking your way around it.

I would know. I had tried it the summer before when I was visiting Lucy at her grandparents’. All I wanted was a place to go to the bathroom. I was out on a long training run and sometimes a person just needs to make a pit stop. But no, not at “the Club,” as everyone called it. You’d be turned away, probably even in a thunderstorm with deadly lightning.

It wasn’t a country club, exactly. But it was darned close.

You had to live within certain town boundaries to have access to the beach, buildings, tennis courts, shuffleboard courts, nine-hole golf course, wine bar, swimming pool—and you had to pay monthly dues, too.

“I can’t reach her.” He handed me back my license. “But I wrote down your info, so if you try to make off with any of the silverware or statues or anything, they’ll be able to find you.”

“I wouldn’t—take—” I stammered.

“I’m kidding. I’m Liam, by the way. And do you have a number or a local address I can write down here? ’Cause I assume you’re not planning to ride up from Minneapolis every morning,” he said.

I laughed and gave him my cell number. I heard a car honk and glanced behind me. There was a short line of cars waiting to go through the security gate. “I should go,” I said. “See you later.” I started walking my bike toward the main building.

“Hold on, hold on. Mikayla!” Liam called after me.

I stopped and looked over my shoulder.

“What happened to your leg?” he asked, leaning way out of the booth.

“Oh—it’s nothing,” I said, glancing down.

“Nothing?” He pointed at my shin. “You’re bleeding and you have chain marks.”

“I—a bike accident,” I said.

“You should go to the nurse’s station. It’s just past the spa,” he called after me.

“Thanks!” I yelled over my shoulder. He was so nice—not at all like my first impression.

“Yeah. Get some Band-Aids. That looks disgusting!” he shouted after me.

I don’t meet boys well. At all. It’s just a fact.

CHAPTER 3

Lucy

I found my grandmother in her little office behind the sales counter.

“Lucy! You finally made it!” she cried. “What did you do, drive here by way of Canada?”

Get lost once, and your family will never forget it. Was it my fault the signs made it seem like Bridgeport was north of the Canadian border? I’d only gotten my license about a month earlier, and I didn’t want to check my phone while I was driving; I’d been drilled about not doing that for two years straight, even before they’d let me get my learner’s permit.

Some people would say I’m directionally challenged. Some people.

“It’s so good to see you, Nana!” I gave her a warm hug.

“You too,” she replied. “Claire dropped by about an hour ago, looking for you. I told her to stop back a little bit later.”

I smiled. I couldn’t wait to catch up in person with Claire Bannon. I’d known her for years, because she lived in the house down the road from my grandparents’ farm. She lived year-round in Bridgeport, which had a much smaller winter population, and we usually hung out whenever I was visiting.

I’d been in touch with her and my grandparents a lot lately, getting the details for the summer nailed down—or trying to. My grandmother wasn’t big on details. You had to pull things out of her, like what the cabin was like, and when your first day at work would be, and—

Speaking of which, I had a question for her. “Nana. Is Jackson Rolfsmeier working here this summer?”

“Yes, he is.” She tapped a few numbers into the adding machine on her wooden desk and smiled at me. “He started today, just for a couple of hours. Breaking him in gently.”

What was he, a horse? “Today? Really?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Bit rough around the edges, when it comes to apple varieties. Confused a Cortland with a Mac today. But, he’ll learn. They always do.”

“I can’t believe this. That’s what you’re concerned about? He got some variation wrong?” I asked her. I had bigger questions in mind, like: What was he thinking, applying for a job to work here, side by side with me? This was my grandparents’ store. My home base in Bridgeport, whether I was visiting for a day or a week. Why did he want to be part of it?

Nana looked stunned. “I don’t understand. Am I not supposed to care? We tout ourselves as the ones who know apples!”

“Nana, please. I mean, I’m sorry,” I said. “This isn’t about apples.”

“It’s not?” she asked. In her mind, everything went back to apples somehow, or at least that’s how she made it seem.

“No. It’s about you hiring him. You know Jackson and I—we aren’t—I mean, we don’t—I mean, it’s weird—I mean, I can’t believe—”

“Actually, Luce, I don’t know what you mean,” my grandmother said, taking hold of my shoulders. “What’s the problem?”

Oh, nothing. It’s just that my very own grandparents betrayed me. “Jackson and I—we have this history,” I said. “Not, you know, a very good history.”

Her eyes widened. “Such as? Lucy, you’d better tell me right now.”

“Sorry, it’s not that bad.” I put my hand on her arm, wanting to put her at ease, even though it was pretty awful, from my perspective. “We just—it’s awkward between us now. Really, incredibly awkward. I don’t want to go into details, but we used to be friends,” I said. “Good friends. But we honestly haven’t spoken in about three years.”

“Well, how were we supposed to know you had a falling-out?” My grandmother sat back down and resumed punching numbers into the adding machine. “His grandparents said he needed a job. He’s reliable, a good kid—his references are impeccable. I remembered you used to be friends—seemed like a perfect plan to me.”

“When we were little kids, Nana,” I said. “Little! Like, tiny!”

“When was that?” she asked.

“Eighth grade,” I said. “Okay?”

My grandmother looked up from the adding machine, over her reading glasses, at me. “I hardly think you were a little kid in eighth grade. In fact I distinctly remember you telling me, ‘Nana, I’m in eighth grade, you don’t need to follow me around the carnival. Nana, I can stay up until midnight, I’m fourteen.’”

“So I wasn’t little little,” I admitted. “That’s beside the point, Nana. I was only fourteen.”

She gazed at the ceiling and rolled her eyes, like being seventeen was not all that different from being fourteen.

But come on. It is. Even she knew that, but she was just trying to tease me.

“So you’re not close anymore, so what? You don’t need to be best buds, you just need to work together. Anyway, you two are practically adults. You’ll work it out,” she said crisply.

“I doubt it,” I said under my breath.

“And Lucy? I don’t want to hear any more complaining about it. Jackson’s family lives in this town and so do we,” Nana said. “One fact you should know about a small town is that sometimes people just have to learn to get along, like it or not.”

Not. Very much not. A hundred times not.

“Now, if you don’t mind, how about doing some actual work? I’ve got crates and boxes in the back room I need you to unload.”

“I didn’t think I was starting today,” I said. “I don’t have my shirt—”

“Excuses, excuses. We’ll get your shirt while we’re back there. And are you saying you can’t move crates in a tank top?” She smiled and I followed her into the cold storage, rubbing my arms as the chill hit me. I thought about suggesting that the uniforms should be hooded sweatshirts instead of T-shirts.

I decided not to mention it. She was already annoyed with me and this was only Day One.

Someday she’d understand why seeing Jackson had upset me so much. Maybe not upset me—thrown me for a loop. In fact, the first day Jackson and I worked together, it would be fairly obvious that getting along was pretty much impossible—considering what had happened way back then, not to mention the fact we hadn’t talked until a couple of minutes ago, and that was only saying hi.

“Nana, is the schedule posted back here?” I asked.

“No, it’s in my office—bulletin board behind my desk. It’s also a shared calendar online. Not much to it, though,” she said. “Jackson works nine to five; you work ten to six. He gets Wednesdays and Sundays off; you get Sundays and Mondays off. Of course, sometimes that’ll change, depending on our schedules.”

“Terrific.” So we’d only be working together four days a week. That was still four too many.

I hefted a wooden crate from the shelf above me. The half bushel of Rome apples nearly fell on my head.

“You need your apple muscles,” Nana said. She flexed her biceps. For a sixty-seven-year-old, she was kind of fit. At least as fit as I was, which was beyond embarrassing. Why hadn’t she told me that I needed to be in shape for this job? Not that I wasn’t in shape ... for soccer, anyway. Maybe she’d have apples I could kick around at some point.

I slipped my cell phone out of my pocket and glanced at the screen to see if I had any texts from Mikayla about how her check-in was going. I couldn’t wait to tell her what had happened and how I’d seen Jackson. She wouldn’t totally get it, since I’d met her after the thing with him happened—but she’d definitely be able to commiserate with me. She had a good shoulder to cry on. I’d had to use it before.

“Now, let’s get your T-shirt,” my grandmother said. “Try this on—it’s a small.”

As I held up the T-shirt to check whether it would fit, a picture of Jackson in the same exact shirt flashed in my mind. He’d changed so much even since the last time I’d seen him. Of course, the last time I’d seen him I’d crossed the street to avoid him, so I couldn’t be sure what had changed about him from year to year. All I knew was, he was tall and his voice had dropped. If I’d gone through that much of a transformation, I certainly didn’t feel like I had.

As much as I didn’t want to admit it, the thing with Jackson had kind of squashed any more risk taking on my part—not just when it came to boys but in other ways, too. I did things when I knew they’d turn out well, for the most part.

But there I was, Day One in Bridgeport. I’d taken a slight, teensy, tiny risk moving here for the summer instead of staying back home and doing the coffee shop gig again, and look what had happened. It couldn’t just go easily, no, of course not. I couldn’t work with an old friend like Claire; or some good-looking guy I’d never met; or someone I’d become good friends with, the way I was with Mikayla. No. I was getting Jackson, the boy who’d pretty much humiliated me in eighth grade. I had the worst luck.

“Well, are you going to try it on or not?” my grandmother asked.

“Sure, of course.” I walked quickly to the restroom in the back corner of the store and closed the door. I pulled the T-shirt on and looked at myself in the small oval mirror above the sink. Okay, so a few strands of my long, dark brown hair were out of place, a teeny bit of mascara had flaked, and I could use a fresh coat of lip gloss. But at least I hadn’t looked completely terrible when I’d run into Jackson.

I made a face at the mirror, scrunching my face up into a frown. The summer wasn’t supposed to start like this—at all. I felt like I’d been dribbling the soccer ball down the field effortlessly, making all the right moves, about to score a goal—and someone had just stolen the ball from me, leaving me standing there, looking ridiculous.

I needed to catch my balance and get back on goal—fast.
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