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Chapter 1

THE HOT SHOP WAS NOT THE PLACE TO ZONE out, but I couldn’t stop myself from doing it anyway. “Holly?” I heard Henry’s voice, as if from a distance, while I stared into the furnace at the mesmerizing melting pot of sand, soda, and lime—or, in one word: glass. Molten glass, which had taken hours to heat to a balmy two thousand degrees. Sweat was beading on my forehead even though I hadn’t technically started working.

Henry, again: “Holly? Are you okay?”

Don’t you have something else to ask me? I thought, but instead I blinked, as if I’d looked at the sun too long. “That’s not my name,” I said, for only the millionth time.

“Oh, right,” Henry said from behind me. His voice suggested a smirk. “Sorry, Sabrina.”

“Try again, Hank,” I replied, sliding the furnace’s hatch shut before turning to look at Henry perched on the nearby workbench’s stool. His thick black hair was tousled, ready for his GQ photo shoot, but his mouth had thinned into a straight line.

Because if there was one thing my dear friend Henry Chen hated in this world, it was being called Hank. We’d only known each other a year and change, but from the way we teased each other, it felt like much longer.

“What’s up?” he asked after I drained my dented water bottle in three glugs. “You seem pretty out of it.”

“I had a nightmare last night.” I rolled my tense shoulders back. “And I can’t seem to shake it.”

“Really? I always kick mine the second I wake up.”

I gave him a look. Henry had once told me that as soon as his head hit the pillow at night, his eyelids didn’t flutter until his alarm went off in the morning. If only I were that lucky.

“Okay, okay.” Henry shifted on the stool, offering me his full and undivided attention. “What was your nightmare about, Princess Anne?”

That one took me a second. I wasn’t well versed in Audrey Hepburn’s filmography, the source of Henry’s ridiculous nicknames. It turned out sharing a name with the Old Hollywood star made for endless quips from my best friend.

Roman Holiday? I guessed silently, then said, “It’s not just the plot; it’s that this is now the third time I’ve had this nightmare.”

Henry lifted an eyebrow. “Down to the last detail?”

“Down to the last detail,” I confirmed, crouching on the hot shop’s concrete floor. I traced the chalk drawing of a strawberry-shaped paperweight—what I’d fired up the furnace to blow—then spoke. “It always starts with Griff calling—”

Henry raised his hand.

“What?”

“You’re categorizing this as a nightmare,” he said. “But it’s already sounding more like a dream.”

I rolled my eyes but felt a thrill at the thought of Griffin Keeler’s name popping up on my phone, the same thrill I always felt when we texted. Not only was he our school’s star quarterback, he was also our coworker at the local catering company… and blissfully unaware of my crush on him.

The whole scenario fell just short of cliché, but I couldn’t help it.

Hey, Audrey! I could almost hear Griff’s upbeat voice in my ear, a flirtatious lilt to it. I have the house to myself…

Losing a battle with a blush, I said, “He asks if I want to come over and try the sugar cookies he’s baking.”

“Ah, so it is a nightmare.” Henry nodded. “Griff’s sugar cookies taste like sand, remember?”

How could I forget? Back in the fall, Griff had made a batch of atrocious cookies for the football team’s bake sale. “They were blander than bland,” I agreed. “So then I drive over to his house—”

“In Brigitta? Or the Spider?”

I groaned. “Will you shut up and listen?”

Henry held up his hands, as if to say, Well, excuse me.

“The Spider,” I answered, another sign that this was a dream gone wrong. Unlike Brigitta, my beloved VW station wagon (named after one of the Sound of Music children), my parents’ Fiat Spider was a manual. And driving stick was not my forte.

Finally satisfied with the visual, Henry dropped his hands and settled in for story time.



THE NIGHTMARE GOES LIKE THIS: I DRIVE Brigitta over to Griff’s house. On the phone, he said he was home alone, but my stomach sinks when I pull up and see two cars in the driveway. Maybe his family just got back… ? I hesitate before unbuckling my seat belt. It isn’t that I don’t like the Keelers; I’m just not used to all the parental attention. My mom isn’t the type to “check in” every half hour under the guise of delivering snacks.

My eyebrows knit together as I make my way up the front walk and notice the wide-open yellow front door. I kick off my Nikes in the foyer. “Hello?” I call into the kitchen.

No reply, but then: “Audrey!”

It’s Griff, thankfully, and it sounds like he’s upstairs.

“Did you finish the cookies?” I joke, because there’s a distinct lack of fresh-baked-cookies scent.

“Nah,” comes Griff’s voice. “I spaced and forgot to preheat the oven.”

I can’t remember climbing the stairs, but a wave of heat hits me on the second-floor landing. Goose bumps burst on my skin, and dramatic clouds of steam billow out of the bathroom.

“Be out in a minute!” Griff shouts over the running water. “I’m jumping in for a quick rinse.”

Griffin Keeler in the shower, I think as the air grows thicker—heady, even. My mind makes a sharp, off-limits turn. Is he a shampoo-then-body-wash guy? Or body-wash-then-shampoo?

A blink later, the steam shifts into flashy yellow-orange flames that lick the hallway walls. “Griff!” I screech. “Griff, get out! The house is on fire!”

And since this is a warped dream and not real life, I sprint into the bathroom sans fire extinguisher…

The Keelers’ hallway carpet suddenly turns into cold concrete under my socked feet, and the flames flicker and then burn out as I barrel into my hot shop. My heart rate slows, and I try to reorient myself amid the swift scene change. The space isn’t very big; when we moved to Essex Harbor last year, my parents let me convert the guesthouse garage into a hot shop. “You’ve been such a trooper about the move, kiddo…” my dad said, even though I didn’t feel like the permission was his to bestow. This house feels like my mom’s.

Everything looks normal in my dream: the circular furnace in the far corner wrapped in sheet metal with a silver hood and cylindrical venting duct disappearing up through the ceiling. Its sliding hatch door is closed, no lava currently swirling inside. I glance over at the hot shop’s equipment stall, where I store my long blowpipes.

Like a fishhook in my heart, I feel the longing tug I always feel in my workshop…

Only to be interrupted by a loud crash from my left. I spin to see my mother standing in front of the shelf of finished glasswork, near the candlesticks. There’s shattered blue glass on the floor. “Mom!” I blurt.

“Oh, Audrey, relax.” She waves her hand. “It wasn’t your best one.”

The back of my neck prickles. She isn’t wrong; my candlesticks aren’t good enough for Etsy yet, but they’re getting better.

“What are you doing here?” I ask, because while the guesthouse is directly overhead, my mom isn’t a regular hot shop visitor.

She takes a step toward my vases. “Your father and I need a wedding present for the Keelers,” she answers. “Their registry wasn’t very inspiring.”

A hard lump forms in my throat when she taps a pink ombré vase only for it to effortlessly tip over and smash. “I posted that this morning,” I whisper. “It’s my most expensive piece.”

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry…” My mom now assesses my drinkware. Rocks glasses are really popular come Father’s Day, so I’m stockpiling them. “I’ll take four of these,” she says. “Griffin and his fiancée apparently like bourbon.”

My heart twinges. Wait, what? Griff is getting married?

“I also saw you got a C on your statistics exam,” my mom continues, but now it’s my father’s voice coming out of her mouth. “That won’t cut it, Audrey. Wharton won’t like that.”

Again, what? I suddenly feel like smashing glass myself.

“I got an A!” I object, as if it even matters—I only have a month left of high school. “And Wharton can’t wait for me to set foot on campus…” I drop my voice to a mutter. “Unfortunately.”

“Pardon?” A third voice says, and Henry, of all people, walks into the hot shop. He’s wearing a version of his typical ensemble: a black T-shirt with a pair of perfectly tailored stone-colored trousers (with Henry, it’s never pants). There isn’t a single scuff mark on his leather loafers. They must be new.

“Henry, hello.” My mom is still speaking with my dad’s voice. “Please tell Audrey she can’t skip college to make glass.”

“It’s blow glass,” I correct her. “I blow glass, not make glass.” Sigh. “And it’s not like I don’t appreciate college; I just want to take a different path—”

“Okay, no.” Henry shakes his head. “You’re going to college. You need to go to college.”

“Or what?” I challenge him.

“Or all this”—he gestures around the hot shop—“disappears.”

I’ve never heard Henry sound so dead serious, and he’s never told me what to do. “You’re threatening to shut this down?”

He snaps his fingers. “Like that.”

I glance toward my mother, but she has inexplicably vanished.

“Henry, you love Golightly Glass,” I say. The name for my Etsy shop was his idea, after all. An ode to Audrey Hepburn’s iconic Breakfast at Tiffany’s character, Holly Golightly.

“I do. Of course I do.” Henry nods, his face paling so quickly that it becomes translucent in the blink of an eye. “But…”

But…

But… ?

Nothing.

But nothing.

Because, for the third time in a row, the lights go off before Henry can finish his sentence.



“WELL, WHAT DO YOU THINK?” I ASKED, EAGER for Henry’s opinion. Although I held up a hand before he could speak. “Do not ask about your outfit. I don’t know where you got loafers.”

“I suspect they were the bespoke pair from Portugal,” he mused. “I showed them to you last month, remember?”

I glared at him.

Henry snorted. “I think it’s relatively straightforward,” he said. “You’ve got a massive crush on Griff…” He paused to see if I’d take the bait. I didn’t. “But if you had to make a choice, you’d pick glass over him—”

“Untrue,” I disputed. “Griff would never give me an ultimatum.”

“Okay, then explain why you abandon him when his house goes up in flames, only to run into the hot shop.”

“Because my brain is twisted” was my reply.

Henry kept going. “Your mom is there breaking your inventory because she and your dad—that’s why she speaks in his voice, obviously—are against the Master Plan.”

I grimaced. The Master Plan had been a point of contention in the Barbour family for the past nine months. I’d applied to college and gotten into not only the University of Pennsylvania—my dad’s alma mater—but also its prestigious Wharton School, their business school. It had been a huge deal, and I’d worked my ass off and was really proud of myself…

But I didn’t want to go there. Even though I could see myself strolling along Locust Walk to class, I didn’t think college was my next chapter. Or even a chapter.

What I wanted was to blow glass—seriously blow glass. Golightly Glass was gaining traction, and after months of taking the train from my home in coastal Connecticut to Brooklyn for a Saturday class, I wanted to devote time to really learning and improving my glassblowing with the best instructors in the country. I’d always dreamed of honing my craft at the renowned Blue Ridge Glass School in the mountains of North Carolina or upstate New York’s Corning Museum of Glass. Not to mention Pilchuck Glass School in Seattle. There were even residencies in Monterey, California!

My parents, unfortunately, weren’t on the same page as me. “We’re happy you’ve found a hobby you’re so passionate about,” my mom had said over Christmas break, when I first broached the subject, “but your focus needs to be first and foremost on earning your degree.”

They didn’t understand that, in a way, I did want to pursue business—I wanted to turn Golightly Glass into a real shop someday. But I couldn’t do that if I wasn’t a good glassblower, so my parents’ reservations didn’t stop me from researching Blue Ridge and Pilchuck and Corning, or having my Brooklyn instructor write a letter of recommendation. The next time I pitched my Master Plan of pursuing glass over college, I had a full PowerPoint featuring potential courses across the country.

No dice.

As far as my mom and dad knew, I’d accepted my fate—that I’d be moving into a dorm at Penn in two months and studying for an Introduction to Economics midterm come October.

What they didn’t know was I’d been accepted to Blue Ridge’s prestigious yearlong fellowship, and that I’d already paid my deposit, just to hold my spot. I hadn’t given up hope yet.

“That’s accurate,” I told Henry. “I know the MP is a pipe dream in their minds.” I paused. “But what I don’t get is why you were in the dream.”

Henry spun around on his stool. “Well, I’m your business partner,” he said. “Maybe that’s it.”

I guess that made sense. Henry and I curated Golightly Glass’s Instagram together, and we called the workbench his “base of operations.” His mom’s old iMac sat on it, along with an HP printer and an extremely organized filing cabinet containing who knew what. I blew the glass, Henry handled all the administrative work.

“I admit it is a little funny that you claimed you could shut everything down,” I said, laughing and gesturing at the furnace. “I mean, you don’t pay the gas bill.”

“I shudder to even estimate the gas bill.” Henry’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Though I could end this party if I wanted.”

“How, pray tell?”

He winked.

“Fine.” I sighed. “Be that way.”

“I most definitely will,” he chirped, then checked his watch. “We should probably head out soon.”

I consulted my phone; sure enough, it was nearing four. Dream dumping and analysis had taken longer than I’d thought. Henry had arrived in uniform, but I was still wearing my favorite Wildfang maroon jumpsuit. “We have leftover scones from breakfast,” I said. “Wait for me in the kitchen while I change?”



GRIFF WAS LEANING AGAINST THE REAR bumper of his new but old (and hideously orange) Chevy Camaro when Henry and I turned in to Wicklow Mansion’s staff parking lot. He somehow looked both silly and suave in his deep-green pants, standard white button-down, and not-yet-knotted gold tie. His black apron was casually tossed over one shoulder, but I knew that small embroidered stars outlined Orion across the chest.

(Despite my complete lack of musical talent, my apron featured Lyra.)

The three of us had seasonal jobs as cater-waiters at our town’s event-planning firm, Constellation Catering. Even though it wasn’t quite summer, our boss had texted us last week. Are you available Friday night, 5/10? the message read. All hands on deck for a wedding welcome party!

“Ready?” Henry asked after putting his car in Park.

He wasn’t talking about the party.

Through the window, I watched as Griff locked his phone, slipped it in his pocket, and ran a hand through his chestnut hair before noticing us. His eyes brightened.

Who was he texting? I wondered. Libby?

Libby was Griff’s on-again, off-again girlfriend. They’d broken up when she moved to Arizona last year but kept getting back together. Right now, they were supposedly off, but Griff had gone to Scottsdale for spring break. His tan suited him.

“Get hyped, guys,” Griff said once Henry and I met him at his bumper. “Ellie said it’s a barbecue vibe tonight, so the corn bread’s on the menu!”

As if on cue, Henry and I groaned with intense longing. Constellation’s corn bread was mouthwatering, always sliced into perfect wedges and served warm with our special honey butter. Whenever I circulated parties with a full tray, I had to silently scold my stomach for its incessant rumbling. You couldn’t work a Constellation party without a fortifying snack first.

“Fingers crossed there are leftovers,” Henry said as Griff offered him a fist bump. He left Griff hanging for a beat, an inside joke, then knocked his knuckles against Griff’s. They didn’t have much in common, but they had known each other since kindergarten.

“Audrey.” Griff turned to me, and my stomach flipped the second he smiled. One of his bottom teeth was chipped from a football game. I thought it gave him character.

“Hey.” I smiled back, hoping he couldn’t feel the elevated onetwothree beat of my heart when he wrapped me in a hug. He smelled like eucalyptus and mint. Our eyes locked after I stepped back, and instead of awkwardly looking away, I made myself hold his hazel gaze. “You need to pull yourself together, Keeler,” I teased as I touched his limp tie, trying to flirt even though he never seemed to notice. Griff flirted with everyone. “It’s almost showtime.”

Griff tilted his head, bemused. “Help me, won’t you?”

I sighed a dramatic sigh, but silently thanked my lucky stars that my father had taught me this particular skill when I was little. My mom had thought it was adorable—me tying my dad’s tie before they went to a wedding or holiday party or out to dinner with friends.

Now that he lived across the Atlantic Ocean, I hadn’t done it in a while.

“How do I look?” Griff asked once I’d finished tightening the tie and dared to subtly smooth the front of his shirt for the finishing touch.

“First class,” I answered as Henry deadpanned, “Like a grunt.”

Griff chuckled, then raised his arm to wave at someone behind me. I glanced over my shoulder to see a familiar white Prius slide into a nearby parking spot.

Ellie.

Henry unsteadily shifted from one foot to the other, standing close enough that his hip bone sharply bumped mine—ouch. Griff might’ve been a strapping six foot three, but Henry and I were the exact same height at five eight. “Smooth,” I mumbled.

“Is it just me”—Griff said when the Prius beep-beeped goodbye to its owner—“or does it seem like cameras flash every time she gets out of that car?”

“It’s a Prius,” Henry stated as I fought the urge to roll my eyes. Whenever Ellie locked her car, the headlights lit up like paparazzi cameras. “Not an Escalade.”

Griff looked at Henry blankly.

“It’s like driving a tin can,” I rephrased. “Not rolling up to the red carpet.”

“Mmm.” Griff nodded, not totally getting it. The three of us watched Ellie Hopper sling her canvas tote bag over her shoulder before heading toward us. I absentmindedly plucked a piece of fluff off Henry’s shoulder, and one side of his mouth tipped up amusedly.

“What was that?” he murmured.

I didn’t answer, a little weirded out by myself. Because that was something Ellie used to do all the time.

Like Henry and me, she and I’d met last year, when my family moved to Essex Harbor, Connecticut, halfway through the school year. There’d been an empty desk next to hers in English, and on a superficial level, I took it because I thought her hair—wavy and blond with light pink streaks—was cool. It was my conversation starter. “I’ll pass the compliment along to my stylist,” she told me. “Also known as my sister.” She introduced herself. “I’m Ellie. Ellie Hopper.”

“Audrey Barbour,” I replied, and over the next couple of weeks, we became casual friends. We didn’t text much or spend a ton of time together outside of school, but Ellie and I sat together at lunch when there was drama between her theater friends, periodically studied at our favorite coffee shop, and exchanged the occasional meme on Instagram. She’d also introduced me to her boyfriend, Henry. He and I connected so quickly that I wondered if the three of us would become a true trio.

But it was not meant to be.

After Ellie broke up with Henry last month, she and I weren’t as close (if we were even close in the first place). Our conversations sounded forced, and I couldn’t stop picturing Henry in tears when he’d come over after their breakup.

“Hey, guys,” she said now, pulling her long hair up into a high ponytail. “Did you read Jake and Cassie’s story?”

“Who’re Jake and Cassie?” Griff deadpanned. “Isn’t it Jack and Casey?”

Ellie rolled her eyes. Whenever we worked a wedding, she was the first to find the couple’s website and memorize all the details. Her mom was Constellation’s cofounder, so Ellie was always invested.

I felt a small twinge when Griff winked at Ellie, but reminded myself there wasn’t anything to be jealous of. Partly because he was still hung up on Libby, and definitely because Ellie wasn’t interested. “He asked me out once,” she’d told me, “but we have nothing in common. Sports put me to sleep, and he doesn’t know what thespian means.”

“By the way, congratulations, Henry,” Ellie added after Griff grilled her about the rest of “Jack and Casey’s” menu. “No one deserves that award more than you.”

This past week, our school had announced Henry as this year’s recipient of the Hearne Prize, which everyone summed up as the award for “best human.” Perfect GPA aside, Henry played tennis, peer tutored, and was president of the improv club. He also did the morning announcements (Principal Ruiz thought he had a nice radio voice).

Henry slid his hands into his pockets, his too-cool-for-school move. “Thanks, Ellie,” he said, and I watched her self-consciously shift her theatre is my sport tote to her other shoulder. When they were dating, Henry had always called Ellie “Pinks” for the same streaks that had caught my eye. Hearing him say “Ellie” had been an adjustment.

“Are your parents proud?” she tried.

A tight nod. “Over the moon.”

Griff and I made eye contact. He looked amused. On a scale of one to ten, his face read, how awkward is this?

I checked my phone; we still had some time, but nevertheless I said: “We should probably head in for briefing.”

“Good call.” Griff followed my lead. “Who’s our shift manager tonight, Ellie?”

Hearing her name made Ellie blink. “Oh, um, Mel.”

“Ah, mighty Mel…” Henry mused.

“… how we’ve missed her so!” I finished, making us both laugh.

Griff chuckled too, but Ellie stood there silently, expression annoyingly unreadable.

Was she thinking about Henry?

It was your choice, I wanted to remind her. He never wanted it to end.

And if Henry and I had anything to do with it, maybe it didn’t have to…
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Chapter 2

HENRY CHEN AND ELLIE HOPPER HAD ALWAYS seemed like a match made in high school heaven. Not prom king and queen level—that title belonged to Griff and Libby—but still, they were a really cute couple. Ellie played the lead in all the school musicals and Henry was her handsome, well-dressed film-buff boyfriend. They were the only people I knew who had AMC Stubs memberships.

Henry mostly sat with his improv friends at lunch, but he chivalrously walked Ellie to her cafeteria table of choice and came back to walk her to class afterward. She watched all of his tennis matches; he went to every musical and play. They did clever couples costumes on Halloween. Friday was date night, and they had dinner at her house on Sundays. “If you and Henry were a Taylor Swift song, which one would you be?” I’d asked Ellie back in March. We’d been working on a statistics presentation at Rise & Grind Coffee, and it seemed like Taylor was the only artist on their spring playlist—and fine, I was curious. How did Ellie see their romance-novel relationship?

She’d looked up from her laptop and given me a funny look. “Seriously?”

I shrugged, and figured she wasn’t going to answer when she went back to her computer.

But after a moment, she mumbled the title of a song from Fearless.

“Oh, nice.” I quickly tweaked something in our Google Doc to mask my surprise. Because unless its lyrics had changed since my last listen, the song was about two guys, not one. Sensible and so incredible, and then screaming and fighting and kissing in the rain.

Is Henry somehow both? I wondered. As far as I knew, they never argued.

That afternoon should’ve been the tip-off. I shouldn’t have been shocked to get a text from Ellie in April, one that said: Henry and I broke up. It was mutual, so definitely not a big deal. Just wanted to let you know.

Pulse pitching, I immediately locked my phone and blinked before reopening it. Ellie and Henry breaking up? I’d misread the message, right?

Spoiler alert: I hadn’t.

I’m so sorry, I began to type. Let me know if you need—

The sudden groan of the garage door rising paused my thumbs. Myself excluded, only three people knew the keypad code. But my father was in Vienna and my mom had braved the rain for book club.

Which left…

Henry walked into the hot shop, drenched from the downpour. His dark hair was plastered to his forehead, and water had somehow seeped through his impenetrable waxed raincoat. His boots left a footprint with every step. “Lose your umbrella?” I quipped.

Henry’s voice was controlled but furious. “Did Pinks ever mention a ‘someone else’ to you?” he asked. “Because tonight it was brought to my attention that there is a someone else.”

I opened my mouth, but couldn’t even squeak out a syllable.

“Oh, right.” Henry nodded. “My opening statement should’ve been something along the lines of ‘Adelaide Hopper dumped my ass out of fucking nowhere.’”

Who? I almost asked before remembering that Adelaide was Ellie’s real name. Adelaide Eleanor, after both her grandmothers. A little too old-fashioned for the twenty-first century.

“Yes, I gathered that…” I said slowly, grimacing. “I also had a heads-up.”

He snorted. “Did she say it was amicable?”

I read him Ellie’s text.

My heart twinged when Henry reached up and wiped lingering raindrops (or were they fresh tears?) from his eyes. “I have zero idea why she’d tell you that, Eliza—”

“My Fair Lady?” I guessed, another Audrey classic.

“Nicely done, Doolittle,” Henry said, then sighed heavily. “Why would she say that when it’s so far—like, light-years away—from the truth? Obviously she knows I’m going to tell you.”

“Obviously.” I slipped my hands into my jumpsuit pockets. If you wanted to pinpoint our origin story, Henry and I had become friends through Ellie during junior spring. When I’d finally been confident enough in my glasswork to open an Etsy shop, I asked Ellie to ask Henry to have lunch with us. He was a member of our school’s Future Enterprisers club, so I thought he could give me some advice.

Three cafeteria table consultations and a negotiated twenty percent commission later, he quit Future Enterprisers to run Golightly Glass’s affairs.

I sighed. “I think it’s her way of saying she doesn’t want to talk about it.”

“Well, I do.” Henry unzipped his raincoat, then shucked it off and hung it on a hook near the side door. It promptly drip-dropped. “May I?” He gestured to my supply of blowpipes.

“By all means,” I said. Henry didn’t blow glass often, but the hollow metal pipe was one of his favorite fidget toys. He held it like a scepter or spun it like a fire dancer sans dance routine.

I grabbed a pipe in solidarity, though not to work; after blowing glass for two hours tonight, I’d just put my last piece in the annealer—the kiln—when Ellie texted me the news.

“His name is Chase,” Henry said.

I snorted. “Really?”

“I know.” He rolled his eyes. “Makes it even better, right?”

“I mean, a little,” I said. “‘Chase’ seems like the quintessential douche…” I trailed off when Henry stopped spinning the blowpipe and looked at me expectantly.

May I please tell the tale? his expression said.

I nodded.

“Chase Reynolds,” he told me, “is not a new face. He’s Pinks’s ex-boyfriend.”

Wait, what? I thought with a slight jolt. Ellie dated someone before Henry?

Henry and Ellie had always seemed so together, it was difficult to imagine either of them being with anyone else.

“It was before you moved here,” Henry answered my unasked question. “She was a freshman; he was a junior. They broke up when he left for college.”

“But kept in touch?” I surmised.

Henry shook his head. “She told me he’d drunk-texted her a couple of times his first semester, but other than that, no contact.”

I waited for him to say more.

“Remember when she and her parents went to Davidson’s revisit day?”

I bit the inside of my cheek. Davidson was in North Carolina, and Ellie had applied on a whim; she’d never set foot on campus. “Let me guess,” I whispered. “Chase goes there?”

“Bingo!” Henry chirped. “Chase not only transferred there last year, but he also was her tour guide or orientation leader or whatever that whole day… and lo and behold, they’ve been texting ever since.” He sighed. “She told me she’s really sorry, but she’s been emotionally cheating on me for the past few weeks, and they’ve talked about seeing each other this summer…”

A lump rose in my throat. “Oh, Henry.”

His face twisted. No one put their girlfriend on a higher pedestal than Henry Chen.

I swallowed, and after confiscating his blowpipe, pulled him into a hug. He was trembling. “But it’s definitely not a big deal,” he said, quoting his ex’s text. “It was amicable.”

“Mutual,” I corrected him.

His laugh sounded more like a cough.

“Are you hungry?” I asked after a beat. Henry and I didn’t usually hug, so it was a little awkward. He was so angular, all edges and points. “Do you want to order pizza?”

Thankfully, the rain had let up and our food was delivered within the hour. Ottimo’s brick oven pizza was the best in town. Henry and I had ordered our favorite white pie with grape tomatoes, mozzarella, arugula, and topped with shaved Parmesan, prosciutto, and basil. My mouth watered as I carried the pizza box to the back of the garage, which my cousins had dubbed the “groupie area” when I first set up shop. Grace and James had helped me arrange a mid-century leather couch and round aluminum coffee table—two of my mom’s castoffs—on a fraying Persian rug to make the corner cozy. I flipped open the box as Henry inspected the contents of the tall minifridge, digging through some water bottles, seltzers, and a lone iced tea until he found what he was looking for: Stiegl Goldbräu.

Otherwise known as Austria’s most popular beer. Since our expatriate experience in Vienna, my parents stocked a steady supply and turned a blind eye so long as I didn’t touch their meticulously curated wine collection. “We trust you, Audrey” was my mom’s recurring line. She knew I liked hosting friends but would never throw a party.

I wasn’t extroverted enough for that.

The beers paired well with the pizza, and we each cracked open another bottle after the last crust had been eaten. Besides being heartbroken, Henry was a lightweight, so he now bounced from topic to topic: Golightly Glass’s new stickers, his grandfather’s dog chewing his sneakers, how Matt Rife was an overrated comedian, the LSATs (depending on the day, Henry either wanted to be an entertainment agent or lawyer). I confiscated the beer and switched us to water when he somehow brought everything back around to Ellie and Chase.

“It’s stupid!” he sputtered. “She’s going to Barnard next year, not Davidson. We were together almost two years, and she’s throwing it away for what? A summer with him?”

Feeling all warm and fuzzy from the beer, I battled the urge to break into an off-key rendition of Grease’s “Summer Nights.” Ellie had starred as Sandy last semester.

“It’ll be a long-distance summer too,” Henry added. “He has some internship in Boston.”

“Wow,” I said, straight-faced. “Tell me how you really feel about long-distance relationships.”

“They’re doomed,” he replied. “Even with the best intentions and purest hearts.”

What movie did he steal that from? I wondered. Or is it a Henry Chen original?

“Okay, so get her back in the fall,” I told him after a long sip of water. “Let Ellie and Chase crash and burn, then make your move. NYU is only a subway ride from Barnard—”

“No way!” he said. “I want her back now.”

I gave him a look. “You sound like an overtired four-year-old.”

Henry groaned. “But, Audrey, I love her.”

“I know,” I said, then went all rom-com wedding on him. “But take comfort from the Corinthians! Love is patient, right?”

“Mmm,” Henry mused. “Yes, unless…”

“Unless what?” I asked, something flipping in me when Henry’s brown eyes brightened. What he was about to suggest would either be brilliant or brilliantly stupid—

“Will you go out with me?”

Okay, or just plain absurd.

My water went down the wrong pipe. “Oh my god,” I said after I’d coughed my way to recovery. “Did you seriously just ask me to go out with you?”

Color creeped up Henry’s neck. “Yes, Sabrina, but I don’t mean it like that…”

“How do you mean it, Hank?” I asked, confused. He’d been wallowing over Ellie five seconds ago.

Henry shot me a stone-faced look. “You know I hate ‘Hank.’”

“That’s a shame,” I said dryly. “Because I think it has a certain je ne sais quoi—especially if we’re going to start dating. Nicknames would really sell it.”

“Exactly.” Henry snapped his fingers. “We wouldn’t actually be in a relationship; we’d be selling one.”

Oh, I thought. Henry didn’t want to mix business with pleasure—he wanted to start another business.

“You want to pretend,” I deduced. “You want to make Ellie jealous.”

“Jealous sounds half-baked,” Henry said. “I thought we’d spin it as us helping her realize who she truly loves.”

“And you think us dating will accomplish that?”

Henry nodded.

I took a beat to think, blinking hard as I imagined Henry’s fingers lacing through mine and tugging me toward him for a—

“Okay, no,” I blurted, fueled by a sudden hot pulse. “No way, no thank you, absolutely not.”

“Really?” Henry slowly raised an eyebrow. “Absolutely not?” He held my gaze until I started squirming—something in my gut requesting I reconsider.

Or at least help him realize how flimsy this scheme was.

“What would be in it for me?” I asked, folding my arms across my chest as if to hide my hammering heart. “Beyond potentially watching you reunite with the love of your life.”

For all of three seconds, I thought I’d stumped him.

But then a stupid smirk spread across his face.

“Two words,” Henry said. “Griff Keeler.”

I felt my face warm but rolled my eyes.

Henry didn’t buy it. “You have a crush on him,” he continued. “I know you do, Holly.”

“At least half of Essex Harbor has a crush on him,” I countered. Not only was Griffin Keeler incredibly handsome, but he was also friendly, funny, and a glass-half-full guy—so damn delightful that girls were powerless against his grin.

And girlfriend or no girlfriend, he was a huge flirt.

“He thinks you’re cool,” Henry said. “Cute, too.”

“He does?” I semi-squeaked. Griff and I weren’t really friends at school, but we were pretty close from cater-waitering. He hung out with Henry and me after work and sometimes visited the hot shop. “When did he say that?”

“It was a tangent during a tutoring session.” Henry gave me a look. “Honestly, being with someone—well, in this case, being with me—might put you on his radar.”

“He’s still more or less with Libby,” I pointed out. “Spring break in Scottsdale, remember?”

“Yeah, and he came back lovesick because he got a maybe for prom,” Henry reminded me. “Griff Keeler wants what he can’t have.”

Hmm…

I closed my eyes and leaned back against the couch cushions, thinking about Griff. I wouldn’t say I had an all-consuming, overwhelming, can’t-eat-or-sleep crush on him, but I was far from immune to his charm—and I liked the layer beneath said charm. I would never forget a couple of months ago, he’d stopped me in the hallway and asked for a favor. “Next week is the anniversary of my grandpa’s death,” he confided. “And Gram is in rough shape right now. I want to surprise her with flowers, but none of the florist’s vases are special enough.” He glanced away for half a second, as if nervous. “Would you be able to blow something one of a kind for her?”

The project had taken a full weekend, and it was the first time Griff and I hung out alone together. He’d been there every step of the process—from the initial sketch to blowing the vase to setting it in the annealer—and, later, his grandmother had commissioned three identical vases for her children. Who needs Simon Pearce? she’d written in an unexpected thank-you note. You are going places, Audrey!

“Come on,” Henry tried, his voice a little hoarse. “What do you say?”

I snuck a peek at him from beneath my lowered lids. He looked hopeful, yet also full of despair.

Eh, what’s the worst-case scenario? I wondered. You and Henry discover you’re the worst couple ever and stage a dramatic breakup?

That didn’t sound not fun…

Although I wasn’t sure it was worth the risk. Henry and I were strictly friends, but what Ellie saw in him wasn’t a secret. I got it, and even I’d felt the pull into Henry Chen’s orbit. Not six hours after agreeing to partner on Golightly Glass, I’d run into him at the bookstore; he was buying a guide to glassblowing. “You should watch Blown Away instead,” I advised after he explained he wanted to immerse himself in the glass world. “It’s a glassblowing competition on Netflix.” I couldn’t stop grinning. “It’s a great introduction to glassblowing and also extremely entertaining.”

In typical Henry fashion, he still bought the book, and late that night, he called me. “May I come over tomorrow?” he asked. “I finished season one and really think I can blow something…”

So much glass ended up on the floor that day, but I hadn’t laughed so hard in—well, ever. To quote many a Minted Christmas card, Henry made everything feel merry and bright. I suddenly couldn’t imagine the hot shop without him in it.

Luckily, I’d set myself straight before hearts filled my eyes—He’s with Ellie! They’re perfect together!—but now he wasn’t with Ellie and nothing meant more to me than our friendship and business partnership. If we pretended to date, what would happen when all was said and done? Would we go back to being best friends? Or would this make things… different?

Maybe even weird?

I didn’t know, and I didn’t like that.

So I sucked in a deep breath, then said: “One month.”

“One month?” he asked. “One month what?”

“You can ask me again in a month,” I told him, then shrugged. “You can’t get over Ellie too quickly.”

Henry’s lips slowly twitched up in a smile. “Good point,” he said, and if he suspected I was stalling, he didn’t let on.



TONIGHT MARKED FOUR WEEKS SINCE HENRY had suggested our fauxmance, and I was embarrassed I remembered without any reminders from him or my calendar. What does that say about me? I wondered as I folded napkins and arranged silverware. That I think Henry’s idea is such lunacy it’s unforgettable? Or that it actually does have some merit?

Hmm.

Thankfully, the welcome party distracted me. After service, per usual, all the high school workers left Wicklow and drove over to Hamburger Hill. On a side street off Essex’s main drag and open till midnight, the diner was decorated with Beatles memorabilia. Paul, John, George, and Ringo bobbleheads greeted us at the hostess podium, Technicolor–pop art portraits decorated the walls, and every time I ordered coffee, it came in a different themed mug. My favorite was the yellow submarine. Thankfully, the old-fashioned jukebox played more than just Beatles songs.

“Hey, gang!” Heather, the owner, called from behind the counter. “Good night?”

“The bride and groom are made for each other!” Ellie called back, as I said, “The bride is going to eat the groom alive!”

“But the truffle mac and cheese was electric,” Griff added.

Heather shook her head and smiled. “Sit anywhere you like.”

Henry chose a big booth with a Union Jack painted on the tabletop. While I wanted to sit next to Griff, to feel his arm or leg accidentally brush against mine, I ended up sandwiched between Henry and Jared. Jared, Mia, and Kenzie—all finishing up their junior year—were the Constellation rookies. Mia needed to work on her eye contact (or lack thereof), Jared had to control his Super Bowl–level enthusiasm, and, per Commander Mel, Kenzie needed to stop inserting herself into guests’ conversations.

Across the table, Mia and Kenzie were all too happy to flank Griff, and Ellie took the outermost spot. She was feverishly texting someone—Chase, I guessed—but looked up from her phone once Henry flagged down a server. “Please tell us you haven’t run out of salmon burgers!” Griff said by way of greeting.

“Salmon burgers?” I asked, caught off guard. Griff never wavered from Hamburger Hill’s bacon cheeseburger.

“Yeah.” Griff nodded. “Mia told me she doesn’t do red meat.”

Next to him, Mia beamed.

She was in luck, and our milkshakes and burgers arrived about twenty minutes later. “Can I have one of your fries?” Kenzie asked Griff, whose chili cheese fries took up half his plate. She blushed when he gave her permission to have more than one.

“Not to bring the mood down,” he added, dramatically clearing his throat, “but I have a little announcement.”

“You’re getting the Camaro repainted?” Henry guessed. “You’ve realized the orange is heinous?”

The table laughed. “Chen, I don’t have that kind of money,” Griff said, then shook his head. “No, I wanted to let you all know that Libby isn’t going to make prom.”

“Oh, Griff…” Ellie, Kenzie, and Mia chorused as everything around me turned to white noise.

Libby isn’t going to make prom.

“Which means I’m in desperate need of a date,” Griff continued before my heart could burst out in song. His eyes twinkled. “Let me know if you have any suggestions, okay?”

Under the table, I felt Henry’s knee nudge mine. He didn’t say anything, but I could hear his voice in my head: If you don’t do something soon, you might miss your chance…

Unfortunately, Griff searching for a date suddenly made Henry’s and my potential fake dating seem less moronic than when originally proposed.

Our burgers were so delicious that we ate them in near silence. “How kind,” I told Henry when he offered me his black-and-white milkshake, and in return, I gave him my salted caramel. Our new thing was drinking half our shakes before trading.

“So, Audrey,” Griff said as I dipped a couple of French fries into the creamy shake, “I heard your mom’s headed out of town soon.”

“Where’s she going?” Mia asked before I could chew and swallow.

“She and my dad are going to France,” I said. My father had flown in for an extended visit two weeks ago. “They’re celebrating their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary in the Loire Valley. If there’s a wine trail, they’ll follow it.”

“C’est incroyable!” Ellie exclaimed as Mia, Kenzie, and Jared laughed.

“How long are they going to be gone?” Jared asked.

“Three weeks. Back just in time for graduation.”

“Interesting…” Griff’s eyes shined, so mesmerizing that I barely felt Henry’s knee knock mine under the table again. “You have any special plans while they’re gone?”

“Not really.” I took a sip from my water glass. My throat had gone dry. “I’ll probably blow a lot of glass, to be honest. And my cousin—”

“Audrey.” Griff cut me off. “You have the house to yourself for almost a month and all you’re focused on is glass?”

Well, I’ll eat more pad thai than usual, I thought, since my mom hated the lingering smell. But yes…

Henry coughed, then leaned forward with a comically furrowed brow. “Griff, have you met Audrey?”

To hide my snort, I turned and accidentally nuzzled Henry’s neck as he settled back into the booth. His warm skin singed the tip of my nose and he smelled of spicy-sweet cologne mixed with Constellation’s corn bread and why were we sitting so close to each other?

Blood rushed to my cheeks when I noticed Ellie watching us, and as soon as our eyes locked, she shifted in her seat and spoke.

“Nice try, Griff,” she said, almost coolly. “Just because Audrey’s house is the size of an amusement park doesn’t mean she should open its gates.”

“Why not?” he asked. “It doesn’t need to be huge…”

Ah, I realized. He wants me to throw a party.

That was so not my idea of a good time.

But Kenzie was already excited. “You live on the beach, right?”

“Kind of,” I said. My house overlooked the Long Island Sound, and we did have a stretch of beach, but it was more pebbles than sand. My mom liked to read there, and in the summer, I loved taking a quiet dip after a long day.

“Audrey, Audrey.” Griff grabbed my attention again. His energy was contagious, making my stomach spin. “Can I offer you some advice?”

“I don’t know,” Henry said, munching on a sweet potato fry. “Can you?”

Griff good-naturedly flipped Henry the bird. “May I offer you some advice?” he corrected himself.

I couldn’t help but smile. “All ears, Keeler.”

“Have some fun!” He grinned. “Like, I know you have your glassblowing stuff, and that’s cool—really cool—but embrace your freedom, too. I mean, you have three weeks. Do something you’ve never done before. Say what the hell and shoot for the moon!”

“And don’t worry if you miss,” Henry stage-whispered, “because you’ll land among the stars…”

Ellie stopped texting to grimace. “I’m pretty sure you’re quoting a cheesy elementary school aspirational poster.”

“Yes,” Henry confirmed. “Mrs. Lipton. Fourth grade.”

The table laughed again.

“Your wise words are much appreciated.” I started giggling when Griff looked at me expectantly. “I’ll definitely consider digging my astronaut gear out of the attic.”

It took him a second to get it, but then he perked up. “Seriously?”

I nodded. “Seriously.”

He raised his hand for a high five, and I stretched to meet him for a satisfying slap. The skin-to-skin contact sent a zing through my veins.

And when he smiled at me, with that adorable chipped tooth, I did think, What the hell?



HENRY WAS SURPRISINGLY SILENT ON THE drive home from Hamburger Hill, and I kept my mouth shut, too. Half of me surmised he was tired from several hours of service with a smile, but without any exaggerated yawns to prove it, the other half of me suspected the wheels were turning in his head. He was quiet because he was thinking.

“Thanks for the ride,” I said once he’d passed through the gate and slowed to a stop in my driveway. The house was dark; my parents had gone into Manhattan for dinner and a show. “Brigitta should be ready next week.”

My car was currently in the shop, thanks to its never-ending list of maladies. This time, all the electrical in the driver’s side door had gone out. I wondered how hard that bill was going to hit my bank account. Every inch of my lifestyle screamed privileged white girl and my dad did make an incredible living. But I was far from spoiled and covered most of my own expenses. All the money in my bank account was thanks to my catering job and Golightly Glass. And admittedly, birthday checks from my grandparents helped. My American Express card was only for emergencies.

The Blue Ridge deposit hadn’t entirely wiped out my savings, but I wouldn’t be able to pay for the tuition by myself.

“Do you want to come to the city tomorrow?” I asked while unbuckling my seat belt. “We can go to a museum after my glassblowing class. You still need to find your mom a birthday gift, right?”

Henry nodded. “That sounds great,” he agreed, then waited a beat before saying, “It’s been a month.”

A month? I thought about joking and playing dumb, but I knew I wasn’t going to escape this conversation. As ridiculous as it was, it was too important.

“Yes,” I said instead, stoic. “It’s been a month.”

“I would get down on one knee…” Henry said as my stomach started to swirl. “But being buckled in makes that a little difficult.” He casually popped open the center console and pulled out a box of Good & Plenty, my favorite candy. I couldn’t help but fight a smile: Good & Plenty had become hard to find. “Holly, there’s no one like you.” Henry’s brown eyes caught mine as he shook the licorice candy. “Your love for this vileness is a testament of that.” He grinned. “Please go out with me?”

No, I thought, my stomach tying itself into knots at the same time warmth flooded my chest. It was a bad idea.

We were a bad idea… right?

Red flags waved in my head, but over the last month, I’d really grown sick of Henry being sick over Ellie. I mean, he still had a photo of them as his phone wallpaper! If this charade helped him win her back, wonderful. If not, maybe he would finally get over her.

And, I thought, if Griff suddenly feels inclined to flirt with me…

Well, I wouldn’t stop the backs of my knees from going weak.

“You don’t think it’d be kind of weird?” I asked. “Us pretending to be together?”

Henry
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